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Big thoughts.

This is another world, my friend.

You’ll never win girls with words.

For in their mind this thought buzzes:

Big words hide small penises.

Compensation

In the morning light, she looks ugly.

That is the truth, there's no curbing it.

Some women are made for the night time.

When the whole becomes a part,

Dappled with dew; ready for Moses.

Her nails scrape uneven,

One always breaking off from the rest.

A part purging itself from an ill-constructed set.

'Straighten your back !'. Dead mother snaps.

O curse those childhood years!

Her half sister carries the gene 

For looking good without makeup.

No special soaps for her. No oils either.

Men are hands and stubble that brush against the cheeks.

Creatures with roaming eyes, not evolved for seeing.

She's a tactile fair ride; easy as a piña colada.

Her bosoms are oversized novelty ashtrays

Made for corners in thoroughfare clubs.

On the telephone, she's a customer pleaser,

A banker for wankers, advisor to bores.

At night, the hours are hunted without much pleasure.

There is no leisure in the company of hurt.

Men are cheap sedatives, she says, though most are just plain cheap.

She remembers this one particular serial flatterer, 

Who mistaking her for an amoeba, had said:

'YOU ARE A WORK OF ART'.

Silence fell between them,

Feeling awkward and fidgeting with itself.

Well…perhaps, she said,

Perhaps I am a unique collaboration,

A work worthy of Sotheby's

Who else has that combination 

Of Frida Kahlo eye brows

And Freud's fried skin?

Limp, dumb
He knew not what to say
She smiled and thought:
It's true,
Nature always finds a way
Cause it has the whole world
With which to play and I am just a toy.

Circe

I.

I wailed the fleeing of his ship with unabated fire blazing in my loins.

Never a fool was he that said “Hell is down below yet the mind knows no Heaven”

Doubly have I been doubled over for the amusement of man; my body fought against his Infective seed. After the first, I swore vengeance by means of crafts unbeknown to all but The keenest of my kind.

I spent years, measuring the links between Beast and Man, so as to man the beast

Beating in the hearts of men. I needed no potions, no miraculous wine to unmask the herd and bring out the swine for what lurks within, man can not do without. 

Believe me when I tell you that: 

Transformation is but a symptom of a soul sick with sin.

II.

I too had my weaknesses:

Falling for a soldier homeward bound, by nature a hound, howling for home.

Wiley, terse, with a will hung like a horse. In the blue of his eyes, I saw the cause: 

Sea beckoning nymphet surfs, cooling a red heart to blue.

And though I held him in my witch’s arms, they held no charms for him 

– not for long at any rate.

How I raged at the ease with which my guarded appetite unfastened!

Yet unguarded, I campaigned for his love with the gush of the inexperienced. 

He, being the better warrior (having little else beside battlefront experience), 

Won 

& left me standing & wailing & weak. 

The second cut is a far deeper incision, 

And though I despise the role he has given me,

Some tales can not be revised.

Portrait of a lady

[ Based on a segment from John Ashbery’s 

Self Portrait in a Convex Mirror]
There is in her gaze a combination 

Of greed, scandal and regret, so powerful

In its embrace that one can not stare for long.

Her secrets are far from plain. The ache in her

Heart smarts, makes hot tears spurt when alone:

That her soul is not a soul, has no meaning,

Can be sold and is shackled in its hollow permanently.

Its desire, our moment of attention.

The Four Year Cycle

God takes out his spectacles

From a handmade, polished box

With an engraving on the cover of 

Adam and Eve, linking hands

Sporting fig leaves.

Smiling in spite of it all.

He puts them on 

Then sucks up some ink into his pen,

Pulls a sheet from the shelf,

Leans into his chair

And thinks:

This is the best part

This is the scheming part

This is where I get to have some

Fun.

He writes essentially the same scene,

Making a few variations here and there.

A table, two chairs, a man (me), a woman

(name held back for security). He animates the latter

More than the rest for she is the flame

Inside the bright lights of this great city – 

Once burnt, now twice as cautious.

She is about to tell me something.

