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CATHERINE AYRES




Not quite déjà vu
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Ascending the water ride


I suddenly remember Leith,


the four of us pissed and maudlin,


conversation fading into sleep


until Alec drains his glass,


tells Maude she’s all that matters,


his cheeks flushed as an open heart


and you say ‘You’re so lucky’


then stop, look away before I understand.


Sometimes memories make circles,


glint like birds in the light;


plummeting now, eyes blurred,


I think of your face,


how my stomach lurched.





CYNTHIA MILLER




Falooda


I have a friend who always believed


love was like being touched


by a livewire or swimming


on her back in a lightning storm.


I want to tell her it’s homesickness,


how longing pulls us in funny ways.


We go walking through


all the rooms of our lives


eating cold sweet things:


saffron ices, rose syrup and milk


in a tall glass, Persian cucumber ice cream


light as muslin. Such gentle


gods say be still and listen. They say


how love is a greenwood that deepens,


how every desert hides a well.





LENNI SANDERS




Green Blue Yellow


on the hottest of days


lay down on likewedid the grass


and listen to likewedid poetry


with me:


don’t get up and I won’t either


there is a sky as blue as gas rings


as cartoon dolphins


which is invisible to us


we are busy silently listening


your eyelids are full of happy gold


my eyelids are full of sad gold
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STEPHEN SEXTON




Romantic
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It’s hard to mourn in shorts, a straw hat, flip-flops.


Cats from the sanctuary sunbathe nude


on the headstones, or cool the embassies


of themselves among the pomegranate trees.


Would the cicadas ever quit buckling their ribs.


A gecko goes bouldering over Antonio Gramsci’s grave


and the beautiful teeth of American tourists are sparkling


but they can’t help it, and we are tourists too.


We drink water by the jeroboam


and go over again the terrible things Percy Shelley did


in the name of his fireproof heart.


Die by drowning or don’t – these remain our options.


The water cycle magics on like something


finer than a clock and John Keats


it’s nice to meet you, under the circumstances.


And John Keats, please excuse us, time has made it late.


It’s today already


and we have only the rest of our lives.


Long may we dabble our feet in the clear Italian lakes.


Long may we mosey through the graveyards of the world.
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RAMONA HERDMAN




Yes


Boy at the off licence,


you are slightly too old for this job


and you are not beautiful.


But you hold my eye


so I say ‘Yes’


to the taster of pink fizz


refused by the sensible women


(‘working’ ‘driving’ ‘kids’)


ahead of me in the queue.


It is 11am on Sunday


and you look like you know


the way out of the weight of the world.


So yes, I will run away with you


at least as far


as the bins round the back


with the rest of the bottle.





ELLIE DANAK




Dear Lab-Man


Yesterday I wrote your name on a single cell,


engraved split hearts on algae. I broke the rules,


left a lipstick mark on a Petri dish. Each day


I watch you tend to pipettes dripping


like your children’s noses. I speak to you


in elemental signs: here are pearls of mercury


for your wife. I dissect your echoes, the chaos


of your coat — drawn to a fission of dark
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