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Three Hundred Years for Me









He spent last summer in a caravan


With four professors and a Polish priest.


He spent this morning with the Seafood Man


And lunchtime at a window cleaners’ feast.







He spent the weekend in a bungalow


Owned by a bloke who used to teach me French.


This evening he’ll be at the early show


Of some new film, then on a cold park bench







With ski instructors from the Cairngorm slopes.


He’ll spend tomorrow in a parking lot


With a Duke’s niece who writes the horoscopes


For women’s magazines. Then, when he’s got







An hour, maybe half an hour free


I’ll make him wait three hundred years for me.






























Where is Talcott Parsons Now?


(Talcott Parsons was an American sociologist)









Could a man in your position


Ever love a girl like me?


Would you have to get permission


From the aristocracy?


Just a normal girl, no dowry,


With a house which, at first glance,


Looks like something drawn by Lowry?


Would we ever stand a chance?







Am I utterly deluded


Or could such a love exist?


Would I have to be included


In the Civil Honours List,


Hang about with landed gentry,


Or would access be denied?


Would there be a firm no entry


To all persons from Moss Side?







Are your exes all princesses


Who could spot a pea with ease?


Do they wear designer dresses


And have dinner with MPs?


Are they many times my betters


With their titles, wealth and fame?


Does each one of them have letters


Queueing up beside her name?







Would it be too much to handle?


Would your folks rewrite their wills?


Would it lead, perhaps, to scandal


Or some parliamentary bills?


Would the penalties be hefty?


Will we know until we’ve tried?


Is the heart a closet lefty


That will not be stratified?










I remember how I hated


Sociology at school


And I’ve only ever dated


Normal people as a rule.


Masses loving other masses


Maybe never need to learn


That ye olde social class is


Still a relevant concern.







Can mobility be hurried?


Where is Talcott Parsons now


When I need him, when I’m worried?


Do the text books not allow


For a man in your position


Just to have the briefest whirl


(In the Mills & Boon tradition)


With an ordinary girl?






























Do I Look Sick?









The gap you leave beside me is unfillable.


I have had just enough of you to care.


I wish your name contained an extra syllable.


Please do not ever shave or cut your hair.







If only there was altogether more of you,


Though some would argue there’s already quite a lot.


I’m hoping to deprive the foreign poor of you.


I’ve no desire to stay at home and write a lot







Nor will I be donating you to charity.


Let’s face it – I’ve become proprietorial.


I don’t need someone mystical or taroty


To tell me this weekend is a memorial







To last weekend and to the time I spent with you.


You left too soon and I was in a hurry so


I failed to mention maybe sharing rent with you.


Do I look sick? I eat a lot of curry though.







Each morning is a painful anniversary.


I stank of smoke and scotch but you smelled clean to me.


If I could get a special grant or bursary


I’d fill in forms, explaining what you mean to me.







I asked for nothing at the time. How cool I was,


How casual. I’m sorry for misleading you.


All subsequent events show what a fool I was.


I should have known that I would end up needing you.







I act like I’m some expert on relationships.


Right now I’m waiting for my life to mend a bit,


Eating a bag of Piccadilly Station chips


And writing this. You’ll never hear the end of it.






























In the Bone Densitometry Room









I could say that my life is my own


When you ask where I’ve been and with whom


But my voice has the tone


Of a powdery bone


In the bone densitometry room.







I could say there are rats in my throne.


I’m a helium bride with no groom,


Just a motorway cone,


And I crush like a bone


In the bone densitometry room.







It is not what you seek to postpone.


It is not what you wrongly assume.


This erogenous zone


Is as smooth as a bone


In the bone densitometry room.







Are my feelings as commonly known


As a raid on a high-rise in Hulme?


Are they tapping my phone?


Am I really a bone
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