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         IN DARKEST CAPITAL collects a number of previously uncollected, unpublished or privately circulated poems, along with the following books and chapbooks:

         
             

         

         Satyrs and Mephitic Angels (Cambridge: Equipage, 1993)

         Sheet Mettle (London: Alfred David Editions, 1994)

         How Peace Came (Cambridge: Equipage, 1994)

         Carte Blanche (Kenilworth: Prest Roots Press, 1995)

         Songbook (Kirkcaldy: Akros, 1996)

         Bench Marks (London: Alfred David Editions, 1998)

         As It Were (Cambridge: Equipage, 1998)

         familiars (Cambridge: Equipage, 1999)

         Pianola, with Jo Milne (Cambridge: REM Press, 2000)

         The Gates of Gaza (Cambridge: Equipage, 2000)

         Mars Disarmed (Great Barrington, M.A.: The Figures, 2001)

         The Damage: new and selected poems (Cambridge: Salt, 2001)

         Go Figure (Cambridge: Salt, 2003)

         the view from Royston cave (Cambridge, 2011)

         equipollence (The Song Cave, 2012)

         Burnt Laconics Bloom (Old Hunstanton: Oystercatcher Press, 2013)

         
             

         

         Poems from ‘Blueprints & Ziggurats’ and ‘Lichens for Marxists’ first appeared in the following journals and publication contexts: Jubilat, PN Review, Blackbox Manifold, Cambridge Literary Review, Poetry Wales, This Corner, Island, Public Pages, Crrritic! eds. John Schad and Oliver Tearle, Yellow Field, Openned Anthology, Lana Turner, Infinite Editions, Journal of Linguistics, litter, Plume Anthology 3, Plume, Poetry London, Wolf, Zarf, datableed, Chicago Review, and Painted, Spoken. 
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               SATYRS AND MEPHITIC ANGELS

               
                  ‘… paradise was never attractive; it was accepted as part of the bargain because it meant the avoidance of its opposite. This did not yet make the negation of the negation, or the negative dialectic, into a product of secularization. But it suggests the invaluable historical advantage of being able to say that the Messiah has not yet come. What has already been can only be disappointing. The chiliastic enthusiasts of both sacred and worldly peripeties have always understood that.’

                  Hans Blumenberg, The Legitimacy of the Modern Age
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               SATYRS AND MEPHITIC ANGELS

               
                  Go litel bok, invoice these strain line shadow inks,

                  or suffer in silence imago mephitis,

                  I can smell your poison squirt of ingrained chalice,

               

               
                  squids in blood-dust of leavening slates, it blakes too,

                  or as art suffering dusts this its antique time

                  and that there monstrous word glory in suffering.

               

               
                  A dangerous demagogic word holds us surely,

                  like the masses the measure is suffer; for these

                  abolitionist crudités, as raw mangetout,

               

               
                  may smash up (piano) while your smudge spill barks out

                  beyond purely verstehenden explication,

                  in these hand sewn diagnostics of future past.

               

               
                  If as tool performed the so forth poises genie,

                  angle as massage stones of which the knights Templar

                  will build over geo-roof folie de patrie, 

               

               
                  and not notorious dress codes of tea-room zones,

                  in memoriam tears torn in atomiser

                  stutter sprays: but which public takes this reading room

               

               
                  challenge to continuous administrative

                  contacts? We press on in class marks etching wretches,

                  we as two roles flush out imagoless twinnies,

               

               
                  touchstones plate these nail grimy as naught or nothing

                  under the optic sun: d’you know it too, lumpen

                  prole boho, all declassé like fat sump fury,

               

               
                  eh fairy with the awful smell glues mephitic.

               

               DOLPHIN SONG

               
                  Would I were as Arion, or as the story told,

                  choosing harp fish swordpens to take the plank, the egg,

                  the swallowing passion in supperless díke.

               

               
                  Where is that dolphin now? we still adhere to the

                  doctrine of redemption which originally

                  connoted a slave purchasing his liberty:

               

               
                  not to change its world but to escape this, it has

                  flown off the wheel, off grief’s thole misery while vine

                  sprays against are its expenses. For dolphin song

               

               
                  no season supposes such slavery orphic,

                  while urban revolution remains roused as lyres

                  for the hungry he hath filled with such good things, of 

               

               
                  which one among is hunger anánke, potlach

                  expenses defrayed deformist, details lacking

                  as if normal proceeding will follow slaughter,

               

               
                  or our harmony parts dissolve clear and brittle.

               

               A DREAM OF PELAGIUS

               
                  That trump of revelatory will-lessness breath

                  avers how pre-Arctic the lapsus never was,

                  never Adam’s before graceless worldly games pall

               

               
                  and all to the din of make it thine, wanderlust

                  times where no tour like it he dreams, as rushes breathe

                  and the snow-bunting pains, nesting monkish homes

               

               
                  (pre-gardens), before the yes worldly cross-treck terns

                  all dovecotes mysterious return, while saying

                  like ptarmigans want the genius malignus:

               

               
                  I am not nor hope be lest this history yet,

                  but as no locust trip fastens down epistles,

                  nor if we define progress as burning gold eagles,

               

               
                  will oblige this dissolution in camel shirt

                  reaching, past oblivion straws, and, ascetic,

                  wait skua’s revenge on burning magnesium.

               

               
                  Gulls disgorging throats cry food, where are my lies now?

                  and gash to treachery, as will you read me in

                  fragments, so press on dark glacial char, these glooms

               

               
                  heirs to progress, where dreamer declines flock waywards. 

               

               THE IDEA OF ORDER

AT HABERMAS-PLATZ

               
                  What about then as if Cant of Latter Day Saints

                  is adrift, white feathers, malgré tout adrift seas

                  singing bugger thy hymns alas amid ilex.

               

               
                  These no-churches in pages dust community

                  are blest satellite and video monasteries;

                  I kid you not word-smog petroglyph-boulevards,

               

               
                  just sing anthems to the tannoy blue mountain blend –

                  thy lord think on of hard times revolutionists

                  that is this my yellow and coffee dust halo.

               

               
                  Stop for orangeade in class struggle museums

                  where druids of domestic diamat dial

                  adjust down our Lady of the Garden Centre;

               

               
                  so alphabet ratio in D.I.Y. Church

                  dawns on fishers of networks puritanical,

                  all undistorted or wish-sweet as bliss revenge;

               

               
                  sound bite angel, go wholly public spherical.

               

               ENTELECHY: MARGINALIA

               
                  A dispiriting melancholia screen burns,

                  regardless with crouch brow diffusion, reams against

                  sorrowful natural history, its weight of 

               

               
                  facies hippocratica now to well up

                  with proper dues where landscaping peters out in

                  forlorn, petrified thimbles and plastic tears.

               

               
                  There’s roads across to fashion hermitage where all

                  out with the must pass muster, curdling instruments

                  of resumption, as erring no blood letting fails

               

               
                  the succour memorial of blood, in them there hills

                  where wordless deforestation, without reply,

                  is the back catalogue of ironed out anger.

               

               
                  This rush drowns out familiar species lament

                  in the accurate strain upon half-line gardens,

                  as fresh caught ruins of herd doubts and tired love sigh

               

               
                  in the book of wells lascivious, if it’s fine!

                  and aimless eclipsing furrows the banished plod

                  of its sincerely crisp phenomenology.

               

               
                  Lichen sidles against their arid kenosis

                  and will be jargoned to those guitarra yes strains

                  by those back to second nature word boys of ach!

               

               
                  expletive decay, rewarding for plein air stills,

                  just yearning for that anorganic sybilline

                  rivalry of being in print, hark hectoring,

               

               
                  like as could the species pass away better yet. 

               

               DENIZENS OF LOW STREET

               
                  All along the low street hopes akimbo, and plants

                  wilder but denizened out spit it, upon this

                  cobble sliding hurts all midlothian drag-heart,

               

               
                  while the mile’s bilious rain smiles better, which now

                  castles into palaces we have not outlived,

                  and feels blood apocryphal drive the denizens,

               

               
                  vomiters, and ye of scant hope shuffling among

                  rucksack rashes, to wish some purdah for to be

                  and not notes on the decline of Scottish murder.

               

               
                  The Sappho parchment clasps our bitten horizon:

                  there is pornocracy, which no pibroch here sings,

                  just as still water runs deep swimmingly below:

               

               
                  pray tell, not calmly, to lease punctured yearning clans,

                  is it this way lies mercat ahoy festival;

                  go and Campbell it out along the soup high way

               

               
                  autobahn to Glencoe, while you stake the low roads,

                  I’ll die before you, fit-you-saying speak-easy in

                  pop furious ballad style: Warhol? I’ll Warhol you!

               

               
                  That lettre à d’Alembert misweighed how the

                  civic joy can be stationed for the tart riposte:

                  under three crosses mercat you can spot the ball,

               

               
                  here of all places, and you thrill to hideous

                  cork thrust damage remissness of where I belong,

                  as those in dicky birds drooping groove their night-piss. 

