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                             Look, the bright full moon

                 is the town clock, its dark hands

                 missing, robbed for scrap.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               HOW A BOOK COULD BE

            

            
               
                  This is how a book could be –

                  tonight it’s ballet, tomorrow

                  apply a different progression code

                  within the hyperlex transfer protocol.

               

               
                  There’ll be a future name for a flicker render, mimicking film.

                  It’s fine, you can theorise in poetry,

                  sing analysis in. There’s lyric in the language of the intellect –

                  lyric can be intelligent, breathing out a thought, attentive adoration.

               

               
                  This is how a page could be –

                  mostly white space for the text wall, and the windows varying in size, varied in shape,

                  colour saturation, force of light.

                  It is all dancing and stage-build today, rich reds by design,

                  but you can still cherish resolving in the eye / hands.

               

               
                  Tomorrow this is how pauses work

               

               
                  This is how ellipses…

                  and now dashes –

                            positioning, movement

                                                        and you make it all a performance –

                  Would you like to buy this programme?

               

               
                  (The contents resemble everything I once wanted, worked for, resemble…

                  nothing you could have seen before,

               

               
                                                                   and now they’re all alight.)

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               THE PRICE

            

            
               
                  Remember when a poem could be banned

                              for beginning with the word ‘Remember’? –

                  for mentioning it was a poem,

                  for bearing the weight of twenty-three syllables

                              on the long oak bough of any given line?

               

               
                  (Those tiny birds, conspiring on the other side of that branch,

                  had to be counted.

                  No modulated breath was safe, no high canopy.)

               

               
                  Remember when a poem could be censured for exaggerating –

                            using that juvenile word ‘banned’, for example –

                   simplifying ‘exactly’, or displaying ‘exotic lite’, deploying ‘marram’,

                  ‘palimpsest’, or ‘shard’?

               

               
                  I loved those years.

                  I am a Trading Standards Officer.

                  There should be a price on every word.

               

               
                  Play gentle, Rich, play nice.

                  You’ll always be

                                a government inspector.

                  You’ll always be a —

               

               
                  I had a key for everything then, real keys and metaphorical.

                  Data Protection was my brief –

                  Magnúsdóttir, since you ask, Lacock, and bacon.

                  (I can say nothing regarding parentage but may I suggest

                  a widening of your diet, a little more adventure in your travel?

                  Questions for password amnesia don’t require authenticity –

                  the psy-ops mantra is ‘persistence of the identifier, not reality in identity’.

                  If you have to stay local, there’s always Io or Brigadoon.

               

               
                  Play gentle, Rich, play nice.

                  You’ll always be

                                a quantity surveyor.

                  You’ll always be a —

               

               
                  My favourite key, real, had the heft of a tenon saw –

                  (I feel we’d better have a word like ‘heft’ in this well-crafted poem,

                  we all need a guarantee, the reassurance of heritage vocabulary,

                  and consensus in the first-person plural).

                  That implement liberated a certain opening in the old king’s demesne,

                  a gate in a small postern.

                  It was all-weather but bore a delicate emblem:

                  on one half of the shield there was a furious dragon,

                  on the other judging balances, for the measurement of pie-wrens or hashish.

                  Each device was fading black on a field of deep red.

                  Through the warped door the forbidden forest

                              must still luxuriate in the complex anthem

                  of leaf drip, mammal call, a soft baffling of breezes, mystery percussion.

                  The birds grumble but I tell you they can be decoded.)

               

               
                  Play gentle, Rich, play nice.

                  You’ll always be

                                a debt collector.

                  You’ll always be a —

               

               
                  Oh you’ve lost that little padlock from your charm bracelet.

                  (As this is a poem I’ll just say what you already know –

                  let our listeners glean a little more private information for next to nothing,

                  actually it’s all on me.)

                  That silver safeguard was also a freebie,

                  the shining plummet from a rent but unexploded cracker.

                  Our first get-together was a Christmas burlesque in the heat of summer:

                  out amid the marram the pom-pom hats didn’t stay on for long

                  and you cut yourself on a Viking, on a Viking shard

                  (a piece of jagged plastic from some ready-meal packaging,

                  and the palimpsest in the digitised object says the provenance is I-c-e-l-a-n-d).

               

               
                  Play gentle, Rich, play nice.

                  You’ll always be

                                a lie detector.

                  You’ll always be a —

               

               
                  Months later – here I’ll continue to explain what you already know,

                           it’s only polite when we have company –

                  you agreed with a kiss you’d accept a binding contract.

                  It was actually winter but the heating warranted shorts.

                  We’d never settled for the takeover of sharing my name.

                  We’d always understood we’d be equals

                               under differentiated language –

                  and let any children choose their own ropeways.

               

               
                  We registered our radical grafting but I’m afraid this poem isn’t permitted

                  to clamber up anyone else’s family tree,

                  or slip down I should say, since, like the inverted offering of Seahenge,

                  we are surely all in descent, the lowest tips yet in humanity’s burial darkness.

               

               
                  Play gentle, Rich, play nice.

                  You’ll always be

                                a coin curator.

                  You’ll always be a —

               

               
                  I like a good ghost story. I know the cost of the arboretum.

                  I’m sorry we taught each other

                            to specialise in adjustments of loss.

                  It’s no good saying now I couldn’t have known I was an expert

                  in short-selling, owned nothing I would risk,

                       that I borrowed security from your promise and still

                       bless the profit of our hopes – not quite held, certainly sold.

               

               
                  Play gentle, Rich, play nice.

               

               
                  A gap appears during the act of valuation:

                  value is an anxious covering, not an estimation of the ontic.

               

               
                  Play gentle, Rich, play nice.

                  You’ll always be

                                a ready reckoner.

                  You’ll always be a —

               

               
                  There is a cost to fervour, adulation.

                  There is a cost to measure, to calculation. There is a cost…

                  There is a cost to conclusion –

                  you can surely hear now how this text is slowing,

                  it has sighted the deal, its destination.

                  I can sense you welcome the farewell,

                  as I thought I detected, a little earlier, your exasperation –

                  this is a poem sinking with the pangs

                            of the coming compromise, haggle completed,

                  the satisfactory simplicity of achieved dissatisfaction.

                  I should think there’d be some sort of repetition

                  at the finish, the poem’s final handshake or set of receipts.

                  Capping a refrain’s phrases can be quite effective? –

                  it’s knowing, but I bet this poem will be trying to raise spirits.

                  Yes here it is, the finale, to be honest all suddenly sounding a bit rushed,

                  (play gentle, Rich, play nice)

                  making a little rhyme of itself, self-obsessed to the last!

               

               
                  Play gentle, Rich, play nice.

                  You’ll always be

                                a loss adjustor.

                  You’ll always be a Price.
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