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  Blood


  
    
      
        Tiptoed to flex your brand new Squire Shop oxblood oxfords,


        Their Chippendale-varnish palimpsests of spit and polish


        Finished with one occult pass from the black shoe-brush


        To Rembrandt a veneer even now reflecting veal-pale calves,


        White Orlon ankle socks beneath petrol-blue Levi Sta-Prest,


        Their baked creases rising to the occasion of red braces,


        Clip-ons, a half-inch in width, over brick red and duck egg


        Brunswick triple-stripe button-down collared Ben Sherman,


        Rizla packet  and packet-of-three-shaped bulges in its pocket,


        Then up to plenty more 14-year-old slunk-vellum neck,


        Bum fluff, stench of Brut, cod and chips, light and bitter,


        Pilot-style, gold-framed, honey-tint-lensed Polaroids,


        Crop fuzzed from No 2 skin to a chichi revisionist suedehead


        Inclined to the painted window of Lukes Tattoo Parlour,


        Affecting a genuine temptation to turn over a new leaf


        Of your as-yet still-virginal unilluminated manuscript


        For a Yakuza bodysuit, blood eagle, bulls head, serpent,


        Web, dragon, axe, scrolled heart, skull, drum or trumpet,


        Knowing them to be erasable only by Goldfingers laser beam;


        Though last Wednesday, outside the school nurses office,


        In front of the whole queue of third years, you blacked out


        Just at the glimpse of her lance of a vaccination needle.

      

    

  


  


  The Lammas Hireling


  For Robert Walters


  After the fair, Id still a light heart


  And a heavy purse, he struck so cheap.


  And cattle doted on him: in his time


  Mine only dropped heifers, fat as cream.


  Yields doubled. I grew fond of company


  That knew when to shut up. Then one night,


  Disturbed from dreams of my dear late wife,


  I hunted down her torn voice to his pale form.


  Stock-still in the light from the dark lantern,


  Stark naked but for the fox-trap biting his ankle,


  I knew him a warlock, a cow with leather horns.


  To go into the hare gets you muckle sorrow,


  The wisdom runs, muckle care. I levelled


  And blew the small hour through his heart.


  The moon came out. By its yellow witness


  I saw him fur over like a stone mossing.


  His lovely head thinned. His top lip gathered.


  His eyes rose like bread. I carried him


  In a sack that grew lighter at every step


  And dropped him from a bridge. There was no


  Splash. Now my herds elf-shot. I dont dream


  But spend my nights casting ball from half-crowns


  And my days here. Bless me, Father, I have sinned.


  It has been an hour since my last confession.


  


  Kings Cross, Xmas 2000


  The stationmaster moans hes not a prophet:


  The Virgin train is going at some time.


  No man on earth would blame me if I croaked him,


  No court on earth convict me of the crime.


  I wasted time and now doth time waste me;


  Some teacher gave me that a thousand times


  To train my tender growth in punctual ways


  And show he could make punishments fit crimes 


  My next late morning, sent to see the Head,


  He left venetian blinds where no sun shines.


  But now Im adult, ruler of my life,


  Of all that I survey, of all these lines.


  Millennia ago this route was brilliant,


  Inspiring one cute poem from Tony Harrison


  Where new stealth planes and stealthy Viking ships


  Are subject to provocative comparison.


  Ive bought The Prophecies of Nostradamus


  To see what he might say about my train,


  To make what sense I might make of his quatrains,


  To try and make connections in my brain.


  He saw through time, his editor maintains,


  Its just that scrying-water must be muddied;


  So DAM means SadDAM (why not NostraDAMus?).


  Its little risk predicting well get flooded.


  Phrases read well: violence a false poem,


  Or that to speak the truth some mouths must close.


  I shifted when I read a bovine plague


  Would follow swiftly after waters rose . . .


  . . . Sur le milieu du grand monde, la rose!


  He really sounds much better in the French.


  His face a mask of empathetic wisdom,


  The stationmaster stood behind my bench.


  On the great worlds centre, behold the rose!


  As rails grow stations, syntax blooms in speech,


  So poetry can knot the rood of words


  In ways no university can teach:


  A train flies quickly through lifes noisy tunnel


  Then bursts into eternity again;


  Relax before you hurtle at the light 


  You cant smell roses when youre on a train!


  In this new light I knew I had misthought him,


  Ignored the beam in my eye for his mote;


  I understood he had a lot to say


  And so, from ear to ear, I cut his throat.


  


  There Isnt Why


  (Johannes Scheffler)


  There isnt why about the rose,


  It blooms because thats what it does;


  It doesnt care if it gets seen,


  It doesnt care what this might mean.


  Though flying worms swoop left and right,


  The dozy rose snores through the night;


  And symbolizing love and lust,


  About those too it isnt fussed.


  We tell the rose that Christ is born,


  It answers slowly with a yawn;


  We pin the rose upon the Cross,


  And still it doesnt give a toss.


  And if its bush should burn with God,


  As like as not the rose will nod;


  Though round the rose such subjects buzz,


  There isnt why about the rose.


  


  Taking My Measure


  

  Every decided colour does a certain violence to the eye and forces the organ to opposition  Goethe, Theory of Colours


  
    
      
        Bet the last whistle you got fitted for was a 2-Tone Tonik?


        Down the Palais giving it brown-gold brown-gold brown . . .


        Oh. Funeral. Never mind, sir, Ill do you a second skin, an


        Investment  be more of these from now on. Arms out, please.


        Read any good books lately, sir? An anthology of German poetry?


        OK. Not enough English? Oh yes, Ive looked at some. Novalis?


        A depressive mining engineer born during an eclipse of the sun,


        His first and only love Sophie croaking before he could wurst her,


        Of course he wrote hymns to the night and died of consumption,


        That little black dress on every rack of sexy fatal illnesses,


        A classic standby fall-back and drop-dead gorgeous accessorized


        With a skimmed-milk-blue corsage and pre-existentialist bullshit


        To set off the neo-Counter-Reformation revanchist thanatolatry 


        Unscorchable stands the Cross, victory banner of our faith!


        Did I mention that cretin is French for Christian, sir?


        I know for alchemists like him the Cross meant light, ros crux,


        The dew cross, golds solvent  we get all that old bollocks


        Down the lodge. No one believes it. Its an excuse to get pissed


        Like Rilkes alchemist  and Rilke? Done in by a poxy rose?


        Want me to sew in a cosh-pocket in case youre jumped by tulips?


        Just having a laugh, sir, just having a laugh. So what side do


        You dress on, sir, or
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