               

               
                  That vamp still acts, dreaming eats of tourists for tea,

                  whose ghost con-tours will not bring back the silver birch,

                  and the cambered pace macadam rolls sighways,

               

               
                  while beneath, children pass for the well clad courtless,

                  playing private nursery courts in romper suits,

                  states streamed as united colours of brash refuge,

               

               
                  but will the car be ready, dreams wild one freezing,

                  still refusing the grim one bar heating cross road,

                  as residual rockbearing slough subsiding cries:

               

               
                  Nova oh no Scotia, lime my sheepless north face.

               

               DAYMARES

               
                  It was easier to keep on than wait for days

                  to shorter get, allowing night speak day-mares their

                  turn to rust amicably amid thoughts silting hope;

               

               
                  no imagined that could not falter, needing nights

                  back to imagine with when the city silts too,

                  searching for what unseemly newness, unsilted still,

               

               
                  to save a heat where satire crumbles, or a past

                  catching on to this new temerity, its weight

                  of action as rusts no longer amicable.

               

               
                  There is no bleak suffice, no text unbound to bleakness,

                  as would be, when all around lose theirs. Come clearer!

                  no suffice could unyet or relinquish injury, 

               

               
                  want, so many little deaths, boring the shiners

                  upon quick graves of angers, or is it lonely

                  passing among without heed for exile therein.

               

               
                  Don’t suppose, would it, that by-the-by clocks off, while

                  awash in daymares and nighting lamps of waste our

                  goods selling bads the very dregs knew odious:

               

               
                  discussion is waged on alarmist, in alerts,

                  by sofa or by crook, or sang froid pachyderms,

                  but raptured hurtwise tracks regret to hope dusting!

               

               
                  as in truth to say mourn for the past circumvents.

               

               HIBERNATIONS

               
                  The shadows are longer, out of touch with its times,

                  but the geese-steps of accommodation bristle

                  and are still life no more, you know the kind of thing;

               

               
                  O money, O function, O job, lend me just the

                  private and confidential, dazzled convictions

                  of the prevailing absolutely wrong, or so.

               

               
                  It’s all over bar the accountancy and the

                  dispiriting fibre of the nevertheless

                  necessary reticence. Old hat, can I not

               

               
                  eat the psalms, the blushes, the feigned departures,

                  and then the kandym, perchance to skip from tuber

                  to tumour, abashed at the violence of critique

               

               
                  in toyish, dyspeptic, slow-grilled embarrassment. 

               

               THROUGH THE BUY-OUT JARGON

               
                  I am virus soul corp, hug me to this unreal

                  viral city which had not thought, death undone, so

                  short term many fun-funding were this captive class;

               

               
                  for our soul libidinal pulsations referred,

                  hush fund breezes cyclone my well-products esquire,

                  or are greenfield ventures as this stock cubism falls.

               

               
                  I am aid pack, cash-crop and pearl mint tax heaven

                  with airs, seedcorns, graces skeltering pro or fits,

                  yours contumely, or old use-value as am used;

               

               
                  but cashing chips one in, figaro appliqué,

                  these now machine tools bitter this dream crop decor,

                  appellation cash vortex, wonders contrôlée,

               

               
                  as atrium hollows words which do not pass go.

               

               POSITIVE INDISCRIMINATIONS

               
                  The male my hermit and manner view, or it ill

                  be easier to amble you, as sod the count’s

                  odd sadeian bosom: that twizzle of velour

               

               
                  authenticity ligs on diners card before

                  currying distemper: thus fresco! as it grew

                  too astart its vile pink and mildew narcissus. 

               

               
                  Your after personal lather shaves conditions to

                  the grain, and sandal would glows penumbra, like raised

                  faculties lathed to is it me you’re looking for?

               

               
                  I’ll be buggered doubt if it ill be easier

                  to trekky from cling-on to boldly woe, wrecky

                  from hornblower, as my toy captain flies undone

               

               
                  to the oh so moby dick. Stand out in flux, my

                  chassis, go getty get two! where a rival peers

                  so in dissidence are personality glues.

               

               
                  Can it for cried out loud be ill, this bolster blust,

                  where muzzles so militant are discriminate

                  particular wars losing dots to incisions?

               

               
                  Woe aquamarine boy ogles a-gloop, fish tank

                  a-breathing, might as well plunder your theme tune’s youth,

                  breeding goggles as Irish masques unflint the stones

               

               
                  which are teething the Troubles in this Trumpet town,

                  as glorious good would await the orange monsoon

                  marching season: will it be veiled rivers of blood,

               

               
                  or the world well lost, washing soldiers dreams to the

                  foot of iambs? How now, brown cow, sacred brownie

                  of a cubbish clout, will it come in bull-dog chants?

               

               
                  My wall to wall crumbles, fondling what its falling

                  reason suffices, and I’ll Hemingway in slow

                  motion, if you’ll be mine buster, this double oh

               

               
                  sever me shaken and lotus-bond stirred: it’s me,

                  yes flirty, oi polloi, and I’ll fame you baby,

                  like no transcendental epoche ever could. 

               

               
                  Camera my maybe as I fleet it to crashing

                  guitars! and sheer out to one big man walk for one

                  kind man, in head-brides revisited while gloaming

               

               
                  cities groom unquiet, but as mental suers

                  gutter-press it, I am as ill as resources:

                  does it feel good renouncing discrimination?

               

               
                  I bet! Well I’ll be, belower me willingly,

                  I canute not these kingly waves, but despair the

                  eponymous women and children from sieges,

               

               
                  while old uncurl dunder-bluss is the unveiled pause

                  of all kiss, whose lips chrome the enemy salvoes

                  training in play boy plasticine pavlov artwork.

               

               
                  Still it looks like trouble, it looks like there’ll be more,

                  but candle my armour random bores, I’m just an

                  amicable man, who spays distance aargh moor dusts

               

               
                  of uppishness and beaches lust spermaceti

                  for hope the mastodon, spolia opima

                  of reason’s amble to homo erectus, as

               

               
                  veiled shaft members ingrate diction shamble it so.

                  Passed out to out pretty, I know you the son, my

                  fathead farmer will be as worn by the hand-downs,

               

               
                  aging deceased repent! But as no demiurge

                  I’ll libertine time in gnostic bliss, or is it

                  blisters, it harm you will harmly done, yes blisters,

               

               
                  calmant to the sleepless still caffeine trot, and thus

                  zealot erectus, homing my consensus, if

                  not saving face secrets himself is man, or would

               

               
                  as awe man for awe that me you’re looking for is. 

               

               IN MEMORIAM JOSEPH BEUYS

               
                  1

                  In gripe lore rumbles war among moderns

                           the humble it dreams wet

                  these hold all penchants for how to pay

                           lisp your r around Rimbaud and go all

                  impresario mon juste

                               for thieving abates

                  but not the look as contemporary mingles it

                  howl mid-atlantic coyote

                                         fat sucker lush

                  likes Beuys like Beuys likes publicity so

                            this even if Andy troubles

                  what with what politics what’s yours?

                  as fifth international slow gloats demise

                  consolidates inc

                                         among diverse others

                  slow boating it to audience participation

                           behind you! in chat show chews

                  we’re warming up for pause core grain-

                  less sepia relents in cut up

                           burrows all together now!

                  sweating last human pieces my contact

                                                               there faded

                  sepia genitals in tattoo smile from old calendar

                                          relents still to in the know

                  shining in my irony plated social kills

                  nice to see you yes it’s delicious

                  wishing seconds like no felt tomorrow

                                         slow down the pratfalls

                  harmony guise shines freeze innuendo and

                  hurrah for applause man standards we can

                           on cue like it! Dalai Lama cosmetic 

                  as answer drifted back over remote minelands

                  of a dead star not very

                  call me cute

                  call me what the hell you laugh for canned.

               

               
                  2

                  It’s all hands on ship my feckless sea persons

                  drop curtains we’ll futurist in rich disturbance

                  ahoy art-less! viral shows shout against those

                  we’re Just-In-Time that’s JIT! for go-slow

                                             All out! our future ist franchised

                                             down sound bites ye petty bouge pas!

                           pun along a few don’ts on Sunday we bleed

                  or shallow it through to mid price laments

                                             toads of woad hole you bore us

                  we’ll go all eco art trash cosy if you don’t

                           sit up and pay cable

                           subscribe there follow the leader!

                  we’ll be no ad man’s throb flush prize job

                  twitching to first over the wall corp ego

                                             our sounds bite back fat sucker

                           jealous Maecenas from slash cut prices

                  the Texas in memoriam trophy shudders

                  to the standard oils of Folger juniors

                  get out of conglomerates get into Shakespeare

                                             ye olde facsimile hoards it pays!

                                             a word from our sponsoring angels

                  award your bliss markets and get compact!

                  or is that weariness rather than perspectival

                  spread-sheet autocue ho, ho! on camera one

                           you mean we never meant

                           it that play so fast we must

                           scratch ahead the wireless

                  accustomed to the sped words buy now! 

                  no dirge but in mono-breath jive talk junk

                                           you groove we track

                                           encomiums and viral breath

                                           blows its own sales to sirens

                  this is your life the bellows wheeze where none

                           coyote howls to straw ideology without ideas

                  cloudy in places where these scattered showers

                  purpling in damask sash that nought a muses.