I lean back into the chair.

This is the best part

This is the fun part.

Observing all the small details

Like the way her chestnut hair occasionally

Sweeps over her eyes, each strand a butterfly

Making its descent 

Or how the tiny mole on the

Tip of her nose (God’s finishing touch) conducts

The orchestra of arms when she speaks.

And what a passionate fabler is she;

Buzzing relentlessly with life,

As if someone had managed 

To trap inside her Picasso’s spirit 

Along with all his steaming mistresses.

Yet behind the smile, behind the wit and the jokes,

In the alcove of her cage, rages a limpid soul

So powerful it enthralls even the 

Experienced beholder.

It binds him in a cast,

Makes a mockery of his past,

Ends the search for the moment

Of absolute living, 

Brings the comedy of search to a close.

God writes the scene once every four years.

He seems to get a thrill from this pagan periodicity.

Yet it is not his hand that moves my heart

Nor his desire that whets my appetite.

In this respect I charge unfettered 

Like an object traversing space on its own accord.

The reason for my freedom is too plain:

For to fail to fall in love with her,

Is to fail to love at all.

God pauses the action to invent a star,

A fabulous fabled hero,

A real slick operator with a battery of charms.

The All Wise, All Generous, All of All god

 hurtles him in our direction,

At a speed so precisely calculated, 

He lands on the shores of her heart

Moments before my arrival.

I open my mouth but it is from her mouth

That my wanted part is spoken.

'Can I trust you with this?' she asks,

Knowing fully the answer.

And so it begins:

The pouring of the heart,

The articulation of furious feelings

And with a final twist,

The seeking of advice.

I, being a side character in all this or at best the wise man

Narrating the story but taking no part in its action, 

Mouth the assuring words to make her love 

Roam free…
…Like a flu ravishing China.

But let me tell you this:

Every word she utters cuts like a shard,

Every syllable of affection for the lucky other

Tears at what’s left of my heart.

I open my hands and they are empty

Like the vast Arabian Desert on a quiet,

Star-filled night, while her new dubious

Lover comes riding in on a sack full of silver,

Furnished to fight.

I reach for my scabbard to defend her

Only to find a worn out pen instead of 

A sword. This sleight of hand is but a joke

By an All Mighty yet frivolous Lord.

God sits back in His chair,

Basking in the afterglow of creation

He feels certain of its cohesion,

Besides………

There are no critics in Paradise.

Inertia

I don’t know what she really does for living,

Other than she lives.

Perhaps it is to squeeze beer mats dry

Or smile curtly at the customers,

Whose stains she intermittently wipes.

A rat ran between our legs

Dripping with liquid; smelling

For drains. The sun wove itself

In the patchy fur of its back.

She stood unfazed

Like a mast in a half-expected squall

Yet I noticed the squalid cloth in her hand

Crumbling under the squeeze;

Her white knuckles froze with pressure.

Nothing was spoken, the window was closing.

I wanted to bite her lips for pleasure 

But between us sat a table and several chairs.

No whistles could be heard. No fox cries or dog barks.

Just the continuous sound overhead

Of a possibility swarm

Humming sadly and very loud.

Jezebel

Her hair was black as Jezebel’s 

And her lips were just as tempting.

I dreamt of our future children,

Bright-eyed grammar school creatures.

'The mortgage will be a worry', I thought.

'I’ll have to put more heart in my work'.

When the car pulled outside to pick her up,

My sister whispered conspiratorially:

'Isn’t her husband a dream?'

Well it’s already beginning to seem

That the end hardly ever varies –

Some one has to get crushed.

Moving back to front

'That's not it. That's not it at all'

But how tall she was when she went

And I was speared and spent;

Made to look small.

I wanted the picture back, the picture inside the box

In the bottom drawer of the desk that I sold.

When I told the old lady, she shrugged.

Why she had no use for it!

So the sale had to move on

And a past walked along with the desk,

One palm turned slightly outward,

Holding out for a phantom twin.

