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At Large



I can tell you about bad people.


How they will go through your cupboards.


One day you’ll turn round from unloading the dryer,


and one will suddenly be there, in a balaclava,


only he won’t call it a balaclava but a bally,


and you’ll wish you’d listened when the dog, earlier,


barked and barked at what you thought was probably a fox.


Some of them will be apprehended in unusual places,


like on an EasyJet flight before it disembarks,


or at the top of a rickety iron ladder to an attic room,


or on a small boat coming in from a boating lake in York.


On arrest, some of them will be wearing a remembrance poppy


but mostly they are still at large, going about their business


Shopping at the big Tesco, grabbing a bag of Walkers Ready Salted.


Waiting in line at the petrol station.





Let me be your safeguarding concern



My first sight of Kent and Medway


was ricocheting out of the back


of a transit onto the A259


close to midnight.


The English police made the stop.


We heard their low murmuring voices,


van doors banging, from in the back.


I wasn’t hanging about.


I had a cap on, from a place


I haven’t been to. NYC


it said in red stitching.


The international signal for


not giving a shit.


I’d imagined London, but this


was all farms and no street lights.


Over the way, I heard dogs barking.


That night I slept on two


slightly damp bales of straw.


It wasn’t raining, and I was safe


in the knowledge I didn’t exist.





Whitby



You waited near the Harbour three long weeks that winter.


Finally, the ship sailed in, and from it lumbered a polar bear,


slow and grubby from the trip.


I watched him greet you, rubbing his huge head over your slim body,
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