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Public Library, 1998









In the library where there is not one gay poem,


not even Cavafy eyeing his grappa-sozzled lads – I


open again the Golden Treasury of Verse and write


COCK







in the margin. Ink stains my fingers. Words stretch to


diagrams, birth beards and thighs, shoulders, fourgies.


One biro-boy rubs his hard-on against the body of a







sonnet, another bares his hole beside some Larkin. A blue


sailor spooges over Canto XII. Then I see it – nestled like a


mushroom in moss, tongue-true and vaunt – a queer subtext







and my pen becomes an indigo highlighter inking up what


the editor could not, would not – the violet hour of these


men hidden deep within verse. I underline those that nature,







not the printer, had prick’d out; rimming each delicate


stanza in cerulean, illuminating the readers-to-come …


























I ADMISSION







loose the stop from your throat …


WALT WHITMAN






















le jardin secret









boys were my saplings


my whiff of green my sprouts


a hundred soft palms


reaching for my warmth


boys were my herbs


square-stemmed furred


scented with musk dank clove


& lovage boys were my


crops my ripe-red yield


my seeds each one exploding


onto my lips like sherbet


boys were my vines my


creepers my climbers


tattooing my neck back


& thighs with suckle boys


were my nettles my thistles


my thorns tickling me with


scratches & painting me


scarlet boys were my berries


my doll’s eyes my yew


bitter on the tongue dizzying


& psychedelic boys were my


pitchers my fly-traps my


venus a petalled mouth wet


throat around a grave




























crocodile









I know how I will die then


in a death roll scales to my


cheek claws sunk into my pale


shoulders water burning my


throat like whiskey the un-


countable rows of yellowed


teeth ringing my scalp and


in the heat of the thrashing


river he will press his white


rawness into me like that man


who held me from behind


when I didn’t know sex and


gripped my mouth like a muzzle


and unsheathed his anger


stubble grazing my neck see


I have died already and somehow


survived hauled myself up from


the river mud to taste blue air


though I was not the same I


was carrion bleeding into the silt


and didn’t I wear those wounds


well pity me the boy who cried


crocodile I have these moments when I


know I wanted it asked for it even


to be special to be scarred


wading along the riverbank feet


in the brown flow flirting with


wildness the green violence in the


shallows and I know he is swimming


back to me his horned body slipping 


through sediment and weed for


nothing ever really heals he can


smell the red meat of me


bait lighting up the river
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