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	Careful now, the water is rising above my knees

	Down to the sea where wanton women go

	Singing the music of madness

	From the mouths of swallows and finches

	Fly home underwater loud musician

	Of the trees. Circle the moaning morning

	In tender loving tease.

	 

	Clothed in contented wing, come warm airless afternoons

	And days the waves cease to crash but build on high

	Walls that whisper of collusion in highest air bubbles of order, Headed straight for the sky.

	Circle the sun as it sets in the east

	The stage for feverish fairies

	The wind blows and water grows and that is some scenery to play off, at least.

	 

	Battalion charge, brigade lead along

	The warpath of remembrance

	Of when I was young.

	When fairies flew to bid good day or bless you

	Forget the forests that curse under their breath

	To see us return, the remains of life and not death.

	Ash and dust and dirt, home again

	Unlike before the world went to war

	With seaweed and myrtle and sycamore seeds

	And words answerable to no one but lawless

	Pagan rites of passage or voodoo law.

	 

	What - a foreigner abroad in my own drifting land

	On account of a baffling father-tongue

	Who speaks that I might listen

	To his language, wordless and wild and unwilling to nurture

	The words of another, a faraway woman’s girl-child.

	Lesser men than worms of mother birds falling neat into the beaks of babes.

	To the shore, cries a gull, who sees ground and guffaws

	At our ignorance and folly, stored in

	Sunflower bodies, all brain and backbone

	Feeling drugged painless ache after

	Concoctions administer a bloody aftertaste,

	To sleep through it all without knowing when or why or how to wake.

	 

	Chasing down a truth forbidden by consciousness

	These restless, cricket chirping afternoons

	I have left the house un-emptied

	Exactly as it would be, had I not invaded

	This life, and this body and broken it.

	What truth does water muffle?

	My nose and eyes stung by breathless venom

	Love, take your bows and exit centre right

	For my betrothed is come to bury us both,

	Gentle agony awaits patiently

	This wracked, clinking form

	Age, what a number of days or miracles

	I neither wanted nor sought

	But a flood at my feet, oh love what future

	Beginning in ear-ringing soundless struggle

	Beneath the surface, I cannot speak,

	Acoustics of the sea make a poor stage -

	Calls to curtsey are encores of defeat, in our woeful age
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	Like one

	Who having unto truth, by telling of it,

	Made such a sinner of his memory,

	To credit his own lie.

	The Tempest

	 

	Silky skin slides asleep in tender lamp glow

	Tossing and turning, as my head on the pillow

	What nightmarish daydream has fastened your will

	Stuck to the sideboard, are memories

	I watch the slow agony of the ill.

	 

	“Do you remember?’ Pointing to a photo frame,

	I ask, without expectation of any answer,

	Though any answer would do - you stay silent

	And I twist my fingernails into flesh, to forget

	Or to deflect shame.

	I cannot reach wherever your dreams are screened

	In fancy picture houses, with regal red leather seats,

	“What can you see?” when you call that old name

	The one repeated in the night, over and over again.

	If I knew, I would find him, I would make him appear

	This ghost you oft’ speak of, this memory you need near

	Warms you more than the shawl, blanketing breeze

	Or the sun,

	Despite the torment which racks your body

	Each time he comes close, and is soon gone.

	 

	Cities grow and shrink outside the window

	‘Scapes of pride and height and speed

	Your face passes them a glance,

	As if recalling their former interest

	Noise of pressured purpose, its escaping steamed faith

	Creates a jagged skyline, an uneven outline

	And eternal mystique.

	“What day is today?” You say, loud and clear

	Though your message stumbles to be received,

	Cutting out, crossing obstacles of illusion

	Wound round barricades of confusion,

	“Today is your tomorrow.” I think that is what I mean

	You watch me like the window,

	As if I were a glimmer of hope, once fascinating

	Now simply insane, a mass of misdirected neurons

	Firing at will, and not to be believed.

	 

	“Please give her a chance, she can survive even this.”

	I plead, though I do these things poorly

	Lackluster conviction makes truth mourn

	But so do doctors who diagnose death, rather than heal

	On unaffordable hours, so prescribe sleep and scorn.

	I can do the same, for they are all deader than she

	Lost long before their time, when souls sold for a fair price

	In my day, we sell trinkets of trouble

	And souvenirs of the spirit for free.

	“It is better this way.” - Should that comfort me?

	Am I to gaze at glass, allowing my reflection room

	To become her, to watch my face age and repent

	And look for dead men I might have remembered to love

	Or loathe, holding hands with a girl - seeing her own descent.

	 

	That old picture house shines in our mind of mistakes,

	Names, famous and forgotten, in neon lights,

	Popcorn distractions, ushering ushers,

	Shushing and nose powdering breaks.

	Airs and graces hold the whole thing serene,

	A waft of perfume, dab of digression, we - viewers

	Paying visitors to our existence are sublime figments of disorder

	Rumbling rebellion in the stalls, the show has lied

	Pictured heroes with smiles, true seers as marauders

	Of another man’s freedom.

	Rows keep count of seated matchstick people

	About to observe something real

	Ignition, “what a story…” - they shall say

	While awaiting ignorantly their future, as kindling.

	Twitching ideas, wiry neurons live, an anticlimactic hush

	Applause and ovation become our hymns,

	“What a triumph!” Success is a pleasurable vice,

	An addictive, red-lipped, grasping crush.

	It was not me. “I never lit up” - wide eyes of lies, blatant guilt

	Or you, Officer, should be so mistaken.
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	This is the sound of justice

	Here, in the land where legends walk invisibly past my shoulder

	I feel in each rock, every tumbling wave that threatens to see my path and cut me off

	The spite of such fallen creatures, half-human but mostly beast

	Looking on my mortal form with envy, how many fathers have warned their daughters

	Of the despairing King whose city flooded

	The night he threw a feast.

	 

	Here, underwater morgens do dwell,

	‘Help me’ - tis too late for that, too late to go back

	To the ground where we both were born and cut down

	A kiss for a key, what simple bargain is this

	That so many should inhale water, that their princess taste bliss.

	Was a shame, I saw it well from my stand

	Apart, alone, dressed as an old washerwoman hag

	This burden of beauty, finally freed, now not one sailor may be drawn in by me

	Or die on these shores for the sake of stolen coins, illicit looks or a floodgate key.

	 

	Father - let my waywardness never be forgiven

	I was misled, and trusted the devil’s son,

	How many years is my exile, two thousand is too long

	‘Come home little one’

	If I could, if I can, I would swim to the city which fell

	Sunken into the seabed, rumours of the sound shout on,

	The tower of Ys, with that bellowing old bell.
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	Eternity is the 99 bus from Hammersmith.
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