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            The Book of Love Poems

         

         
            
               
                  Faber must know.

                  A table to themselves in Waterstones.

                  (Once Faber ‘and Faber’

                  They started life as a Doppelganger.)

                  Their books spread over the table

                  Like a buffet.

                  They know about love and how to deal with it.

                  Familiar with shipwrecks, fogs,

                  Oceanography. Nebelstreifs

                  From one end to the other.

               

               
                  Meanwhile, back in the car, the forecast:

                  Fair Isle, Faroes, Cromarty, Forth:

                  Misty and murky through the morning.

                  For many of us looking forward to the Oval

                  It’s going to be Put your wellies on this afternoon

                  Or sit in the car, to be honest, with your sandwiches.
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            At Blagnini’s

         

         
            
               
                  As though love was a kind of fieldwork

                  In primitive exotic terrain

                  For which one had not prepared

                  By reading the recommended literature,

                  But which had to be written up

                  As if you had planned the whole thing in advance

                  To solve certain ill-definable problems,

                  And needed some original insight to present, looking back,

                  Like a general running after his troops

                  And writing a memoir of some disorganised

                  Smoke ridden skirmish:

                  – (Half the troops were not sure which side they were on

                  And one of them only joined to get time

                  To read a book under a hedge) –

                  Or as we need a story:

                  The purpose had to be invented afterwards.
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            Dancing with a Chair

            ‘In old age he took dancing lessons, influenced by the philosophy of his friend Dr Mitzkin.’

         

         
            
               
                  In old age, he took tango lessons,

                  Moving from Ross Street to Pretoria Road

                  Where women melting in a trance

                  Became supple as young girls.

                  Upstairs in Zion Baptist Hall

                  It’s ‘Keep your shoulders down.

                  As if wading up to the knees in sand.

                  And squashing a balloon

                  Between two chests. Never lose contact.

                  Lean forward from the ankles. Bottom in.

                  Then straight ahead. (It’s Piazzola). Chin back.

                  Look after her. Be unpredictable.’

                  Dance there upon the shore. And later make

                  Expansive gestures to an empty room.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
14
            At the Florist’s

         

         
            
               
                  As a poet, you can get a job in a florist’s.

                  Moyses Stevens

                  On Hay Hill, if you are in that part of London,

                  Though parking is difficult. Green Park

                  On the Picadilly Line. Little birds’ nests

                  With a couple of wood anemones in moss

                  Sprinkled with morning dew that glistens

                  And a real mist. You meet interesting people

                  And in summer you can pull down a striped awning.

                  You have your spray and your can. Don’t get drawn

                  Into polishing leaves. Across the road

                  There’s a coffee shop

                  So you can mingle with students and artists.

                  Have a copy of Zuricher Tagblatt

                  Which you can’t read. This can be helpful

                  In inducing a trance-like state

                  Called negative capability.

                  If you don’t know any threatened flowers, refer to

                  Fisher’s Chapter: ‘Hangers on, Casuals and Fugitives.’
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                  The sonnets lacked clarity

                  In a man of parts, a man of ability.

                  Turning tables for spirit rapping

                  They went before me like a blind man tapping.

                  Thoughts were organized in bright platoons

                  And bedded down in garrisoned emplacements

                  And marshalled at each point by strict dragoons

                  While eager virgins wept at gothic casements.

               

               
                  And the voice of God

                  Being hard to pick up without trembling

                  It’s left on the plate like petits pois.

                  I must get home,

                  Away from Monica Metronome.

               

               
                  When I was young, I liked to say my prayers.

                  Already well cocooned in preference shares.

                  I lost my religion at the tote

                  And critics have me by the throat.

               

               
                  Standard Variations:

                  Two anaesthetists marched off in different directions

                  Each holding a loaded syringe.

                  Blue was the colour for the patient’s drapes.

                  I was left holding in mid-air the final corner

                  Of the tiered canopy enveloping the patient.

               

               
                  If a poem is small enough

                  You could mistake it for a comma.

                  Control yourself sir, easy. Settle down.
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