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Death of an Actress




She has, as chimney sweepers, come to dust.


And bitten it. She has given up the ghost


and lies in cold obstruction there to rot


where angelstubs perfect untimely frost,


now she. Frights me thus living flesh


does yield soft saply to the axe’s edge.


Has gasped her last, pegged out, gone west.


Mislaid the future like a set of specs


or a loop of keys. Has booted the bucket,


dimmed her light to the glownub of a wick


and snuffed it, passed unto the kingdom of perpetual


night, hooked up with darkness as a bride.


Shuffled, mortal. Crossed the Styx into


history. She has joined the great majority,


sloughed off her body like a costume coat


discarded on the carpet. Dearly departed


sleep, bed down with beauty slain


and beauty dead. Black chaos comes again.












A London Leaving




Out of breath I spot


the polished lozenge of a hearse


pull beside me,


beetle-backed,


nose towards a church.


I quicken foot, I fall in step,


frightened, but of what?


The fear of god is not


the fear of god but fear


of fungi, rot.


Open-arsed it then


from which the surgeons


ease a planky box.


Six, before the entry arch.


Danny Boy, How great thou art.


A husband’s silver stubble.


Baritone at the earhole.


A fiddle-thumbed


accordionist from Brecht,


into your hands, O Lord . . .


Grave politeness,


blot appearing underarm


at seams of shirts.


A poem fished from Google search,


Do not stand for it, she’s dead.


We, instead. Tapered heels


of ladies


sinking into earth.


Athenry: a man recalls


a drubbing at a rugby match.


‘Sorry . . . trouble.’ Loosened knots.


Uisce beatha,


two fingers, stop.


Smokers in the parking lot,


ashes to ashes,


‘yes, we must


in happier . . .’ Some awkward hugs.


Glitter webs on the railings.


Travel apps and Uber cabs.


Splash dispersal on a map.












Cuba


1




Each classic carapace cruising on the Malecón


each buffed up candy-coated shell


with back seat sizzling for half a century


like a steak


appears beyond a veil


a shimmer screen of heat on asphalt.


Each billboard grievance propa-propaganda


Each teetering theatrical colonial façade


would fold like a losing hand of cards


they said


(think Buster Keaton, squared


in a window frame)


and yet      it didn’t.








 


 


2




An aperture


in the throat of a beggar


hole     bole in the bark of a tree


in which a tocororo might hole up or huddle


in which a guerrilla might stash a cache.


Reach in if you dare with tweezer fingers


draw out a voice


a slim streamer of words


like the ribbon of an ancient typewriter


held to the light


on which is embossed


in mirror type     that bold assertion


regarding history’s absolution.
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Standing in line at the breadline pharmacy


standing in line for half a century


the next cashier will see you shortly


rest assured.


‘La ultima?’ Sweat is tickling


sweat is trickling down your spine.


If only a pen      you would write this down.


If only a Bic or a Biro refill


Our Man in Havana


The Writings of Fidel


if only a party pin for your lapel


a beard and a cap


and a manual of manoeuvres.
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A twenty-two foot Che at Santa Clara


in silhouette


we are wilting at his boot.


Is that a rifle or is he pleased to see us?


The triumph of fist and gun over


fist and gun.


Such monoliths now recall Saddam
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