That bottom drawer always jammed in her hand

And when she’d finally open it, by tucking

A lock of hair behind her ear and biting the

Lower lip raw, her hands would rummage and explore

And she’d curse and swear 'that’s not it, that’s not it at all'.

From the shores of heaven

I used the dull-grey sky as a canvas

To paint the shadowy figure.

A being of no substance 

Or tangible trace;

Possessing all the solidity of mercury

Spilled on a tiled floor.

My features withered as I approached him

Covered in scars inflicted by

The sword of misfortune.

He reached inside a small sack 

Suspended from the rope of his cloak

With immense repose as if time 

Was of no consequence or weight.

Memory 

Offered your scandalous smile 

As a distant image carved in white marble.

The crescent moon froze with fear from the challenge

& mountain flowers screamed their jealousy in the open air.

Wild gazelles lost their grace, in mid flow during the chase

& the world stood still as the past was alighted.

Two skins of contrasting colours, 

The Mesopotamian earth lashed with Mediterranean pearls.

Rolling, shivering, slithering, biting and beating from the heart.

Eyes matched; gazes fixed, seeking comprehension in a mad world.

Trying to climb over the bulwarks and barricades

To stretch out over sea, under a cloud full of rain that never descends because it

Enjoys the view from high above.

But Memory is a cruel creature, 

It retracts the wondrous tracks it lays

With clumsiness and hurry.

And under the dull-grey sky, on the shores of nowhere

I cried for you: ‘Pour your lips over me once more.

What it is to feel the taste of embitterment fading

Caress my whispers with your gentle tongue

And kiss me, kiss me again, kiss me more

Kiss me with vigour, scream down my throat as you did before’.

The grass rolled under us, 

A film paused in fast forward

A quartet of silent notes, 

Played by stringless violins.

You laid naked, 

Over jubilant blades,

Clothed in an armament of soft skin,

Distinct in aroma, taste and texture.

All too soon this heavenly 

Mixture vanished the way words do 

In books singed to crackling black.

Memory! You are ruthless and unforgiving.

The simple pleasure of recollection you deny

On the shores of heaven under the dull-grey sky.

And my reward for the slog, 

The paradise that I want

Is far away in another world.

We took turns at holding the knife

We took turns at holding the knife

Like two players from Westside.

You acted the liberated woman,

I made my exit as the graceless,

Diabolical man.

But you held the knife first, making you the prime culprit my dear 

Because, as you once explained to me,

Playground rules never disappear, they just hide in the thickets

Of our pubic hair.

We held hands under the victory phallus, the high zest of Trafalgar square.

Your heat travelled. A wave changing left-of-stage into a particle.

An illegal lodger, snug as a bullet, in the squalid housing of my build. 

The birthday watch (your delicately inscribed gift) screamed in alarm,

Waking me from a pleasant yet somehow tainted

Afternoon. The look in your eyes told me that

Soon, very soon, a role reversal was to take place.

I felt a tide surging from my non existent womb,

As I pleaded, Dido-like, for your Aeneas heart.

It was too late, we were too close to the finishing line

For another start. And you my dear, were through 

With your game of debauch and depart.

We think of chance as a creature of spiky persuasion.

A fleeting shooting star, a once in a lifetime affair.

Yet being the daughter of randomness, having that chaotic lineage,

Means that chance is often an actor in a small production, 

Forced to stage many guises.

So when you rang that time -mid-November- hungering

For our last Christmas lights, I should have felt the tide turning,

I should have listened to my heart. No devil handed the knife.

No death pushed no cursed cart. I made the plunge, I forced the dart 

And held you, a wounded Echo, across the telephone line.

We took turns at holding the knife.

Our pride took care of the rest.
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'Inertia' & 'We took turns at holding the knife' were first published in Snakeskin. The latter poem is also featured in The Gen X poetry anthology "In Our Own Words" out in April. 'Portrait of a lady'  & 'Moving back to front' were published in Pogonip. 'From the shores of heaven' was published in Illya's Honey. 'Circe' & 'Jezebel' will be featured in future issues of A Writer's Choice.
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