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The centre of the fucking universe



I wonder what happened to Martin?


When we were young he gave me


a sea-smoothed stone, as if I loved him,


as if I’d treasure it in my palm.


He was only my friend’s fiancé.


Long gone, long gone, back to New Zealand.


The dark, the other side of the world.


He could even be dead now. I wonder


how many acquaintances he gave


such presumptuous gifts to?


Is there a beach-trail of stones


across the world on the desks


of women who half-remember


his conversation of pronouncements?


Of course, you know don’t you


this is all about me, like everything?


The stone rests on my papers –


little igneous owl-pellet,


blip from the world’s core.


All this barely a blink in its lifetime


of never loving anyone.





I have to let my lover in under my shield arm



I try to stay in, out of the plague.


But there’s something essential he needs


from the shops every day. I wait in the car


outside the Co-op. Loiter opposite,


not breathing. I hand him sanitiser


as soon as he’s back. I have to trust him.


Home, I sing the wash your hands song.


Unpack his choices. My favourite biscuits.


I tell him I’ll kill him if he kills me.





Valentine, 13 years in



Love, I want you clothed.


I want you to yawn and stretch


so I glimpse the reach


of skin at the base of your back


under rucked fabric.


That place I feel the muscles react


when we hug. Like the sway


in the trunk of a tree


when the wind moves its branches.


Then I want you turned away


so I can slip my hands round


from behind, under your T-shirt


and cradle your belly


warm in its burrow.


So I can put my face blind


against the oak door of your back.


So anyone but me


might not be sure it’s you.





First drink of the night



Reliable magic. Undimmed spring.


Peter Pan at the window, laughing,


reaching his hand in, lifting you


light on the empty air, the horizon


opening up like the sea arriving.





Sunstroke



You’d’ve thought I’d’ve learnt better by now,


but no. I’m still lizard-bask as anyone,


come the year’s new sun.


Despite that student afternoon, lasered


by light in the concrete campus square, supping one pint


then fevered and chucking up all night.


Despite that, and despite the white flag of my face,


my freckle-scarred arms that in latter


years haven’t faded back in winter, I know no better.


I ought, I ought, to be born-again virgin white.


Swathed. Slathered. Tented. I’m not.


Alongside hermeneutics, you’d think I’d’ve learnt


my skin’s limits, my poorly head’s needs. Nope.


I’ve heatstroked often since – once even indoors,


in a sauna.


O the faints, the piteous retchlings,


the cold baths, recantings. Still an idiot to my body,


little white dumpling toddling


out with the masses every time to prostrate myself


before Apollo’s hoping dazzle, to be cooked


and eaten by the gods.





Jill had two ponies
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