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               Sudden memory of my dad wearing shorts

            

            
               
                  I thought they were snuffed candles.

                  They were his legs.

                  I thought that was a map

                  Of rivers and tributaries.

                  It was his veins.

                  I thought those were the stage curtains

                  In a derelict theatre

                  Flapping in the breeze

                  From the open windows.

                  They were the shorts themselves.

                  In the memory

                  Of course me dad is singing.

                  Red River Valley this time.

                  Red River Valley

                  Like last time.
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               My stone hat

            

            
               
                  When I am dead

                  When I am dead

                  I’ll wear a stone hat

                  On my head

               

               
                  And the hat

                  Will speak my name

                  Unless it’s worn away

                  By rain

               

               
                  And the hat

                  Will say my age

                  Across its hard

                  And weathered page

               

               
                  I’ll wear stone shoes

                  Upon my feet

                  In winter snow

                  In summer heat

               

               
                  On the shoes

                  A bright bird sings

                  Songs of flowers

                  My heart brings

               

               
                  On the shoes

                  A snail will move

                  Slow as time

                  And hard as love 11

               

               
                  When I am dead

                  When I am dead

                  I’ll wear a stone hat

                  On my head
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               The Battle of Conornanorn

            

            
               
                  Happened in 1487, or 1906,

                  Or 1098, or 1833, or maybe

                  It’s still happening, because

                  It never happened. That’s it

               

               
                  With fictional battles like

                  The Battle of Conornanorn,

                  They can happen whenever

                  You like. Here’s a thing:

               

               
                  In fictional battles you can

                  Hear the dialogue above

                  The screaming and the piteous

                  Cries. In fictional battles

               

               
                  There’s a single moment

                  When the whole thing turns

                  On a plot-sixpence. Brave

                  Lad saves King. Hoss runs

               

               
                  Faster than a hoss has ever

                  Run, getting the news

                  To that shack by the swamp.

                  A single bullet to the heart:

               

               
                  No blood, just dialogue,

                  Just plot, just character,

                  Just exposition, just show

                  Not tell, just the possibility 13

               

               
                  Of a sequel. Not a real

                  Battle, where the blood

                  Spurts and the mouths

                  Open wide, the words

               

               
                  Flail then fail

                  Then sail away. Cue

                  Choir to sing

                  The Battle of Conornanorn.

               

               
                  Join in if you like:

                  Here are the songsheets

                  Spattered with bones

                  Where the bass parts are.
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               In the barber’s

            

            
               
                  In the barber’s an older bloke sits in the chair,

                  Takes his hearing aids out and says

                  ‘Yer can seh what yer want nar. Ah can’t hear yer.’

               

               
                  The young lad keeps blowing

                  His grandad’s referee’s whistle, and the barber

                  Does the old Tony Curtis/Yul Brynner gag

               

               
                  And a man puts his head round the door

                  With an 80th birthday card for someone

                  Who’s just been and gone. The lad blows

               

               
                  The whistle. The bloke with the hearing aids out

                  Shouts ‘Men dee afoor women. On a 52-seater coach,

                  You’ll hev 40 women and 12 men.’ ‘You’re all offside’,

               

               
                  Says the lad with the whistle. ‘That one’s disallowed.’
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               Walking past Darfield Cricket Club on a Saturday afternoon on my way home from Darfield Museum

            

            
               
                  A bloke I’ve known forever

                  Nods at me from a bench

                  By the boundary rope.

                  He once told he remembered my mam

                  Pushing me past here

               

               
                  In my pram. A mighty six is hit

                  Into the air

                  And the sky shatters

                  Like a stained-glass window

                  In a hailstorm.

                  I’ll try to catch it. The ball,

                  Not the sky bits. ClichÃ© or trope?

                  Both, I guess. I’m on the pavement

                  Up against the wall; hands up in prayer,

                  Cricket prayer. The bloke’s hands are up

                  In prayer, cricket prayer. That pigeon’s wings

                  Are up in prayer, cricket prayer.

                  My mam’s ghost lifts her hands from my pram,

                  Adopts the position, the holy hands.

               

               
                  Sky smithereens fall and the ball

                  Is somewhere in there, falling with them,

                  Falling. Me, bloke, pigeon, mam’s ghost:

                  It’s the hope that gets you every time,

                  The hope that this six-hand-two-wing catch

                  Will end up in a case at Darfield Museum;

                  A shining case full of hope. Cricket hope.

                  Endless hope. That falling ball.
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               Lighthouses

            

            
               
                  That’s what he said, in the interview:

                  ‘Let them live in lighthouses. After all

                  We have no use for lighthouses any more

                  So rather than having them litter the coast

               

               
                  Let the homeless live in them,

                  And then (chuckle in the voice)

                  When the light comes on it will seem

                  (giggle in the voice) like…like…

               

               
                  They have had a bright idea.’

                  Storms are the worst times.

                  The lighthouses shake and tremble;

                  Sometimes they blow away.

               

               
                  Too light, you see. Too (sob

                  In the voice) light.
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