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  The Byelaws




  Never have met me, know me well,




  tell all the world there was little to tell,




  say I was heavenly, say I was hell,




  harry me over the blasted moors




  

    

      

        

          but come my way, go yours.


        


      


    


  




  Never have touched me, take me apart,




  trundle me through my town in a cart,




  figure me out with the aid of a chart,




  finally add to the feeble applause




  

    

      

        

          and come my way, go yours.


        


      


    


  




  Never have read me, look at me now,




  get why I’m doing it, don’t get how,




  other way round, have a rest, have a row,




  have skirmishes with me, have wars,




  

    

      

        

          O come my way, go yours.


        


      


    


  




  Never have left me, never come back,




  mourn me in miniskirts, date me in black,




  undress as I dress, when I unpack pack




  yet pause for eternity on all fours




  

    

      

        

          to come my way, go yours.


        


      


    


  




  Never have met me, never do,




  never be mine, never even be you,




  approach from a point it’s impossible to




  at a time you don’t have, and by these byelaws




  

    

      

        

          come my way, go yours.


        


      


    


  




  







  South-East of Eden




  Together they took the least space they could.




  Entered each other deeply, to be less,




  to throw one shadow only, to be still




  for all the world while moving for each other.




  So space, so barely dented, might not bruise




  and cry, and time come running. This was why




  their breaths were held inside till the only end




  of that – this side of nothing – the great sigh




  that gives the place away . . .




            

            

          

            

			  

    

      

        

          

            

			  

    

      

        

          

            

			  

    

      

        

          

            

              And out they come,


            


          


        


      


    


  


              


          


        


      


    


  


              


          


        


      


    


  


              


          


		                


          




  exiting one another with the kiss




  to heal the bruise and be the bruise and there




  they sit. The only angel in this case




  came only there to point them, in their first




  amazing silence, to two peaceful desks.




  







  The Ages




  Let’s get this straight. It may be fairly said




  that yes I roamed the earth when you were not.




  That yes I had my small talk with the dead




  and wept to hear some President got shot




  trying to enjoy the play. For sure my world




  had wars in it and peace and far and wide




  I sauntered – all the stories you were told




  have me in them somewhere, off to the side.




  But all the stuff I know has you somewhere.




  And I’ve been trying to do this since half-four.




  So all that to and fro means nothing more




  to me than time I took and time I make,




  yawning and fretting in this garden chair,




  whiling away the ages till you wake.




  







  No Special Day




  It has asked to be treated like all the other days.




  Not to be beamed at in assembly,




  winked at, singled out for praise,




  parted for or crowded round, not to be




  starred or handed a badge or in obvious ways




  made something of. In no uncertain terms




  did it say no gifts, no cake, no fuss,




  no speeches, hugs, and christ no poems.




  Look how I’ve answered what it asked of us.




  Touched, it gently frees itself from my arms.




  







  My Talk




  I never did quite get round to the poem for you.




  I mean I never got round to the poem for her.




  I was going to write one, I fully intended to.




  I guess we were busy being what we were.




  And whoever’s trailing me out to the end of this line




  probably doesn’t think he or she has need




  of a guide to tour these ruins, would be just fine




  alone with earphones or a sheet to read




  abstractedly in the lemon-grey sunrise.




  And he or she would be right. In fact right now




  I can see he and she: they are meeting each other’s eyes




  and edging away from my talk, they have met somehow




  by mutual mouthing of the sweet so what,




  no more to say, their attitudes agree




  as they drift together away in the dust while you lot




  stay to the end, which means the world to me.




  







  Dunwich




  Not even old, I’ve stories I’ve stopped telling.




  Can’t say for sure which girl they were told to.




  Girls. I dine, I wonder where the gang went.




  And you




  means what? The months go by and you go by –




  brunette, petite, licentious, lippy, young –




  tick any three from those but you go by,




  someone,




  while like a patient I lie reading here




  between the lamps that bob towards, away




  into and out of darkness they make dark (you




  don’t say)




  and I know where this is heading as I’ve seen
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