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This book is for Malcolm





Throw



I am the boy who threw the ball


into summer’s empty mouth


then saw there was no void at all –


as at the zenith of my lob


the sun’s hot lozenge stuck like tar


and held my missile’s arc aloft


for seconds, minutes, hours it seemed.


Dark jewel set in a golden ring,


black pupil stitched with molten seam,


agate globe in quartz’s kiss,


iron plunged in an ember pit –


little eclipse and apocalypse.


I squinted to see where it would land,


running forward with empty hands.





Epic Fail






The Messengers



Hark!, the angels are crying. We do not hear.


Even while they pace the lime-washed halls


brandishing bold lilies, as if to direct


our spiritual traffic – we are nonplussed.


We turn the pages of magazines, inspect


the sorry heel of our own dangled shoe.


Hark! and Hark! again. The rain is dashing


redbrick walls, cars illuminate


the prosey night, while ministers of all


religions bob home to a book or spouse –


and every one just out of earshot


for seraphim, Hark!-ing themselves hoarse.


Not even poets attend to that hailing,


haloed in their screen-bright fug.


Such barren shores they choose to call to,


those heralds. Such blasted shores.





Lyre



Orpheus wants two Americanos.


His mate is impatient on double yellows


in the van where they keep the harp,


rapping the roof with his knuckles.


Our godly axeman flashes a victory V,


thus drives home the point


of the goth girl’s pen


tracing cutely bulbous capitals


on her yellow pad, endlessly redrafting


a PERSONAL STATEMENT


as she chews on a hank of purple hair


that curtains the puffy eyes


of the barista. He slouches,


hung-over, to the steam machine


with a face full of shrapnel,


stomach turning at that burnt


milk smell of hot babies


screaming in 4x4s. Half-bald pigeons,


cyclists in eye-watering Lycra,


the whole ragged street tensed


beyond the café windows


waiting for Orpheus to swing


back into his van and strike


the morning’s opening chord.





Dear Superman,



I know, sometimes we have to take our chances.


But even now I feel like every shiver


in the air could be you passing. Asses


still need whipping and you’re such a giver –


giving them hell, I mean. Those freaks who slither


in every gutter spell plenty of printer’s ink.


Pictures of you turning a swollen river,


zapping the chains of captives, link by link.


Such meek-seeming schoolboy manners. You flush so pink


at the world’s praise. Looking back, I cringe to think


how I’d lie awake to watch for a chink


of light beneath our bedroom door, the mirror


showing a failed sidekick, tired of the stink


of battle on your cape. Not thinking bigger


than the two of us, I’d never linger


on news of disaster. You’d scoot to salvage NASA’s


latest screw-up. I’d long to see you dither,


shyly reach for your alter ego’s glasses.





Epic Fail



The pelicans in St James’ Park are preening


on their artificial rock, presenting


pieces of themselves for inspection –


their wings like clattering plates of armour.


They rattle sabre bills against their chests,


sprinkle white and grey confetti of feathers


onto the island’s setting of luminous algae.


This could be the point to introduce


the peculiar legend of how they feed their young


on their own blood – which is another way


of saying there is a rage in beauty


and, indeed, a beauty in rage.


But theirs is not the only display.


A young man swaggers across the park with his lover,


fizzing with much loud and nervous talk,


while another arrives in sportswear, to bounce from foot
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