LISTEN TO ME POEMS

THOMAS

Give Thomas his own rocket,

a good fry up before lift-off

and a jigsaw puzzle for those light years away

and he’ll be happy.

Thomas knows everything that goes on

but tells nothing
and if that includes the secret of the Universe

well, he’s keeping schtum on that too.

Thomas doesn’t do talk – 

small or large –

doesn’t like crowds, aggro and shouting.

Thomas likes smiling and his own good company.

Imagine Thomas

blasting off to Mars and beyond,

his vapour trail signing Makaton in rocket fuel

for all back on Earth to read.

ROBERT

Some dreams
remain unattainable

even by magic carpet

and some are a mere bus ride away.

Robert’s is of Macclesfield:

a bungalow with Ben, Andrew and Nick

and his family close at hand.

Meanwhile, at the Centre,

he’s all tidiness and cleanliness,

wants his clothes, plates and food

just so.

And at the Centre

Robert doesn’t dance for show,

but in his own quiet happiness

spins heavy black vinyl discs

and privately dances to all of the music he loves,

all of the music he’s heard

and all he is yet to hear.

SANDRA

not everyone can

get in the twiddly-muddle

that Sandra can

not everyone can 

mix up words

Like Sandra can

not everyone can

headbang to the music of Doris Day

but Sandra can

not everyone can

read a bird with a book and binoc’s 

but Sandra can

not everyone can

get on with everyone

but Sandra can

not everyone can

light a room the way

that a smile can

but Sandra’s can

yes Sandra’s can

LYN

They say Lyn’s shy.

Lyn says she’s not.

They say Lyn’s quiet.

So Lyn quietly visits,

lunches with Reg,

keeps her cat,

goes to church,

helps with tea,

watches soaps,

collects cards,

collects dolls,

swims and sews,

walks and cooks,

dances and draws,

stays in, goes out,

meets friends,

mixes with all.

They say Lyn’s liked by everyone.

No argument.

NEIL

Neil can talk

not only for England

but for the rest of the world too.

Neil can talk

but it’s not about him

talk to Neil and you talk of others-

their hopes, needs and concerns.

He dreams of a house

and it’s his dream for all.

At the baths he’s a Cheshire Penguin,

on dry land – a good friend,

a good laugh, a helping hand.

Here’s wishing for his wish:

the day he wakes in his own house-

Irish music and Christmas songs

in the air.

JEANETTE

Likes the best does Jeanette:

money and clothes

and going out.

Likes the dance does Jeanette:

ballroom and salsa

but hates keep fit.

Likes her tea does Jeanette:

her full-bodied wines,

her restaurants and pubs.

Likes her jewellery does Jeanette:

her necklace and rings,

her watches and things.

Can fret can Jeanette:

about arguments, doctors,

hospitals and change.

Likes to travel does Jeanette:

to Ireland, the States
anywhere great.

Likes the good things in life does Jeanette.

So do her friends-

they like her.

LINDA

Thursday’s Linda’s favourite day

but Friday comes close.

They’re day out days.
They’re country days

They’re look at the horses
through the bus window days.

Linda sees them and remembers

when years ago she rode a horse

that was black, brown or white.

She steps from the bus

to the lovely cold air of the country

and grins

whilst her dog-they only dog in the world

called Spiro the Pirate-
waits eagerly for her return.

BERNADETTE

Bernadette

should be booking her flight to Singapore today

but she’s too busy listening.
She’s too busy listening

to Thomas’ hands talking Sci-fi

to Linda telling it like it is

to Neil on the Knutsford Sheald

to Jeanette on the USA

to Sandra on shows

to Robert on Macc’

and to Lyn about Reg.

Bernadette
has three gown boys who won’t fly the nest.

It’s the same with Bernie’s Birds.  No-one wants to.

Bernadette

should be booking her flight today

but she’s too busy listening to

those she loves to listen to.

And at the Stanley Centre 

they’re all to busy loving her company 

to let her go.
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