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THE CASUAL PERFECT



























Essex Kiss









A handbrake turn on a hair-pin bend.


Merry-go-round? No, the waltzer.


A touch as bold as rum and peppermint.


Chewing gum and whelks, a whiff


of diesel, crocus, cuckoo spit.


The moves of a half-broken pony.


A poacher’s tickle and snare.


I will lay you down


on a bed of nettles and blackthorn.


Your body will give way like grain,


your body will veer:


smoke over a torched field


as the wind takes and turns it.


The grip of bluebells.


The grip of wattle and daub.


As near as twelve lay-bys,


as far as a Friday night lock-in.


By this are we bound.


No paperwork. 






























Superlocution









Recently met, they intended to speak


of their landscapes and people.


Yet so deep a recognition


(as of the self’s engine) took hold,


they cast their truth and secrets.







There is a way into the mountain.


It opens and closes and comes to rest


beneath the bed of a river. Yourself


as slow and sudden as rock.


Above – listen! – the hidden continuous.






























The Casual Perfect









A borrowed tense.


Achievement of the provisional.







Paraphasia.


A gesture made in musical time.







The unarticled world.


A lapsed geography.







Description in action.


Her rooms somehow always at sea.







A childhood home.


The sprawling brightness of the return.







The intimacy of the telescope.


The becoming of quartz or iron.






























Coleridge









So great a storm I rose in the night,


my mind in the hills, a dream of lateness.


What was it in my countenance


that made them harness thirty horses?


When at last they pulled together


we travelled with such speed and force


the driver threw the reins aside:


‘Everything that’s for us is against us.


We’re going nowhere tonight.’
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