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  for Dave, May, Annabel, Eve, Rose,


  Carl, Dawn and Barbara




  







  The Mirabelles




  







  Squid Sonnet




  The look you shot me, milk-blue squid of Kimmeridge,




  was one of recognition.




  To you, I must have seemed an ogre, the kind that mothers




  warn their children of. Something in you stiffened –




  and the whole wild treble-clef of you leapt five foot




  clear of the water,




  then vanished through the bladder-wrack. Love you as I did,




  I would have been the death of you.




  And so, half-honoured and half-humbled,




  I went back along the beach to the obsessive clink




  of fossil-hunters’ hammers, and the burdened buggies,




  over the bridge and up the narrow, foot-worn path




  where the eyes of people coming down declined




  to meet the eyes of those returning to their cars.




  







  The Mirabelles




  A young poet visits an older poet




  who has enjoyed fame and success.




  In the street, a plum tree has scattered




  its golden fruit all over the pavement.




  When it’s over, she’ll come back and fill




  her pockets with these Mirabelles.




  She leaves the older poet’s house;




  night has fallen; she has forgotten




  the plums. But the thought of them,




  lying so sweet all over the pavement,




  comes back to her and she remembers




  them every day for the rest of her life.




  







  Pheasant




  Driving home from Winterbourne Abbas




  with chipolatas, chops and cheese,




  I pass a pheasant dead on the road.




  I hit the brakes, put the car in reverse.




  Her body is warm, her plumage intact.




  I pick her up by her scaly feet




  and, laying her gently in the boot,




  home I go with my fabulous loot.




  Working fast with criminal haste,




  I pluck the feathers against the grain,




  trying not to tear her skin.




  I chop off her feet, her head, her wings,




  knocking the knife with the rolling-pin




  to make my cuts strike clean.




  I open her body and pull out her guts,




  her lungs, her heart and pearly eggs;




  I throw them out in the unread paper,




  setting aside the morsel of liver.




  Her flesh is coral brushed with silver,




  her fat, the colour of buttercups.




  







  Lust




  for Brian Maguire




  You said you’d never been in love but that lust is wonderful, and repeated the word several times . . . Lust . . . Lust . . . with your eyes shining. You said it was not

  about the right woman but something to do with your personality. You asked me what being in love means; I said it was feeling wonderful when the person you’re in love with is in the same room

  with you, that it has a childish aspect, and that your heart beats faster when you think about them or say their name, and that you feel a bit crazy and you want to have sex all the time and keep

  changing your clothes and you can’t get on with your life or settle to anything, that you want them to stop talking to other people and only talk to you.




  Then you looked at the rows of bottles and the bunches of hops hanging from the ceiling and, spreading your fingers along the counter, you said that if a gunman came into the

  bar right now, you were prepared to lose your life to save the lives of other people, even if you didn’t know them, or love them, or have the slightest interest in them. And yesterday when I

  saw you again, you said that if any of these other people, whose lives you’d be willing to save from a killer, tried to kill me, you’d kill them without a second thought.




  







  Head of a Woman




  I remember the mornings before Pap died




  long before I’d heard of things like suicide,




  the teacups sprigged with dark blue flowers,




  your Chinese robe embroidered with towers,




  peonies, dragons and battling cranes,




  rubbing Windolene on the window panes,




  your Beethoven hairdo, striped like a badger’s,




  the coat you bought me from Swan and Edgar’s,




  my Milky Way sliced wafer thin,




  the satiny texture of your skin,




  the way you said parsley and sickening brute




  with the R rolled and the U drawn out,




  the kisses you blew me from your fingertips,




  magnificent old person, my perfectionist.




  







  The Imitation of Derek




  for Sophie




  Standing on the shingle between Lydd and Dungeness his jaunty black and yellow shack lights up the emptiness. The power station, silver grey, like a flat for Huis Clos recalls a world

  you’ve read about where flowers hardly grow, and where each shiny clot of tar and shivered flake of rust seems to whisper the cacophonies of atavistic lust, and by the sea that surges, drags

  and grinds with allegories of heedless ships like those shot down in shooting galleries, a sign, hand-painted, warns the curious not to come too close: BEWARE! These hazardous structures are in

  constant use.




  You can’t deny the magic: horehound, lad’s love, clary sage, stinging hawksbeard, viper’s bugloss, poppies, saxifrage, Quixotic pikestaffs manacled with

  wreaths of holey stones, Donne’s sun on the wall and driftwood capped with bones. Distress had come to Homebase in these deadbeat weekend states of love’s remembered seasons, which the

  mind accumulates. He found the one he loved the best. A good man’s hard to find. In eau-de-nil, and ten feet high, he painted FUCK ME BLIND.




  







  The Intermediate Zone




  For Lal Wickremaratne




  There were home-made devils
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