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  Footings




  

    

      You could see, for the life of you, no clear point




      in monkeying seven, eight feet to the ground;




      to slide from the belly, swing there (caught




      by the arms, by the palms, by the fingertips), drop.




      If I’d taken the trouble of minuses, pluses,




      the length of the body, the height of the wall,




      even pushed myself to prediction, scared you;




      as it stood, before you leapt, I dared you.




      

        And the lane it was yeared into two deep tracks


      




      as we found our feet in the lengthened light,




      for those with the leap approach to life,




      for those who measure, look, think twice.




      Both of us sobbing, I shouldered you home




      with your hard-won knowledge, broken bone.


    


  




  







  Line,




  

    

      you were drawn in the voice of my mother;




      not past Breslin’s, don’t step over.




      Saturday border, breach in the slabs,




      creep to the right, Line,




      sidelong, crab,




      

        cut up the tarmac, sunder the flowers,


      




      drop like an anchor,




      land in The Moor as a stringball




      ravelling under the traffic,




      up, you’re the guttering scaling McCafferty’s,




      

        maze through the slating,


      




      dive from sight and down into history, Line,




      take flight in the chase of the fences,




      leap the streets




      where lines will meet you, race you, lead




      

        you into the criss-crossed heart of the city


      




      of lines for the glory, lines for the pity.


    


  




  







  Break




  

    

      Soldier boy, dark and tall, sat for a rest




      on Crumlish’s wall. Come on over.




      

        Look at my Miraculous Medal.


      




      Let me punch your bulletproof vest. Go on, try.




      

        The gun on your knees is blackened metal.


      




      Here’s the place where the bullets sleep.




      

        Here’s the catch and here’s the trigger.


      




      Let me look through the eye.




      

        Soldier, you sent me for cigs but a woman


      




      came back and threw the money in your face.




      

        I watched you backtrack, alter, cover


      




      your range of vision, shoulder to shoulder.


    


  




  







  Father, in the face




  

    

      of the windscreen sun




      through slow familiar roads, I’ve sworn




      you haven’t changed,




      you haven’t aged




      an inch.




      

        So I can’t explain,


      




      when you climb down to the lake,




      what it is that makes me wait,




      makes me take up the binoculars,




      follow you from point of view of passenger.




      

        Maybe it’s the strange stopped nature of the day,


      




      or something in the way




      I cut the dial through distances




      to focus




      

        on what it is that shifts,
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