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    for Ali




    

         


    




    My awful seventies


    name, you sd


    (mine too) but


    no




    

         


    




    From alle wimmen my love is lent,


    And light on Alisoun




    

         


    




                                                                       Anonymous


                                                                       circa 1300




    

       


    




    Levedy, al for thine sake




    


  




  

    




    

        


    




    

         


    




    

         


    




    

         


    




    Armed with certain relics, I began to assemble an emporium where nothing in it would be for sale – a shop that would never open.
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        FIGURE STUDY 


      




      

        

          Naked on a bed, the sex in shadow,




          not caring if man or woman. 


        




        

          Something of the caged beast, captive, fallow,




          odour of unclean linen. 


        




        

          Darkness beyond everything.




          Nothing visible except 


        




        

          limbs turning, seeking rest,




          arms and legs bending, unbending 


        




        

          like a puppet examining its joints.




          The head moving from side to side 


        




        

          as if struck by invisible fists




          from different angles, from inside. 


        


      


    


  




  

    



    

      

        MRS BELTINSKA IN THE BATH


      




      

        

          Pavel in profile




          his eye at the spyhole




          watches Mrs Beltinska in the bath. 


        




        

          Steam from the spyhole




          rises and unravels in the dark




          cold apartment at his back, 


        




        

          where a TV with the sound down




          shows the River Vltava




          bursting its banks. 


        




        

          And as Prague’s metro floods




          and the Malá Strana floods




          and the Waldstein Palace floods 


        




        

          and the National Theatre floods




          and the Kampa Modern Art Museum floods,




          Mrs Beltinska sinks her treasures in the suds. 


        




        

          The first Czech bible (1488) is drowned




          in sewage water, but the warm orange glow




          from Mrs Beltinska’s bathroom 


        




        

          coming through the spyhole




          gives an odd kind of halo




          to Pavel’s head seen from behind. 


        


      


    


  




  

    




    

      

        ON THE FRENCH RIVIERA


      




      

        

          Youth and beauty have left me




              a full packet of cigarettes




          and this balcony. Time redecorates




              my home as a reliquary.


        




        

          The camera loved me once,




              as everyone loves a young woman




          of spirit who toys with men




              and uses her natural elegance


        




        

          to get what she wants. Siren




              or ingénue, whatever they asked of me




          I exuded ‘a carefree, naive sexuality’,




              the critics said. Dominique, is that Dorian


        




        

          at the door? My official biographer




              promised to swing by after church




          with more questions. He isn’t much




              to look at, but he’s my last admirer.


        


      


    


  




  

    




    

      

        MONSTERS OF PHILOSOPHY




        

          There are monsters on the prowl whose form changes with the history of knowledge.




          MICHEL FOUCAULT


        


      




      

        

          Scepticism is insincere




              If not maintained in daily life,




          Professor Aromax concludes




              While murdering his second wife.


        




        

          Ideas, we are told by James,




              Are true if they are profitable.




          Professor Bidex keeps a shrunken




              Head upon her coffee table.


        




        

          Professor MacIntyre expounds




              At length upon his idées fixes,




          But hastily departs if any




              Student wears a crucifix.


        




        

          Professor Pyke is much the same




              And has no tolerance for God.




          His last dispute resulted in




              A bloody carcass in the quad.


        




        

          The students of Professor Stead




              Know better than to mock his stammer.




          The last to do so had his head




              Caved in by someone with a hammer. 


        




        

          Professor Mallard has a coat




              Of thick and matted body hair,




          But only when the moon is full,




              At other times it isn’t there.


        




        

          Professor Gant, a revenant,




              Who rarely ever takes the stairs,




          Prefers to glide from room to room,




              Catching students unawares.


        




        

          And still the ghost of Francis Bacon




              Haunts the winding stair below,




          Doomed for a certain term to stuff




              A chicken carcass full of snow.


        


      


    


  




  

    




    

      

        A DOG ONE AFTERNOON


      




      

        I




        

                  In a nearby exhibition hall




          Mr Ponsonby-Smythe demonstrates his new machine




          for winning back the Empire – there is blood




                  all over his doeskin pantaloons.


        




        

                  In a pagoda surrounded by bamboo




          Miss Grace Laluah serves coconut milk,




                  bananas with honey and tropical fruits …


        




        

                  But who is that girl in the wicker chair,




          her arm amputated at the elbow?




                  Her copper hair and small breasts delight me:




          the standard lamp, the single bed, the curtained window.




                  She looks




                                           sad




                                           anaemic




                                           telegenic.


        




        

                  Her skin smells of pepper.


        




        II




        

                           Alienated again.




                           In the doghouse.




                           I am a dog and I don’t even like dogs




                           (I’m a dog and I don’t even like them).




          Skulking through the streets like a dog.




          Licking old wounds like a dog.


        




        

                           Something’s missing.




                           Have you forgotten




                           anything? 




          None of this was made for your




                            entertainment.


        




        

                            (So tired, so tired.




                            Work tomorrow …)


        




        

          First there was sleep, then waking




                            then making do, then sleep.


        




        

                            And when night falls




                            and the will fails,




                            when the will fails




                            and night falls,




                            all the poisons within me,




          all the poisons in which I am mired




                            accumulate in the marrow.
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