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Postmonkey


As the ship speeds up at Pluto, the earthlight sensors blow.


Lights fade to pastel touches on your toffee-coloured fur.


The flight recorder picks up your first words three years in:


a garble of Merriam-Webster, harsh against the hum.


It’s not long before a halo’d planet sets off some chimpy whinge


about a green place and your females smoking red in spring.


When you give up hope, the language programme hits its stride:


more dopamine, more titbits, an electrode’s neat incentive.


In the slow lane, a terrace of dying suns, you learn to really talk.


This one is your lab tech’s voice; you’re asking about stars.


Decades in the leatherette pod the psychs designed for you


turn your muzzle silver, and the low-grav wrecks your bones.


Your tail must be bald as a bike-chain, the way you grumble.


I transcribed your words on landing, the part with the needle,


where you’re yelling you’re not ready, won’t be rushed.


The cargo hold opens and you’re wiped, then flushed.




Settings


That was the day I discovered the tick


in the place a navel piercing would sit.


It was just a dot and I scratched it off with a nail.


I’d been in Scottish rooms for days


reading John Cheever’s thready journals


underlining the bits where he expresses self-hate.


On the internet they were vile and interesting,


hard-bodies with a corona of grippy legs.


The sated ones swelled to shiny cabochons,


mottled as frogs, in sockets of queasy skin.


A lot happened later: the tick was irrelevant


like jewellery you wore in a dream and lost.


I never had that one, just the usual teeth


rattling into my palms like a jackpot.


The omens bore no fruit. The tick had no precursor.


We swam through half-term, keeping no records.


Even though I had scraped it off and soaped


the place, somewhere it bloomed, underground


like an iron-rich gem, awaiting its wearer.


Scotland was famous for its perfect raspberries


and a kind of stone named after some mountains,


the colour of ginger ale, in an ugly brooch.




Fish. Oh. Fish




‘Even snakes lie together’ – D.H. Lawrence (‘Fish’)





Your egg eye is open and you look worried.


    You’re the scaly junior lawyer at midnight


        falling short on her target of a year’s billable hours.


Corporate fish, you’re bright as pain, sliced up.


    You share the water with a spill of inky stripes.


        Your kind blaze colours fine as banknotes.


Oh, fish, you have whisked up a clever curve


    defining the future as it draws itself into a fist.


        Then the evening comes on, pistachio and blue.


You breathe and flex between bars of dark.


    A clerk could still walk into the hot, open night


        leaving a jacket on the back of her office chair.


A lit anglepoise floats above the papery desk.


    There’s a deep anglerfish clocking the hours.


        No one must turn off your light while you are gone


or there’ll be nothing to swim back to


    but a scrunchie of kelp, uncounted on dry sand.


        Little fish, everything that matters happens here.




Fruit for Offices


In long glasshouses we bloom inside our skins


on plants obedient to the fertiliser piped to their roots.


The fruit must swell with dispensed water


but never to splitting point since we are for display.


The company provides bowls the client is free to keep.


We share nothing with the windfalls the staff bring from home.


Our curves are as contrapuntal as a composition,
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