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What is my house but a flight of wings?


– Julian Orde ‘The Changing Wind’










I


Studio Flat









Usk


So we’ve moved out of the years.


I am finally back upstream


and, but for their holiday grins


on every bookcase, the boys


were never born, it was a dream.


Here is where my past begins

in a garret beside a bridge,


woken by birds pecking moss


from the dark.The river’s clear.


It will not turn to sludge


till it reaches you and the mess


of streets I hated, endured


only because you were there.


My windows are full of leaves.


There are mountains in my skylight.


Perhaps you would like it here.


It is the same river – it moves,


perhaps, towards the same light.









Moving In


I cannot see the flowers at my feet...


Keats – ‘Ode to a Nightingale.’


They look and wonder what they’re doing here,


those who’ve moved with me across the years –


Dylan Thomas, Picasso, Nightingale Ann,


Goble, David Trevorrow, young Fanny Brawne...


all strewn about this flat where I hide.


(Did I dream, last night, of a tide


laying its artefacts on sand?) They stare


but do not judge, or change, or care.


Dylan’s just opened Manhattan’s cigar box.


‘Try one,’ he says, ‘before you die. Fuck books.’


Pablo’s still pushing against his pane.


He listens for a nightingale in vain.


Goble tilts back in his top hat.


He and Trevorrow could not have shared a flat


but I loved them both, and Fanny Brawne.


There are crows on my roof.The light has gone.










Studio Flat


Socks hang like bats from a skylight.


They may be dry in time for the moon.


The camp site owner’s water-feature


drains more blood from the sun.


Cars queue for the narrow bridge.


Birds catch their pulses and fly.


I am suddenly old.What’s an attic


but a bungalow in the sky.
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