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for the patient, and for the Patient

























My name is Double Double This This,


Double Double That That,


Double This, Double That,


Double Double This That




 







 





England, Ireland,


Scotland, Wales –


Inside, Outside,


donkeys’ tails!




 





stand on the elastic




 







 








I have a best friend:


she’s a chocolate biscuit.
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An old drawer up beyond the children







Little torn-offs, kept, gummed, and a bill window; large small change in matt grey and bronze. ‘Are these your medals, Dad?’





A list of do-it-ourselves in feet and inches. Half-hollow plastic letters, red red, blue blue. They won’t, can’t, endure an open word. Grr – consonant consensus.





A single staple, not yet folded, in self-assembly dust.





Up beyond the children this old drawer, laden (can stick). Easy with it, extract and show.



























The Mutual Satellite Assurance Company Limited









A double-planet system –


the Earth and the Moon.







Stability,


maybe stability.







And maybe the moon – you know –


an equal – once.







Sisters – (a little big-sister,


a big little-sister) –







rough couplets,


two haloes of pressure,







mutual, unequal –


the solidarity of interference.










(Their desire to hold.


Their desire to hold back.)






























Cocktail hour









Measure out, administer.







Katie’s half dribbling, half tiny-bubbling.


She’s laughing (gentle). She’s not swallowing this, tells it


in a viscous mumble, bright red –


to Miss Piggy on her night-top.







A lip froth of light pink. Epilim


is the trademark; the mixer saliva.







Cheers.







Cheers.







<







Measure out, administer.







A balancing spoonful – red’s liquid thisness accepted


but a no-swallow repeat. The jaws grip.







A slow worrying; the spoon’s dog-stickish.


I’m pulling carefully this side, carefully that.


Katie is teeth. (By the way,


either animals are not animals or we are all animals.)


Her head moves with me:


she seems to know and she seems to No. Eye contact, smiling. Finally


we are free. The spoon looks wiped clean (tight lipped Katie). No,







no swallow. She’s


snorting an avoidance –


turning, turning with a backward shove. The drug-thick syrup still not down.


Now she’s… this way, facing close with a face-full. Her cheeks are puffed up,


pursing, pursing, (drama of the mime), twice tight-lipped. She pouts, full of it.  


She twitch-teases. She







blurts.










<







We have both dyed. That’s sis-gusting! ( – big little-sister Ellen, suddenly at my side).







We’re all a crimson speckling (our faces, my peevish glasses).


We are red-spectrum endpapers, delicate, an art house horror clip.


We are blood relations.







Measure out.







Administer.






























Book makers









Tuning out and seeking scrap,


any marker to don’t-know down a page.







Tuning out.


We’ll not be bullied by gangsters in Ellen’s gel pen.


We’ll not be bullied by gangsters on a white sheet


of printer fodder – surrender all news


to glitter strawberry


and the scent of glitter strawberry scent.







A6ing the A4.







I’m just full of the Cuban infant mortality rate.


How come you don’t like your own kids in America?







Casting the first statistic,







                                                    a little folded







<







/and over the fold


seeking cutting adage


no, simpler, an artist’s book itinerary







slow up







(a keyboard waits six years


for EDCD EEE- DDD- EEE-


EDCD EEE- DDED C—-)







wherever she would go


wherever she would go







<










The house asleep I’m a Special Effect, a digital ghost,


not quite random with the poked remote:


boxed-in music and the truth channelled uncanny by current affairs.







‘Rhythm is a dancer’ – Katie was a drummer.


The djembe’s decoration now


and she’s all eyes for the boy bands.


There’s Newsnight unanimity, Late Night Revue


(poet-pundits, poet bio-pics, but no poetry),


all a turnoff.







For Ellen this evening there was ocarina emulation,


harps and jazz guitar on the halfpint Yamaha.


Mild interest.







Some space here.







<







/over the fold


(accident on the A6)


it’s all manuscripts and mass printlessness,


text art objects, electric sacred-pretend







no, cut that back, make the book







over the fold


for glass boxes, light welling out


kids’ glitter all over the audit trail







<







/







look me squarely in the eye







tell me you’re not


tell me you’re not


tell me you’re not


a constructivist 







<







/







stapler now, please, we’re loose







(a red one lords it in the stuck drawer


of sticker books and weightless costume rings –


‘When I grow up I’m going to marry you, Dad.’)







<







/







blank inside cover







<







/







We are book makers, bet on it.







Ellen knows ‘blurb’:


‘This book has no front cover.


I am on page 2


with a picture of a dog and Katie.


I am not allowed a dog.


Dad is not being sensible.


I can read music.’






























Fold-up









Donny, remember that remainder shop in Soho –


you’d just bought me Damned to Fame: The Life


of Samuel Beckett


and I said not two weeks previous


I’d been propositioned


by a woman a few minutes off duty,


for a laugh I guess,


right in front of the Taschen Klimt?
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