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Correspondence









I’ve gotten nothing for weeks. You might think of me







As dated in a blue housecoat, buttoning and unbuttoning,


Waiting you out: I have my ways







Of keeping time. When your letter comes, dogs will bark


Up and down the street. The tomatoes in the garden







Will explode like fireworks. Each day the mailman passes


In a reverie, illiterate, another cobweb







Grows across the door. Picture me


Going bald one hair at a time, combing and curling, burning







My hand on the iron once every hour: I like to


Keep myself busy. When I hear from you, aurora







Borealis will sweep across the sky. Every lottery ticket in my drawer


Will win. Even the mailman will know the letters







Of your name. If you bothered to notice, you would see me


Turning to gold rather slowly, bone







By bone, the way teeth come


Loose from the gums, the way animals go







Extinct, in geological time.






























Double Wedding, 1615







Anne of Austria, sister of Philip IV, to King Louis XIII of France; Isabella of Bourbon, sister of Louis XIII, to King Philip IV of Spain









We are laced taut


As an archer’s bow strung with catgut, a lean







And deadly spring to the touch. At each breath


Our stomachs press whalebone, seven bent fingers







Stiff as our own ribs and wrapped in linen, leaving


The fine print of their weave on our skin. We are wired







For great things and small movements, hooped


To glide like gigantic orchids, full-







Blown, slow-footed, and deliberate


In error. Afterwards we will bear the strange marks







Of another house, gold arms on a gold collar,


But for now no other jewels hang about our necks







Than these: pearls knotted with string, clasped


With velvet, and fitted just the length







To choke us. This day will slip from us


Shedding marquisette, point d’esprit, zibelline, trailing







Taffeta and broché behind it; it will leave us bare-


Handed and desperate to remember what we were







Before it, and it will take everything we have


To recollect what we wore when we walked







The length of the nave without stopping, how we kept


Our eyes straight and unturning until it was over.






























The Pre-Raphælites









‘What do you mean by beauty?’ In the Grosvenor Gallery


In our ‘mediæval’ dresses, in our rapt and utterly







Fashionable gazes, we cannot touch


The isinglass wall of these







Damned unprofitable lives. What it is


That wrecks us—


                             I was lying


In the garden, up against the barrier







The mandragora were twined like thin fingers.


Sometimes I pose when no-one is there.







Please God I am a creature of habit and well-fed. A puzzle


Like a door in a hedge that is made of hedge, inscrutable.







What it is that is wrong in me—


                                              When one glove in a pair is turned inside-out


It becomes the same as the other one, but with the seams exposed.







Nobody wants to see that.


Here is a conjuror’s trick:
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