               

               
                  3

                  Jelly roll fat pack culture strolls complete

                  on I don’t know but yep it’s all here in grey

                  for a live one saddest of all moving pictures

                           just listen and underwear charming

                  pants off I’ll flag mine to see the tie slip!

                  dialogue yep surety sure

                                           wait your snatch through meals

                  for more hot dinners than we have feed back

                                           it’s in the pink

                           but even comes a turn to eat mics

                  you’ll speak like journal pit bull scholion

                  avante! avante! the changing of the guard

                           me fat sucker – you coyote dig it!

                  all substrates to the impresario gel

                                             neo-neon check that, alright!

                  teeth to the chisel eyes right

                                             storm troop to pithy apocalypse

                  quick march as masochism ghosts mountain

                                             wherever whenever we gather

                  there’s always one cries yeah! among us

                           cut up amid prelates howl on those

                  unspeakably long lines no agenbite sounds

                           done the work get it? know stuff

                  as corpses oeuvre it to blessed philologist 

                  in double-breasted Achilles-mouth harm-

                  ony for its next trick please, you’re too kind

                                while indianola instrumental novelty

                                fox trots to Every Kiss is the Same

                                              how’s that coyote?

                  speak up cry wolf no metaphor murder but

                  roll on worldly lit. bugs jiggering no really!

                  gathered here amid self-publicity

                                              hymn me

                                our text is Tonite!

                                your host is shame

                  and the art of psalmody de profundis I belch.

               

               NO FLIGHT OF EONS

               
                  Wingless angels ashen to turn sybaritic,

                  these ark tones harm its pedestal marmoreal;

                  then blush our chiliasts, this adamic profanes

               

               
                  whereas pebbles disinter, crumbling unwraps rheums,

                  still is as stones of dead matters chimerical,

                  whose diorthosis pores over veins willing spores:

               

               
                  these cherubic ruins through all wish go jussive.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               READY-MADES IN VOGUE:

               a student’s guide to capitalist poetry
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               IN A STATION OF THE TUBE

               
                  Fashion intelligence:

                  do trousers work in the office?

               

               VISION OF THE MISTRESSES OF ALBION

               
                  Ceramide Eyes Time Complex Capsules

                  are small enough to fit in today’s tiny totes.

               

               THE RAPE OF THE LOCK

               
                  Poochie salons are hot news

                  with the shampoo and jet set.

                  It’s debatable whether people

                  and their pets look alike, but

                  there are definite similarities

                  in beauty regimes. 

               

               SARTOR RESARTUS

               
                  The clarity of shape, proportion

                  and colour is the absolute joy

                  of the international collections now.

                  All confusion and contradiction is

                  past. Such moments of single-

                  mindedness in fashion are rare.

                  This reductionism – paring down

                  everything to that which is wearable

                  and flattering – can work for everyone;

                  not that everyone will end up looking

                  the same. Failing all else, pay attention

                  to what you do with your mouth: outline

                  it with pencil, apply a colour that lasts

                  all day, put your lips together and blow.

               

               TINTERN ABBEY REVISITED

               
                  Introducing lip spa, its patent-

                  pending formula delivers water,

                  nature’s own best moisturiser,

                  liposomes, vitamin E and

                  soothing botanicals in 31

                  fabulous shades. Indulge. 

               

               THE ETERNAL RECURRENCE

               
                  Colour is back – in clothes,

                  in films (Almodóvar, Tim

                  Burton, cartoon-mania),

                  in art (Pop revisited),

                  and, it seems, in restaurants.

               

               THE LOVE SONG OF W.H. SMITH

               
                  Scarcely a page of this lusty

                  blockbuster goes by without

                  some reference to the leading

                  players’ state of tumescence.

               

               HOMAGE TO MARINETTI

               
                  Dune driving is so much fun,

                  there must be something very

                  wrong with it. In an inversion

                  of prudent daily motoring, speed

                  in the face of the unknowable is all. 

               

               THE HERMENEUTIC CIRCLE

               
                  Whatever the problem

                  we’ve developed the answer.

                  The result is a range that takes

                  caring for your hair seriously –

                  because we know you do.

               

               MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR

               
                  There are still sparklers

                  on the ground floor, of course,

                  and special customers can

                  talk over diamonds and a

                  sweetmeat in a private

                  drawing-room at the back.

                  It takes about two minutes

                  at a too-rich-to-run stroll…

               

               ON RE-READING ADORNO

               
                  This time it’s not kiss curls

                  but frou-frou from a

                  soap-opera graduate:

                  the curled lip, the flick

                  of the fringe, and the

                  hard-core sashays mean

                  serious rock business. 

               

               THAT NATURE IS A HERACLITEAN FIRE AND OF THE COMFORT OF THE RESURRECTION

               
                  High Definition.

                  Lipstick that speaks

                  louder than words.

               

               
                  For a perfect behind

                  spend twenty minutes

                  on your bottom.

               

               THE ODYSSEY

               
                  In an age that is aware

                  of the fragility of the globe,

                  people are asking more questions

                  before they set off on holiday.

                  The travel publishing industry

                  reflects this, and has been

                  developing a conscience

                  for some time now.

               

               LEGENDS OF THE HOLY GRAIL

               
                  Names that once existed

                  only in geography lessons

                  and Trivial Pursuit –

                  Anapuran, Aconcagua, 

                  Everest, Patagonia, Zanskar –

                  could start appearing

                  in your photo album.

               

               THE NATURAL HISTORY OF THE C.C.C.P.

               
                  From left: pilot’s eye view

                  of the approaching volcanic

                  summit of Mt. Vilyucha;

                  lunch on trek, including

                  limitless quantities of fresh

                  salmon caviar; wild irises

                  in the gentle valley of

                  the Zhilovaya river.

               

               THE ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY

               
                  Our comprehensive range of corrective

                  procedures for women and men includes

                  body, breast, face, nose and ear-reshaping,

                  eyelid surgery, Collagen replacement

                  therapy, varicose and thread vein removal,

                  permanent eyelash line enhancement,

                  baldness reversal and a unique non-

                  surgical treatment for the ageing face. 

               

               A HIGH-TONED OLD PHENOMENOLOGIST

               
                  A new vital force,

                  Rénergie, acts on the

                  cellular fibres which

                  determine the quality

                  of the epidermis.

                  Result: a double

                  offensive against the

                  signs of time passing.

               

               A CRITIQUE OF DIALECTICAL REASON

               
                  Between Sea and Sky

                  a new wave of makeup.

                  The colours run pale-to-torrid.

                  The collection introduces eye-

                  coloring: a new liquid-to-

                  powder formula with a

                  difference – it glides on

                  and stays in place for hours.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               TARMACADAM SCABS

               for those who have died on the roads

               
                  ‘He who approaches metaphysical problems without proper preparation is like a person who journeys towards a certain place, and on the road falls into a deep pit, out of which he cannot rise, and he must perish there; if he had not gone forth, but had remained at home, it would have been better for him.’

                  MOSES MAIMONIDES, The Guide for the Perplexed
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               LULLAY

               
                  Water churns,

                  radiating the distance;

                  alive in a vicarious future

                  into uncouth world icommen ertou,

                  which gets on

                                with humming along backgrounds

                  to atmosphere hiss of sulphureous skies,

                  as rubber

                                rumbling of carburettors

                  abbreviates

                                    the night illumination.

                  There is no easy stumble to dismay,

                  lollay, lollay, to car ertou bemette;

                  all must falter,

                          glad-handed into praise,

                                      into the ruins of realism

                  where, amid a stray

                                      rust screech of axle,

                  we seems an orchard refrain,

                                                        combusting

                      with don’ts, 

                               and, hatched back to carbon static,

                  don’t is all the charge attrition distilled.

               

               QUITE CONTRARY

               
                  Swete lemmon,

                                wormes woweth under cloud

                  as hallowed spoons

                                cuddle

                                                   these silver racks,

                  so soft cherry fair

                                              is out of kilter;

                  but brush low,

                        the tackle is

                         sweeping still,

                  where the call

                                       goes to die before sleeping;

                  but each gome glit forth as a guest only

                  in angry mists

                                      of loaming

                                      care-weeds

                  cherish the dull

                         as how our garden grows

                  new skin eruptions,

                         groans,

                                                will wart wrinkles,

                  ears all cauliflower to Castaly,

                  while swete

                                lashes of I,

                         resting,

                                                             as if

                  there is more rancour in the dust flying. 

               

               GUTTER-SNIPES

               
                  Thou teres werne,

                               woshe away the blody tern;

                  it is grooved peace,

                   in space

                                                 between pages,

                  this lost pace of bindings,

                            now gallows-birds,

                  as cardboard

                            cities paint skinned blisters

                                                             still,

                  furiosite and wodness of minde,

                  where gutter blood pitches

                        mucous affray,

                  then street arab

                                       or nomad gutter childe

                  pipe wynsum snippettes,

                                             or word-fire crying,

                  who gains precarious

                        livings, trifles

                  streetwise,

                   or as shallow troughs pasted on

                              narrow

                              posted curbstones,

                              water-coursing,

                  sing of a maiden that is makeles. 

               

               TURN AGAIN

               
                  CAR-SHAM-YE or give way,

                                               will you ever

                  subside,

                     as eaves into coal harmony

                  follow seeping strips

                        of fool’s dust gold-ramps,

                  chipped into road-bones

                                 paved with tomb-ground stones,

                  muttering DAUNGER,

                                steel-rattle, accidents

                  at work!

