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            for Jeremy Noel-Tod

            
                

            

            Out of the glacial night,

            Out of the long cave quiet,

            First you see only light;

            Following, you see by it.
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            Uploaded to the Cloud

         

         
            
               
                  Nothing so complete as missing a train.

                  No half measures. It’s over, it happened.

                  Cut. The deserted half-dry platform, and,

                  over its roof, the day-intincted moon.

                  Turn to the calming gallery of smiles.

                  More pictures of one girl aged six than of

                  my father over his eighty-three years.

                  His parents believed in heaven, being

                  themselves for ever. Their parents, in turn,

                  believed in hell and eternal torment,

                  the self repeatedly degraded but

                  never allowed to rest. I dared to look

                  through spittle-fleck this morning, as I shaved.

                  Redoubts, cavities, stubble, and shadows

                  under the skin, an inward bellying

                  of smoke, grey as a wasp’s nest. It happened.

                  Lazarus, patron saint of latecomers,

                  pray for me, you who were condemned to live

                  knowing what we go through to die, knowing

                  what it takes, nevertheless, to get up

                  every clawed-down morning and start again,

                  step back from the empty freight-train stampede

                  in time for the cloud of powdery snow

                  that whirls and reels and marvels in its wake,

                  commuting the grave-clothes into thin air.
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            Rolex Oyster Perpetual Bombe

         

         
            
               
                  Posh end of the next parish

                  (hadn’t the heart to say no);

                  mock-tudor, privet;

                  Porsches, porches.

                  Rain not discouraging

                  tasteful blackbirds

                  in pollarded trees.

                  Loose-leaf tea

                  in fine bone-china, tray

                  perched on a fringed pouffe.

                  Rattling around a six-

                  bedroom detached,

                  the widow insisted

                  I bury with his ashes

                  his most precious worldly good.

                  Bought ’63. Never worn.

                  Who else would want it?

                  Couldn’t you sell it? Oh

                  I don’t need the money. See?

                  He’d coo over that in its box.

               

               
                  Mixed with the gravelly

                  hilltop earth, and coarse-milled

                  previous owner, it hunkers,

                  sparkling condition

                  dimming with each second

                  of worm-delighting downpour.

                  Google it: eighteen-carat

                  yellow gold case, case-back;

                  original fluted bezel

                  and lugs; high quality 13

                  brown Morellato leather strap

                  with gold-plated buckle.

                  In the Vicarage, I seethe.

                  The baby cries every hour

                  on the dot. The graveyard owl

                  sarcastically responds.

                  The answer to all

                  our problems

                  still going but stuck.

                  I swear I can hear it tick.
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            Bearings

         

         
            
               
                  One poor dear – 84, in the hospice,

                  just a few picked chicken-bones

                  under the sheets, fists

                  bulbs of dried garlic,

                  and a head of dandelion fluff

                  almost blown –

                  before she finally gave up

                  cried out all night for her Mum.

               

               
                  Sometimes my kids cry out for me.

                  Easier to get out of bed, though,

                  than to get out of sleep.

                  I can’t get my bearings.

                  Where can they be?

                  Where has the door gone?
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            In Holywell Cemetery

         

         
            
               
                  Swirling iron, craquelure and rust,

                  shuddering with slowly crawling cars.

                  Earth absorbs the poison with the dust;

                  graves await an amaranthine grass.

               

               
                  Tourists come to look for Kenneth Grahame’s,

                  noting that it first contained his son.

                  Elder covers up the single names,

                  Heberden and Pater overrun.

               

               
                  Study a disaster, love a grief.

                  Trying to make it better makes it worse.

                  Restoration left to a naif

                  brandishing the bluntest secateurs.

               

               
                  Loving without knowing isn’t love.

                  Knowing without loving is half-known.

                  Lovers know they never know enough.

                  Scholars know they end up here alone.

               

               
                  So, through love or wisdom, we perform

                  homage to what’s dead as though we must.

                  Sunset glows against the coming storm:

                  swirling iron, craquelure and rust.
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