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  I wrote your name in the sand




  the sea washed it away




  I wrote your name in the sea




  







  to my parents
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  NOM DE PLUME




  The bunch of flowers in the vase, what are they called?




  I’ll call them Anstruthers for no other reason




  than that. Someone has set them there




  in a drastic tableau, an attempt to let them impose




  their one iridescence on the view. Those Anstruthers,




  I know I’ll recall them, their fine, pointed petals like scalpels,




  the way the powder and near-navy blues leak one into another




  and the discreet green of their stiff stems and leaves:




  I’ll see them in my mind’s eye (that odd concept




  that always makes me feel like Cyclops). One day,




  doing something quite mundane, I’ll look at them




  in the plastic time that holds such mementoes




  and long after the implacable in-rush




  of others into the room, none of whom will say,




  ‘How beautiful the Anstruthers are, despite everything!’




  







  WEATHER REPORT




  Sea Vista fluoresces like luminous eels;




  someone painted this place cream




  and never touched it again.




  You can’t get that colour anymore,




  just cream, you say;




  flakes detach from the facade




  and join in the general descent.






  





	
The tint of the raindrops’ perpetual concerto




  misses, by about none,




  the lilac of the waltzes of the tea room.




  So much liquid, is it all required?




  Take cappuccino or lip gloss,




  those suspensions of our age,




  or the actual rain:




  clouds (mauve semblance of what is)




  accumulate as if instructed by old masters.




  And when you think about it, El Greco’s wrist




  did live its life inches from the very threshold








	of creation:














  

  

  the canvases like culture mediums,




  spread with florets of grim hues and him




  drawing out the grand designs into being




  through the tip of the brush.




  And, if to prove conclusively




  that there is madness in Methodism,




  the sign outside the mock-gothic hall says:




  In the Midst of Life we are in Death




  but you, you wear the ludicrous sea-side hats




  of self-aggrandisement, as if the gust




  that tossed the last one into the sea




  was your own idea:




  not content with wrapping yourself up




  in love, only love, love,




  you do no more than write an epigraph for us




  on the back of the old hotel




  with its seen better days




  and panoramic lounge-bar:




  THEY CAME THEY SAW THEY CAME




  Ha Ha Ha, you went.




  Don’t perpetrate mirth like that,




  you spray-can El Greco,




  I said, and I noticed




  the soft flesh of your wrist




  and wanted you again.




  







  THERE ARE SOME PLACES BEYOND




  There are some places beyond the place we are,




  places we have been to together in other pasts




  down other different possible differences. Take the one




  where we met for the first time and decided to be crazy together




  and take off there and then for Vienna.




  Arrived in the late evening, the rain tapped a scherzo




  on the shiny flagstone Straßen while the old zither player,




  left behind from a film that never got made there,




  played for coins in a doorway and no-one ever heard of him




  or his tune. Consider the Ferris wheel, still for the night,




  and our clanky tram on its final run of the day for Mozartplatz.




  We drank intense coffees there and ate those curious little sponges




  that stuck in my teeth. You made me go to the splendid,




  baroque lavatory to rinse my mouth before you’d even kiss me




  again, which I did and you did. As we walked and held each other




  dry between the sheets of rain, your shoe came off




  so I warmed the wetness from your foot with my hand;




  I said I felt happy to be doing that. We fetched up




  in the train station waiting room with its cast-iron gas fire




  and its brass door handles that said:




  we are the handles of an old imperial power.




  There was just that one man sitting there, his beard cut




  in the Romanoff style. We called him Freud entre nous and perhaps




  it even was him in that world – and who’s to say? He was so intent




  on knowing our whole story, on unearthing how exactly




  we had come to be there together at that precise time,




  why, of all things, we had taken it upon ourselves to go there




  and why we smiled at his questions and kept on smiling.




  







  BREAKAGES




  There is a short film of Garbo,




  somewhere in the reels, the rushes,




  the preserved monochrome that no-one knows about,




  somewhere in the last cabinet that Doctor Caligari




  would ever look in, right at the back,




  seared in black and white, in which, unawares,




  she throws her shoulders into laughter, the sky goes dark




  and all the glasses on the drinks table go to pieces.




  I know this because I have seen the remake




  as you look across at me when I say that you




  could be a big-screen idol,




  postmodern Ninotchka, and you laugh




  with a laugh that could put broken glass back together again,
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