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  Bees


  

	

  Here are my bees,




  brazen, blurs on paper,




  besotted; buzzwords, dancing




  their flawless, airy maps.




  Been deep, my poet bees,




  in the parts of flowers,




  in daffodil, thistle, rose, even




  the golden lotus; so glide,




  gilded, glad, golden, thus –




  wise – and know of us:




  how your scent pervades




  my shadowed, busy heart,




  and honey is art.





  





  Last Post




  

    In all my dreams, before my helpless sight,




    He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.


  




  If poetry could tell it backwards, true, begin




  that moment shrapnel scythed you to the stinking mud . . .




  but you get up, amazed, watch bled bad blood




  run upwards from the slime into its wounds;




  see lines and lines of British boys rewind




  back to their trenches, kiss the photographs from home –




  mothers, sweethearts, sisters, younger brothers




  not entering the story now




  to die and die and die.




  Dulce – No – Decorum – No – Pro patria mori.




  You walk away.




  You walk away; drop your gun (fixed bayonet)




  like all your mates do too –




  Harry, Tommy, Wilfred, Edward, Bert –




  and light a cigarette.




  There’s coffee in the square,




  warm French bread,




  and all those thousands dead




  are shaking dried mud from their hair




  and queueing up for home. Freshly alive,




  a lad plays Tipperary to the crowd, released




  from History; the glistening, healthy horses fit for heroes, kings.




  You lean against a wall,




  your several million lives still possible




  and crammed with love, work, children, talent, English beer, good food.




  You see the poet tuck away his pocket-book and smile.




  If poetry could truly tell it backwards,




  then it would.




  





  Echo




  

  I think I was searching for treasures or stones




  in the clearest of pools




  when your face . . .




  

    when your face,


  




  like the moon in a well




  where I might wish . . .




  

    might well wish


  




  for the iced fire of your kiss;




  only on water my lips, where your face . . .




  where your face was reflected, lovely,




  not really there when I turned




  to look behind at the emptying air . . .




  the emptying air.




  


  





  Scheherazade




  

  Dumb was as good as dead;




  better to utter.




  Inside a bottle, a genie.




  Abracadabra.




  Words were a silver thread




  stitching the night.




  The first story I said




  led to the light.




  Fact was in black and white;




  fiction was colour.




  Inside a dragon, a jewel.




  Abracadabra.




  A magic carpet took flight,




  bearing a girl.




  The hand of a Queen shut tight




  over a pearl.




  Imagination was world;




  clever to chatter.




  Inside a she-mule, a princess.




  Abracadabra.




  A golden sword was hurled




  into a cloud.




  A dead woman unfurled




  out of a shroud.




  A fable spoken aloud




  kindled another.




  Inside a virgin, a lover.




  Abracadabra.




  Forty thieves in a crowd,




  bearded and bold.




  A lamp rubbed by a lad




  turning to gold.




  Talking lips don’t grow cold;




  babble and jabber.




  Inside a beehive, a fortune.




  Abracadabra.




  What was lost was held




  inside a tale.




  The tall stories I told




  utterly real.




  Inside a marriage, a gaol;




  better to vanish.




  Inside a mirror, an ogre;




  better to banish.




  A thousand and one tales;




  weeping and laughter.




  Only the silent fail.




  Abracadabra.




  


  





  Big Ask




  What was it Sisyphus pushed up the hill?




  I wouldn’t call it a rock.




  Will you solemnly swear on the Bible?




  I couldn’t swear on a book.




  With which piece did you capture the castle?




  I shouldn’t hazard a rook.




  When did the President give you the date?




  Nothing to do with Barack!




  Were 1200 targets marked on a chart?




  Nothing was circled in black.




  On what was the prisoner stripped and stretched?




  Nothing resembling a rack.




  Guantanamo Bay – how many detained?




  How many grains in a sack?




  Extraordinary Rendition – give me some names.




  How many cards in a pack?




  Sexing the Dossier – name of the game?




  Poker. Gin Rummy. Blackjack.




  Who planned the deployment of shock and awe?




  I didn’t back the attack.




  Inside the Mosque, please describe what you saw.




  I couldn’t see through the smoke.




  Your estimate of the cost of the War?




  I had no brief to keep track.




  Where was Saddam when they found him at last?




  Maybe holed under a shack.




  What happened to him once they’d kicked his ass?




  Maybe he swung from the neck.




  The WMD . . . you found the stash?




  Well, maybe not in Iraq.




  





  Ariel




  

  Where the bee sucks,




  neonicotinoid insecticides




  in a cowslip’s bell lie,




  in fields purple with lavender,




  yellow with rape,




  and on the sunflower’s upturned face;




  on land monotonous with cereals and grain,




  merrily,




  

    merrily;


  




  sour in the soil,




  sheathing the seed, systemic




  in the plants and crops,




  the million acres to be ploughed,




  seething in the orchards now,




  under the blossom




  

    that hangs


  




  on the bough.




  


  





  Politics




  How it makes your face a stone




  that aches to weep, your heart a fist,
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