                                 widening boulevards against

                  cobbles

                   that melt into milk-bottles thrown,

                  into air-less gnathic parking refrains,

                  and into cat-flattening hits of

                                              excuse me,

                  I am Alpha and Omega,

                                                               road-maps

                  for waters in the midst of the street of it,

                  paved with pure,

                                       as it were,

                                       transparent glass,

                  and whosoever was not sparrow-foot splayed

                  in that book of life,

                            knew no firmament

                  only drip-dry

                               shirts

                           of leaflet concrete. 

               

               GLOSS

               
                  Cats-eyes clouding over

                             turning                   gloss tears

                  to shine

                             each shifting

                                           autumnless halo,

                  mushrooming into the creeping overgrowth

                  of endless braid,

                             as the gilted lapels

                  hold me

                          from the halo headed wardens,

                  who read the matted floor as woven

                                                             grids,

                  where small scale

                                        mosaic

                                        enclosures

                  persist in such corrosive atmospheres

                  that the choking tears

                                             knows its street bib

                  is all software,

                              shuffling to

                              weeping lines,

                  as the saying goes,

                      and texture               refrains. 

               

               ACCIDENTS

               
                  The snail of slaughter passes

                                                through the dream

                  or order,

                         showering its lost tickets

                    all the way round

                            the skirting cattle traps,

                    as gig lamps breathe prowlers,

                                                the bullet trains,

                    the harvest of iron,

                        rolled out to chip-sewn

                    thinness,

                      for dancing bird-men with speech-scrolls

                    and lost relatives:

                                  or at any rate,

                    blood-letting deemed acceptable

                                                      in stone

                    caught as petroleum film on lip-stained

                    cups,

                            where we find evidence of the love

                    of polychromatic effects

                                        contrived

                    by inlaying

                      and, conversely, crash scratches

                    in reliefs, so called,

                              unnaturally           exposed. 

               

               TUMULOUS BURIALS

               
                  Trailing the hardly,

                                   its crushed notes crackling

                  and spattering

                     into these har-broken

                  bits of paint-carving

                                                  byway ornaments,

                  where weather prevails

                       as mother of faces

                  seen like, look there!

                                      though draining in search of

                  microliths,

                     the dominant form of which

                  was the crescent, with its black blunted by

                  bipolar flaking

                                 giving a marked ridge,

                  were presumably used to arm weapons,

                  these men in the moon-dots

                                                       scuffed into lines

                  among other specular

                                      residues

                  of old bone-shaker

                            plate-spinning

                                                remorse. 

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               STILL LIVES
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               A STILL LIFE IN BLUE

               
                  Key in your chosen sore digit light codes,

                  as asphalt on blue notes, or pin connects

                  there to ease, is lay numbers, an affray

                  turning savoury or blanched / as I would

                                   have it, and am vulgar

                                   with pensionable posts,

                                   ground and down a grand

                  piano we call the last waltz through the

                  institutions. Still you catch a mid-frieze,

                  a rift, whim or sundry windlass in awkward

                  name squads tuned in drops of out, the out-looks

                                   bleached, come all overcome,

                                   resting sherry on yawns,

                                   as per fucking usual,

                  while famine stalks rash dispensing kindness.

                  One stone into the beach clears flock circles

                  where sandboys blether geodesic laughs,

                  the last on these no-hoping scorn dancers

                  turning where the rash begins. Where do the

                  yellow lines start to quiver, break surface

                  aghast or harshly tendered out, lose brave

                  and face all arteries, all passion fruit

                  and all the lust accrued without design.

                                   If is hardly the party

                                   to which were invited

                                   all the old hopes / none.

                                   Lungs cry slurry, asbestos,

                                   then mesothelioma 

                  brushes the known roof of this construction

                  with premature dust related ill-ease,

                  then unremembered dies. I don’t hear it

                  any more than the sky respects yellow

                  lines drawn across its long loss of music,

                  where airs dance into the unconsoled rooms

                  without which thoughts of those already dead

                  have no cadence or respite from wishes.

                                   If you would, it could be

                                   perhaps this last perhaps,

                                   sarcasm kissed

                                   as sarcasm does,

                                   its minor artforms

                                   blowing death blushes,

                  which visible thorns remind us is dark,

                  as all the seriousness I yearn for tries

                  to let bliss in on the secret. Once more

                  the red rust of the night sky seems human,

                  or humanly lit by spark and light trains

                  trundling awareness and so much harsh freight

                  that clotted scars, eyeless, dark flowing blood

                  may curdle the calm to scorn, as I do.

                  A chain letter courts your close affluence

                  in human affairs, asking the diagram

                  which laughs back, what it is to be hoped for

                  and can be done, what it is to be loved

                  where a group breathing calm stills the light fit

                  embrace of a memory song, a first

                  flush choir in this possible power.

                                   Don’t will be this slogan,

                                   curling around the grievous

                                   bodily harmonies, where

                                   music is as music does,

                  where the mean time foresees a lengthy close,

                  and where red army choristers release

                  their agent purple loves. As around gills 

                  of salmon drinking tanker blood, a dash

                  to mediocrity sucks new smoothness

                  while abhorrence wells in wet gravity:

                                   this now suppurates,

                                   this negative equity

                                   of fouling penitence,

                                   falling grouts with the lies

                  of fast statues a particular scorn,

                  for what now will kill these ease chariots

                  of star-struck news casting seamers, remorse

                  in absent-minded city, where once but

                  pity, is blush decadence now gone grime.

                                   Arise sweet fire of tempers,

                                   thorns in upper hall

                                   picture moss, blaze resin

                                   in scars of tithes dripping still

                  with meagre truth stipends played hereabouts;

                  throw frieze knots to cloistered embroidery

                  of such poached hope, ivory blessed charm-schools.

                  Chattering class, pine on arrogant pie;

                  blend on, quaff fluted slave sung righteousness,

                                   while happier walls

                                   might fly through breeze,

                                   these cobbles crush, and trees

                                   hum bomb ballast drones.

                  The sun baked velvet of revolution

                  might coordinate our tepid dissents

                  in catatonia, as graphs are bliss:

                  there maps the lost symphonies, tone dismay,

                  comes on fresh but is all over, happy

                  as we who sold this free, this crocus called

                  defame, sold lays to flee obliquity

                  or mumbling sing of shame. But crash / this quill

                  conforms to bills in awe commanding flaws,

                  leech-love until no purpose stills the glow-

                  worms tricked in gauze who will have brutal force; 

                                   trees hum sweet subsidence

                                   rivers chanted for oil wars,

                                   or shoots at the holy fruit

                                   of blood stone planted.

                  Loose leaf meets blade and gravely weighs flagrant

                  winter tourists, whose psalms on trade now roast

                  and fade a rash on dry forests. Still none

                                   be so in harmless no

                                   that dreams a curse refined,

                                   whose glaze grows patina

                                   or dusting slow, varnishes

                  the blind weasel bluff of street-wise word husks,

                  a size it little profits to bust. Still/

                  famine eyes in grainless sighs fall brittle

                  or nonplussed, while every state meant murmur

                  creates the wash and blends in airless hate.

                  This world awaits a glaze of angel pens,

                  but I renounce weapons of happiness

                  and the petals of blood which kiss such hope-

                  less greener grassless: ‘Shoot into the foot,

                  I say, and only then into the air.’

               

               A HOST: ITS SUNG REVOLTS

               for Andrew James

               
                  These favours of abstraction are spun out

                  lost hostages whose wafer thin resource

                  is child upon child, while grey-scale cattle

                  shadow crust the marvellous plastic sheen

                  thinking every thing but the prisoner

                                   is a potential weapon,

                                   is a host of lit tissues

                                   charring the hope funnel 

                  with cinders and resin and memory.

                  Down to the last tilt of the wish split head

                  there is a frenzy which awaits even

                                   the wary trust of walls,

                                   as pyramids and frisby

                                   play love upon love, the song

                  is brass tap trances to which the fridge hums

                  it still kills me, wills the drip familiar

                  to turn uncanny the hush flesh pink gloss.

                  Our cowering wounds wish for bark lashes

                  of rubber or cork, but find only glue

                  tears, its bald glitter gilt by a city corps

                                   which reveals no bonded scrip

                                   or water marks, upstream

                                   of a wind of contagion.

                  You are a cut above all that. This is

                  a felt suit in an immaculate glove,

                  do not try to touch it even with your

                  slow eye and gloss: we are its matt finish.

               

               A CITYSCAPE: ITS AUDIO AIDS

               
                  Patchwork roof patterns float in lung landscape,

                  weathering well a part scope of empty

                  in cloud stroll letters as dead as buttons,

                  stood in unfamiliar aging city

                                   whose homeless door on freedom

                                   sings embalmed remembrance, quilting

                                   lineaments of granite leaf

                                   and lantern jawed features,

                  an unlikely posture in groaning rose,

                  for lip silence over unstated sky –

                  in a whole flock distant of bizarre rock 

                  and vessel of second breath: some gave all.

                                   Nor ever lose, what is what is /

                                   where others give horizon,

                                   o vanished eyes, we are as far

                  as the eye could see still on stalks of loss;

                  divine hiss of nefarious blood script

                  what imparts name to such silent ague.

