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               The others

            

            
               
                  Arriving last (having furthest

                  to travel) I asked the others

                  what brink or brim this was

                  – the world under water,

                  the flood itself flooded

                  with sun like a rift-valley lake

                  from which flamingoes

                  might lift as if from an ark

               

               
                  the whole affair pressed

                  with a luminous inverted cloud-map

                  like the other side of a coin

                  that fell once from pocket

                  to market-place floor, an unobserved

                  loss revealed centuries later

                  not face-down in the mud

                  but gazing up skywards –

               

               
                  the greatest wonder of all being

                  how they had called me there,

                  the others, how I’d moved so much

                  further away than I thought,

                  how I might not have surfaced at all.
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               The kingdom

            

            
               
                  I was hungry

                  coming up from Kent

                  resorting hyther after the summer

               

               
                  my tent a riverbed

                  seeking herbergement

                  some accommodation among the stone

               

               
                  the men coming on to you

                  the taxi drivers saying here jump in no

                  no you don’t need no money.

               

               
                  I was thirsty

                  languissyng in the doorway

                  behind the post office

               

               
                  the churchyard water

                  so cold for washing

                  – what eyleth thee woman? –

               

               
                  and from my mouth came leaves

                  and from the cracks in the pavement

                  came syllables.

               

               
                  I was a stranger

                  turned half to stone

                  seeking releyf in severe weather

               

               
                  coming hyther in search of something

                  oute of thys madnesse

                  something to inherit.
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               The claim

            

            
               
                  So many came to that portion

                  of the claim, the water not too deep there,

                  and left with tiny grains of gold,

               

               
                  dust really, and the freezing work

                  painstaking to the bone,

                  all that remained of Eldorado

               

               
                  like the land of how-to videos

                  we’d flocked to, so much

                  we’d hoped that could be fixed,

               

               
                  the shattered screen,

                  the damaged heat-pump like a heart

                  destroyed by years of insults

               

               
                  even, one mountebank declared,

                  the mind, split into a dozen pieces

                  like a priceless vase exploded

               

               
                  on a marble floor, slipped

                  from the aristocrat’s hands

                  (the crane in flight, the little bridge,

               

               
                  the homeward labourers as snow

                  begins to fall). In the ancient art

                  of the broken all could be repaired

               

               
                  with shining seams of precious metal,

                  the bird, the village and the snow,

                  and even made more lovely12

               

               
                  by the gleaming scars. All you needed

                  was sufficient gold. All you needed

                  was to not be finished by the cold.
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               Some children

            

            
               
                  would only sleep with the windows

                  wide open as if lying under the stars

                  or out in the street,

                  couldn’t settle except

                  with a breeze coming in (occasional

                  hailstones, stray bullet-fire, bricks),
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