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Something about the Author









Kit Wright


divides his time


between Tooting Broadway


and Tooting Bec,







the vast bulk of it, obviously,


spent walking between the two.


Is he a sandwich-board carrier?


Is he, perhaps, a prostitute?







You’ll have to read the book.






























Beryl’s Dad Comes Clean









At last I concede I am Beryl the Peril’s Dad,


all kniving knees and elbows


in my red and black pinstripe suit,


as I hurtle after my life in the form


of Beryl.


           And she’s in the shape


of battle-axe bows round erectile


whiplash pigtails,


with four antennae stuck


in a head like a rubber potato.


I sometimes catch her


and drag her back in like a cat with a mouse in its maw.


But chiefly


I fall off ladders, go flying


on butter-slides, bang my head


so the bumps come out like lightbulbs.


I’m often electrocuted


in the friendly fire of the garden hose,


I’ve died many times


as a flat board under a steamroller,


all in fun. It’s a kind


of collusive game


between me and my life


in the manifestation of Beryl.


Although, of course, it gets darker


out in the garden behind the house


as the blood drains from my suit


and the slipper falls from my hand. Where


is that girl?






























On the Sperrins









One evening a nun was driving me over the Sperrins


At the gentle advancement of twenty-five miles per hour,


And whatever I said, she turned for two seconds and stared


Deep in my eyes and said, “O Good Hivvins”. The flower







Of sunlight was closing over the Sperrins softly


As mildly we surmounted the little rise


And drifted down with the dusk to the lights of Derry:


Two patients children to our patient prize.







Sister, we made it! Sister Bonaventura!


Tacked through the backs to a cobbled, rain-shiny street,


Full of our journey, I being fierce behind you,


Hard behind you upon my infidel feet!







We kept our appointment. We kissed goodbye in the car park.


Soon you were snuggling in to the Sperrins approach.


The last I saw of you, you were going gamely,


Chalkface up on your left, behind a coach.







As I made my way to the little hotel in the suburbs,


Rain came barrelling out of a blackened sky.


Why, when I think of happiness, is it the Sperrins,


Me and Bonaventura, the nun and I?






























Plymouth Delta Blues









At the separation of the rivers by manoeuvering ice


Or the running of salty lanes through cracks in the silt,







I stood up with all I knew of love and guilt,


Of joy and despair like the twin blocks of a vice.







Like paying out a rope, I paid to the wind my dues:


I stood and sang those Plymouth Delta Blues.






























Our Lady of the Five Ways









Did you ever see Josie dancing


Where five ways meet,


On a wedge of pavement all on her own


Pistoning at the street?







A V of railings shapes her stage


And iron grey are the bars,


Where not-quite-right-in-the-head poor Josie


Dances for the cars.







On and on through the summer night


And traffic roar,


Josie rolls and rocks to a rhythm


You never quite knew before.







For the tune belongs to Josie


And the words are all in her mind.


In her own strange joy and suffering,


Josie makes us kind:







Makes us remember where we are


And the road of love we tread.


Oh, dance on in your dancing heart


For Josie’s singing head.






























Tuer Le Ver









In the Breton bar, a shot of blood first thing:


a nip of red to the brim of the dinky glass


for the old man killing the worm. Some trick to bring


that safe to the lips but lo, it has come to pass.







The tremulous old hand has plucked the hair


of the dog. The glass stands empty on the bar.


The worm is dead for a day. The sea can share


the light of the window with the morning star.






























Alternative Boston









I want you fucking dead by tomorrow morning


came over loud as the hideous clubbing smack


of fist on bone from fifty yards. Well, it wasn’t


Henry James, or your everynight type of Brahmin.


I wish to believe that in London I might have essayed


a quarter attempt at the ghost of a half intervention,


strictly verbal and pastoral. But here:


oh I thought I wouldn’t. You know how it is. No time.







Added to which, I hadn’t done well in a bar


the night before. My tropism is always


to the lonelier neon gleam in my stalwart thirst


for life authentic. This had a river-bed dark.


Very unhurried level half-turns of the jaw


as in a western – and this was Somerville.


Yet they weren’t unfriendly exactly and I myself


grew enormously friendly. Witness my giant tips


to the affable barmaid, she of the mountainous blonde


hairdo and noble hindquarters. I felt relaxed


and a bit of a find for them, as them for me!







Until the man with the dark midriff swam


out of some hidden reef. He had advice.


It wasn’t normal to call a barmaid love


and especially not six times. Especially too,


not this one, for as chance would have it, she


was his sole property. Did I understand? 







Well, I could have explained that on my native heath,


such quasi-affectionate terms were simply part


of the grammar of intercourse (not the word to choose)


But somehow I thought I wouldn’t. No time, you see.


For time is a precious thing, and it’s easy to lose


sight of it when you’re dead in the trunk of a car,


bound for the Charles River in concrete boots.







So I made my excuses and sidled, then walked, then ran


back to the Holiday Inn and my sleeping wife,


unchanged beside me until the blue day dawned.


And it seemed a better idea to rove the floors


of the Isabella Gardner palazzo gallery;


to walk on cranberries through the Back Bay Fens,


hand in hand in love. Likewise to remark


that this was the case and praise it in the sunshine.


For never too far away is the statue in shades


who doesn’t much like us. He intends to pick us


one by one by one. You see, no time.






























A Love Song of Tooting









In Tooting, the tomato


        Hangs heavy on the vine


The blackbird’s obbligato


        Fulfils its liquid line


On summertime allotments


        By lenient design.







Nine beanrows will I have there,


        Not ten, not eight, but nine,


And I shall build a pav there,


        Or shed of weathered pine,


And all shall be contentment


        Down by the railway line.