                  Death like a vice came abune them mid bane:

                                   he rax’t out his hand

                                   on his ain lown frien’s,

                                   lips pairtit sweeter nor butter,

                                   his heart a raid, finer

                                   nor oyle an yet nakit,

                  as hush of wall holds brittle dry relief,

                  a harp’s cry in awkward vigil smiling;

                  it is a corruption and hoary frost,

                  a discus wreath in wind-chill facts of home.

               

               A GRAMMAR OF DON’TS

               
                  Wormwood slates pry misrelated dressage,

                  steely as stunned foundry stone vermifuge,

                  and desk stark maximals radiate ‘if’,

                  as digging on the skeleton a church

                  was found, foundered, for the like unchartered

                                   is veridical, is trace

                                   mentals strung in a red grace,

                                   irons stroked spectacular thin

                                   or the like used as conjunction

                                   crushed in some dumb fiery AND

                                   like you must do like I do,

                  chiming mottled periotic marrows

                  with winsome reluctance in predicates 

                  so blank, incomplete, that I never have

                  and never will believe that. Varnish sticks

                  in rash bland wishes and fell ornament,

                  and tells autogravures awry to slump

                                   mumpish; there is this sanded

                                   hollering for grand junk spliced

                                   in sulk teams. This is hard

                                   and even harder than

                                   the first lesson. The there seethes

                  and I do not think much of him batting,

                  but their risk spiders blend imperial

                  on diplomat geist-vetted web clover

                                   in a pink blood wash of breath

                                   on a map that never dries.

                                   I cry to think as much name

                                   flies in flakes or might as well

                                   willow in this vice versa

                                   velvet crumble of voice.

                  These sort of sweets are not good. Then again

                  as in marks is plain there be no plural

                  verb strung with neither, nor, each and every:

                  neither summer nor I were at the school.

                  These are our floundering flip height crest falls,

                                   curdling our open meeting

                                   same sky, now glum plundered

                                   for snow glint charge, trundled

                                   through postludes of error,

                                   our crust done us porcelain

                                   sung on crass piano, since

                  one must do as he’s told by their teachers.

                  There, there! still glows patrimony reviled,

                  coat turned on redundant actually

                  trailing gift stress tubers whose blow root is

                  neither misuse of shall and will, but can’t,

                  though I will go in the pictures tonight,

                                   were it not in rush blinkers 

                                   snow-drops and suddenly rooves,

                                   with semen immaculate

                                   lobe spun in plaintive arrears

                  as young real lung is rationalised, as I

                  would be glad to hear from you, or shook free.

                  A clasping hand shines the time it takes to

                  stammer, for eyes in multitudinous

                  turn sallow, the flesh distempered solvent

                                   to a new cardophagus,

                                   then mislays its not so perfect

                                   infinitives amid which

                                   I should so much have liked

                  to have watered down or been. It is not

                  enough then or style, calming this misuse

                  of dues sung in price aggregate affects,

                  when due to an accident he came in

                  late, for whose soft machines whispering wet

                                   in smart gels and alloys

                                   is cost taken in hand,

                                   a loft projected, from

                                   bruising a preposition

                                   and back. This was different

                                   from what I expected

                  and worse. Cubes of bone-derived gelatin

                  colour in pop party lung talc showers

                  flowering into this misuse of than: no

                  sooner had he started than the bell rang,

                  soda streamed from still love in a needless

                  sentence, ending with a preposition:

                                   what did you do that for?

                                   Literate conflict is love

                                   or a starved declension

                                   parsed in cash crop consensus

                  and then flung in short ages shared by all,

                  our other wrong songs and casing pronouns

                  used as relatives for mortal don’t-hopes 

                  in our floundering stand. This is the man

                  whom as you know gave us the flag, with stripes

                  and all stabbed through in inconstant cosmos;

                                   distress flared from shifting slag

                                   all the don’t is smelling salt,

                                   the one what I was looking for,

                                   kissing me luck for true finals

                                   where words wrongly understood

                                   are right enough to die happy

                                   and lie: do not aggravate me.

                  Do not is the lie of the land, love sunk

                  in shimmering dialecticisms

                  whose foodless passion is this: we have been

                  waiting on you where the misuse is all

                  our ands willed in dissimilar clauses,

                  a crude ark of hard-working claims where we

                  is a one who has prospered in despite,

                  trembling for that don’t start in nothing willed.

               

               A BREATHLESS CAST

               a bagatelle for Anton Webern

shot in error by an American soldier

               
                  A breathless cast demands early forests

                  gulping harmony inks in jet kisses

                  liberating marvellous noises off,

                                   or perhaps quiescent

                                   revolts still sweetly stir

                                   to underline voices

                                   wistfully whispering

                  without xylophonic yielding zephyrs.

                  A briskly curt don’t estranges, feeling

                  for faces gone, half heard injured jaw keys 

                  listlessly mouthing no, nor never on:

                                   overt pizzicato quirks

                                   resist such strife torn unction

                                   under veins worn with wounds

                                   worn with weathering xmas

                                   your yodelling zugzwang.

                  Awkward borders clash driving east, flying

                  for familiar grace hearts in justice kites

                  laughing mysteriously nerveless oaths:

                                   pleasing poisoned quotes

                                   rapidly resolve sorrow,

                                   their timid tongues

                                   under vivid winter

                  while we’re xeroxing yesterday’s Zion.

                  Agony bathing calm drowns earth forlorn,

                  grounds grown harsh if in jewel kilned liquids

                  like level melancholy now owns our

                  priceless qualities remorselessly swathed

                  then ushered vacantly worsewards with war

                  wishing xerotic yawning zestlessness.

                  Ashen breezes clasp dead ethers for friends,

                                   forgetting grim haste

                                   in jarring Kriegspiel,

                                   leaving loaded mordents

                                   nightshades now opulent

                  over old plangency quite restless sung,

                  til tides undermining venom’s vaults will

                  wither xenophobia’s youthful zeal.

                  As bagatelles collapse, daft ease finds fear,

                                   falling for gauche hope

                                   into joy jaded kindling.

                                   Lovelessness might mourn

                                   mortals newly oblique;

                  proud pain quilts revolutions so strangely

                  then tempers us under unarmed visions

                  while waspish x-rays yellow your zither. 

               

               A MODEST PREPOSITION

               for the people of East Timor

               
                  Gnosis means simply knowledge, of whither

                  we are hastening, though in other times

                  it is as if one met song murderers,

                  death hands whose sacrifice is body fact.

                                   It is not so difficult

                                   to see the advance stand still

                                   on circle line excursions,

                  swan-dancing over the pre-scribed pages

                  still cultivated as our last chapter,

                  whose neck turn thought is to be all the same

                                   though its pain never is,

                                   while the tread ‘essential’

                                   is nought but read ends,

                  where that something to be said is here blown

                  before an altar of bad-mouthing calm

                  that has every thus crust appearance

                  of being consecrated now to prose;

                                   perhaps a sophist delight

                                   first composed dissoi logoi,

                                   if fraught, mark the old turn,

                  with the vengeance of communication

                  whose firsts are a thousand island dressing

                  cooked in fine archaic illustration.

                  The result is a disaster, flesh lows

                                   as the spits turn critical,

                                   the state of delirium

                                   signs its fault, and its purpose,

                  like so much else politic dullness, is

                  not to cure one single flesh rash richness,

                  much less deliver us from the old stall 

                                   of some moment dress

                                   whose tardy expatiation

                                   is a fashion of other.

                  In a very framework of city, law,

                  or our covering stillness, is only

                  a drift, striving to obscure that poor will

                  the polis spent its meaning creating,

                                   like whether to wage slaughter

                                   or just send observers:

                                   our own plenty questions

                                   face us like blocked capital,

                  apologies on part half of people

                  do not ring true, and besides, nothing here

                  indicates what is still called election,

                  as to pass, from divided opinion

                  to bloody confrontation, is rather

                                   the current of this stasis.

                                   In the other form of trance,

                                   on sponsored Dionysus

                  or the bold insomnia of sold news,

                  the wine has a happy dish, with brilliant

                  shivers drunk deep, singing home sweet heimat.

                                   A clumsy proposal, then,

                                   for the swift abolition

                                   of all our advertising

                                   from cable to leader and hope,

                                   whose possible first pleasure

                                   may be a beginning

                                   on vultureless beauty

                  drained of litanies and winged messengers

                  whose further angels assist the carved drapes

                  of actually existing capitalism. 

               

               A SHAME: INSOMNIA ÜBER ALLES

               
                  Bland I strands unaccomplished into glove,

                  or what is worse, there hoarse ply is flat hum

                  sublated soul quite overcome on reefs

                  collapsed as aster folds in diremption,

                  til shoals of stunned wonder rock forth and crack

                                   into dumb ligature

                                   like this, this or is what’s worse

                                   a shimmered pinching wind

                                   which blends in natural salute.

