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Misenchantment






A man’s house catches fire



I was suddenly uncomfortably hot


but I have always had these surges, and at first


I thought the smell of smoke


was just me going off my head


which I have learnt to expect.


I closed the curtains, undressed


turned the heating off and lay


in the last of my stillness


watching the shadow of a flame


playing on the wall


until the shadow reddened


and I could see no way out.


It’s been a month now


with the fire still raging


and me not dead


and no help coming


so today I stepped outside


smelling more than ever of myself.


My oldest friend was passing.


She said Is it that time?


Are the houses of men burning too?


I said You’re mistaken.


Nothing is burning.


and I stepped back into my house.





Thirty-two lines on loss



Everywhere, they are selling:


the sun in orange juice; the sex


in perfume; thirty pence from a box


of fishfingers, tasting of sea. I lost


my glasses. I left them on the table


in the café because I was tired of looking


at billboards and wanted some thoughts


of my own and because I liked the fog of it


but when I went to leave, they were gone.


It was Sunday and the opticians


were closed. I soon realised the world


is full of monsters travelling too fast.


One of these is time. I spent a lot of time sitting that day.


I drank a lot of coffee because that is what I do


when I sit. Perhaps I drank too much.


I did a lot of thinking


and I wanted it to last longer. But the sun set


and the sun rose and I called in sick


and got some new glasses. They filmed me


in the frames. I looked like a total dick


staring straight ahead like the world’s


toothiest convict. You always do.


You accept it. They said it would take an hour


to make them up, so I went out


into the fog and found a café. I just killed time


and checked my phone. When I went to go


I couldn’t get up. My body was a sandbag.


I cried like a doll. I must have really hated the idea


of functioning again. I hated it so much.
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