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Matt Merritt’s second collection is hydrodaktulopsychicharmonica. His debut full collection, Troy Town, was published by Arrowhead Press in 2008, and a chapbook, Making The Most Of The Light, by HappenStance in 2005. He studied history at Newcastle University and counts Anglo-Saxon and medieval Welsh poetry among his influences, as well as the likes of R.S. Thomas, Ted Hughes and John Ash. He was born in Leicester and lives nearby, works as a wildlife journalist, is an editor of Poets On Fire, and blogs at http://polyolbion.blogspot.com.
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“The harmonica excessively stimulates the nerves, plunges the player into a nagging depression and hence into a dark and melancholy mood that is apt method for slow self-annihilation. If you are suffering from any nervous disorder, you should not play it; if you are not yet ill, you should not play it; if you are feeling melancholy, you should not play it.”


Friedrich Rochlitz, Allgemeine Musikalische Zeitung





Prelude for Glass Harmonica



You wake late


to hear it, muffled and opaque


in a distant room,


or maybe only dream


that quicksilver music,


feel as much as hear it


playing up and down your spine,


your mind


tuned to a different pitch.


Each day becomes a search


for the frayed ends of what’s


just been lost


in that instant between sleep


and consciousness, a melody you keep


twisting, turning, trying to make


new, pristine. Still it takes yesterday’s shape.





Uchronie





“Though they [the stars] seem close to us, they are infinitely distant, and so per consequens, they are infinite inhabitable worlds: what hinders? Why should not an infinite cause (as God is) produce infinite effects?”


Robert Burton





English Literature



Pens pause one last time,


above the gaping permafrost


of the page


while outside


swifts are scribbling furiously


upon the thinning haze


and summer is swaying us


with the slow, emphatic argument


of the trees.


One chance, you get at this,


he is telling us from the front.


One chance.





Unquiet



Forget the verdict, speculation in the gutter press,


a service for family and close friends, or the tight


clusters of pilgrims round the spot where they found the car


and the condo he left unlocked and lit up like Christmas.


Sometimes, late night, the phone rang


and I answered to find unfinished business


strung silently between us in that heartbeat before the click


and purr. And twice, in later years, I saw him out there.


First, in the migraine-light of mid-morning,


blinking back an evening of cheap local wine


in a town not twenty miles beyond the border.


He was wearing his hair longer, and his face was leaner,


harder, but even as I reached to smooth away inconsistencies


he was gone into the colour and sway of the market. Then


again, in buzzard weather, way out on the flats, when our bus


slowed for some wreck, he was driving an oncoming truck.


And, of course, this time eyes met. His rewrote the story so far


for me, while mine reflected back his original edit.





The American version



of this poem contains several ideas, concepts and tropes


rejected from this, the original draft,


plus a quite different calibre of wit,


designed to explode and flatten on impact.





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
hydr6daktulo
p S’y € h 1cC






OEBPS/images/img1.jpg
hydrodaktulopsychicharmonica

Matt Merritt

-

Arches
Press





