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  goths


  I love them. They bring a little antilife and uncolour


  to the Corn Exchange on city centre shopping days,


  as if they had all just crawled out of that Ringu well,


  so many Sadakos dripping tarnished silver jewellery


  onto the undead fashions they dig up in fleamarkets.


  They are the black that is always the new black.


  Their perfume lingers, freshly-turned-grave sweet.




  Black sheep, they pilgrimage twice a year to Whitby,


  through our landscape of dissolved monastery and pit,


  toasting themselves in cider’n’blackcurrant, vegan blood.


  They dance macabre at gigs like the Dracula Spectacula.


  The next morning, lovebitten and wincing in the sunlight,


  they take photos of each other, hoping they won’t develop.




  



Boxeur Nègre




  Now it’s that Matisse papier découpé


  summoned by this glimpsed silhouette;


  once it was my brother shadow-boxing,


  circling the square ring with Dick Tiger.




  Roll, block, draw, jab as Joey Giardello


  in Atlantic City slipped Tiger’s crosses,


  harder body shots, that worse left hook,


  always eluding Tiger like the real money.




  



Rough Music




  I heard this from a Cleator man,


  

    

      ex-miner, hard as nails,


    


  




  whose folks were Famine migrants there,


  

    

      though first they’d stopped in Wales –


    


  




  

    in Rhymni Ironworks their kind


  




  

    

      got jobs they couldn’t keep,


    


  




  you don’t impress Welsh foremen when


  

    

      you’re always half-asleep;


    


  




  

    for locals played their famed ‘Rough Music’


  




  

    

      on pipes and drums all night


    


  




  while marching round the Irish camp


  

    

      from dusk till morning light.


    


  




  

    They moved to Cleator, soon to hear


  




  

    

      its Orange Lodge now planned


    


  




  that riot-rousing Murphy’d stir


  

    

      their sleepy local band.


    


  




  

    Instead the Irish miners marched


  




  

    

      to meet him when he’d come:


    


  




  they played the pipes with Murphy’s tripes


  

    

      then beat him like a drum.


    


  




  

    This outrage caused that Lodge to grow


  




  

    

      the biggest in the world,


    


  




  but folk grew sick of stone and stick,


  

    

      soon all its banners furled.


    


  




  

    So all you migrants heed my call


  




  

    

      to first give peace a chance;


    


  




  should neighbours then still vex your labours –


  

    

      make a song and dance.


    


  




  



Charivari




  Derived from chav, we call this charivari –


  rough music from us roughnecks plus a skit.


  Our instruments aren’t made by Stradivari,


  they’re anything that we can reach to hit.




  The drum to Ambrose meant eternal death,


  but that’s exactly why we like it most:


  enjoy your wealth until your dying breath,


  for then you’ll spend eternity as toast.




  Jerome thought sinful music sounds so good


  the pious kind should strike one’s ear as raw;


  so if we sound less polished than we should,


  it’s just because we take Jerome as law.




  Shaw’s Hell was full of amateur musicians –


  we’re worse than amateur, yet we’re up here


  to give the lie to art and its beauticians


  for one day of the calendar each year.




  The music that the Antichrist will play


  is beautiful beyond our power to tell,


  and Paganini took our breath away


  as Lucifer his soul away to Hell.




  You’ve heard that truth is beauty, beauty truth


  like one was Castor and the other Pollux –


  forgive the language of uncultured youth,


  but Cockney Keats was talking Hampstead bollocks.




  Because the beautiful can prove untrue,


  you sometimes need to heed Tom, Dick and Harry.


  We’re here to drum that message into you,


  and that’s the meaning of the charivari.




  



‘Strata’ Smith




  Mine’s a common surname for a born nobody,


  a blacksmith’s boy from that low stratum where


  language beats on your ears and means it.




  I learned from navvies, paviours, molecatchers;


  miners brought words with their sacks of fossils


  which I used: pundib, clunch, coral rag, cornbrash –




  a system of names barbarous on ears polite,


  wrote a gentleman from the Geological Society,


  but I mapped a whole world beneath his feet.




  Out of debtors’ gaol, I tramped that world again.
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