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               Looking at You      (Caroline)

            

            
               
                  Having your photograph on my bedside table

                  is like having a propeller there … My friend

                  did his project on the Gallipoli Offensive—

                  with a proud Appendix of family heirlooms:

                  irrelevant fragments of German aircraft.

                  I covered the Russian Revolution (the only

                  lasting consequence of the Great War,

                  I argued) but with nothing more tactile

                  than a picture section—central feeding

                  in tsarist times: cabbage soup and black bread,

                  the Eisenstein-faced peasants with red pupils …

                  I take your unnaturally serious expression

                  and coax it into a smile or a glum look—

                  dotted lines pencilled in for velocity—but

                  you still won’t budge. Then I imagine your

                  stasis as whir, movement in perfect phase,

                  just before it starts walking backwards …

                  All the walks here lead into the autobahn:

                  they are dual carriageways for pedestrians,

                  with wire bridges over traffic unusually

                  quiet in the snow. A blue signpost marks

                  the distances: Nürnberg 100; Würzburg

                  (home of the Volkswagen) 200; Berlin 500 …

               

               
                  The pioneers of aviation were never alone—

                  they named their machines after their loved ones.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               Dependants

            

            
               
                  These specks of metal on my hands: gold dust,

                  or the lead we accumulate that kills us?

                  I have put off your visit this week, and watch

                  the late movie on TV, alone with my regrets …

               

               
                  The searchlight is a romantic theatre moon.

                  It makes the rounds of the prison, bathes it

                  in a blue glow, then swivels off across the bay …

                  The inmates wear denim and sleep six to a room.

               

               
                  They share a girl on a calendar, her pout

                  a vague ecstasy that recalls a wife or girlfriend

                  to each of them. In their interminable nights,

                  they climb the moonbeams and cross to the mainland.

               

               
                  of their memories, the love that led them astray

                  with its dreams of mediocrity and comfort.

                  Her upturned face, framed by expensive furs …

                  Now they meet once a month, through a grille.

               

               
                  The initiative is with those on the outside:

                  a wife’s assurances; a lawyer come to say

                  that divorce proceedings are being instituted;

                  the file slipped into a home-made birthday cake.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
          Diablerie
        

            

            
               
                  Your ringed hands clutch your elbows. In your arms

                  is someone else’s child, a black-eyed baby girl

                  dressed like His Satanic Majesty in a red romper suit:

                  a gleeful crustacean, executing pincer movements.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               Day in the Netherlands

            

            
               
                  Commuting tourists, we retire

                  from the city in the evening

                  to a house in the floral suburbs,

                  Linnaeuslaan, the street sign giving

                  the dates of the great botanist …

               

               
                  From the fibreglass perfection

                  of a fly-boat, we saw Amsterdam’s

                  thinnest house; prison-cells built into

                  the supports of a bridge, their

                  window-bars called Swedish curtains

               

               
                  on the German commentary tape;

                  the station constructed on thousands

                  of wooden piles. The Shell building—

                  that funny look in its windows

                  comes from the gold dust in them …

               

               
                  We are so overfed that if we

                  had supper as well, we could

                  only quarrel afterwards. So we

                  skip it and sit by the canal

                  in the last warmth of the year.

               

               
                  For the first time, we dare to talk

                  about our past, contiguity that

                  preceded love, and kept it

                  at bay … My room opened off yours,

                  it could have been a cupboard.
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