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Wraiths









The Nature of Art


Art was always a thing in our house


or artiness: we were thought of


as bohemians,


had the qualifications:


poverty, scandal, a frisson of madness.


My father, stuck in rage and guilt,


wrote a short story about a soldier


in a desert stuck in rage and guilt


and painted birds that could not fly.


My sister drew a landscape


she walked into.


I wrote a poem about snow


that never fell, filled gaps like that


with empty words.


My mother tore a photograph


of the mv Columba from a brochure


or the People’s Friend,


stuck it on the wall


with sellotape that yellowed


as the years passed,


wished she was there.









The Wishbone


On the windowsill,


its white paint old


and flaking,


was a wishbone,


a pewter pot beside it


that my mother said


was from home.


Moss mould was


on the edges of glass


and on the outside


the perpetual dark


of weeds gone wild.


There was a wishbone


on the windowsill,


it was huge like a dinosaur’s,


yellow and stained


with the ghost of blood.


A pterodactyl bone,


a pagan bone,


the fundament of a roc.


It was there for years


while round it the house


fell apart. It’s still there


in a shelf of my mind.


No one did.


No one dared really.









My Father at the Bakers


On the veranda


is a bony old man


who but for


the kombolói


reminds me


of my father.


He has a thin


moustache


and baggy shorts


and his right


foot is agitating


at the marble


as if


pumping some


accelerator


that would have


him in a wish


at the top


of that mountain


concealed now


in cloud


and haze.


If he were here


I would ask him


if he preferred


mountains


to coastlines,


you are supposed


to be one


or the other


I would say.


So many questions


and still


a language barrier.


It’s a fantasy


thinking of him


like this,


I can’t have seen


him old.


Perhaps


in my mind


he has


aged with me


though this too


is a fruitless


train of thought


because one


of the few facts


I know


is that he’s


dust.


We’ll just sit here


for a moment


his doppelgänger


and I


and stare


at a middle


distance


populated


this hot


and sultry


morning


by the living


the imagined


and the dead.









The Wait


Kippers catapult me back


to Victorian hotels with huge


rain-slashed vistas,


brittle toast and butter knobs,


sugar lumps like granite,


paintings of mouldering birds


on thick wallpaper.


I remember every kipper


but not so much the people,


though they certainly comprised


a bald man in a sports jacket,


decrepit car rusting outside,


and his wife, whose homeland


was hidden, like her,


in sad cloud


beyond the bay windows.


What did we even do


except order kippers


and stare silently at the sea?


I suppose we were waiting always


for the weather to clear.
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