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            Square the circle? A poet might. None else.

            FERDINAND VON LINDEMANN
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                  The city never sleeps       silence would weaken it

                  when all else fails it talks to itself        seamless thrum

                  of machinery        dark undertone.

               

               
                  
            It is 00:00 and the full of the night yet to come.
          

               

            

         


      

   


   
      
         
            

               I

            

            
               
                  How would it be to live without whisky without wine –

                  an even tread in chequered sunlight? Or live without music

                  and nothing to fill the hollow of your heart? Poetry corrupts,

                  we know. As a child he gloried God with song and lived in fear.

                  He fell and was lifted up to fall again. He is lost now as then.

                  Women of the house – he lay in the dark and listened to their voices.

                  He knew they bled because he saw them at the wash, found blood

                  in the water-trap. Their talk was a constant, soft, overlapping,

                  under and over music, soft questions, soft laughter, diminuendo.

                  Or live without love, bones drying under your skin, skin

                  pulling back from fingerbones and cheekbones, bald at heel and toe,

                  your eyeballs gone to a crust, your arsehole a pinprick, all

                  for want of love. He knew they bled. It was magical, beyond him,

                  they said as much. Soft hands on him. God was in the reckoning.

               

               
                         There are false starts

                         as ever. There are words

                         as yet unspoken. There are

                         chances lost twice-lost.

                         There are fevers

                         under the skin. There are doors

                         opening on vacancy.

                         Without whisky without wine

                         diet of piss and pabulum

                         teeth loosening a debit 

                         of flux no less than your due

                         long reaches of the night

                         given over to listening:

                         the footfall in the hallway

                         the cry from the garden

                         little deaths hidden theatre

                         those changes that go

                         unnoticed how memory weeps.

                         Unspoken heavy with truth

                         and sorrow. The way out

                         now lost doors opening

                         on vacancy or some kind

                         of timeslip heavy traffic

                         on the ring-road HGV

                         Class 8 dump-truck D-Max

                         Pickup music playing

                         (her late gift to you)

                         the head-on crash symphonic

                         a white dissolve though if

                         you look again it plays out

                         as a frame-by-frame-

                         slow-motion-light-show

                         cartwheel of sparks and parts

                         wet debris torn face

                         uppermost such dreams

                         as narrative not prophecy

                         as record not warning

                         the worst already with us

                         dogfight politics barrel-bombs

                         children scorched faceless

                         deluge and wildfire. There’s 

                         the puppet-clown virtuoso

                         of filibuster and farce.

                         His teeth chatter with rage

                         and glee his eyes rattle

                         in his head. And there’s

                         the store-front whore

                         red-lipped wide-hipped

                         her figleaf basque

                         and fishnets purple lug-worm

                         veins on her inner thigh

                         yourself to yourself as you look in

                         herself to herself as she looks out.

                         And there’s the demagogue

                         aut Caesar aut nihil

                         down to the footlights to take

                         his curtain call. The young

                         are ransomed the unborn gone to waste.

               

               
                                   Quirks of history, the births of evil men, a sudden rise

                                   in willing blindness among the best of us, some loss

                                   of shadow. We live with it day by day, the one surprise

                                   how vainglorious our response, how raw, how crass.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      

         
             

         

         
            
               
                  
            The dead hour of the night.
          

               

               
                  Drink to hand       fragments of a broken dream and sleepless

                  now       nudged up to this tall window        tree-lattice

                  moving on a livid sky        navigation lights        streetlights

                  
            moonlight flooding the cloudwrack.
          

               

               
                  A man out on his own        desert or salt-flat.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               II

            

            
               
                  There are forms gathered in the sky that he takes to be angels.

                  He believes in angels as he once believed in unassailable virtue.

                  There are voices that can’t be accounted for. There are faces

                  that come and go. There is a fool let loose in his house

                  which explains the breakage and wreckage, the faecal smell.

                  There are rooms in his house that he has never seen.

                  His heart went like a songbird’s fast and light, morning delayed

                  nonetheless. He got up and walked about, a man in waiting.

                  He sat down somewhere, a chill on the place. It seemed clear

                  there are rules that cannot be broken except by death

                  there are slums out of which comes greatness that goes to waste

                  there are things that fall to hand but can never be kept

                  there are chance meetings that discover a turbulence of love

                  there are maps that will take you to the edge of things.

               

               
                         As you put your hand

                         to the latch of the garden gate

                         your foot finds the void

                         a soundless blue unseen

                         untried. Faces that come and go

                         a troubled sleep blood

                         on your fingers but how?

                         Heartache presenting

                         as heartache a sense

                         of unease as if something

                         had shifted or spoiled standing

                         day after day before Bacon’s

                         Fragment of a Crucifixion that

                         and Bonnard’s mysteries

                         of domesticity a room empty

                         of all but the chair

                         where you sat to read

                         or be read to the soft

                         yellows of Candlemas

                         attendant slow music

                         that even now bears down

                         on you as if forgiveness

                         might be allowed and even now.

                         That such things come back

                         to you that night-

                         fears are a loop-tape

                         that faces paper your walls

                         that a fathomless blue

                         is the purest and worst

                         of dreams that voices of those

                         you once loved (now loveless)

                         speak to you out of silence

                         that silence fills the room

                         that you live alone

                         in that breakage and wreckage

                         and the music she gave you

                         be heard day and night

                         that it plays with rainfall

                         double-drumming that you sleep

                         in the reading-chair

                         and wake after years to find

                         nothing changed your mood

                         as it was and still there

                         the note you wrote to yourself

                         on the back of your hand

                         a wind tumbling trash

                         in the streets mad men

                         in full bluster the turning

                         wheel of bad news death

                         squatting still on Yemen

                         its children given up

                         to fire (and fire it will surely be

                         fire now and fire hereafter)

                         as they wait in the rubble

                         for rescue for water

                         for the blood-wagons

                         the loop-tape the music

                         voices out of silence.

               

               
                                A late sun throws shadows on the lawn. Things shift

                                to find perfection, patterns of leaf and birdsong, soft

                                arrangements that masquerade as gift

                                in memory, bliss delayed and love a kind of thrift.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      

         
             

         

         
            
               
                  A silky thread of illness       dark damson smirch       fruity

                  smell      something gone soft at the joints near-disarticulated

                  imagine its slow crawl       flop-flop-flop up stairs over

                  floorboards       seeking seeking …

               

               
                  The dead hour       false city light       light of illness

                  glow of pollutants overripe       nickel-cadmium-nitrogen-oxide

                  breathe in breathe in       they settle and corrode       pallid

                  moon utterly out of place       green flashes spike the sky

                  
            ignis fatuus airborne.
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