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			Some will tell you that you are mad, and nearly all will say, ‘What is the use?’ For we are a nation of shopkeepers, and no shopkeeper will look at research which does not promise him a return within a year. And so you will sledge nearly alone, but those with whom you sledge will not be shopkeepers: that is worth a good deal.




			 – Apsley Cherry-Garrard, The Worst Journey in the World

		

	

			For my kith, with thanks:

			and for the Jonathans, with apologies.

		

	
		
			Crates




			Observe that when I speak of crates

			your mind supplies one straight away.



			Likely you are thinking of the fruiterer’s crate:

			a shallow slatted box of rain-napped pine,

			the archetype of apples stencilled on the side,

			a cartouche slot above it for a grocer’s hand.



			Your crate may be the sturdy plastic tub 

			of the eco-minded council, waiting at the gate 

			with all its rinsed tomato cans 

			and in this case a drowned frog;



			or then again the solid, beer-smooth wood

			hefted by the publican

			with its hungover slump of bottles 

			to the yard, the morning after. 



			Your crate exists as soon as it is thought.

			Its shape is shown in speaking of it.

			Now, let us speak of love.

		

	
		
			Taken

			‘When a thief kisses you, count your teeth.’ – Yiddish proverb




			Let’s just say it was complete surrender. 

			The wanted word is visceral; the usual 

			exchange of fluids doesn’t quite compare. 

			He closed his eyes and tilted back his head

			and he was mine, as naked as a worm.

			He yielded like a sapling to the axe.



			Humility is not an asset in my trade, but 

			such an ecstasy of loss brought out 

			the best in me, at last. I stripped.

			His willingness unmanned me; such a glut

			of giving. It was hard to take but oh,

			I took it, breath for breath and blow for blow.



			I got up with the sun; gobsmacked, lovestruck.

			My keys were missing. All the doors were locked.

		

	
		
			Like love




			Snow falls on the year in sweeps and rushes;

			smothers colour, gags the tracks,

			stops the mouths of tell-tale lanes,

			stuffs a fist into the downfall pipes.



			Snow sneaks through the gap beneath the door,

			appears unsummoned in the porch.

			It lays its slippery gospel round the church,

			slides panic under feet and wheels. 



			Snow betrays the fox and starves the wren.

			It compacts to a lucid skim;    

			draws from deep white wells  

			to keep the townsfolk in a tightening pond.



			It takes a while to settle, settles so short a while.

			It brings the people out excited; sends them home 

			chilled to the bone, lonely to the bone,

			more frightened than they can explain.

		

	
		
			Lately




			Running on the ridge, where every contrail 

			cuts me to the gladdest bone

			I have to pause for breath. 



			The finches gossip over buds;

			the sky of it gets in my eyes. 
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