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            To My Granddaughter Silver

         

         
            
               
                  You began with a dot,

                  ground into the paper, smashed,

                  hammered home.

                  You set out from there

                  with a look of defiance,

                  moving your hand up and down,

                  round and round,

                  in a series of spirals and swirls,

                  then suddenly stopped

                  and looked me in the eye.

               

               
                  The resulting description

                  of red in action,

                  with crumbs from a broken crayon,

                  inspired me to take up my pen

                  and make a new start.

                  I moved my hand up and down,

                  round and round,

                  in a series of scribbles and scrawls,

                  which turned out

                  something like this.
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               The Conductor Raises His Arms

            

            
               
                  A crackle of expectation

                  a silence of suspense

                  as the needle touches down on the day,

               

               
                  everything standing up

                  straight and still

                  like iron filings magnetised,

               

               
                  the air blue-veined, faint-lined

                  with splashes of static

                  on gatepost and tile.

               

               
                  A sudden gust of electricity

                  slakes its thirst

                  among giant purple stems.

               

               
                  A dry pink light comes down

                  and a shadow orchestra

                  shimmers to life.

               

               
                  The conductor raises his arms

                  and taps the window sill.

                  A mist of strings

               

               
                  holds back the overture for a moment.

                  The grey drone of the lawn

                  hovers just above the ground.

               

               
                  The sun’s brass section begins

                  with a fanfare of gold

                  as the main theme is introduced.
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               Bed of Nails

            

            
               
                  Days move diagonally across town,

                  meet other days

                  travelling in the opposite direction.

                  Let off the leash,

                  I was roaming the streets after dark,

                  looking for a thread

                  among neon petals

                  splashing in gutters,

               

               
                  when the screech of brakes

                  heralded my destruction.

                  How kind of someone, I thought,

                  to consider de-accelerating

                  on my behalf, no matter

                  that the gesture came too late

                  to save my life.

                  The moment of truth

               

               
                  took me by the scruff of the neck

                  and hurled me through

                  a plate glass window made of ice.

                  I shot down the face

                  of a glassy curve

                  and came to rest where I am,

                  in a crazy place, in a bloody experience.

                  Danger, fear, rage, 5

               

               
                  the onset of extreme emotion

                  resulted in a message

                  being flashed down my nervous system

                  to two tiny glands,

                  one on each kidney,

                  which went into high speed action

                  pumping a charge of fear

                  into my bloodstream. Late,

               

               
                  almost too late at night,

                  I found myself barely alive

                  on a bed of nails.

                  I burst from the wreckage

                  with a blinding shock

                  of hips and hair and shoulder blades,

                  streaming green light

                  because of something I thought.
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               Pepys Island

            

            
               
                  I went there myself as a young man,

                  on the South Atlantic voyage

                  of William Ambrose Cowley, privateer.

                  We had come into heavy seas

                  off Patagonia, when an uncharted island

                  rose above the waves,

                  offering us safe anchorage.

                  I saw its form of a shark’s fin

                  cleaving the water, its strange alignment

                  of stunted trees dotting the horizon.

                  I remember, as if it were yesterday,

                  the jaws of a natural harbour

                  opening to receive us, yet nobody,

                  from that day to this,

                  has been able to find ‘Pepys Island’,

                  as we christened our discovery.

                  The only proof of its existence

                  lies in the pages of my log,

                  showing features of that blessed refuge

                  which I cling to as I write.

                  It saves me from shipwreck to this day.
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