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TRAVELLING WITHOUT MOVING

I've come to rest on a Friday evening, nailed by rain.
A gale blows from the direction of Trafalgar,

bringing in nowhere’s voice. Bereft of answers, I type.
There’s nowhere to go tomorrow that will not be wet.
There’s a city outside my window that I know so well
that I can close my eyes and navigate its streets,
moving from one postcode to another,

from the Dockyard cranes to the Sainsburys mast.
By taking it in over half a century

in four dimensions, have I turned it to spirit?

As if it had never been done before, I reel off
(but I did it long ago). They bound from ¢
On Ebrington Street, I see that Jeremy an
are at the Bread and Roses and the
On Union Street, the clientele at Jés¥e

so\anothetzQne*postcode to another,
' ummon the angel.
On Normandy Wa ‘%; ke thesLoch Ness Monster lookalike
i ' k of the times I've crossed into Cornwall.
Qs hair cut. On Morshead Road, I collect my laundry
and place a bet that
my hands

[«)

li gs.

ow won't win. On Outland Road I put my head in

and long for the endless journey to work to end. On Looseleigh Lane
I search for bats on a summer evening, drunk with mellow twilight.

This is the freedom of the city. On one of the two Molesworth Roads
I say hello to my parents. On the other, I ascend to the Blockhouse.
At home, I return to my body and yet again realise

I'll stop moving when I'm dead and my ashes are at rest.

All this experience, where does it lead?

A Rilkean, angelic city builds itself inside my head

that I access on a Friday evening, nailed by rain.
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There’s no need to go out, to check that it’s still there
when it is always there. I resist the urge to peer through the curtains.

&
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MORE BEAUTIFUL THAN THE MOON
after Paul Bowles

“Where the music leads, I follow’
although it does not lead. It circles and swirls
until this evening is elsewhere.

I descend stone steps at the call to prayer
beneath a sapphire sky.

Seeking adventure and auspicious fate,

I court the whore in her tent, who pretends
that she’s a princess and a constellation.
There are murmurings from the other tents
but, even now, I know where my wallet is
and my name remains on my passport.
What value resides in experience

when, in time, the mind goes blank,

its novas and starships vanished fro

‘Amass it nonetheless’ say the sagé

I add to the archive with t}
showing her my walletas
e stile
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FAMOUS FOR FIVE SECONDS

He laid down his horn for six years straight.

There were rumours of ground-breaking masterpieces
that he, too weary to deny, allowed to spread
through silent streets. Instead, he grew his hair

and perfected his limp. Across the ocean

there were songs of imaginary birds

that competed from treetops and clouds.

For my part, I seek solace in the amplified chaos

of Ax Genrich’s guitar and, planning nothing

of importance at this dangerous time,

I beam myself down to a timewarp squat
in Kreuzberg, Schwabing or Altona

and search in vain for the amazing woman
in the knee-length coat in the Can video

from 1971. I accept that this is an excu

for neither engaging with the themes/QRtheay
nor researching the erudite jugger

of the prize-winning poems I e ite.

So Guru Guru chunter on

anging his mind

they possessed, the th might have had
0f 20162 It was scary e

would have seemed absyrfl. For six years, he festered

in his New York apafteaént, scoring coke

and entertaining whores whilst wishing

that his hip was still good. My obstacles seem petty
in the face of such frustration. Still, I imagine a world
in which there is nothing that I have contributed,
in which I can only listen and watch

and in which my passing leaves

not even the slightest attempt

to make my mark. And what, in any case, is silence
but a space in which the listener can be freed

from all definition? His masterpieces
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are beyond decipherment and the birds of his era
are long since dead. I can only imagine the peace
that will prevail

when I am gone.
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PETER PAN PLAYS HAMLET

There are brief June evenings, when a new moon
appears at sunset over the cranes

to bulge like a foetus as nights give way

to even longer days that commence

in a restlessness of seagulls

in these litter-strewn back lanes.

My life has come this far

to an eerie peace, a ritualistic pause

where long-anticipated traumas

knock at the glass with ectoplasmic hands.

How soon before a crack, a shattering
and no quick return to an equilibrium

I know that I'll value more in hindsight?
Let time stop here, 1 pronounce

but am nonetheless bored. Outside,

the sherbet offerings explode

at the end of the murmuring coneér{ -
there’ll be silence in the early

seagull squadrons moppin

I think, but who ma
from the ones I love before me?

In later life, there’s a surfeit of ghosts

and remembered bodies thirty years old.

I will lie there in crepuscular dark

that disperses too soon and leaves me awake,
reaching for an eye-mask in the summer dawn,
clenching dread like a second heart.

It’s no simple angst. From the vantage

of my living room window, the city’s skyline

is a wall that I cannot see through.
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As I sit behind closed curtains I imagine
such a rapid night, that when I repair

to my east-facing bedroom, the dawn

will have mustered already. One more night
of my life’s allocation would have passed

and I'd fall behind time by another night.
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ONCE MORE AT THE WORLD’S END
Plymouth, July 2016

Overhead is the drizzly sky

of a maritime city at midnight.

The nights are lengthening once more
as rain-clouds swell in the west.

I want for nothing. Rypdal’s Rolling Stone

is in my ears once more.

There’s a faint unease in my gut.

It’s so hard to believe that anything mattered.

Britain slides away from Europe

like an iceberg destined to melt

into seven seas of bullshit.

I wipe my arse on the Daily Express

but in metaphor only \y
from a sanitised distance.

My mission now is to hide
like a bird in the reeds, gecoysting.

I remind myselfs

that my pension’s only g1 years away.

How absurd is this life
that has taken no time,
that has placed me in this armchair

to keep vigil on a night like this.

Trump and Putin, Erdogan and Orbdn

hide behind my back and point.

My time’s a time of exclusion and meanness.
I hide like a bittern in the thick green reeds.
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