



  [image: cover]




  

  




   




   




   




  Michael Pedersen (b. 1984) is a poet, playwright and animateur with an electric reputation on the performance circuit and a prolific precedent of collaborations, having teamed

  up with some of the UK’s top musicians, filmmakers and artists. His inaugural chapbook Part-Truths (Koo Press) was a Callum MacDonald Memorial Award finalist; its sequel The

  Basic Algebra of Buttering Bread (Windfall Books) received flocks of reviewer plaudits. Play with Me is his (much anticipated) first full-length collection. Michael is co-founder and

  circus master at Neu! Reekie! – now one of the country’s most formidable literary nights and DIY record labels – and a key creative within Dream Tower Productions. He’s also

  the lyricist for cult band Jesus, Baby! and has written short plays for various troupes including the National Theatre of Scotland
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  Colmar




  

    is a matrix of criss-cross canals, capitale des vins d’Alsace,




    where, at thirteen, on the school French exchange,




    I met Elodie Mullan.




    All summer, would insist on cwassonts, slurp expresso




    and harshly defame Scotland;




    for I knew nothing of our propinquity to the Rhine




    or Vosges Mountains, only that Elodie lived a stone’s throw




    away, and with craned neck out the attic window




    I could see her boodwhar, where there must have been




    frequent episodes of nakedness.




    Our moments were few: sat side by side on a boat tour;




    locked hands walking through a rusting vineyard; were




    dancing partners for three songs, linked




    together like salted pretzels.


 


    A photograph of us, in partial embrace, reveals Elodie,




    alluring as Julie Delpy, me in a Scotland strip




    with peroxide-blond hair. The sky, like the shirt,




    ultramarine, and me blushing rouge from little-boy syndrome.




    I used to dream of returning a celebrity,




    with histrionics and extravagance. It would have been




    horrendous: white limo, champagne, skunk, one-liners –




    a scene from a tawdry hip-hop video.




    Nowadays, I’d explain how a poem is like a bomb,




    a bomb like a poem; assembled correctly, both




    explode, they don’t arrive, become




    instantly important – as she did and could again.


  




  







  RIP Porty High School




  

    Edinburgh




    From Europe’s Mr Big Banana –




    eight floors high, a thousand-




    yard stare – to impending




    Armageddon: the tower




    block will topple. Its forty-




    million-pound relocation




    more a space-age




    mutation; plans for portals




    and pools leave old wifies




    muttering




    It’s the parliament




    aw over again.




    Though bricks may fall




    contradiction is immortal:




    fluorescent was best for blending in,




    and that is the popular crowd




    strutting down the corridor




    like Bojangles, on the balls




    of their feet. Just ask




    our notable alumni: Gail




    Porter – TV presenter; Kenny




    Anderson – boxer; James




    Carlin – gangster.




    The explosion is sure-fire
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