THE BOAT IN THE WINDOW


PASSING THE SUTOR

  

Well. This is lovely




I come here every day



being in the window.




I love it

I don’t have to worry 




when my jumper matches the

about back breaking storms 



boat.

barnacles and sprung butts 



Today red. A little jackpot.

or fishscales on my deck. 



I’ll maybe see her

I’m done with blood. 




our dogs are quite friendly now

I’ve a fine view. 




and last time she laughed.

People like to see me 




If only

on their way to the harbour. 



I would just say it.

 It does sometimes though

make me a little sad
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when she opens the window

and I smell the sea.
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WHALE!





HORSEPOWER 

Look! A whale!




The horses look
It’s not a whale.




at all that power
It’s a dugong then.




the classic car club
Don’t be stupid!




in strict formation
You don’t get dugongs



like men o’ war
in the Cromarty Firth.




painted and polished
A dolphin, surely.




good enough
No, wrong shape.




to meet the Queen.
A seal?

We don’t get seals
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in these parts this time of year.

A seagull, then.

Are you sure you saw something?

A cat!

No.

That’s what I hate about getting old

this continual chiselling away

of your dreams.

A full stop.
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FEARSOME ENGINE



GRACENOTE 

Welcome Iain Banks!




The women melt

Oops. Rankin. Iain Rankin.



at the little kilts

He looks at the view




and the marquee sits

two tankers.





a happy albatross

This isn’t Stornoway




trying its wings in the breeze

he tails off into his coffee



A small flood of people

and what are these Croms



one for each gracenote

people refer to.




Leave the pubs

He lights a cigar and chomps



Now that it's begun.

looks through drafts and drafts

of midnight writing.
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A new novel.

The Crow Road.

He sucks on a Cuban. He turns.

What’s up?

says Rebus.

Making an omelette

in a fancy French pan.

Ping goes the toast.

Rebus lights another fag.

Looks like another lovely day

in paradise, he says.
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AHAB 





THE MERCHANT’S HOUSE


He’s not looking my way.  



We used to send strawberries
I know why! 





from here to New York.
Look at this beauty 




Daffodils to somewhere else.
and his creels are empty 



Our black earth
And the village is watching 



builds castles.
I knew it, I said 
I’ve hooked this monster before 
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But people never believe 
a man with his feet on the ground 
will amount to much. 
Get the chips on, darling 
I’m king of the world.
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CUL-DE-SAC

 

Now I’m stuck.

They take parking

very seriously here.

I’ve messed up.

That man with the red car

he’s a liability

they’ll say.

Dawdling and revving

keeping everyone up

looking at the moon.
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