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The Clowns









Who is whose clown, precisely?


His Majesty El Rey de Jamón


demands to know. Rebellion and laughter


are rife at court, his witty bufón


loses no opportunity for mockery or sport


at his expense, and he himself is too slow


to mount a defence against digs and sideswipes


that keep coming. What’s so funny?


His courtiers are no help – he hasn’t any;


ditto, the palace guard; so he’s on his own


and finding it hard to keep a straight face.


Is it time for him to resign his crown


and put on motley? He turns to the mirror:


¡Coño! It’s happened already …






























The Cat









There was no letting about it: no cautious


loosening of drawstrings, no tipping up


and shaking out. The cat stepped forth


of its own accord. With a yawn


that had a snarl in it, and an absent-minded


hoisting of its tail, already it looked bored


with the fact of its own existence.


So? What else was new?


The disdain, the brusqueness, the lack of tact


of your typical, blunt-headed tom:


all present and correct!


Just time to allow its arched and writhing


back to be stroked, an attempt at tenderness


acknowledged with a petulant squawk,


and the next minute it had left by the window –


away, I dare say, to some other


pressing errand of unsubtle innuendo.






























The Chocolate









In the following pages, I propose to articulate


a comprehensive erotics of chocolate.


Other scholars have gone some way to illuminate


aspects of the matter; Buscott and Strumpf


on commodity and fetishisation,


and Yoshimura on jouissance


have been particularly helpful;


but the complicity of the chocolate itself,


its secret desire to yield both form and essence


to the darkness and blood-heat of the mouth,


entering and becoming one


with the eater, has not until this moment


been sufficiently taken into account.


Naturally, I expect my argument


to meet certain objections,


and I shall confront these in my opening chapters.


But first, why don’t you close your eyes,


part your lips, and let me pop a square


that’s already starting to melt between my fingers,


on to your moist and acquiescent tongue?






























The Cry









The child woke to a cry not his.


It came from beyond: a cry


of the absolute night. But it wasn’t


a beast. It wasn’t a ghost.


It wasn’t a truck or a train. It was


a closer cry, of something like pain,


deep-fetched, both pushing and dragging,


torn, with its long-straggling, humanoid roots


protesting, from a soil that clogged and clung


and was reluctant to let it be born,


breathe air, take flight.


Perhaps some, even most, of the cry


agreed, with a lullaby croon


or wheedle, preferring to sleep,


or to die. But the rest of the cry


had put up a fight against itself:


an urgent, delirious skirmish.


Which it must win. Which it did,


with a short-lasting whimper


of triumph and release.


In the peace that followed,


the child lay awake, unable to explain


why he was stirred by a thing


so ugly, so sad and so frightening;


nor why he wanted to hear it again.






























The Coin









Being dead, I was ready for


the journey. They put a coin,


one obol, the standard fare,


under my tongue – now still,


but not yet cold.


I had not been told


that this would happen.


But a shut mouth is, I thought,


as safe a purse as any.


The taste, which would have made me


wince and scowl before,


and spit the nasty thing out,


was neither here nor there.


So I took my pill without a fuss,


and set off like a child


walking for the first time


to catch the morning bus,


under a sky both bright


and hazy, fraught


with promise of adventure.


The world was just beginning,


there could be no end,


and the coin was my sole


possession, my secret friend.


So long as my lips kept tight,


what could go wrong?


Oh, I wish they had warned me


about the boatman who


with his strong, hard fingers –


stinking of fish, or something –


prised my jaw open and withdrew


the mite, the token,


the less than a button,


that he claimed as his due.






























The Calabash









Having fashioned the first man out of sticks and mud,


God looked at him and thought, ‘Not bad.’ But Man


was of a different opinion.


Equipped from the outset with the twin gifts


of speech and dissatisfaction, Man said,


‘God, be honest, are you really happy


with this bodge, this shoddy bricolage,


this job at best half done?’ ‘What do you mean?’


God asked. ‘I need a mate,’ Man told him,


‘and I need one fast.’ God was flustered;


he’d run out of ideas already; so he replied,


‘If you’re so certain what you want,


tell me how to make it.’ Glancing about,


Man’s eye fell on a plump gourd hanging from a tree:


a calabash. ‘That will do,’ he said.


God nodded and set to work, adding


legs, arms and a head to the lovely roundness,


with other details that would make Woman a match


for the stick-and-mud figure who stood by, watching.


When he had finished, God rubbed his hands, delighted.


But Man was less sure, remembering the pure shape


that had first caught his fancy: both virginal and gravid,


suspended improbably from that scruffy tree.


‘Take it or leave it,’ God said. Man remained


undecided, and Woman, too, had her proliferating doubts.
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