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               RIFT

            

            
               
                  Pretend it’s August. Pretend there’s sunlight on bare arms, dappled

                  water, louche, marauding ducks.

               

               
                  Pretend the sheep wear serious faces, slouch in groins of gouged-out

                  rocks and far-off human chatter’s growing slack,

               

               
                  losing all heft until there’s nothing on the breeze but buzzards

                  mewling. Nothing more incomprehensible than that,

               

               
                  nothing more consoling.
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               CHRONIC WAITING ZONE

            

            
               
                  These are the daylight hours but

                  we absorb beneath the surface

               

               
                  tepid lighting, shrink (Feet

                  please!) for a husband-wheeling

               

               
                  woman, fixate on trollied

                  notes and staff who pass

               

               
                  and pass… Does anyone believe

                  in all this striding? Or the litany of

               

               
                  strange stranger names: Shahido

                  Hulk? Dawn Carrier? Angela

               

               
                  Chart? Something is up.

                  Something is very definitely

               

               
                  crawly and dark on the outskirts

                  of our vision. A girl tells Hazel

               

               
                  on reception they were 9.15 and

                  now it’s 12.08. Gets back We go

               

               
                  by numbers here, not times

                  and X and V and Y start

               

               
                  crawling and if it’s just a

                  black dot on the horizon why’s it 5

               

               
                  following us? What do

                  we do if it ripens?

               

               
                  It’s hot. Not letting up.

                  We could strip.

               

               
                  Quiet today says Hazel.

                  I like it.
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               DOMESTIC FOX PHYSIOGNOMY

            

            
               
                  The conclusion reached by Russian scientists after decades

                  spent domesticating foxes was profound but hardly unexpected:

                  if you’re going to be tame, be cute. Less chance you’ll be flushed

               

               
                  down the toilet. I think about that on brutal baby-filled

                  commutes and whether any of the team, Goran say, or Vlad,

                  ever mistook a certain cub’s white markings for a bib and

               

               
                  placed it in a bassinet – fell to coddling it with sugar cubes, toy

                  ducks and songs about the wide embracing arms of Mother

                  Russia. Gave it earmuffs. Made it a scarf.
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               BY SMALL SIGNS WE BETRAY OURSELVES

            

            
               
                  People know when you are not quite right.

               

               
                  Even if you’re merely one who’d like to wear a fez

                  and stroll about, requesting mumkin titkallam shway shway?

               

               
                  because you like your fez

                  (you had it from your grandfather)

               

               
                  and because you’d like them to talk slowly, please,

                  you’ve sunk four hundred on Beginners Arabic

               

               
                  – people know.

               

               
                  Even the light caught between the blinds casts

                  a jaundiced eye on your aspersions.

               

               
                  What you want is not what you think you want.

               

               
                  You think you want tousled hair and kissed shoulders.

                  You think you want beetroot and ham hock and to rub

               

               
                  your head against his shin

                  like a cat but what it amounts to is

               

               
                  – people know.

               

               
                  They know you put your faith in soda powder

                  swallowed by the vat to neutralise your internal acidity.

               

               
                  Muffled as you are with sluicing,

                  mottled as you are with mossy teeth, 8

               

               
                  miniature as you are,

                  you can’t keep hiding.

               

               
                  The amygdala knows its own agenda.

                  The hippocampus, lately, likes to grass.
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