                  There, there! everything is a serration,

                  a pain whose pages unfold their collapse

                  in a loose leaf calendar of lost love,

                  where the less said frays in blank thrill lashes,

                  and the night shifts a broke still heart, saying:

                                   I came, I saw, I wept,

                                   am sunk simple in all

                                   as is, or there was more,

                                   as there was there tearing

                  where no lets suffice flickers a skin tight

                  in the hunger trumpet mechanical,

                  folded cool over melting flesh whose stung

                  can you spare a change, can you? or will you

                  rakes the hatchet of its sun for buttons

                  whose loss is this comfort aura ahoy,

                  this cart in time, which bleeds in already

                                   breathing strokes of shamble fire,

                                   through pastel tinted glove,

                                   where sirens sing revolts

                                   of love, and its silences.

                  I have wine and you have your sore junction

                  clasping ages of steam in tinder bracken

                  that fears a rustle burn of distinct grief,

                  or is this embarrassment all the love 

                                   the puncture kit provides?

                                   perhaps it be a back place

                                   where the pavement is in parts

                  for our winter wrists and ration of crisp?

                  The questioner tires these firmament zones

                  with a patience we forgive but can’t live,

                  as dust smiles filed all aboard sell so well,

                                   so flowing in palimpsests

                                   while sun chemical dyes

                                   would grace the arch passing

                  half misgiver about to break into step,

                  and run towards a slow revolution.

                  No spontaneously resonant wing

                                   feathers this drift of kissed lung

                                   whose bird song is tombless

                                   in unquoted pantheon

                                   where a fine line refrains,

                  confirms our kiss frills and still less installs,

                  while bitten sung, we are in home grown thirst.

                  Breathing seams the brittle less than sleepful

                  if which passing becomes our hesitance

                  or best all wishes reach in porous arts;

                  hold palmy like the reach, the glance declined,

                  hold the line this while, a drift or glimpsing,

                                   whose sunken like still bitters

                                   and is not all the same,

                                   is shot round arcadia

                                   our capital nest of sleep

                                   feathered in albatross germ.

                  The ultra centre beats heart to pumice

                  til loss flourish is its quick air column,

                  flagged in ingenious false mosaic

                  and bird sung drifts fly in hard cries of thirst

                                   in many screaming breezes

                                   amid no special corner

                                   wherever clouds are mournful; 

                  memory quilts cast that ration of nerve

                  over whose unthinkable none is passed

                  and lost in an indolence we call love

                  as though we were fell asleep on a fire.

                                   All aboard the light same

                                   liquid in soft reprise

                                   don’t no go a please sweet

                                   pretty gull disposition.

                  Capital, it folds us now, go on trees,

                  a sleeping log lies dead in your nature

                  shake your money makers in gruff whisper,

                                   shake your barrage balloons

                                   your accident of city,

                                   a midriff in shy petard;

                  go on, shake, the rage of fashion is age

                  or at least blonde desuetude, whose twist

                  in tongues is the colour of your money

                  as motions engrave scars in untold stones.

                                   I call out as a candle

                                   whose glove learns to be brisk

                                   about this quiet season

                  of ruthless dismay, but which is all late,

                  is all the comfort blanket rose, but then,

                  don’t mind me, I’m only minding my hopes. 

               

               A STIR WHOSE COLLECTS RAGE

               
                  Out a bleach familiar cusped is a loss

                  bleeding with cannot, a thumb dried leather

                  soon to be glad ragged in lip salve resolve,

                  wrinkled little scars just one sip away

                  from then daft carts of not quite here / as is

                  an argument retch scratch in plastic veins,

                  lantern cups or dried flowers bent quite still

                                   on revenge. That wrinkle,

                                   is that bored floor crevice

                                   this class room agony?

                                   call it a war, where such

                                   as singulars is murder

                  to breathe, like in the air they wear their own.

                  A high handed cannot tickle gristles

                  on throats, still paved in arrears, in flip rind

                  pathetical weary, a we whose calm

                  we peel from its calamity, dreaming

                  what some among us could breathe like bereft

                                   of ties, where a scorched earth

                                   less easy cries, feels a clutch

                                   gone low wise here glazing

                                   long loss in dumb smile waste,

                                   as bile passed lathes away

                                   their bridge of sighs on which

                  my am is not, shall not nor shadow play.

                  This is the far cry from the comet of

                  politics, whose well nigh is no returned,

                  back from their gnostic gerundive blethers

                  to black colloquies of is, whose ‘take’ on

                  this is losing my rigid – there but-floors

                                   now beckon: a where is /

                                   but the moment folds, look

                                   how even our swan blinds 

                                   stretch, strangled in fought for

                                   hoarse clothes, til all is of

                                   a shudder gone, mewling

                  to this: wish the life out of me in some

                  possible storm where I am, luck-crust smiles

                  croaking artichoke hearts in mosaic

                  there where egg-chips splinter through just talking.

                  That wretch familiar is me, trussed in sneers,

                                   fallow in dry-stane tears,

                                   in all this rough cloud shower

                                   shot to conversation

                                   pieces, dispersing thin

                                   precipitates, a gain

                                   stroking their home towers

                  while laburnum fire is my poison friend.

                  Short lives, short lines perhaps too tightly drawn

                  for such as collapse, gob-smacked, then crisp shame

                  dissolving crowds in all mourning glory:

                  in breaks a stir too widely sawn, nor yours

                  then I’m not so sure all who thought is was,

                  but the tie, the cough, the crushing finite

                                   when out the pin-blush tiger

                                   or just not working bright /

                                   never, yes not ever is

                                   its bitter song, slapped down

                  as if the cream lined plum I lack were not

                  that kiss spit aspic in secret epic,

                  cash triumph in grape-pressed florid galant,

                  against which these star cry laments is low

                  plaintive screech distilled so such jaw thunder

                  and really! could not but melt privilege

                  to dung, even in nerve-specked destruction.

                  Contrary to vile appearing half-smile,

                  I am speechless and as wretched, growing

                                   only such strains bizarre

                                   as groomed burrs leech to blank 

                                   and face in utter contempt

                                   their brute voices in soft

                  power, at whose larks I am only gasp;

                  no dialectics of mercy can stir

                  the stirring still or lambent ease in spleen,

                  only an earth flamboyant: but then, oh

                  how so calming seem the shattered glasses

                  in each several harming fall to ground, as

                  when conditions themselves cry out, out, or

                  at least bleach no more all the love I know.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               A GARDEN OF TEARS

               
                  ‘Certain gardens are described as retreats when they are really attacks.’

                  Ian Hamilton Finlay
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                  I

                  It’s a long way from love to the state we’re in

                  here where fish are just at sea, and to know is

                  a law of the land, or any old wonder

                  as nature calls – chuchotement – what the dickens

                  can such in hope springs diurnal add up to,

                  or float to, so languid through these crossed channels

                  where spirit is without duty and knows love

                  for the state bliss might be when words do wither:

                  go then, the way of steam ships and dictators,

                  go then softly, quick to the ends of this life,

                  ineffably melding where these be pardons

                  and there such sacrifice is all our hatred,

                  stored in sand for when stones can be heard to cry

                  that we fear no more the heat of the trident.

               

               
                  II

                  Out that long dolour look you gave me to wean

                  this eldritch sadness stills the warm felt of breath

                  across whose cheek, and in tears, the curfew dries

                  as hope is salted round the lips in Gaza

                  stripped only so slowly to earth’s hearing bone

                  that the face fires harsh amber from stone glances

                  which, once lit, extinguish this float glass plainsong,

                  or is it just pain in mosaic and jaw:

                  no, not that wish about the jowl, it is pain, 

                  even the wall is weeping, seeping such rage

                  that breathing baffles, hung as a cluster of

                  camphire in the lost vineyards of Engedi,

                  where unmeasured song is suspended in brine

                  and barges drift, slightly stale, to the dead sea.

               

               
                  III

                  Better you to me than I were to myself

                  but what water we were I’m against it still,

                  the turn on love is patience and thousand lies

                  while sleepless still loves we cannot sleep still with

                  are breathless but still lives we cannot breathe with,

                  til doubt gives in fear and throws the first light stone

                  against names we never made, and loving break,

                  our breast plate of sighs in armour of accord:

                  call it operation bouffe, a taking leave

                  in lost of means, burnt islands and grimaces,

                  that’s one end or two, a rash passion of notes

                  whose calm call shall remain nameless, but is law,

                  where wills are alive with the sound of water,

                  water of our eyes falling, felt and all told.

               

               
                  IV

                  The more is the pity, as to two touching,

                  any rainbow appears a bridge over war,

                  even if we do not live, nor even near,

                  but shuffle such as the colours of money

                  in the gross nets wading though this vale of tears

                  where an increase in size of relative debts

                  makes it practically unimaginable

                  that we can rely on natural forces

                  to stabilise our interest rates, back on track

                  where Zeus fuels the milky way of defence costs:

                  there is one other option, to allow growth 

                  to grow and increase the critical value

                  of the deficit as a fraction of this

                  to what is, or what is still and always more.

               

               
                  V

                  Well like as maybe, the quite gentle gripe

                  is like as new lost, place lost in window days

                  where never knowingly is ever the less,

                  still under sold over that tread of pages

                  whose count me in is the harvest epaulette

                  and sheaves of ornamental treason; our feed

                  of dutiful mésalliance thinks ring on rung

                  as our past tense in special offers does fade,

                  or passes the tell by date with new freedom

                  to rot spontaneously: you know the rot

                  I mean, I take it, and savour the flavour

                  of its passing, into the spirit of mould

                  where you would love, but let the reason be love,

                  and just as sure as the turning of the earth.

