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    To Alex, forever young and beloved 
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To an old rose 
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Still the rose in flower this December 
Two late-comers left behind from summer 
Climber-over of walls dressed to kill
In polka-dotted orange hips with frill. 
––––––––
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Scrutinise this odd mid-winter scene 
Imaginary gate-crasher to me 
More welcome than almost any other 
Given Christmas, climate change and murder. 
––––––––
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Almost bare branched, fretworked, hopeful enough 
Neighbourly stranger of alien stuff 
Rain diviner, season’s charmer, old gambler 
Forever welcome, late flowering rambler. 
––––––––
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So there is no confusion I should explain 
That when I say the ‘rose’ I mean the ‘flower’ 
But on the same rose planted by the same
Sweet neighbour God knows when 
––––––––
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Maybe it was nineteen sixty seven
Sadly long departed, gone to heaven. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Companions
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Apples hollowed out half-moons half-eaten
Waxed, waned, pecked, bruised and fallen
Some pecked out to the core by the blackbird 
She’s checked me out, whether she is welcome
This winter, half-starved, harsh and animal
Patient, over time, safe up on the wall.
––––––––
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We pretend now not to notice each other 
Familiar like an old accepting couple 
She rustling through the barren twigs so bold  
Me sipping an espresso nearly cold 
She rummages in pots where apples fall 
Poses an alarmed, almost coquettish, call. 
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Gladness 
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Cold on skin
Stings the ice in rain 
Mystery of mind within
The line of what that is between 
Here and nothingness
Burns the light of sun 
Warmth in bone
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Voice
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“How do I find my voice?” asked the poet 
But no response came. Wouldn’t you know it? 
How do I find it, my voice all the same?
By speaking out loud you give it a name? 
I’ve tried that and even converse with trees 
Or hiding in caves, the prisons of thieves. 
And re-count of dreams, that mad hatter show
To disciples of Freud no doubt you will know. 
“Try all of those if you like” said the voice.
Try all of those if you like. 
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Mouse  
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There is a small dead mouse 
Curled up outside the back door
Foetal, peaceful
Looks like a sleeping child.
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I left it there for a while
In vain hope it would stir back to life
And full denial
It was even dead at all.
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Cake 
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Nothing will come to him
He’s stuffing his face too much with cake
That’s not fair on him
Sugar’s essential for the brain to take.
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Miser
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The miser is not worth the paper and so on
Marks out time in pounds and pence and so on
Don’t doubt he knows his sense
From his nonsense 
All boils down to it
And so on.
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