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  Winter morning




  Shyly coated in greys, blacks, browns –




  to keep us out of sight of the cold –




  we weren’t expecting this this morning: sun




  and shadows, like a summer’s evening, like summer




  teasing. And not quite under the shelter on




  the northbound platform, an old man, the sun




  behind him, just his crown ablaze; and heading




  southbound, a woman inching ever nearer




  the platform edge, the light a tear




  across her midriff, ribcage, shoulders, closer




  and closer that dearest thing, completeness,




  all her darkness light at the one time.




  
 





  Misadventure




  Nothing again to show for his week’s work




  he rises early on the Saturday vowing




  I will achieve one thing today




  and drives up to the plant-hire by the station.




  Back home and all set up, he squeezes the handle




  of the high-pressure patio cleaner. There,




  to his surprise, a fat dash where he’d fired.




  He squeezes it again, more firmly; draws




  a line so clean, so neat, from one side to




  the other, he’s a Moses, then from slab




  to slab he paces, making sure to judge




  the distance to perfection: not too close –




  the jet, he learns, is strong enough to unpick




  mortar – not too far lest it merely tongue




  the surface. Finished, he stands to admire




  the patio newly-laid, the shining stone.




  But seeing his mud-stippled feet, he turns




  the nozzle on them and – amazed – beholds




  a brand new pair of tennis shoes emerge,




  with snowy laces; then puts one foot up,




  like someone being shod, to clean his sole,
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