               

               
                  VI

                  Come in the valley of the shadow of breath

                  where we are this kiss in impossible grief,

                  that never savoured wrench as now and never

                  when happen is, the thinking over descant

                  to once upon each other, folded in sums,

                  parts in inconstant disarray of ice

                  as this scream is, an only shade of dismay

                  that pulls each faceless tooth along to wisdom:

                  these are our lines upon each blowing birth bruise

                  dashed to lungs, as skin curls in such heavy fruit,

                  its lisp already for that day when one dies, 

                  simply leaves, or forgets the flares of always,

                  left flickering stunned in early fear of now

                  when each feared for kiss is still a greater death.

               

               
                  VII

                  What not curls unknown against the lip split,

                  spilt quite apart from what cannot wash, and does,

                  as perils timid flung in held afflatus

                  where reason grows its only slow friend in pain

                  and clasps of breath fail, fall then run asunder,

                  spun through in what parts to remain familiar

                  or is the part where lightning is nothing new,

                  is wrung to a crush of what will not wonder:

                  no, and no wonder you prefer the thunder

                  where the piano of dull skies falls through stairs

                  showering air over the broken meadows

                  which numberless sums of all our breaking parts

                  even the parting past does not wish for

                  or cannot hold still in a pity of ears.

               

               
                  VIII

                  Count in tears through wine how it unwinding downs

                  out so much as a by your leaving now gone

                  while pleasures stretch out, bitten into the lost

                  something, as less of that empty slidden we

                  who were never this, never this in ease or

                  in that some kind of forgiveness for the rest,

                  as would remnants gather to back one’s own sill

                  lying still among dreams there is no wish for

                  on such melisma drifting scars where there is,

                  after all, nothing natural about it:

                  no, not along that light flesh of which we dream 

                  where tight skies are shocking to the blood of tears,

                  he among hers, she among his and never

                  but the saw in it, just this each in each saw.

               

               
                  IX

                  It’s a long way still where love our gulf is war,

                  here where arks are royal, ripe and for sinking,

                  our bonds are broke, such tearing kisses, and soil

                  makes shifts of our futures, a water of dust

                  whose ashen felt rubble bursts banks on the Clyde,

                  where we sat down, smiled, and remembered Sion,

                  or was it cyanide fixed in Prussian blue

                  of a mind broke in fear that death becomes me,

                  becomes we who were what falls out together,

                  as perishing tears tear up the sodding earth:

                  for as long as the sun takes to set its gloss

                  the labours of our loss are still glistening,

                  and where the going is over, gone over,

                  there we go, slightly pale, to the ends of love.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               FOUL PAPERS

               
                  ‘Reading the morning newspaper is the realist’s morning prayer. One orients one’s attitude towards the world either by God or by what the world is. The former gives as much security as the latter, in that one knows how one stands.’

                  G. W. F. Hegel
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                  Clamour for change, with this to plough on

                  even though fresh mint, under a flat

                  climate, borders on wisteria

                  buoyed and flushed in a slogan too far,

                  or wills no attempt to portray what palls

                  as in every body flirts, don’t they?

                  So minting, some feel like death over it

                  whose only sin is unlikely grist,

                  wit and wag this sizzling raunch bears all,

                  wailing wall to boot, and now we’re told

                  due more to Herod’s engineering,

                  nature not withstanding, as a fly

                  passes on withering western winds,

                  and all the bold sedge goes hand in fist,

                  spent in forage round other and earth.

               

               
                  Clamour not least, past swift dilation

                  for azure foul papers in sweet play

                  of wild water, the feather that broke

                  the duck’s back, dipped in pools of ready

                  honey, debit where debit is due,

                  a base rate cut to the plucked bone,

                  pitted out in rigid crumple zones

                  as seams have been sunk since Hadrian.

                  We thank our lucky stars and revise

                  the data on kills and blue ribands,

                  as water bleeds its bracelet of salt, 

                  worth its weight in hands, and now we’re told

                  shaking gold cut fingers, marine silk

                  that speaks of handless baby clusters

                  as hushed surfactants quite safely graze.

               

               
                  Clamour still, as you would read the wash

                  based on dark loads and average soiling

                  singing loss gone awol, a green fudge

                  of nod, wink and blister, such dry rot

                  huffing that, we are told, is frankly

                  a doddle, till the dam breaks and beans

                  spill from the land of cash injection.

                  Gone to blazes and dipped in envoys,

                  the rank agents whose colours are fast

                  go tender to the touch of order

                  and tough it out amid charcoal clouds,

                  as terms refer to the bags of bones

                  in bland agitation, rumour washed

                  articles without finish or likeness

                  whose effluence fills our pale and seas.

               

               
                  Clamour from the names, whose cloudy cast

                  faces air strikes from the seraphim

                  up on high, while this little piggy

                  goes a gambol on serotonin

                  and molochs are off as the fly crows,

                  forever a risk in the mind’s ear,

                  whose dogs are present feeding frenzy

                  which is not pretty, but makes hot news

                  off the top rack, then back to my place

                  for a flurry of front page gloire

                  and nemesis time on the footsie,

                  while ten thousand chickens died, we’re told,

                  in a fire started on purpose, though

                  I suppose it’s the marine in me

                  says go if the hearing continues. 

               

               
                  Clamour for addicts, alive in sticks

                  of fax affairs and first eruption

                  through glimpses of cleft and labia,

                  while poor old sterling is under weight

                  on a hike in prices, and under

                  a weather which can’t be taken in

                  or sitting down, while for our next dish

                  it’s double or quits, hip, hip, who spat

                  such off piste sleaze and in arms parade

                  a dose of thorp, or tamoxifen

                  blown hot and bold, moggies to a man

                  in mordent fervour, the air on strike

                  over plateau and reed beds of risk

                  as blue print turns sage, but can still feel

                  for how the grey suit sticks to each skin.

               

               
                  Clamour no more, for a deal of dove

                  gone sky wire, our oiled palms find hardware

                  more soft than the belly has hot airs,

                  and in chilled stunts are first on, then off,

                  their baying hounds set on upbeat calls

                  for coarse customs, and in no such hint

                  go dark if the picture recovers,

                  or talk up a hobble on tax hikes

                  to pick me up, such fiscal tigers

                  taming their flock with rock and new gall,

                  while in concrete and clay, trial by fire

                  is the here and now, back on bunkers

                  going for a swan song, as calls go up

                  singing blue is the colour and bull

                  is the name of the game in soft gold.

               

               
                  Clamour on one eye, single-minded

                  nor ever shall be, word without bend

                  in a maze of blight, such flush jobs are

                  water, the pool of unemployment 

                  in snug duvet, as snowy the dog

                  sniffs out or swims in insolvency,

                  clever genes gone fuck about, with swabs

                  dipped in the big E, our winning mix

                  of gin and pork, oh yes we do lead

                  a charmed life, in a dignity pack

                  with soapy truth brush steeped in shut traps

                  amid the splendid male voice choir,

                  now lurching in green sprouts, so we’re told,

                  or at least crippled by scree rapture

                  is cheek by jowl in open crimson.

               

               
                  Clamour calling, its bolts from the blue

                  rhumba, and we’ll be your base data

                  if you’ll be our super structure, sun

                  in angry litters, all pants to play

                  then gammy tykes, with dicks in the dock

                  or is there no end to the dam clouds

                  on tinderbox, as the air strikes through.

                  Excuse us, tyroes of the heat sky

                  as the gravy train chunders up stream,

                  though one hundred thousand sea-birds die

                  from want of food, rapid razor-bills

                  turned over, done for in silent spring

                  or wind glows of hush now, such muffin

                  and gruel throws sol-fa on soft country,

                  up with which this will not put, or kiss.

               

               
                  Clamour on the nose, and a head start

                  burning for suck and booty, or flags

                  in cobalt package, a whole peace hog

                  of ripped chords and fresh motor neurones,

                  their pert bonds jumping over dam busts

                  and heaving blondes feeling tit for tat,

                  while today, we’re told, a young man died

                  of chicken pox and one party rule, 

                  and despite new poll blows for tigers,

                  a firm pact of tough flesh goes on peps

                  and prosper, as flagging glands on ice

                  stage a late rally on the index

                  with the bad news priced in, a good thing

                  going, just like that, from solid snogs

                  to old mother thorp and brass dogma.

               

               
                  Clamour and welter, bearing in mind

                  what passes for mood in high-rise riffs,

                  hot core norms blowing in on coming

                  storm clouds, agog with fair sex, fair deal,

                  as square goes is the nobble and dance

                  turning in on fine de sickle sheets,

                  these watery beds of lost leaders,

                  these droll thickets gone sidereal.

                  You wish it were all a fast caper

                  of bounty and bright bunting, not this

                  too deaf and fuzzy circuit, Venus

                  and filo pastry, now arc-welding

                  for all its worth like the day is long,

                  and though buffs disagree, it is best

                  to save the killer routine to last.

               

               
                  Clamour to put off on a brave face,

                  the suds of the day are blowing home

                  to heat up the candid, all that phew

                  just soaking up a few salad rays

                  on savage humbug, you know how sums

                  go lumpy, their string vests and interests

                  swanning along with saints and sham rock,

                  if you catch my rift or sweet chassis.

