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               Come On In

            

            
               
                  We call this room the kissing room

                  though we have never kissed here.

               

               
                  We enter one by one.

                  Come on in!

               

               
                  We talk about heartbreak

                  because we break a lot.

               

               
                  Who is feeling brave today?

                  Who would like to recite something?
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               Old Poems

            

            
               
                  When we were young

                  we all wrote words on our wrists.

               

               
                  One hand on the other hand,

                  sometimes someone else’s.

               

               
                  Now we tend to run from the carnival.

                  So many people!

               

               
                  We run and we run till no one.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
15
               Country Music

            

            
               
                  You hurry home, into the open

                  I’ve been out there too

                  never lost a single shoe

               

               
                  never had to say What in the world’s

                  the world coming to

               

               
                  You know there’s always someone

                  standing at a window right here

                  doing just that, exactly that

               

               
                  head there on the grey pillow

                  that listens while you sleep

               

               
                  and of course I love the new car

                  plenty of big varoom

                  it gives a wee beep when it sees me
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               Harm

            

            
               
                  Harm came over the hill

                  huffing and puffing,

                  breathless by the time it knocked on the door.

               

               
                  We knew not to answer.

                  We sang to build courage.

                  We knew what Harm was here for.

               

               
                  +

               

               
                  All of the songs we sang

                  were of the old, the terrible war

                  where blood ran and ran and kept on running.

               

               
                  We sang the chorus of bodies,

                  the buried and missing, the broken and lost,

                  and Harm went on knocking

               

               
                  +

               

               
                  and days went by, while Harm held fast –

                  stones on the roof, against shutters …

                  and Harm hammered again and again

               

               
                  its voice clearer now, too,

                  the whispering fully grammatical,

                  names named that we thought we knew 17

               

               
                  +

               

               
                  when, suddenly, the noise stopped entirely.

                  We opened the double-width door

                  and stepped out into silence.

               

               
                  Nothing in sight.

                  The rich still beating the poor.

                  Someone said ‘also’ then ‘furthermore’.

               

               
                  +

               

               
                  Harm had been done. We were done for.
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               Pioneer

            

            
               
                  We need to ford the river.

                  There’s always the other side to consider.

                  Whether we think about the other side or not,

                  we need to ford the river.

               

               
                  The boats go on the river

                  and the river goes on forever.

                  We need somewhere to come ashore,

                  a somewhere we haven’t been before.

               

               
                  Look over there! A giant flightless bird!

                  A tree shaped like a pear!

                  Do we feel fear? We don’t. We do?

                  You know I’ll never agree with you.
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