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ATaste of Verdigris

PAYDAY
that unmistakable feeling
enchanting
fairytale landscape
masquerading as empire
DELIA

sanitised kitchenry self-embezzled in an honest
understanding of weight issues

the great connexion on the big topic
either up for the butter

or flat out on the fat

unspoilt & still in

partaking at the petit-bourgeois patisserie
amazes this, all from white like doves

the egg’s hardboiled & unfreckled

laid in marble

& between the shell & the membrane

a little air pocket

like a navel —or from another perspective—
keegan’s chin—

a miracle selfmade plexi-pop:

if it floats in water, reject it.

duff air between the shell & membrane:
that my dear is where we reside.

[3]



THREE KINDS OF LIES:
lies
damn lies
& the core LIE$ we had to learn
A LITTLE BET

four for fun

when the going’s good

at the tip

of the survival/pleasure paradigm
folded later into £1.28
embarrassment curbed

by a decent bookie

like he wants me to win

“if we owe it, we’ll pay it”
exchanged for the four mile round trip
& the week’s chopped tomatoes

EXTENDED OVERDRAFT
the day the overdraft extended
(three years, rejected)
blood watered electric barclaysblue.
strange this feeling of winning.
READY, STEADY . . .
citizens: the chizel in the potato jawed presenter
confesses to sex on the dancefloor & an unnatural

attraction to the shortcrust tory chef

[4]



before offering today’s pearler:
the problem with 2-for-1 offers
is that you buy one & throw one away

apparently
SOME SAVINGS SET ASIDE
ones & twos crawled like limescale’s chainmail
up the ‘volvic’ bottle
for the totem exchange
of a new set of pans

TASTE OF THE COLOUR OF MONEY

synaesthesia of the money buffer
copper & the taste of verdigris

[5]



Milton Keynes

grey glass pocket shots of Milton Keynes

a language made of oohs & ahs

emotion hits the orange zone 19:45:58

sun salmonpink defied not to retain on the retina
& if so, to burn out the negative with a spotted torch—
happier than ever before is a palpable thing

in the seats in front

bassett’s liquorice allsorts & REAL LIFE magazine
reflection in the mirrored cubicle

throws back plasmascreen white

slightly more boozeworn than it was before
though it’s a toughy for you Iknow

to ask for leave

to hold the hand the very hand

of the Drinking Machine

(6]



Modern Realist Keep-Fit Poem

it Emails itself, this poem: two weeks
before reading—replicated in inbox
incurring an acute sense of déja vu
on immediate impression—

triangle lionlight scrolled full on her face, smiling—

Re: definitions of culture:

lexical finger-trigger compressed between ‘cell-phone’

& the stalling descriptor like lighter flint or scalextrix
sparked plastic at the syllabic bend

ce’ ce’ ce’ ce’ ce’ ce’ ce’ ce’ ce’

‘cellulite’ said at last with self-disgust

like its news to us (shakespeare complete CD-Rom: no hits)
tinned meat jelly resealed in sausage skin

ugly: yes, but arseways up in the flood

in the jacuzzi
buoyant on an airwet jiffy bag
patrol hit the switch which flattens the surface
to check drowned bald prairie of sex
which we foresee & fart mutually
so someone at patrol suggests the switch wasn’t pressed
& bubbles sing perineums again

through the glass
fitness suitors, lycra digital mapped thighs
registers energy burned tracks under trains
sliding safe [ less safe [ unsafe
punctuated with an introduction to spiritual journeys
lap warmed legroom windscreen visored light
—radio radio radio
& sweetwrapper full glove compartments

[7]



Twilight Fishing
for Ste

1

sparrow’s attention span. clockwork birds in the deranged tree.

shards of the glass months shattered over the pond top. heart-thump
of the rod. musclekick in the snot-net. line like light from a nightlamp
lost in the empty eyesocket of the black throat. fleshbone of larynx.
cut it. let it swim. red-gold kick. sinking glove. guilt image exact on

the retina smeared to surface. that will probably die now I said. I don’t
think I thought it would.

2

this was the truth one. carp: wood-carved in the mouth. not a but the
—shock caught watched in the eye of the lake. known silt mover of the
nightdrunk angler. known selfstamped genuine of the book; the first

over europe’s jolt roads hybridised to ghost carp offspring. becoming

still under wet paper’s see-through skin soft-ripped. cool release in black
monastery pools—memories, matins, bells—submerged heartleaves of fins.
dissolving in twilight before the too-late. to mooncap its vision & try to

lift its weight. to try to. to hold up gold.

(8]



Fancy an Indian

Canadian mountains

in summer

glib blue

in the booth

kitsch

with a quote

unrelatable

“out out brief candle

life is but a walking shadow”
swedish girl with loud
london tosser measures
his jokes against

her UK visa

he fills the language gap
with “doggy bag”
explains

“process of elimination”
as rewalking steps

to find the lost

five pound note

or doing the train again
for luckless keys

held tense clinked silence
maintains

maintains

“queen, you must ween knowledge
from the wings”

[9]



Poems for Lunch

1

penetrative genius lock-picks concentration’s hub

BIG ISSUE shoved between eyes & poems

when last week the same man announced it

with a tune : di-derrida

which made no difference & with more patience

but the same lack of money still don’t buy it

Thames prickled silver like silverfoil pricked

for recreational drug use seen once high

stop at the booksellers to flick a guide to fishing

by a quartet of the best anglers from the 1960’s

first turned page has a balding picture in black & white
with text I won’t forget:

“fish are not concerned with your comfort only their own”
which makes me think of a smoking jacket, slippers

& a hot fish pie

& the Thames bereft of dead fish, even, on their side

only amoeba explosions of soft silt mud

which brings footsteps & time into the realm of the synchronised
up the steps  to the poetry factory

[10]



