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    Control




    Cooking, we control the changes we impose




    On the structure and colour as well as the taste




    Of grains and leaves and roots. We vary nature,




    Under deep control.




    Medicated, we control the atoms in our blood




    By changing chemicals that none of us can see.




    Add what is missing, eradicate what grows




    That harms us.




    Voices pass through wires high up in the air




    And under the ground, under careful control.




    Messages fly without wires from one to another.




    Their transfers are controlled.




    But love defies control, grows where it will,




    Lifts and depresses everywhere it strikes.




    Rules are irrelevant, and must always be,




    For love is free.


  




  

    On a wall in a Saxon church




    Who were you? No, not you who is portrayed




    But he who drew your face, pinned up the paper,




    Pricked it through on plaster wet still




    from the apprentice’ trowel,




    Joined up the piercings, painted your beloved face.




    Or she. Was it a she who wielded pin and brush out of respect




    As well as out of love, here in a holy place,




    For the remembrance of her devotion and her charity?




    Was she alive or dead?




    What did her family say? What did they ask, or know?




    Was your love secret, masked, hid from their fire?




    Or was it shared with them? The face you left, sublime,




    Suggests she had sufficient love for everyone.




    As the sun sets and shadows grow




    Her portrait glows, your colours fresh as when




    You brought the pigment-rocks and ground them down




    Here by the wall on which your gift was left.




    So I must go, but you and she remain,




    Always together, always witnessing




    What each was to the other.




    Always love.


  




  

    Action this day




    You were my first and only love, back then.




    When, at the conference, I had had enough




    Of being on my own, and now must test




    Whether glasses and red hair convicted




    Me to single status for the whole of life




    I asked you out, and you, between two friends,




    Tall, graceful, beautiful, a natural blonde




    To my surprise and wonder, you said yes!




    How grown-up I was then at just sixteen!




    But everything to learn, and much to fail.




    Perhaps, since all I knew was Shakespeare’s wit,




    Rather than grasped from rude experience,




    I was too grown-up, formulaic, stiff,




    Bought you those chocolates for the cinema,




    Took you to tea one proper afternoon




    In the lounge of the best local hotel




    I could afford, with sandwiches and cakes,




    And pressed too hard to see you every day,




    So, with your lovely smile, you had to say,




    “But I must wash my hair tonight,” of course.




    Did I frustrate and disappoint you? Was that why,




    After nine months of kisses, guidance of




    My hand occasionally to your breast




    And rampant, unproductive, country lust




    Which I dared bring to nothing, was that why




    You dumped me? “There is someone else”, you smiled,




    And I, who should have fought, protested, said




    Nothing. I let you go, shocked, shaken, stunned,




    And took my medicine bravely, like a man.




    I wonder, off and on, remembering you




    So very clearly, as the years go by,




    How very different life might well have been




    If then I had been as mature as you.


  




  

    Incomparata




    When you said it was over, I resigned




    Myself. No word would come to mind




    To remonstrate, to ask why this must be,




    To make you say what I could no-wise see.




    I wanted, painfully, to speak my love.




    You did not realise I had kept the glove




    That you had always worn against the cold




    Of winter walks, when I had been so bold




    To take your hand, to steal a kiss or two.




    Kisses have since been rare, far, far too few,




    And none like yours. Hands I have held have felt




    No more than paws. My heart will never melt




    Again, as it did then, to see your face




    Close to my own, raised to its proper place.


  




  

    Stolen, one New Year




    We met by chance. Adjacent seats. Both riled




    With indignation at the speech before.




    “Coffee?” I said without hope, but you smiled,




    Agreed. I did not, could not, hope for more.




    In common loneliness, talk came with ease




    Until your hair swung as you turned your head




    And showed the locket hanging in the crease




    Of your blouse. “Sorry! What was that you said?”




    Had it once hung there for a special man?




    Was it still there for him? I never knew,




    But, if so, for you, it held no ban
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