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Wild Persistence




for Penelope Shuttle


A mí se me hace cuento que existiera un lugar al que


pertenecer, un árbol sin raíces’ – Andrés Neuman.


Hard to believe there might exist a place to belong, a tree


without roots – Andrés Neuman (translated by Richard Gwyn).
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Anti-


ambient


A joy of noise


like a whole fucking Motörhead


splitting the monochrome


sparking a choice


of dark or light


a crossingrevelling


in a migraine


of soundx


The shadow


self asserts


stepping out


of the gunsmoke


ignoring the safety of grey


There are different ways to live




London: A Reply


A year on and I can’t hear you.


You have left me, dear London,


like I left you. I could drop this tiff,


walk the seven minutes to your big white bus,


climb aboard. I know you’ve tried,


you’ve sent me images through the ether: Soho


early morning, Hyde Park in the sun,


Charing Cross Road’s bookshops


before the chain of dull cafés,


but in this reaching out, you’ve made yourself


so much quieter, perhaps in the way


two people mirror each other,


adjusting the tilt of their heads,


how they move their arms, take on accents.


Yours is a kind of wooing, dear London,


and while I cried and cried at leaving you,


you’d taken on airs, become grandiose


with the possibilities of capital. And I saw


something new, somewhere I’d visited


long ago on a rainy night, playing pool


in a pub near a seaside bus station.


Had I lost the game that night, perhaps


I’d never have come here –


that’s how decisions are made. I’m sorry,


dear London, it’s over. But you’ll go on


reinventing yourself, building taller,


as if you could see me from one of your towers.




How to Celebrate a Birthday


Turn off your computer, you’re not at work


today. There will be drink and food and friends.


There may or may not be cake. You’ll also want,


as well as presents and good sex, a little time alone.


Not to look back but to think about who you are.


A year is immaterial but it’s what we understand;


a better time than New Year to think of who you are,


what you love and what you might change.


It’s important to feel a little bit special,


even before the cava.And there has to be cava.


You can let go of any worry – like the string of a balloon


that may or may not have a number of years frosted


against the pink. Let it go, let the years go,


let who you’d hoped you’d be by now go. Celebrate


who you are. Put up your cards, display your gifts,


though the vegan fudge needs to sit in the fridge,


it can cosy up to what’s left of the cava. Smile


at whoever you meet. Swim in the sea, with or without


friends, consider how each wave greets you. Dance


to your favourite Sister Sledge, the neighbours


shouldn’t mind too much, for it’s your birthday.


Allow yourself to be treated for lunch, then walk


home across the moor, making time for a snooze


in the sun – inevitable after all the cava. Make love


before you go out tonight – you’ll become


more beautiful, this is what people say. And,


if you can – and you can – dance some more.


Dancing shows us who we really are


and who we might become. Go on, dance.


And look up at the stars on your way


back, look at them for longer than usual.


Find one that might burn for you; name it.




At Noongallas


for Kenza


A brooding sky,


cows stumbling down a hill.


So much life and death on a farm.


And out of this huge dampness, a thin cry


like a mewling kitten or a tropical bird –


part West Cornwall, part West Africa –


something undefinable.


We spoke of you last night


having no name for you then.


As we talked, a meteor shower, an omen


short-lived but powerful. And your father said:


At home, we believe the stars burst


into the atmosphere before falling to the sea.


We felt we were taken somewhere else –


a campsite, beers, talk in English and French –


and that belly still, silent, waiting


to be heard across the sodden fields,


your mother’s waters having run all night.
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