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A house can be haunted by those who were never there.
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A Spider





I trapped a spider in a glass,


a fine-blown wineglass.


It shut around him, silently.


He stood still, a small wheel


of intricate suspension, cap


at the hub of his eight spokes,


inked eyes on stalks; alert,


sensing a difference.


I meant to let him go


but still he taps against the glass


all Marcel Marceau


in the wall that is there but not there,


a circumstance I know.






 








Self-Portrait in the Dark (with Cigarette)





To sleep, perchance 


to dream? No chance:


it’s 4 a.m. and I’m wakeful


as an animal,




caught between your presence and the lack.




This is the realm insomniac.




On the window seat, I light a cigarette




from a slim flame and monitor the street –
 

a stilled film, bathed in amber,




softened now in the wake of a downpour.





Beyond the daffodils




on Magdalen Green, there’s one slow vehicle




pushing its beam along Riverside Drive,




a sign of life;




and two months on




from ‘moving on’




your car, that you haven’t yet picked up, 


waits, spattered in raindrops like bubble wrap. 


Here, I could easily go


off on a riff










 on how cars, like pets, look a little like their owners




but I won’t ‘go there’,




as they say in America,




given it’s a clapped-out Nissan Micra . . .




And you don’t need to know that




I’ve been driving it illegally at night




in the lamp-lit silence of this city




– you’d only worry –
 

or, worse, that Morrissey




is jammed in the tape deck now and for eternity;





no. It’s fine, all gleaming hubcaps, 


seats like an upright, silhouetted couple; 


from the dashboard, the wink


of that small red light I think 


is a built-in security system. 


In a poem




it could represent a heartbeat or a pulse.




Or loneliness: its vigilance.




Or simply the lighthouse-regular spark




of someone, somewhere, smoking in the dark.






 








Car Wash





This business of driving


reminds us of our fathers. 


The low purr of fifth gear, 


the sharp fumes, the biscuity 


interior – has brought them, 


ever-absent, nearer.


And has brought us, two 


women in our thirties, 


to this strange pass, 


a car wash in Belfast; 


where we’ve puzzled 


and opted for ‘Executive


Service’ (meaning


detergent) and have minded 
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