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            to those who swim against the tide

            *

            and in loving memory of my father

         

      

   


   
      

          

         
            After having searched the heights and pastures without having found that panther which we are pursuing, let us now track her in a more rational manner, in order that we may, through diligent study, trap in our snares she who is everywhere fragrant but nowhere seen.

            DANTE, De Vulgari Eloquentia

            
                

            

            …I have been a tree amid the wood

            And many a new thing understood

            That was rank folly to my head before.

            EZRA POUND, The Tree

         

      

   


   
      

          

         I would like to thank my grandfather Norman Reid – for the volumes of Blake and Pound, where it began; Brian Patten, Seamus Heaney and Simon Armitage – the ones who wrote back; Eric Griffiths – who saw something in me; Michael Schmidt – for several years of kindly responses, and the subsequent support; Ed Clarke – for the correspondence, the encouragement, and the synchronicities; and, finally, those I have no need to name – you know who you are.

      

   


   
      
         

         
             

         

         
            
               
                  So who’s it for, this monumental book

                  finessed with the pumice stone of my hard head?

               

               
                  For you, the only one able to look

                  deep within my ravings for a kind of sense,

               

               
                  and who once, in a dream, dared to unfold

                  the world’s slow reversion to iron from gold:

               

               
                  a feat of graft and sheer intellection.

                  Here, wisest friend, it’s all yours if you can lift

               

               
                  it or hold it down. Dear girl, God’s sweet gift,

                  may it last longer than the review section!
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        House Music
      

         


      

   


   
      

         
            
               HOUSE MUSIC

            

            
               
                  Consider the architecture of the fire,

                  this radiant palace receiving in turn

                  the great bare mouth of the smallest creature

                  and the mirrored, steel-cored tower

                  of your pride; consider that soon

                  that grim ember

               

               
                  resembling the face we all fear or desire

                  will be the perch where you sing and do not burn,

                  peace be within thee, vigilant preacher

                  of the mind-consuming hour

                  each undergoes and what the moon

                  must dismember;

               

               
                  and consider while these agile days climb higher,

                  witchlike as flame – as the stuttering intern

                  is fanned to a tall and brilliant teacher –

                  how to step into that power,

                  that breathing room, the killer tune

                  you’ll remember.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      

         
            
               WHO’S SHE

               after Arnaut Daniel

            

            
               
                  Sweet precision

                  of the mind-manifesting

                  voice of the birds, the luminous argot

                  blown from tree to tree just as we implore

                  those whom love makes us see more and less clearly,

                  you inspire me – whose perverted soul sways true,

                  straight in its windings – to conceive the finest

                  call, a chirp with no bum note or word astray.

               

               
                  Indecision,

                  that luxury! No dithering

                  could touch me when I first breached the snow

                  of her smooth ramparts, the girl I thirst for

                  with a wild intensity that is nearly

                  unendurable, the shining one, she who

                  has hands whose omniscience exceeds the rest

                  as surely as love’s gentlest caress bests a

               

               
                  circumcision.

                  She clocked me, my discerning

                  between the real deal and the fake – we know

                  how true gold’s hidden by the lead uproar

                  of our toys – and as our tongues moved sincerely

                  she drew her dark cloak of constellated blue

                  so the boys that speak in the snake’s interest

                  couldn’t leer at what all babble fails to say.

               

               
                  No spring vision

                  (birds interpret as they sing)

                  of flowers limning the unguarded flow

                  of heaven is fresher; without her, L’Or

                  gives skin no glow nor JPMorgan’s yearly 

                  profits; within her high castle’s living pew

                  our seeming leaders might be less possessed,

                  all who exchange her presence for the Devil’s pay.

               

               
                  God’s elision

                  in life’s book of our killing –

                  that only sin – our joy with our sorrow

                  surely bodes well for his setting some store

                  by holy communion, wherein we’ll merely

                  look and kiss and laugh along each bared sinew

                  as I measure the lovely weight of a breast

                  where the light, the embodied light, swells its ray.

               

               
                  Ah, derision

                  for my own solemn honking

                  bites once more – sound in which we think we go

                  about the gardens of an emperor,

                  dreamt court in which we whisper cavalierly

                  as his money man – and I’d be a fool to

                  mouth her name and put love to the test:

                  no saint protects those whose chatter keeps the dawn at bay.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      

         
            
               RIP

            

            
               
                  You are just about to turn for home,

                  back to the chickens strutting in the dirt

                  and village gossip and a tonguelash from her,

               

               
                  when something in the silence holds you.

                  It is a quiet composed of many sounds

                  (each one as small as it is clear)

               

               
                  that call and call to a distant stillness

                  our dialect has no words for.

                  You fall to the grass. The hour’s a song

               

               
                  to empty the skull, moving in the giant sky

                  and men disguised as mountain pines.

                  It is as though you have been asleep,

               

               
                  as if you have stumbled out of time.

                  The dwarves are gone. Their dreamless faces

                  leer from the rocks and the rocky clouds,

               

               
                  down at the trees whose ascent is music.

                  You are just about to turn for home.

                  The minutes pass like seasons, centuries.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      

         
            
               HMP WANDSWORTH

            

            
               
                  Down the rain-sweetened paths of the garden centre

                  an old boy handles a broom like a dancer, sweeps

                  with an unhurried grace that is almost tender

                  or stoops to pick up the eaten face of a rose,

                  a toppled plant. Such is the knowledge manifest

                  in gesture, the genius of fingers, as this wild

               

               
                  day makes an avenue of lindens plunge like wild

                  horses, as someone who moves from his deep centre

                  makes the body’s divinity manifestly

                  clear. Past a fence and a road, the arrested sweep

                  of HM’s broken clock speaks volumes, conjures rows

                  of locked sky-blue doors and the illegal tender

               

               
                  of phones and weed in those walls where none are tender,

                  then the gent who spat in the face of Oscar Wilde

                  at Clapham Junction station, the tears he claimed rose
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