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The Readiness




It could happen at sunset


on a sloping lawn.


In a yawning estate


it could happen at dawn.


In a queue for your therapist,


in the public baths,


on a road through the forest


it could happen in a flash.


Under a harvest moon,


in a lift, on the stairs,


in an encrypted chatroom:


it could happen anywhere.


So make sure you’re up to speed


when, at sunset or dawn,


worms vex the seed,


crows shadow the corn.












Before the Bustle of Day




The creepy wrinkled crawly schlong of the earth-


worm squinches


through soil to ooze in dew, only to be pincered


in the beak of a crow,


lifted above the garden, the gable wall, into a sky


of porridge


with faint pools of blue, bewildered by the air –


as you inch, bleary head


from your bed, braced for that plunge into the cold


stir of day –


but then ow! the crow screws up, bites down and the worm


is snipped in two


falling back to soil, through which both sides wriggle


on their separate ways –


and you could swear one version of you slips


from your thin skin


as you step across the bedroom’s hard bare


floor to squiggle


back into the feathered duvet’s womb, curl in a ball


and vanish there.


It is morning, this your morning song, your dreams


gone, packed up


in a past yet to come. Draw the blinds, your estate


is having its lid lifted.


A hybrid car ohms past and hurts the air


less while your


neighbour slinks home from his blurred night-shift –


the whole scenario drifts


before you like a strange spin-off from yesterday.


The trees see it all


but speak in code not yet deciphered as you go


through the motions:


get set for the whigmaleeries of the ticking clock,


spilt milk, the mystery


of missing socks, the transport peeve, the hundred-tonne


weight of to-dos,


as if in a slow motion replay when, by the door


getting ready


to leave the house for school, the little one asks


‘Will today be a good day?’


Sizing up the right shoes, left shoes, controversial issues,


medicinal doses,


runny noses, mirrored poses, wet nurses, hearses,


drivers full of curses,


kiss-and-tells, infidels, cancer cells, generosity


and calculation,


intercourse and violation, plutocracy,


the erotics of accountancy,


white lies, undone flies, cosmic eyes, modes of thought


as yet unmonetised


amid the other thousand and one elements in the mix


of the morning


you waver in your tracks for a moment and think


of all things


of that bend in the river, the green-tinged turf-and-silver


sheen of that water,


goose-tongue and snapdragon on the banks, the solitude


where you lay


back to decipher the signals of the trees thinking this


of all things


is good. Yet since quality takes a quantity of time


to emerge


and will betray the cause of the beholder; and since, to be


a Gump about it,


quality is as quality does – worms get as juiced


over a rotten


avocado two weeks slimed and fuzzed in the compost bin


as you might


over the pleasure-mush and pimpled skin of ripe


strawberries –


you waver at the doorway wondering, when we leave


the house


do we exit or enter? So, ready as you’ll ever be


passing through


the doorway, the half of you still in the hall thinks


to whisper ‘let’s fake it’


casting your shadow as the trees pretend


they’re silent


while the half of you already outside answers


‘today will be what we make of it.’












Blossom Drift (22nd May 2017)




Out the window four or five girls,


six, seven or eight years old,


circle and chitter in some form


of dance or ritual in the garden.


Inside the kitchen table is draped


with bright hoodies, a rainbow


of pencils, bobbles, bangles,


crumbs, puddles of orange juice.


They are constantly on the cusp


of cartwheels, giggles, a wee strut.


Imagine fourteen thousand


of them squeezed into one hall.


If there is a holy war, let heaven


assemble a nation army of pink


deely bobbers and purple nail glitter,


butterfly face paint, marching to a play-


list of Beyoncé, Rhianna, Ariana:


let each follow the steps, learn the moves


of the dance with a gleam in her face


and unclenched fists, free from fear.


See them greet the orphaned daughters


of landmines, drones: each asking


the other, ‘What’s your favourite colour?’


and drawing simple pictures of home.


Hear them sing ‘We found love’ together


‘in a hopeless place,’ blossom swirling,


through a dusk that falls from Paradise to here,


over the steeples, domes of Manchester.
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