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Sing Song Spring Song


Begin again. The birds are up to what


they’re up to always, aren’t they, listen, those


persistent little fuckers, and the sun


is shining down on courting couples, like


a high-watt bulb, say, in a top-floor flat,


might shine its little heart out on a room


of high-grade hashish plants, and your breath loyally


or out of habit, say, goes out, goes in.


So what now is is as good a time as any


to get up off your arse boy and begin.


Begin again. The love that won’t be yours


is somewhere else for good while here, this hair


makes the wind real; these heads look bob like blonde


lifebuoys. In a café window there,


girls jiggle straws look in their early-season


iced cappuccinos, look out at the hairy


passing men and speak like highly-sexed


football commentators. Milky blossom


or birdshit falls. Church bells or smartphones ring.


So brush off your best threads now, boy. Begin.


Begin again, as men in hi-vis vests


who work all day in weather roast the colour


of rose tattoos that bloom there on their shoulders,


or turn a corner to a sudden breeze


and hug themselves. These mirrored imitation


Ray-Bans capture pictures of the high street


in spitting rain, shops fill with everything


that could be yours, a gull opens its beak


as if to sing, but dips look for a chip.


So wipe dust from your lips now, boy. Begin


again, now, as washing on a line


impersonates a ship look in full sail,


and Mrs Wilson, in her landlocked garden,


says goodbye to the harbour with a wave.


The trees will soon be fat with leaves like green


candyfloss, and daffodils in yellow


post-op canine collars turn the faces


they don’t have towards the sun, or have


their stems, their hearts, look, broken by the wind.


Pick up your bloody pen now, boy. Begin.
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So here they come, around the corner,


bouncing, flouncing, boho


beehives, tattooed, corduroy-looned, sneakered


scumbags, skinheads, brogue-shod uni fools, or


look, they’re me, they’re you, but slightly


cooler, lust- and roll-up-fuelled, artfully


spectacled idea junkies, pushing,


selling, any one of us could be


John Lennon, Jesus, coke and sneezes


forced through nostrils that are pinned


or pierced. Look, these feather-boa’d


vegans or these leopardskinned


animals, with their X-rated


bodies, their needs never sated


by hands-free friends or look, their palm-held


search engines, their razor’d heads turned


by beauty or a global crisis, these masters


of their own devices. For every word


they’ve #’d or abbreviated, each god


they’ve never worshipped, every song


they’ve downloaded, shook their arses to or sung,


I say bow down, bow down, the young, the young.


Kurt Cobain Proposes to Courtney Love, TJs, Newport, December 1991


Some young dude staggering from the station,


all jeans and grimace, all tufty coat


and peep-toe sneakers – that’s nothing


new around these parts. He rubs


his eyes, approaches this first stranger:


Excuse me, do you know the way to a place


called TJs? That voice


he has. A mile away, Courtney


Love is sound checking, warming up. Rain


comes down as he passes the ruined


castle, crosses the bridge


statistics say more than thirty people


will jump from that year. Nevermind


has been Billboard #1


for six weeks now. What


exactly does a human being do



with that much love? I am four


miles away and twelve years old, and Kurt Cobain


is walking through Newport, three years


too early for me. At the door


of TJs, his nose-ringed


biggest fan in the world


just tells him the price, stamps


his hand. Inside,
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