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Dedicated to all my fellow neurodivergent thinkers.

Heres to a more accepting world.
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After


Pharmacopoeia

And suddenly the plagues

are the most interesting parts

of a citys history.

1635 stands out as the year

Yersinia Pestis took another tithe

from Amsterdams population

and Doctor Tulp published his pharmacopoeia

to counter all the bad plague literature.

Later, he made a Book of Monsters,

wherein blacksmith Jan de Doot

sharpened his knife

and cut out his own bladder stone.

Tulp signed the fitness reports

for the first Manhattan settlers,

whose ancestors are still singing

Trip a Trap a Tronjes

(The fathers knee is a throne)

four hundred years on –

the old rhyme meaning as much

or as little

as Ring a Ring a Roses.

I imagine a hotel bed,

two plane seats,

empty, waiting.

A space in front of Wheatfield with Crows,

where he will be overwhelmed by beauty

in a way I am trying to understand

while I brim with dark blue connective ribbons

obscuring, or highlighting,

the place where the path

meets the horizon.


13th March

One committed cougher

half way up the auditorium,

a sniveller in the front row

I couldnt get moved back

because the theatre said

seat reservations were pre-booked –

you almost in the corridor,

shadow across your face,

crying again at my story

of the swimmer

whose mother wouldnt let her

compete in the Olympics.

I didnt know I caught your eye,

me in the spotlight,

you in the dark,

how I woke you up.

You, constant as a mantel clock,

keeping track of the interval

and my fatigue,

seeing me as a Swiss watch

full of moving parts.

Overwhelmed now

by whatever entered us,

we have both stepped

out of time.


Stump

Like a punch from behind

a tooth breaking off at its bloody root

leaving you with a shocking black gap

like waking up at your own snore

gasping for air –

the upending of the world

when you put your foot

on a step that isnt there.

Its alright to tell us this had been

foreseen for years

in plans, models, rehearsals –

thats not how we were struck

thats not what froze our core

like the siren of the alarm clock

a white bomb glare.

So tell us again

about what always grows back

about slender shoots growing

from blasted stumps

green fishing rods into the future

tender rebuttals to the torn out page

that used to be tomorrow.

Here is destruction we can bear to look at.

Here is hope we can borrow.


The Distance i.

Anyone else get worried

watching people on telly

standing too close together,

they ask.

People want an explanation

of how quickly this distance

became their new lens.

Were wired to notice

what is dangerous

and therefore important.

I dont have a new instant overlay

for the world though, now spiky virus cells

circulate like planets.

I was always clumsy and elliptical,

unsure of the correct orbits

how close was too close,

how far too far.

I fix instead

on another left glove on a branch

singular as a vernal star.


The Distance ii.

We have come down from the fells

relieved how much longer

our breath lasts than a week before.

His text brings his daughters into the garden,

one onto a swing,

one onto a trampoline,

one telling me

she likes my hair.

His wife asks how I am,

I ask how she is,

with the new sincerity of these times.

She points out how much one of their girls,

who he currently cannot touch,

looks like him

and I agree,

even though most people

only look like themselves to me.

She hands me a sourdough starter in a Stork box

through the fence,

careful our fingers do not meet,

as far apart from us

as the registrar who made them laugh at their wedding.

She says its seven days not fourteen

and he seems to agree.

I understand why you would listen

to someone who has raised humans

and bread, and worry I might struggle

to follow the rules for both.

Unsure if I am standing in the wrong place,

or the right one,

I separate from myself a little

as I cough into a bush on the path.

He warns me the hill back is steep

and thinking I cannot climb it

causes me to speed up,

scarf over my face, lungs cold,

until I have completed the impossible ascent

while yeast bubbles in my bag,

viral cells shed into countryside air

and people multiply like fear and rising loaves.


Skimming

The walk measured our breaths,

the first day

our knees ached going up the steps,

as we limboed under the tree

whose fall seemed to echo the world.

We sat on the stone beach

by the river, spectated the other side

as if it was a film.

How much movement there is

and sound, I said,

how quiet it is and still,

you replied.

A week later we will walk into the scene

and you will say change

is sometimes just a walk

on the opposite side of the river.

I am there now,

skimming stones uncertainly,

dunking them with a splash.

I had the knack once,

but needed to be re-taught

or un-learn the urge to throw.

My mother was not patient

about how clear I needed instructions to be,

how much longer than for other people

it takes me to learn by seeing,

or building up muscle memory.

Now I am quick to disguise

the ways in which I am slow.

So mercurial with words,

I couldnt learn the ways of your house alone.

There you are across the water.

Will you remember

how it really was,

when we found this place together?

Where did you go?
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