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        to the keepers of the states of sleep, my nearest
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        And ye lie in me

And scarce dare move,

Lest earth and its love

Should fade away

Ere the full of the day.
      

            
                

            

            – William Morris

poem for his bed at Kelmscott
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            and sometime voices

That, if I then had waked after long sleep,

Will make me sleep again.

– The Tempest
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               OUTSIDE THE MIND SHOP

            

            
               
                  Fox shrieks, it is the hour of fox

                  patrols between late taxis and dawn trucks.

               

               
                  Be not afeard, the night is full of noises.

                  Drowse and attune, like Caliban

               

               
                  when voices haunt him. My bed’s an island

                  where I’ve cried to dream again

               

               
                  beside the ones who once lay close to me,

                  the nearest. If I could only sleep and hear them speak.

               

               
                  But in the dark outside the Mind Shop

                  foxes must be tearing into stuff

               

               
                  dropped off, unwanted, out of date.

                  Bits they disdain will end washed up

               

               
                  tomorrow in Tintagel Crescent, jetsam

                  of ill-fitting shoes, a sack of toys,

               

               
                  a bitten leather glove, inevitable baby clothes.

                  My mind is running on the trash they leave

               

               
                  mislaid or missed, matter once embraced

                  debased, the vixen uttering her screech.
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               LOCOMOTION OF LAUNDRY

               
                  
            All things began in order, so shall they end and so shall they begin again
          

                  
            – Sir Thomas Browne
          

               

            

            
               
                  Bedding, always being displaced, you could say

                  exiled, forms a line of bundles, refugees.

                  Cloth which wound around the living

                  – and preserves the record in its creases –

                  only has to flop down on the floor

                  to forgo its old life.

                                               Sheets and towels must wait for their ablution,

                  taps to open, washer drum to turn.

                                 There’s no hurry.

                  Everything is taken up and everything descends,

                  tugged from the rubber cervix, treated to a midwife’s slap,

                                               each coming newly

                                                                          into being at the separation.

                  In the tango of its hanging,

                                 a shirt or linen that until this morning bore

                                                                                    another body’s trace,

                  takes up position as a fighter, felon, dancer, tackler, striker,

                  air-blown along the line.

                  There may be occasional arrests

                  yet piece by piece they are reshaped,

                  redeemed in the perpetual lifting and laying-on of hands

                  and so shall they begin again to enter every room.
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               FLAG

            

            
               
                  I live by blue,           the island’s air and waters:

                  blue answers to the prayers I say

                   

               

               
                  As sunrise strips the white sheets off the sea

                  I start up hill             to hoist my country’s colours,

                   

               

               
                  a goat or chickens in my wake

                  God grant me this day liberty or death beneath the flag

                   

               

               
                  Waves running

                  carry to me        the sea’s galanolefci       blue striped with light

                   

               

               
                  while out of Turkish waters                     into Greek

                                monk seals weave towards our shore

                   

               

               
                  I’ve never wanted for a match for blue

                  God grant me this day                   liberty or death

                   

               

               
                  beneath the flag, the third and last one        Kostas brought,

                                                            I used to spread it on our bed 10

                   

               

               
                  I don’t recall this little tear

                  Tonight I’ll darn it           with white hairs from my plait

                   

               

               
                  since now I’m out of thread

                                                                        God grant me         this day
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               LANDING

            

            
               
                  In the night sea of our bed,

                  when I drift against your arm,

                  when I reach towards your hand

                  for anchorage,

                                              my landing dream

                  recurs – not as in ‘here I disembark’

                  but in the place with many doors ahead

                  on stairs away from home,

                                                             unlit, with missing

                  treads. I lurch, I grab a newel post, feel for

                  an even floor.

                                              Take comfort in the thought

                  of mooring… steady, jelly heart. The jetty,

                  jump ashore…

                                              I would wave but your eye is on the sail.

                  Your right hand on the tiller shifts,

                                                                           uncouples,

                  frees the jib. And you’re away and out there

                  in your dream you tack.
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               THE LONG BEDS

            

            
               
                                      When we look out at dawn

                  across the shipyard, rafts are being fetched

                                             by tugs, and on the rafts whole families have slept

                                                                                                       out in the cool,

               

               
                                             grand old dynastic families in white,

                  the women’s faces veiled. Motionless

                                             and queenly in repose, they’re surely only playing dead?

               

               
                  Past floats

                      one part-unwrapped young person with a lovely face,

                                             big eyes perhaps I recognise. In girlhood

                          wasn’t she my closest friend?

               

               
                                                             Meanwhile attendants rouse the men-folk

                  bringing cups. And all the time the sea, dull green,

                                                                 laps at their long beds hanging in the water.
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               THE QUARTERS

            

            
               
                  At the foot of the village abandoned last century

                  Notre Dame de la Porporière is locked shut

                  but the quarters are rung automatically. Two o’clock,

                  quarter past, half past two,

               

               
                  when a man lies awake through the hour he fears,

                  the closest he draws to the dark. When

                  he murmurs and cleaves to his wife

                  although she may not turn and she may not speak,

               

               
                  being sharp to the creatures of night,

                  to the silence of owls as they fish,

                  sailing the vineyard in waves. When

                  she senses the moment a shrew is swept up

               

               
                  or dropped on the bank of a field drain, when

                  the woodpile shifts to make space

                  for its hermit, a fire salamander. When

                  clouds clear, the sky is an upland of stars,

               

               
                  then ways from the house become rivulets

                  watered with moon spray, milkiest spattering,

                  and striped by the hulks of the fruit trees,

                  long dead, two horses are bathing in light.
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