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A Day with Two Anniversaries









Our aim – no mine –


was to slash the badger


(that’s such bad language)


but we hit a real one


on the road to Drumquin


– too late


I saw his eyes greeny red


in the headlights


(couldn’t – didn’t – stop)


as the heavy chump confirmed


Drunquin’s maybe dodgy name


but the hill the beat the walk


always inside it


– inside the drum the hill –


they promised more


– more of the same –


as – staying B&B


we sat in Harkin’s Bar


looking at those two humped bookends


with the local news


going on above their heads


while they talked and drank


– one phrase I caught from that report


was body parts


another cap badge


– later we’d retire


to a lumpy bed in a room across the yard


a bed that smelt of old newspapers


– nothing was said


in that oh that dread room


a few miles from what had been your home


then like a fell arrest


I put one hand on your shoulder


but we’d no desire


no not in that damp


damp as well as dodgy bed






























A Noticed Thing









The windsock by the airfield


it’s hanging flaccid this evening


– hanging flaccid on its white pole


by the perimeter


I happen on it this hot humid Friday


like the way you find a symbol


in a poem or a novel


– something that’s over- or predetermined


– something like that


or like this too obvious giant condom


with the teat snipped off


which takes us back to the static


empty windsock drained of its usual orange colour


– your name is on me it says


on me like a bullet


I can tell you’re shocked


well just a tad you are


at being spoken to by a flat


– you called me flaccid –


by a flat windsock


– let me remind you


I was your image at one time


for the whole world


for everything-that-is-the-case


plus the wind rushing through it


or gulshing through it if you like


but perhaps you’ve moved on?


As you can see I’m all used up


like some friend you’ve left behind


– the world though is not conclusion


stuff that in your sock and ate it






























A Spruce New Colour









It all depends on your point of view


but from mine – and I know that men


can mistake colours and shades


– from mine the new suspen-


sion bridge at Toome is puce


– puce or maybe lavender –


as it brings the new long overdue bypass


across the River Bann


like a curved – curved or semi-circular


Jacob’s Ladder


which in a way is where it all began


as just sometimes I feel the wish


to drive through the village again


and see the old bridge


– or the bridge that stood in for the older one


then there’s the police station


built like a barracks behind high walls and screens


the poster of the hunger striker


– young – thin beard – Kevin Lynch –


tied high on a lamp post


(I wouldn’t call it a lantern)


and the black marble monument


to the young man


– a Presbyterian –


who – I don’t want to say hangs –


who walks in the song






























Elm Tree Avenue









We set up home


in a Victorian semi


in what only with hindsight


was a rather dull suburb


where we were so happy


painting walls and scrubbing floors


putting up curtains and going to auctions
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