                  But I don’t suppose the day is young

                  as the clock stops on a new record

                  and fear takes the biscuit, hope the bronze,

                  then mortar the sheen, now mouthing off 

                  to solid tips, like there’s little point

                  in a title that can’t sit pretty

                  on the lips of the target market.

               

               
                  Clamour that keeps on coming, as hawks

                  and wind scales just hang fire over head

                  then go vamoose, burning up a head

                  of double gold, glands on overdrive,

                  while bad apples rot and our lost lines

                  beef up on sad cow and sunken face,

                  such engaging bursts of pink candour

                  in frank millstones, or codpiece and gulp.

                  But as mites set out to bite the dust,

                  the promise of more spectaculars

                  rings a dirge, and the power of plastic

                  touches things you touch without thinking,

                  so let’s not be picky, hold on for now,

                  stand toxic, tall and tousled, as we

                  go forth coldly into the dark page.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               HOW PEACE CAME
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                            if I may be so bold

                                  or night evince

                  go suck on tip of sour tongue and come in

                                                          into the red

                            on purple drum and drag

                  chained to blown organs of good old Corti

                                 or casus belli on Balkan toast

                      saying blast! deafness!

               

               
                        the chair is still triste hélas

                              and a plague on all your roses

                                       your soft pate

                                                      and dome

               

               
                                                      come into the red

                  here where crabs are so dishy

                           amid rouge stripes slow firing

                                                               amber mouton rage

                                          lip lash expresso

                                 pressed citrons crying Papa!

                           ou fuck that for a laugh Clio

                  as the cute muse wears mud and cucumber glasses

                                                         bidet on brioche

                     e-mail mousse setting rust on angel delight

               

               
                                                               for Paul Klee

               

               
                                                     *

               

               
                  the problem of sonic boom is now clearly

                                             upon us

                                                   and in spades

                                          but if I may be so cold

                                                                      let’s rip chords

                              from a priori harp rooms

                  and staunch the ripe flow of steady eddies

                           these king-size ears in eau de calumny

                                                   born to backsheesh

                  for the bloody boom forms a high carpet

                                       and dry cotton

                              affords no protection

               

               
                                    no, and no red ripple to come into

                  which is about as much as we can take

                                                          bars in our eyes

                                                      stars in our hearts

                                                   and holes on fur

                                          as the chevalier d’industrie

                                                               green king on ice

                              says go and catch a falling plate

               

               
                  and in whipped dreams I’m afraid

                                                              for kindred spirits

                                     or who would play savage rumpus

                                                                     on tap

               

               
                                                     *

               

               
                                                    it’s a gas at any rate

                                          in one take and in the can

                                                      dido and dada for the under fives

                              braggadocio in sublime dough

                  listless myopics to can the noise

                                          a keep down low and rank 

                        piquant flowers on plasticine park

                                                              sucking punter’s lisp

                                    in art thou heavy breathing

                                                   or just good friends

                                                                     or better still?

               

               
                                                        no matter no mufti

                                         we’re on the wing for sure

                                                            if you’ll join us

                                    and no place like the better part at bay

                                                   so bank on it buddy

                  till greater pressures force the tube wide open

                              gales in tiny tots

                                     where dank white trash is hurt neon

                                           like laughter

                                    and we take the air

                              or more simply fail to swallow

                                                   the gall

               

               
                                                   *

               

               
                              if I may be so sounded

                                      come off it

                                      capital is not late

                                      nor mature

                                  nor a higher plant than the weed

                                      it just grows on you

                              leaves of paper notes fluttering

                                      in the annex

                                      and bonds booming

                                      in ah, ah domine deus

                                      we’re here for the duration

                                                     suits in clubs

                              and thanks for having us

                                                              the food was rude 

               

               
                              so how about it

                              a peace of action

                              feet in drag down the path

                  amid red quakes of crazed paving

               

               
                                            mandibles just ajar

                                            chin up in Mary’s garden

               

               
                                            and yer must be kidding

                                            it will never do

                                            what with the insurance

                                            and all hell to pay

                                not counting corpses under the grill

                                            mine’s a burger

                                            with en suite sauce

               

               
                                                     *

               

               
                  back on the warm sonant front

                                          war weariness is all the rage

                  a truce for sore ears

               

               
                             what serene candy

               

               
                  melts a stern areopagus to butter

                            gold capped teeth

                  who need mastic like a hold in the head

               

               
                                          their standing armies

                            gone right to the mirth’s surface

                                   lank curlews struck dumb

                            a sluice passing ports

                               gin slings

                                   then fizzy bombs 

                  kindly wipe your feet on my soul

                            before you come in

                     into the red

                  from coccyx to cochlea

                                            where glow notes go

                  and more privy in the bush than on a vice hand

                      shaken to its ends

                  dust bowls rung on bugger all gongs

                                          pity as pap says

                  the world’s not a fair race

                                         so give over

                                                      if I may be so old

               

               
                                                     *

               

               
                                                                  all aboard!

                                          once bitten twice blithe

                           rouble-breasted spirit!

                  you have so many ways of drinking us

                              to the lees

                  but is that Europe in your package

                              or are you just pleased to fleece us Jason?

               

               
                                       deep fangs sunk in legoverland

                                 going like a dump trunk

                           a melt down

                                             mars in vice

                  for we are the way we go to it

               

               
                                                                     get artic’late baby

                  there’s a super highway passing through you

                                                      don’t be a nimby

                                               not in my black yarn

                                           cuss cup and garrotted

                                  in worsted threads of axle grease

                                       and thimble 

                                          hey asda!

                                              you’re a plonker

                                                   grunging the motorcade

                  or blocking soft lows and beta

                                                        that’s Alph

                                                           liminal wet stuff

                                                             and hooded grace

               

               
                                                     *

               

               
                  will someone tell that tambourine man

                        to turn it down?

               

               
                           it’s more than flesch can bare its brass to

               

               
                                             a ray fawning

                                        in brash diamante glory

                  we can’t hear ourselves blink

                              for open neck sweaters and bream

                  the heart rackets and rattle cries

                                          of Eat Gucci!

                                       bowl and cowl and gore

                            now the hail is hard as

                                           meat balls

               

               
                                                      ah bisto

                                               what’s cooking Titus?

                  sock it to me like you do

                             on tusk and tiramé su

                  oh move over soft now lady

                        or they’ll love you to death

               

               
                                       which reminds me

                        fancy taking a king’s soggy biscuit? 

                  cool tank tops with Scottish widows

                         man, the gear’s terrific

                              such a blooming dark habit

                                                      becomes you

               

               
                                                     *

               

               
                  as sky falls into global muff

                        wrapped around in melanin tans

                                         in fax of fuzz box

                                                     there’s mud in your lie

               

               
                       are you feared of creatures

                                such as that slunk yawn

                           of art thou slow dancing

               

               
                  unprepared to leave space for air

                                        beneath the flow of bodies

                                    whisked to viper

                                 for the hair you breathe

                              clasping your untipped

                                         furry tongue

               

               
                                                no way no snake bite

                                            just forked tongue

                                        on doggy brek

                                      get that down you

                                  pic ’n’ mix herbaceous borders

                            freshed off Balkan smorgasbord

                  oh but it does you good to go suck tartan

                            weight off your pins

                    as the clutch goes off the risus purus

                        chocs and spleen away

                            countdown and left off!

                               to the end of our

                                      common era 

               

               
                                                     *

               

               
                                                          dinosaurs are us

                                        stuff the red commie peppers

                                                          go into black vests

                                               it’s all the rage

                                                          a quote sir?

                  ‘you can’t run a revolution in a suit and tie’

                              yeah I hear what you’re braying

                                                            pornocrat sud

                                                                    go blonde lagoon

                                                   hoppit Scotch git

                  marg wouldn’t melt on your silver tonsils

                                                        or moss pap

                                                               just suck it and see

               

               
                  the mint with the cold war in the middle

                      is where the bucks stop

                                                def minky and jaws

                                             fin-soup or arch culls

                  though the ecu in your hand is worth

                     all the rosey gun teeth and dripping

               

               
                                 such hard lard

                                         felt old

                           consistency of flesch

                                   soft to burn

               

               
                  but dad, what’s the moon meant to

                           advertise? and can I have some

                                                         for afters

               

               
                                                   *

               

               
                  no way no beagle bender

                              up the wall and over the counter 

                              we’ll see seams of rags

                                                  in stitches

                                                      barely visible

                  from our seat here among falling clouds

                            in gambolling amber dawns

               

               
                                       it’s a barking ballet

                                    it’s a ballroom blitz

               

               
                                                      pssst!

                                          wanna buy a bazooka?

                              fresh out of spinach pyjamas

                                  but there’s a war in the ice-box

                                          if you need a pick-me-up

               

               
                                                         it’s d.i.y.

                                                  as sky falls off cusps of rust

                                             off such able arms of worm

                                       and into a sump

                                   round pegs in bauble sulk

                  done to touch paper sheen

                        the lit earth still humming

                            zephyrs blown to a floss

               

               
                                      the stars so starry

                                           howling arf arf bauhaus

               

               
                                                     oh Thermidor
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