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I KNEW THE BRIDE



























New Year Poem









The day is difficult to start.


I leave it at the top of a hill


the night before. Next morning


I release the handbrake


and the whole rickety contraption


chokes itself back to life.


I come to a stop about here.







I leave the room for a moment


and when I come back it is evening,


everything bleached and friable


in the room’s diminished oxygen.


Books lie about the place


like a game of Pelmanism.


I turn them over, looking for a pair.







Sleep is the great hobby,


with footnotes on the subject of desire.


My eyes look over my shoulder,


avoiding my gaze. Is it too late


to do something useful with my life?


I feel obliged to side with myself


to make it all more fair.






























The Work









The hardest part was piercing the bony wall


of the skull, just above my right ear.


Once that was done, the drill passed


easily enough through the grey matter


until it hit bone again. The satisfaction


of seeing the tip of the drill


reappearing at last, flinging off


bits of blood and bone, more than made up


for the discomfort of the procedure.







How many people can say they have


penetrated the inner space of their being


and come out on the other side?


I raised my arms in the bathroom mirror,


as if to acknowledge the applause.


I was wondering what to do for an encore


when it occurred to me to pass a length


of picture wire through my skull


and hang myself on the wall.






























Eucalyptus









I suggested a brave new form


of entertainment, one based entirely


on the emotions – hope and fear


for example, the idea being


to do whatever you want,


then describe your feelings afterwards.


My whole body tingles with excitement


because it’s my turn to be ‘it’.







That sort of thing can be dangerous.


I open my wallet twice


and look at my list of excuses.


When I’ve worked out what I’m going to do


I wait till it’s too late,


then I leave the house, slamming the front door.


Or else I forget all that


and my body falls back on the bed.







I lie there stiffly most of the time,


watching the air moving around


in the eucalyptus trees, or the trees


moving around in the air.


Either will do to describe


the sensation of watching television,


as one day leads to another


in an endless round of pleasure.










My favourite type of creativity


is collecting eucalyptus leaves


and threading them on strings


the way we used to in Australia,


or sticking them together with glue


to make sailing ships.


I half close my eyes


and imagine them bursting into flames.







My room is full to the brim


with all manner of representations,


but the lighting’s not too good.


I see the outline of something useful


bobbing about on the surface


and a look of interest passes across my face.


I rise to my toes at the top of the stairs


and my body passes before my eyes.
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