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for aimée walsh and my family
and in memory of maureen patterson (née parks)











if i could sleep standing, i would wait here


for ever, become a landmark, something fixed


for tug crews or seabound passengers to point at,


an example of being part of a place.


— douglas dunn, ‘landscape with one figure’












[image: A bridge made of wood planks across a stream running through a marsh.]









bambooland


as one put drunk intae the back of a parent’s car—


seized, it’d seem, by the adolescent desire


to be remindeda one’s failins—this mornin


saw me retorn t bambooland near john martin gardens.


i went alone—sporred as i had bin in previous years


by the cousin who supplied the sprite-bottle lung, the beer,


the suitea cobbled forniture pilfered outta skips . . .


back then wid sit fer hours atop broken doors & pallets


until one of us—suddenly compelled t danger—


would gaze square intae the bamboo void an bid the other


jump! as though nahin at all’d stop us.


as though naither one had thought, like orpheus,


that t descend in order t retrieve might lave us


head propped against the lyre; might see us


ascend again wi scuffmarks wound beneath the skin


and trailed by the scents of bamboo oak & whin.









may queens


there we were at the barracks arch near linenhall square,


lukin—for all we were worth—like a cuppla vaudeville performers


in our ma’s old barbara stanwyck shurtwaists & revlon red lipsticks;


me in my sister’s pater pan-collar blouse an dance-it-up heels.


fabulous to a fault, we spent the afternoon collectin pennies


in a washed-out soup can, paradin our broom-handle maypole like a banner


and readyin our mates for placement on the canal’s middle bank


where wid morris dance freely until we were called for tea.


there wid muddy our knees t set the thing straight—twistin this way


then the ohr—until we met at its base, an the eggshells plucked


from yesterday’s rubbish cascaded down our hawthorn coronets like rain;


our folks entreatin t good-room virgins: mercy, mercy fer their sins.









yew


at which point the saint lifted


a fallen aril and placed it in his alb,


carryin it for miles until he reached


the head of a desolate valley strand,


whereupon—seein only growths


of sweetbrar in the mottled sand—


he removed the thing and placed it


in a small hole, invoking: though


only the smallest of seeds, yet growing,


shall become the tallest of all things,


a tree. durin which time the aril split


and a yew borst slowly intae life,


rufflin the sweetbrar & patrick’s stole,


pointin its way t ward heaven & cryin,


my god, this is where i’m rooted.









currents


thinka two young rapscyallions launchin their newspaper boat—as fragile as a may butterfly—down a flagstone culvert with a rusted grille . . .


  what wonders! t see spricks the relative sizea cattle hauled onboard yer unsteady vessel, an t jorney, tin soldier, intae a dark where the only sourcea natural light is the glare from a starbucks takeaway cup.









[image: A small wooden cross mounted on a pole, seen at night; a window is lit in the background.]
   








one dry tear punctuating ‘bliss’


which is t say no tear atall, prose fly,


but a thought that threads the air


like craquelure through a michelangelo:


this chipped plasterboard, this bay window.


those forst few days in liverpool


my heart was a tangle of unhoovered dog hair,


and when i scrubbed the IKEA feldspar mugs


so hard they shone like ronde-bosse enamel,


i felt ye buzz intae my reflection a moment


and ask just what it was: this coffee-stained


elegies on the inside pocketa my coat;


this thing one feels fer home away from home


when, as dunn has it, i have been inside


my head . . . falling in love, preparing this good life.









about suffering


so many of us gathered that ye’d think


we were about t levitate the town hall;


freaks of ivry stripe—from navvies ankle-deep


in concrete dust, t pensioners, schoolteachers, councilmen, the ecumenical—


callin down the moutha the crimean war cannon


like oracles charmin apollo from the rocks . . .


am somewhere near the back, among that sun-bleached portion
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