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1


Mystery Tears


Everything I touch is turning to gold – well, not real gold.


– Frank Kuppner



























Sealing Wax









Sometimes I think of you,


my funny prodigy


and, like an ashtray on a Bible,







I pose here defeated,


singing ‘Lust’s most sacred impulse


is error!’ to a lean, dark and handsome







hat-stand. I find my head is able


to process a lifetime of gin, carping


‘My abuser can be so capricious!’ at social workers.







My phone-line is coy as the pale string


unspooling from the back-







end of a goldfish, elsewhere in an empty house.


Sometimes, my stable friend,


I think of you and whether







your bedroom was warm through the winter


and who’s spreading vapour rub on your chest.






























Username: specialgirl2345









Some people call me The Ash Woman,


or Gjest Haraldes, the royal jailbird, and I’ve been


compared to Peter Christen Baardsen, the philandering


pianist. I have never been to Oslo. I have never set foot


in Nidaros Cathedral in Trondheim. In fact, I’ve never been


to Norway. But some people call me Codeine the Wanderer.







Some people call me Duchess Mary Adelaide of Speck


or Queen Maud of Lancaster Gardens, I arouse deep rushes


of ceremonialism in women of low rank. In campfire songs


I am named the cult of Vesta. I’m not a cult. I’m a small person.


I rarely leave my room. But some crooners call me Smack the Wife.







Some people call me The Red-Handed Virgin, Sheeba of Dorwich,


Jack the Lamp. They say I had a morganatic marriage to a hobo,


he was buried with his trolley and I didn’t inherit one tin-can.


In folklore, I’ve become Nay Winkatmen – the very standoffish


prostitute. I am not the saviour of modern thatching


the locals of Wrafton near Brauton in North Devon think I am.







The Jewish Rastafarians call me Shrunken MC


for the beatific cakewalk of what used to be – in my youth –


the Crystal Methodist Church, some people call me Rabbi Marley.


I am not religious. I have no guiding star. Yet the Vatican engraved


Child of Jilted Joseph on an apostle spoon, jammed it in my sorbet.


My equestrian statue in northwestern Kazakhstan, facing


the Ural Mountains, remains nameless and free-roaming.







Some radio journalists are convinced I am the author of the quote


‘Bliss was it that dawn to be alive’ and then committed suicide.


They call me Irony Jane. I can’t remember the last time


I combed my hair, let alone spoke, but the paparazzi call me


The Flash Gazelle. Farmers call me Baby Burdock


and, as a newborn, I was baptised by the silent movie ghost


of Leopoldine Konstantin who mouthed the words


Dear Elvina, thus I’ve met you once before


subsiding with the harpsichord into the floor.






























Mothers









I thought I was the child in this scenario.


I played the child and you loved me.


I did a grumpy face when the university


took Mr Teddy Rag-Ears,


I got words muddled like, ‘I stood very truck


as the still went through me.’







But then today


my future child called me on the telephone


and said, in a squeaky voice, ‘My mum is dying,


can you come over, I need someone to talk to.’







I didn’t know where my future child lived.


I had a feeling she was called Bertha


which disappointed me.







‘I live in south east west London,’ she said,


‘Where the spies and the cleaners live.


It’s spotless and seemingly empty.’







On the way over, a terrible pain ripped


through my stomach and I distantly


remembered a woman from my


adulthood I hadn’t seen since


that bed-wetting dream.







I passed glass conservatories on Bertha’s street.


They were acting as gallows for hanging plants.


‘I like that image,’ says Bertha, knotting the ties


on my hospital gown, shooing me out: ‘I told you


no more running away from hospital, didn’t I?’







Bertha, I went straight back. It’s disappeared –


all except the scout-hut used for art therapy


that whiffs a bit. This is my picture of mummy:


that is a tree because she’s in a forest, those are


mummy’s pink gloves and that’s an axe.






























Snow Hotel







I




‘It is time for us to get out of Switzerland’


you announced and I couldn’t have agreed more







since we were not in Switzerland and my feet


were suffering in the clogs. My right hand







had been shot away in Bavaria and I refused


to employ my left hand for personal reasons.







We had moved to the fifth storey of the hotel.


Your chauffeur sang a message up the drain-pipe:







‘There are many exciting opportunities arising


in the glove compartment,’ which was code for







‘Love has vanished from the world, better jump.’


I pulled the rip-cord of my winter parachute,







waved in the brusque air, like a strangely lovely


fevered shiver. People were still on the streets.







It was quite funny the way they’d carried on speaking,


standing outside burger joints, re-enacting a chat,







puffing on a ‘fag’, pretending to breathe – you have


never seen smoke so tremulous in its falling lace.





II




The following week you were passing moist-eyed


beside the once beleaguered lime chapel, moaning







about being typecast, ‘I never even cry. My eyes just


get moist. Moist is the extent of my emotional range.










It’s such a joke.’ A guileless portico stuck to the face


of a filthy building dripped with rain: everything







was begging for love (women, harbours, plastic,


grapes, nuclear power plants, gym teachers) and







black tooth-marks were frosting the unused joints


of my left hand (which was not my helping hand,







although my right hand was declared a saint after it


was chopped off in Bulgaria) as your lips shaped out







‘The sixth storey of the hotel would suit us perfectly.’


I had a suspicion we were crossing into Switzerland.






























Unacceptable Language









Any similarity to persons living or dead is
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