
































DREAM: ST JAMES’ INFIRMARY BLUES

Passing his death normally
Standing dead in queues in sick supershops
Paying his rates to the clerk with the cool crab eyes
Paying his rent to the rat with a slow-worm slipping
from his ear

Living his death quietly
Mowing the dead grass from the tablecloth of sad
suburban green
Hanging up the grisly Christmas lanterns — smell of
bad fat burning —

Walking his grave peaceably
Passing among the falling faces and the spilling lips
Clay from the drag of summer dresses on his fingers
Fungus of a Fairisle cardigan

He is relieved to see you standing on the corner

of Oxford Street and Charing Cross Road
Live with your tender face of cuts
Love still sticky where your breast was.
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