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            [image: ]

         

         

      

   


   
      

         
            
        I The Discovery
      

         

         
      
    

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               I quam a Quunnock
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          The Grace of JCBs
        

            

            
               
                  Spring detonates on time thanks to wood anemones.

                  Woodland is wan without a million of them.

               

               
                  JCBs squat on fly-blown, gull-flocked hills.

                  They are King of Rat and glory to the gulls.

               

               
                  Wood anemones slink through crumbs of soil,

                  heads bowed by darkness, darkness limned by toil.

               

               
                  JCBs shovel rancid rubbish over tilth.

                  They rule by ramming everything in sight.

               

               
                  Anemones explode like stars or solar flare.

                  They glow and glister on the forest floor.

               

               
                  JCBs chew up tonnage and spit out filth.

                  Magpies choose their JCB and stick by him.

               

               
                  Wood anemones shift sidelong to the sun.

                  Their shoots are metronomes in slow emotion.

               

               
                  Rooks erupt in raptures around a JCB.

                  Their Midas, Grail, their Holy of Holies.

               

               
                  Wood anemones harvest ultraviolet rays.

                  Early bees are drawn droning to their gaze.

               

               
                  Nothing saddens a JCB more than a stalled JCB.

                  He ploughs across the planet to hold him, steady.

               

               
                  The lives of wood anemones are swift. We hail

                  their fleet and fleetness, their golden crisis.

               

               
                  JCBs squat on fly-blown, bird-flocked hills.

                  Spring detonates on time, thanks to JCBs.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               Dr Seuss Passes through the Gates of Heaven

            

            
               
                  you came to a place where    the streets were not marked

                  some windows were lighted    but mostly they’re darked

               

               
                  and you heard a song    rise over the snow

                  it started in low    then it started to grow

               

               
                  now your snow is all white

                  now your work is all done

               

               
                  now your house is all right

                  i will not let you fall

               

               
                  i will hold you up high

                  as i stand on a ball

               

               
                  with a book in one hand

                  and a cup on my hat

               

               
                  now     now

                  have no fear     have no fear

               

               
                  said

                  the Cat

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
          The blue whale’s heart is a four-chambered car
        

            

            
               
                  A zebra fish suffers a broken heart? He grows another

                  while octopi, like queens, are blue-blooded with copper.

               

               
                  Earthworms host five hearts; the cuttlefish, three.

                  A bee’s heart runs down the length of one bee.

               

               
                  A hibernating hedgehog’s heart beats five times

                  to my minute’s seventy-two. Every beat rhymes.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               Naked Poem

               
                  to Django Bennett-Clarke, a boy with Type 1 Diabetes

from his friend, David, with Type 1 Diabetes

               

            

            
               
                  In Edward’s Lane in Worcestershire,

                  a green lane slunk across by Bow Brook.

               

               
                  Despite being the swansong of an English summer,

                  it was a puzzle to find a way across

               

               
                  or in the hedgerow gain a path aground

                  and through or over that slown ford.

               

               
                  Your mum writes to me about the boy she adores:

                  Django loves to run, full speed! When he feels himself

               

               
                  going high he gets up and exercises around the sofa

                  at breakneck speed, or around the garden, or down

               

               
                  the hills, or bounces repeatedly on the bed coming up

                  with ‘new groovy jumps’, the pump a part of his body.

               

               
                  Godspeed and birdsong and tramping

                  the Australian bush; waterfalls climbed at dawn

               

               
                  solo, with a sugar rush; rain forests rent

                  by the rattles of kookaburras; canopies

               

               
                  cackling with rosellas… I flew home,

                  my mind lit by the fling of lorikeets,

               

               
                  puffed parrots, curled koalas,

                  the flit and flirt of honeyeaters.

               

               
                  Injections greet both dawn and dusk, and birdsong.

                  Django, I have never felt less afraid. Of life.

               

            

         





OEBPS/9781784104955_cover_epub.jpg
e

THER

DAMIDEMORILEN

nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn






OEBPS/a007_online.png





OEBPS/a011_01_online.png
and in this moment
moment’s minion

a fledgling
dunnock

sky-dives
through

the open door
of my writing shed

catches itself crossly
in my hair

crash-lands crabbily
on the keyboard

fleetingly
pressing

the letter Q -
tweeting

#I quam
a QUUNNOCK!

#1 QUAM QUITING
A QUOEM!





OEBPS/a003_1_online.png





OEBPS/logo_online.png
(ARCANET





