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			Dazzle

			Dazzle when headbeam after headbeam crosses.

			Cessation of laughter in the back seat.

			He presses his foot down, hard, then harder. The car squeezes

			through a wind tunnel charged with darkened heat



			that flanks the flying metal till they come

			out the other side of what had the air

			of high-speed death and, mercifully, the same 

			is true of each too close for comfort neighbour.



			And the summer hurtles on: New York apartments,

			eyes ‘like glass ready to smash’, drugged smiles, the Doors…

			I travel back this evening to that hill



			between the city and the forest, pause

			beside the tarmac, awaiting myself, tense

			and careless, deaf to any ageing call.

		

	
		
			Porthmeor Beach

			The waves could get to haunt you,

			growing longer and whiter,

			greener and bluer, 

			driven in more strongly

			past the Island, chapel



			exposed on the top,

			or urged this side of 

			the spur of headland 

			where a path

			climbs towards Zennor 



			and a gull or two flicker

			only to swing back 

			across boarders

			in wetsuits, flailing

			a limp front crawl or if



			more practised riding

			foothills of surf as

			people dawdle, some 

			looking through lenses

			for kittiwake or chough



			– one at least on

			the track of Woolf

			and her primal memories,

			waves breaking, filling 

			the ‘bowl that one fills’;



			others trailing the painters,

			thermals, windows, jumbled 

			perspectives, worlds ready

			to be drowned, masts 

			jutting their verticals…



			The waves would get to haunt you,

			drawing you back 

			to the sands and the sky,

			to the blue and the green, 

			to the wet and whiteness 



			of crests you’d watch 

			lapsing into foam, lost 

			soul-essences in 

			quest of God knows what

			past the horizon.

		

	
		
			Scene

			The Adriatic spreads to the horizon.

			Our balcony gives on to the latest dawn.

			It’s very early, yet a boy is up and curving

			into wet sparkle from a pier-like spit.



			It’s well under way again, this ordinary

			wonder, rotated curvature of light,

			event the previous lot kept witnessing

			when they were the ones who loved, who thought they sought…



			There’s a low clap from where the waves collapse,

			and yet a silence can be heard.

			When, as I do these days, I let them catch 

			up on me, inklings of a final lapse,



			I set them wish-fulfillingly in such a scene,

			people turning sleepily or waking up,

			waters extending for miles, a boy diving,

			the looker on no longer looking on.

		

	
		
			Reverie

			I was leaning on a rail

			at the bottom of steps

			where two streets converge –

			one heading towards

			stone and sanctity, 

			the other towards 

			lecture theatres and pubs.

			I was waiting and waiting

			and no one showed

			(the wrong day), 

			until I drifted off, fell 

			into a reverie, 

			‘a brown study’,

			and seemed to slide

			outside allotted

			purposes as body

			after body scurried,

			pressed and hurried 

			towards the next stage.



			Music began to play

			beside me; a young busker 

			with harmonica

			and guitar hummed

			some Bowie, strumming 

			shyly at first, though deftly,

			then stopped, then riffed

			chords of a lost song

			that took me right back –shall I 

			tell you about my life?… 

			no one I’d rather be, 

			but I just wish that I’d never –

			languorous, electronic 

			swoops, lifts and licks

			that dropped and left me

			in the dismal, pure 

			palace-vacuum of teenage 

			sehnsucht, waiting for 

			it to unfurl, waiting.

		

	
		
			Janus

			1

			Scimitar in the January sky –

			it starts again,



			the moon as resurgent emblem.

			‘Renewal’, so its tacit lunar hum



			might be saying with mirthless irony,

			‘beckons’.

			Well, why not wax as well as wane?





			2

			…Scimitar in the frost-clear sky

			seeming to cut its own shape stroke by stroke



			until it hangs there, above

			us, staring down like



			a painting by a cold-eyed master-monster

			who has foreseen more 



			than we can, without flinching, bear

			to contemplate the thought of.

		

	
		
			Not That Only

			‘Don’t like the Italian poems so much’

			the email growled. The nerve it tried to touch

			just slumbered on, but later he’d to ask,

			‘Why write about Venetian scene or masque

			when there is plenty enough misery

			for you to shape a simile

			from in the street: cemented shore

			wealth’s tides have ebbed from?’ And, yes, the raw

			faces that turn up for cutback benefits 

			– they drag out pity as they lower spirits.



			Dante would have put it better! Yet to write 

			about his now, the Florentine had to fight

			through throngs of shadows on the ghastly river,

			exile himself from time to where forever

			is the present tense. Reasons mount up why

			anyone might flee towards imaginary 

			places, or towards a real place recast

			to vindicate the restless soul at last.

			Such reasons might include never belonging

			to a city your being seemed to be wronging,



			or finding yourself often sprawled and torn

			between the living, dead and the unborn,

			between the farm and hospital, north and south,

			between, between… the word lies in his mouth

			like a dumb stone, not like an obolus
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