My shed, beside a toolbox,


        A coolbox shall confine


And we from out the coolbox


        Shall quaff the rare white wine.


The dove shall plight its truelove


        And I shall sing to mine.






























A Light Toast









Hurray, it’s Air Commodore Nigel Vance


with his Lo Fat Paprika Substitute,


containing up to 50 per cent less fat


than regular paprika!


“Tiens,” writes Mrs Feast of Snape,


“I can hardly believe it isn’t the genuine thing!”







“I’ve got into trousers,” writes an excited


half-fat Colonel Wotherspoon,


“I haven’t been able to wear since before the war.


What’s more,


I’m enjoying my goulash more than ever –


and eating twice as much of it!”







Nice one, Air Commodore!


I raise to the sky


my glass of semi-skimmed whisky


as you skim by.






























A Horrid Old Man Reads a Cookery Book









Take the zest of a coconut,


   You gluttonous Miss Smith!


Soak in a jar with your teeth at night


   And a twist of turnip pith.







Nip off the tip of a radish root,


   You dustbin of the fens!


Reduce it by the burning eye


   Of a sun-directed lens.







Whisk the white of a vulture’s egg,


   You hotgrub hound of hell!


Fold it in with the bird’s own juice


   And the grindings of the shell.







Heat its heart in a warming pan


   And set the lot alight,


Then serve it up in a serviette


   And serve them bloody right!






























Fish-Balls









Oh, have you a recipe, please, for fish-balls,


Fish-balls, fish-balls, that we all love so well?


Oh, have you a recipe, please, for fish-balls,


For quenelles, for quenelles, for quenelles? 







I’ve one for fish fingers but none for fish-balls,


Fish-balls, fish-balls, I’m sorry to tell,


I’ve one for fish fingers but none for fish-balls,


For quenelles, for quenelles, for quenelles. 







But I am a sea-chef and work for Cunard,


For Cunard, for Cunard, in the storm and the swell,


And I’ve sought a recipe so long and hard


For quenelles, for quenelles, for quenelles. 







I’ll sell all our soles then and pollacks to you,


Our soles, our soles, and pollacks as well,


They’ll do for the passengers and for the crew


For quenelles, for quenelles, for quenelles!






























What I Heard on Woman’s Hour









Local people are doing it on the ground.


Statistics show it’s catching on all over.


Nation-wide, best practices abound.







Authorities are spreading it around.


At grass-roots level everyone’s in clover:


Local people are doing it on the ground.







On building site and plain and burial mound,


The fashion’s flaring like a supernova.


Nation-wide, best practices abound.







Wherever local people may be found,


From Thame to Troon, from Durham down to Dover,


Local people are doing it. On the ground.







By motorways, to roaring traffic sound,


In silent, ancient lanes where roved the drover,


Nation-wide, best practices abound.







To a degree that, frankly, may astound


Not only us, but thee, thou great Jehovah,


Local people are doing it on the ground!


Nation-wide, best practices abound!






























A Thanet Bank Manager Speaks 









One time







three guys come up on the island. Mission?


To off, to ice, to waste, to cold-cock the Vicar


accounta that Ecumaniacal


Service the boy done done.







They stake


St Saviours.


What they don’t know,


the Vicar’s hip, got one dude up in the belfry,


fuckin’ big magnum,


two more over the road by the Foamburger Tearooms,


smokin’ the walls.







So what it is, they’re lookin’ to hit the Vic


in the porch when he’s walkin’ the dork


with the congregation. But listen:


the Vicar’s got heat.


Blows out one cheap jive-ass right on the step.


WHAM goes the tearooms,


WHUMPH goes the belfry.


Jesus, the guys are just part of the road.







So that’s how it is here, son.


Ecumenicalism. Name’s Crossthwaite,


holdin’ the bank here. Now just how long


you figure to stay? 






























Rider









St Valentine’s Eve. And a genuine false spring.


Hot sunshine out of the blue on Dalston Junction,


A modest drift of blackthorn by the hedge.







It springs … disquiet. We are at something’s edge,


But what? Gifts undeserved must surely bring


Some painful rider, true as the day is vain;







A darker vision, the season’s freak malfunction:


Lord Lucan trotting Shergar down Dalston Lane.






























Fiction









So the artful Scheherazade


spellbound the Sultan nightly with her romances


and never quite denouements …







so each pale dawn the executioner


moped back to his querulous village,


for the Sultan needed to find out what came next.







But interestingly enough


(such is the way with stories)


one of them wasn’t quite interesting enough.







And the Sultan didn’t care what followed,


if anything at all.


Stay right there, he said to the executioner,







who cut off her head with one swipe of the sword.


And the head went bowling down


to the bottom of the palace steps and the feet







of the Grand Vizier who had been very bored


by the entertainments. He laughed and cried,


now that’s what I call







a story.






























Talking to the Weeds: Honesty









So pure and still a purple


breathing at dusk from the tall mantles


ruined into paper coins


and helpless see-through tears of honesty …






























What Can I Bring









Oldsters alone,


Banged up in tower blocks above


The city of little comfort and no love;







Each day a bone


To carry in your work-worn hands


Over the desert of these dustbowl lands;







What can I bring


To save you drowning in these sands?


Water, a face, a voice, love, anything.






























Advice for Attending a Hundredth Birthday Party









Anticipate


a certain amount


of accidental bullying off with walking sticks


on the part of the senior guests.







Prepare


to queue some little while behind


the sad, slow zimmering round the door event:


for all of it now







is a terrible athletics challenge bowl.


And yet


how plucky are the entrants.


How game in the face of mutinous







wind and limb and eye and ear and tongue


to do their best for the crowd!
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