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  Eaux d’Artifice




  

    

      The moon we know from dreams or celluloid




      is high tonight. A dried-up fountain bed




      gawps back, a baroque radio telescope




      the race has left behind, always on the up,




      defying gravity. The park seems of an age




      that tried, in other small ways, to oblige




      the same imperative – this domed palm-house




      that brought the sky down closer; these dark yews




      clipped conically and pointed heavenwards;




      and fountains that suspended arcs and cords




      of water, one so powerful it could hold




      the weight of terrified cats or ‘a Small Childe’




      in its jets. The water only comes here now




      to rest after the dream-days spent in cloud,




      to swill round with the leaves and empty cans,




      and then moves on. Its work is never done,




      like man’s, a thought that brings me back to earth:




      soaked through with sweat, under her bone-light,




      bouncing my signals back and forth all night,




      the moon drowns out a point low in the south




      that could be Mercury or the Eutalsat,




      though these days she in turn has to compete




      with our restless nightside. When I can’t sleep




      I walk these rhododendroned paths that keep




      to strict ideas of sunset and sunrise,




      and find my level on a bench, like this.


    


  




  







  Depot




  

    

      You wouldn’t know a place like this existed.




      It shows the street its modest, oily features




      (a door I walked right past on my first day),




      but opens into hangar-like proportions.




      Here are the bays where dustcarts spend their evenings,




      where grit summers, dreaming of Januaries,




      and barriers mesh like deckchairs off-season.




      

        I’ve dreamt of something like this sorting-house,




        and walked its film-set streets, and tried its swings




        some nights – the perfect playground, deserted –




        but didn’t know a place like this existed;




        that crippled boys who stood outside our chemists




        would form ranks like a terracotta army




        in lives beyond thalidomide and weather.


      




      Was this what lay behind the knowing winks




      I caught between binmen, or am I dreaming




      that road sweepers held doctorates in philosophy;




      and knew, after the miles behind a big broom,




      they would return to worlds not unlike this one,




      find a spotless bench, and read their Echo




      in the irony of strip lights over street lamps.


    


  




  







  Termini




  

    

      We lived where buses turned back on themselves,




      when drivers still referred to us as ‘scholars’,




      winding on their final destination




      and we would end up here: PIER HEAD.




      Today, a spinning blade blows surf ’n’ turf




      from a steakhouse kitchen, luring those




      with appetites sharpened by river air




      after a windswept round trip on the ferry.




      What else is there? The city has shrunk back




      from the front, slowly, over the years




      leaving this airy strand the buses bypass,




      and now nobody’s journey into town




      ends with a top-deck, front-seat panorama.




      I left the slashed seat and the listing bottle




      to finish this journey on foot, in the rain,




      the same route where the brothers Lumière




      cranked the first nitrate from a moving train;




      and stand now where we sagged the long school day




      eating hot dogs, watching buses turn




      back to the far estates with lower case names,




      an audience staying put for the minor credits.


    


  




  







  Electricity




  

    

      It comes as a shock to that first audience.




      The street they walked in off just moments before




      hangs pale on the wall. All the colour has gone,




      and its faces and carriages have ground to a blur.




      

        Remember, no one has thought of pianos




        or credits. The performance will start off mid-scene,




        once each hard bench is filled, when the first usher nods




        and the lamp is turned up and the crank starts to turn


      




      and their hairs stand on end to a shimmer of leaves




      or the movement of clouds, and the way that the tense




      has been thrown like a switch, where the land turns to dreams,




      and where, sad to say, we have been living since.


    


  




  







  A Thousand Hours




  

    

      There were false starts, but life, for me, really




      began the night he unplugged the telly




      and snuffed the pilot light. As last-man-out




      he worked right through to dawn, between the street




      and this bedroom, until he’d stripped it bare,




      but left me in his rush to check the meter,




      to turn the stopcock on a copper tank,




      count stairs and memorize that manhole’s clunk,




      the first hawked phlegm, the way a window pane




      was answering the early Lime Street train;




      and posted back his keys to nobody.




      

        I’ve hung here naked since, by day barely




        able to force a shadow to be thrown.




        It’s nights I come into my own:




        a halo for the ceiling, corners for mice,




        and through the glass a phantom of all this,




        a twin star that is shedding kilowatts




        in translation. Beyond these dark outskirts




        my creator sleeps. I recall how his eyes




        would whirr just like this night-time visitor




        that might outlive me. Of all his ideas




        I burn on, having been conceived in error.
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