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Golden showers at the 
north Athens symposium    

Welcome to doorways of jackpot cigarette butts
and old-aged lottery tickets, a plastic bottle
of three-litres of cyanide apples,

and raincoats of candid celebrity interviews,
MPs' expenses and swine flu, offering rooms
with a view - altars of dream-filled chapels.

Broken people amble, hurting their way from
Pilton to Pilrig - check in on the City Limits there - 
still there, so... stable?

From the outstretched black-nailed hand
to the downcast red-blurred eyes
there's a hope-intoxicated transmutation

of copper coin, the neo-medieval
practice of mental alchemy
under street-light and sleet.

Tin-beer breath becomes Bacchic chant,
stumbles from Hunter's Square to Tollcross banks
the satyrs dance - we're all cloven-hooved,
pissing and swaying under smokestench arches:
pour fortified libations to the celestially roofed.

Achilles McGraw's,
 out on
 the town,
 battling his way
 to out or to down.

Hopening 

picture it and hold it
for it folds in on itself
in multiplicities
so intricate
beyond the hands
of workerbees
or artisans or alchemist
but this is more than gold
for here we stand 
with awe-struck
open mouths,
facing formless worlds,
for this new world is
not a globe because a globe
is but a sphere
and here we're bound
in shapes of slaves
forever bound to recreate
and dance old rituals
to young graves
but NOW
we're colours
heaped on colours
and the patterns 
always change
you'll never own it
but be thankful
that in feeling it
in some small way
you've saved.
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