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to the dear folk









Lichen




Who listens


like lichen listens


assiduous millions of black


and golden ears?


You hear


and remember


but I’m speaking


to the lichen.


The little ears prunk,


scorch and blacken.


The little golden


mouths gape












Saturday Morning


It’s always false spring somewhere and most of all in your brain with its painful thaws. Get up and away from it – to milk from the freezer blown up into a yellow bagpipe: a rimed stone splitting its sides and burning your palms. To sun broaching the salt-blurred windows. To live cockles in brine, mumbling sand and bubbled spires of mucus. At least half of you’s still below the surface, probing the pillow with xylem fingers, and so wishing for a body to match yours that you would even love your enemy, who for fuck’s sake holds you, when you meet in this dream.









the cockle’s smile


Smiles learnt in the cockle-beds


is an ambiguous


smile


 


a brackish


smile


 


a sidling


smile


 


a conservative


smile


 


a dole


smile


 


a self-centred


smile


 


a stuck-in-the-


mud smile


 


a salad-days


smile


 


a gummy


smile


a scare-yourself


smile


 


a spit-in-your-


eye smile


 


a tough-nut-


to-crack smile


a philosopher-


waving-his-quodlibet-


of-wrack smile


 


a Smeagol


smile


a survival


smile


a final


smile


a fossil


smile









We climb the hill in the dark and the children are finally given back their iPhones




. . . mid-sentence, Kusra,


bravening, detaches


her humid paw


from mine, swept up


like a ripened copepod


in a current of complaint


and omniscient


App-light. To avert


the dirty, natural night,


they’ve cracked open


their phones like geodes:


dazzled we stream


through the wedged ruts


and cowpats, fishing


for a signal or satellite.


Mum, I’m safe, I’ve got


six bars! Shaniya


touched egg-blood!Miss –


get back into the line


of light! And finally


attempt to take pics


of the stars, of dark


country lanes, of the hot


perturbation of Sirius.












The March Springs


scraps of rabbit


stomachy moss


masses


of the tender, green lungy stuff


the warm snow at your neck


skylarks going up like flares


mucus blown from your nostrils spit


or spirit from your sore throat


running downhill t


o the cockle-beds


as if you’d just been born a


lamb


*


It’s impossible to think of any one thing – Spring a hybrid God, Gosh or Gum: dewlap bulging, bugling with glory; spring-steam rolling off the whale-backed hill. Screws sparkling in the grass, the brand of a steel rule. He’s going to break himself all day: hammering and knocking out nails, sawing and bracing and using the old words.


*


The light’s like powdered glass. Sparrows’-wings like shuffled cards and Mexican chirps we can’t spell in our language. The sharp, white breeze is Mexican, but if I tried to describe the smell of the air, I’d have to hood the vowels with hyphens, the gods being in the vowels. Are you hereabouts in your stocking feet? Look at the state of me. Various pietà attitudes: head rolling like an erratic; knees shoved up to the sun’s stove. Trying to be everywhere at once. The smell of burning cedar and there are no cedars. The smell of pines and there are no pines. Everywhere rubs up against the islands; the archipelago strains everywhere through its teeth. It takes two days to begin to write fluently, and I’ve got one. One day to begin to write, and then off into town as a Mexican saint, with my eyes on a dish and heart unpacked from its ruddy conglomerate.


*


When spring comes it’s all too bright and spiteful: blinding sky, blinding sea, daffodil shaws and laverick song. So I shut my eyes and spoot out my neck and hoop it like a swan and arch it for the blinding, bright-white sun to bite and smile the ‘sex-starved smile’.
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