




[image: Cover image: Politics by Carol Ann Duffy]










POLITICS


Carol Ann Duffy


 


 


 


 


 


 


[image: Picador Logo]










Education for Leisure





Today I am going to kill something. Anything.


I have had enough of being ignored and today


I am going to play God. It is an ordinary day,


a sort of grey with boredom stirring in the streets.


I squash a fly against the window with my thumb.


We did that at school. Shakespeare. It was in


another language and now the fly is in another language.


I breathe out talent on the glass to write my name.


I am a genius. I could be anything at all, with half


the chance. But today I am going to change the world.


Something’s world. The cat avoids me. The cat


knows I am a genius and has hidden itself.


I pour the goldfish down the bog. I pull the chain.


I see that it is good. The budgie is panicking.


Once a fortnight, I walk the two miles into town


for signing on. They don’t appreciate my autograph.


There is nothing left to kill. I dial the radio


and tell the man he’s talking to a superstar.


He cuts me off. I get our bread-knife and go out.


The pavements glitter suddenly. I touch your arm.
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Debt





He was all night sleepless over money.


Impossible scenarios danced in the dark


as though he was drunk. The woman


stirred, a soft spoon, and what had emerged


from them dreamed in the next room, safe.


He left himself and drew a gun he didn’t own.


He won the pools; pearls for her and ponies


for the kids. The damp bedroom was an ocean liner


till the woman farted, drifted on, away from him.


Despair formed a useless prayer and worry an ulcer.


He bargained with something he could not believe in


for something he could not have. Sir . . .


Through the wallpaper men in suits appeared.


They wanted the video, wanted the furniture.


They wanted the children. Sweat soured in nylon sheets


as his heartbeat panicked, trying to get out.


There was nothing he would not do. There was


nothing to do but run the mind’s mad films.


Dear Sir . . . his ghost typed on. He remembered


waiting for her, years ago, on pay-day


with a bar of fruit-and-nut. Somehow consoled


he reached out, found her, and then slept.


Add this. Take that away. The long night leaked


cold light into the house. A letter came.
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The B Movie





At a preview of That Hagen Story in 1947, when actor


Ronald Reagan became the first person on screen to say ‘I love


you, will you marry me?’ to the nineteen-year-old Shirley


Temple, there was such a cry of ‘Oh, no!’ from the invited


audience that the scene was cut out when the film was released.


Lap dissolve. You make a man speak crap dialogue,


one day he’ll make you eat your words. OK?


Let’s go for a take. Where’s the rest of me? ‘Oh, no!’


Things are different now. He’s got star billing,


star wars, applause. Takes her in his arms.


I’m talking about a real weepie. Freeze frame. ‘Oh, no!’


On his say-so, the train wipes out the heroine


and there ain’t no final reel. How do you like that?


My fellow Americans, we got five minutes. ‘Oh, no!’


Classic. He holds the onion to water such sorrow.


We need a Kleenex the size of Russia here, no kidding.


Have that kid’s tail any time he wants to. Yup.
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Standing Female Nude





Six hours like this for a few francs.


Belly nipple arse in the window light,


he drains the colour from me. Further to the right,


Madame. And do try to be still.


I shall be represented analytically and hung


in great museums. The bourgeoisie will coo


at such an image of a river-whore. They call it Art.
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