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  for Suzanne, Corin and Phoebe




  





  

    ‘The profits are enormous. There is no business like it in the world, and the whole secret is, it costs nothing to feed the cattle. They grow without eating your

    money. They literally raise themselves.’


  




  

    – Judge Sherwood
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  Cow Tipping




  At certain times and in certain states




  A cow will sleep standing up,




  Its knees locked like a deck chair,




  The heavy head balanced weightless on a neck




  Rigged with frozen muscle.




  You can see them (or their white halves,




  At least) out there, long




  After midnight, standing as still as sheds,




  And all facing the same way




  As though stalled in the middle




  Of a pilgrimage. If you are quiet,




  You can walk among them




  And feel what it might be like




  To live a thousand times faster




  Than your neighbours




  (If you don’t already know).




  And you could believe it quite possible




  That something as square and as anchored




  Could be tipped by the touch




  Of a single finger, that they might tip




  Each other, like dominoes,




  And the whole blue field collapse




  Into nothing but shadows




  On the grass. Do you think you could do it




  After a few drinks, say, could be




  Quiet and odourless enough,




  Could be as milk-heavy and as lost?




  Forget it. And none of this is true anyway.




  





  Flatland




  Divorced but with nowhere else




  To go, we live our own lives




  In the one house – you upstairs




  In the triangular bedroom,




  With its grace-and-favour wallpaper,




  Me in the downstairs granny flat




  Our grannies always hated.




  We could survive like this




  For years, characters in a romance




  Of many dimensions




  (Fie, fie how frantically I square my talk)




  With just a few points at which the planes




  Of our lives converge – the whirligig




  Washing line which orders our clothes




  In dripping concentricity,




  The wheelie bin in which our waste




  Is sealed in alternating layers,




  And the corporation composter




  That fills and fills and fills but is never full.




  And what is it filled with? The wrung bags




  Of our different teas and all the vegetables




  We failed to eat, salads as bright




  As Italian flags, the peels, plumed carrot tops,




  Tonsured poppy heads, cached in secret




  And deposited after dark, as if we were ashamed,




  Or had a daughter who would berate us




  For the wasted energy of being apart.




  In daylight once I lifted the lid




  To find worms plaited in its rim,




  And other microscopia working




  With the frenzy of lawyers




  At a sickbed. If only we had some




  Patch of earth that could use the sweet, black




  Product, and not the concrete we’d always




  Vowed to lift one day, as if it would




  Ever get any lighter.




  The ceilings are where the pain gathers




  Most. A spider’s woven zero catches




  Only your footfalls. When you take a shower




  I hear rain in another dimension,




  And all that wasted water




  Falling through the walls.




  





  Allegra




  She gave herself away, leaving




  Footprints in my snow, like arrows




  On the floor of the bargain basement.




  She’d played with the skulls




  I’d found on hillsides, taking the lower




  Mandible of some historic ewe,




  Bleating through it – the cheek!




  I couldn’t prove anything. The snow




  Had melted before I could take photos,




  Didn’t have the shoe to compare,




  And by then, other people were involved.




  She’d stolen a Vespa, and tore round




  The streets on freezing afternoons. At least




  I could tell, by her rasp, where she was,




  Would sometimes see her flash past




  Unhelmeted but with a black velvet scarf




  Covering everything but her eyes




  Which made her seem (what’s the word?) chaste.




  She went through a fence almost leaving,




  Cartoon-like, a self-shaped hole,




  Knocked a toddler off his swing




  Which brought the rage of every Mum




  In the district down upon her.




  I still wonder if she felt anything.




  Perhaps, like me, she was numb.




  





  The Seacunny




  Somewhere in The Levels




  A bird table was moved by degrees




  Further away from a house.




  Inch by inch with the season




  It receded, its seeds uneaten,




  Even when thirty feet from the back door,




  Thirty-two, thirty-three, they were that shy.




  What could bring the birds joyously




  To this little chalet on a pole




  But distance, the would-be feeders




  Of birds thought, seeing the promise




  Of its golden age recede with it,




  Of anti-lions and Snow White-style,




  Chore-performing wildlife (titmice




  Carrying different corners of a pillow case,




  Crossbills hacking down cobwebs




  With feather dusters). But further,




  Forty feet, fifty feet, a hundred.




  Not until it was out past the pot-




  Bellied firs and then through the arbour




  And beyond the sundial (in fir-shade) down




  To the water’s edge did something visit.




  He saw it through binoculars and called out




  “The Seacunny! The Seacunny!”




  Dressed in a smock of glue and feathers, with a plastic




  Cup dabbed yellow for a beak,




  It steered its punt right up




  To the jetty. “It’s taking the seed!




  The Seacunny, the Seacunny,




  It’s taking our seed!”




  





  Both Ends of the Island
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