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for my family


with love





Eyes



That morning on the beach the first man


to swim round the world arrived back.


No-one was there to greet him – all those


who had waved him off had died, News at Ten,


social media algorithms had all got bored


and moved on and anyway it was assumed


he had drowned in the Sargasso Sea.


Which was a shame because he rode in


on the backs of dolphins, manta rays as


outriders, pale, smooth-skinned, hairless,


having re-grown gills and webbed feet,


barnacles, anemones and bladderwrack


hanging from his back so that when he slopped


unsteadily through the streets of the town


under midnight stars it was as if some creature


from a B movie had come ashore and


that’s when the screams began and spread


from house to house and out they came


with flaming torches, billhooks and pitchforks


and drove him back down to the harbour


and into the sea where you can see him


to this day, eyes on the water line but


you will have to imagine his sadness


because like all sea creatures he cannot weep.





Sound Barrier



My cousin with the sensitive ears


winces as he unbuckles his memory


listens to wallpaper peeling


from his childhood home


hears the aftermath of bats


the pining of snails


and that noise like cellophane crinkling –


his soul wandering the hippocampus


outdoors he wears his astronaut helmet


imagines ambling across a noiseless moon


even on the softest of cushions


sex is drawersful of cutlery crashing from heaven


it is the night he fears most


the way moths boom against his light
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