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SMOOTHIE
























THIS IS NOT A FAD









Because I think you’d like me better as an artefact


I sit for ages in the sculpture park.


Flies settle on my arms.







Because I think you’d keep me close if I’d been customised


in a foundry, I will myself to turn to bronze.


Rain falls.







J’ai la verticale


dans mon esprit I tell my spine,


channelling Matisse.







This is not a fad, like the long weekend I spent


being Danish in monochrome knitwear,


saying tak in exchange for tea,







this is for real. I shall remain here,


unmoved by sheep and hedge trimmers,


until you notice me.






























HIJACK









Jump-cut to Rome and it’s fast:


a hand on the throat, a commedia dell’arte gasp.


She is being spoken by the language Italian.







He stalks her in sunglasses.


For the length of an aqueduct, from the cool of a bar,


he flutters her hands, arches her brow, rolls her r.







On the Spanish Steps, the ghost of a touch,


a fleeting laugh. She spins round but


her English full stops are gone







and the way we say dog eat dog won’t come


and back at the flat familiar phrases and tenses are packing for home.


The language Italian pours forth her sorrow







then stills her in close-up. She’s stricken but only as Loren or


Lollobrigida do stricken: wildly, accusing the world


with dolorous shoulders and eyes.







Later, a candle between them cuts through the dark.


He calls her Carina. She only smiles.


Lupo mangia lupo; his voice is a ruin.


As he traces her cheekbone, she sighs.






























MIDTOWN ANALYSIS


after Lorca’s A POET IN NEW YORK









Some of those edge-of-the-precipice


people are circling,







smiling at breasts,


asking directions to places of worship.







Sunlight glares through gaps in metal towers.


You are always walking







towards the Norman Foster building.


Men rise again







from a hole in the street.


A red hand flashes.







You reach for a cocktail,


swallow a cab.







The Stock Exchange is not yet


covered in moss,







but everyone’s timing is off.


The sense of scale is mortifying.







A man wants to explore your bag /


your heart / your mind.







You lie upside down on his couch.


Vermont Clothbound Cheddar fills your throat.







He blames the axial


pull of the vertical.







You choke. He suggests


you try to be less literal.






























KHAMSIN ON BAYSWATER









The sand that’s in my eye blew in from Africa.


And sand’s a form of grit – that much I know.


And grit makes pearls that lovely fashionistas


take out for strolls along Bayswater Road.







I’ve no such milky jewel of clarity


to pierce the darkness, translate this din.


I test an Arab curse learned from my father:


May all of Egypt piss on this khamsin –







may all the sand contained in the Sahara


rinse itself down some infernal sink –


for coming right when nobody required her,


when every path’s distinctly indistinct







except one path – the road to anarchy.


Remember Günter (was it Eich or Grass)?


Be sand not oil in the world’s machinery.


Your words now. Say that, should someone ask.






























NIALL


i.m. Niall McCabe









In the space between two worlds


I poach an egg. It’s early.


I have fasted all night, a long night,


spent mainly talking with my spirit guide,


or rather, listening.


And when I say spirit guide, I mean


Niall, the Omagh boy from drama school,


who used to be all thunder in the pub.







He wore his cloud mass like a crown,


daring you to come and try and break it,


but in the dream, if he was weather,


he was a gulf stream,


he was a golden O reciting Shakespeare


in a parlour room with chintzy decor.







Once I was afraid to catch his eye during a love scene,


but in the parlour room we gazed and gazed.


No one could look away.


Of course, I begged him, ‘How do you do it, Niall?’


because, in truth, I was desperate for his secret,


I was parched for his charisma,


but I couldn’t hear his answer.







Still it was enough to see him back again and shining


resplendent in that parlour room,


after his miserable December passing.
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