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Evidence







‘A great deal of anecdotal evidence suggests that we respond positively to birdsong.’


– scientific researcher, Daily Telegraph, 8 February 2012









Centuries of English verse


Suggest the selfsame thing:


A negative response is rare


When birds are heard to sing.







What’s the use of poetry?


You ask. Well, here’s a start:


It’s anecdotal evidence


About the human heart.






























The Damage to the Piano









You can barely see


the damage to the piano


where the new bookcase knocked it,


but all hell would break loose


if my mother were here.







I sit for several minutes,


pondering the silence


where I am cast adrift


with all this furniture


and no-one to tell me off.






























Baggage









Two smart porters carry luggage on


The label from the Nacional, Madrid.


The one from the hotel in Carcassonne


Features the fortress. That’s stuck on the lid.


Some are partly missing. This one here


Says Vichy, and another Lac de Co …


Some scraps remain mysterious as to where


My father travelled all those years ago.


His sturdy leather suitcase, left too long


In our damp garage, still looks glamorous


To me. It calls to mind the handsome, young


And happy man I’d like to think he was.


The child of his old age, I close my eyes


And join him under sunny foreign skies.






























Orb









An illuminated orb


against a black background –


the colour of flesh, with faint


red lines that could be rivers.







Not a planet in the night sky:


my eyeball


on the optician’s screen.







It’s beautiful. Just one small feature


of a mysterious universe


I’ll never explore, packed neatly


in this soft container.







We know so little of ourselves,


and of each other – the working parts


we carry everywhere,







the darkness we scan


like astronomers, seeking


the half-forgotten stories of our lives.






























1952









Sometimes, instead of a farthing,


shops give you safety pins.


Can that be right? I’m sure


it’s what the teacher said.







I know it was 1952


because the same teacher, a nun,


announced one morning


that the King had died.







We were encouraged to go


to the chapel, to pray for his soul.


A Catholic friend showed me


what you do with the holy water.







It was lovely in there –
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