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            Do I dare disturb the universe? In a minute there is time for decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse. For I have known them all already, known them all — have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons, I have measured out my life with coffee spoons; I know the voices dying with a dying fall beneath the music from a farther room. So how should I presume?

 

T S Eliot The Love Song of J Alfred Prufrock
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Far Away Powers
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Imagine a world less in darkness

Lit by pulses of light

With no clear cause why this spectacle

Should cross my line of sight




My hunch

It somehow has to do with you why night is now day

Is this the cosmos or a gift from you?

A game some stars play?




It's worth the loneliness you feel looking up at expectant skies

Weighted down by downwards vision

Some darkened corner heard me sigh




Now sky gets exciting, overpowering highs,

Its rarity contrasts with skies of meteor showers

Those radio frequencies I take for a sign

Maybe a seal of approval from far away powers




There are stars on earth and they tell me that one of them is you

I was afraid of being burnt 

Will our breakdowns bring breakthroughs?




How can I resist the urge to transcend

To be the first to view

The force that sweeps me with its light

The light that leads me back to you 




It's as real as your longed for kiss

Your simple truth traverses space

Your longed-for kiss is worth the risk

Of burning up in your embrace 




To share a close kiss and then survive

Ask far away powers to lend us their light

One moment when togetherness thrives

Let far away powers define tonight
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Loved Right
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What a night to be loved right, 

I felt past it, was uptight,

No sane man to hold me tight, 

Needing rescue by some knight.

––––––––
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You! My knight! Did set your sights

On one so lonely to kiss goodnight,

We found our other 'neath street lights,

No laughter hurts two hoary knights.

––––––––
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Here with you our sex isn't right or wrong,

Our scars are souvenirs from nights long gone,

Nobody's past it, if they're loved right, 

It'll drive the night insane to be loved right. 

––––––––
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You feel used up, 'I'm better looking than you',

This upsets me mate. You're beautiful!

Nobody's past it, if they're loved right,

It'll drive the night insane to be loved right.
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Breakthru
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He let his phone vibrate where it lay on the bedside table, in the hotel room in Manchester, before lifting it up and bringing it near enough to speak. Jamie needed a short delay to compose himself. Thanks to connectivity issues and a temperamental phone app, the caller wouldn't see his face, but Gerry wasn't stupid. He could always tell when his husband was upset.

‘What’s up?’

‘Jamie! Why didn't you answer? I've been calling several times today. Why don't you answer your phone? Are you mad with me?’

Jamie smiled inwardly. He'd gotten away with it. Gerry would never suspect how anxious he'd been. time to play it cool.

‘I've been busy. It's my big day tomorrow. My debut. Remember. I’ve had to prepare and stuff. And some pretty hot guys have been chasing me too.

Jamie had spent five days, alone, in this hotel room; wanting to call Gerry, but afraid of what he might hear. Gerry had told Jamie not to check up on him. But now Gerry was the one who was ringing him, and his voice couldn’t sound more urgent. 

‘We need to talk.’

‘Didn't you hear what I said about the hot guys?’

Gerry sighed. Jamie was worried now. He didn't need to see Gerry's face to know something was wrong. 

‘Relax. I’m by myself. You can chill. No one decent’s been chasing me.’ Jamie could hear an audible sob on the other end. Unsure of what to say, he waited. He didn't have long to wait.

‘I got something to tell you, Jamie.’

‘You been with another man?’

‘Yes.’

‘What the fuck! I don't believe you.’

‘His name's Steven. He's a nurse and he was holding my hand last night.’

Jamie felt like passing out or screaming. What lousy timing. Why was this happening now?

Then he felt guilty for thinking about himself. This situation called for sensitivity, and he hoped he sounded gentle for Gerry's sake.

‘Why did Steven need to hold your hand?’

‘He was being kind to me.’

‘So I got a minx on my hands as well as an invalid!’

‘Are you angry?’

‘More hurt. There's more. Isn't there. And I don't think I'm going to like it.’

‘You don't have to worry.’

‘You're going to divorce me and marry this nurse. This Steven?’

‘No!’

‘Phew! So as I'm your husband now, and for always, then I do have to worry about you.’

Jamie's stage school training was paying off, in fact, his entire past career was paying off, as stage school teaches you how to trick an audience; you might feel lousy inside, but as far as the public is concerned, you’re unfazed and absorbed in your art. 

Then Gerry spoke. And fucking ruined it.

‘I love you.’

‘Fuck you! You've been in hospital. You've been keeping things from me. I thought you were well enough to be left at home for one fucking week. I thought we had time. Fuck you!’

Gerry’s voice trembled. ‘Please don't shout at me. I couldn't bear it if we started fighting now.’

‘I raised my voice because I'm struggling with this. This is hard for me, Gerry. Very hard. I am your husband. I'm meant to take care of you. But you don’t make it easy for me. Do you? You keep me in the dark about how ill you are. And the fucking doctors know next to nothing. It’s maddening!’
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