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WINTER MIGRANTS


Tom Pickard was born in 1946 in Newcastle upon Tyne and educated in Blakelaw, where he gained a last at Cowgate Secondary Modern. He has cobbled together a career ever since, between periods as a welfare claimant, as a writer, labourer, bookdealer, curator, dyker, driver, performer, librettist, oral historian, and producer-director of film and radio documentaries. A lifelong counter-culture figure, in 1964, aged eighteen, Pickard co-founded Morden Tower, a live poetry venue in Newcastle, hosting poets such as Allen Ginsberg, Robert Creeley, and Basil Bunting. In 1973 he moved to London, where he occasionally worked as a market trader and writer/director of radio, film and television documentaries, including We Make Ships (1988) and The Shadow and the Substance (1994). Pickard has collaborated throughout his career with musicians, film-makers and poets. He is the recipient of a Gold Medal from the New York International Film and TV Festival, and the 2011 Bess Hokin Prize for poetry. His publications include High on the Walls (1968), Guttersnipe (1971), fuckwind (1999), The Dark Months of May (2004), Ballad of Jamie Allan (2007) and More Pricks Than Prizes (2010).
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VALENTYNE




only you bring such gifts,


(and presence):


a curlew caller,


(I’m here, I hear),


and stone-age axe,


(what reach you have)


a flint heart splint from rock


sparks flame to fire


I clasp


it as I write
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a wren,


perched on a hawthorn


low enough to skip


the scalping winds,


sang a scalpel song








 


 




sea frets drift


sheer along shorelines








 


 




in a café without customers,


listening to hail spray glass,


and wind and a waitress laugh,


I fell to fell thinking








 


 




a sullen light through vapour


thins a line of hills


the edge of everything is nothing


whipped by wind


watched on a webcam


bound to a bedpost


gag on my shaft


rose blush of roadkill


rabbit insides out on Tarmacadam
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