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                    Man is air in the air and in order to become 


a point in the air he has to fall.


 


– Antonio Porchia
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Two Trees









One morning, Don Miguel got out of bed


with one idea rooted in his head:


to graft his orange to his lemon tree.


It took him the whole day to work them free,


lay open their sides, and lash them tight.


For twelve months, from the shame or from the fright


they put forth nothing; but one day there appeared


two lights in the dark leaves. Over the years


the limbs would get themselves so tangled up


each bough looked like it gave a double crop,


and not one kid in the village didn’t know


the magic tree in Miguel’s patio.







The man who bought the house had had no dream


so who can say what dark malicious whim


led him to take his axe and split the bole


along its fused seam, then dig two holes.


And no, they did not die from solitude;


nor did their branches bear a sterile fruit;


nor did their unhealed flanks weep every spring


for those four yards that lost them everything,


as each strained on its shackled root to face


the other’s empty, intricate embrace.


They were trees, and trees don’t weep or ache or shout.


And trees are all this poem is about.






























The Error









As the bird is to the air


and the whale is to the sea


so man is to his dream.







His world is just the glare


of the world’s utility


returned by his eye-beam.







Each self-reflecting mind


is in this manner destined


to forget its element,







and this is why we find


however deep we listen


that the skies are silent.






























For Once









to give so little insult to the air


it might forgive the earlier disgrace


and leave no sign that I was ever there







as a wanted man might slip over the border


and, believed at last, live out his days


hidden by a silent holy order.






























The Swing









The swing was picked up for the boys,


for the here-and-to-stay


and only she knew why it was


I dug so solemnly







I spread the feet two yards apart


and hammered down the pegs


filled up the holes and stamped the dirt


around its skinny legs







I hung the rope up in the air


and fixed the yellow seat


then stood back that I might admire


my handiwork complete







and saw within its frail trapeze


the child that would not come


of what we knew had two more days


before we sent it home







I know that there is nothing here


no venue and no host


but the honest fulcrum of the hour


that engineers our ghost







the bright sweep of its radar-arc


is all the human dream


handing us from dark to dark


like a rope over a stream










But for all the coldness of my creed


for all those I denied


for all the others she had freed


like arrows from her side







for all the child was barely here


and for all that we were over


I could not weigh the ghosts we are


against those we deliver







I gave the empty seat a push


and nothing made a sound


and swung between two skies to brush


her feet upon the ground






























The Handspring









How me of me, I know, to blame it all


on that little hampered run, that running tiptoe







and the world swung up on your fingertips


as if it were nothing, or at least the weight of nothing.






























Why Do You Stay Up So Late?


for Russ









I’ll tell you, if you really want to know:


remember that day you lost two years ago


at the rockpool where you sat and played the jeweller


with all those stones you’d stolen from the shore?


Most of them went dark and nothing more,


but sometimes one would blink the secret colour


it had locked up somewhere in its stony sleep.


This is how you knew the ones to keep.







So I collect the dull things of the day


in which I see some possibility


but which are dead and which have the surprise


I don’t know, and I’ve no pool to help me tell –


so I look at them and look at them until


one thing makes a mirror in my eyes


then I paint it with the tear to make it bright.


This is why I sit up through the night.






























The Circle


for Jamie










My boy is painting outer space,


and steadies his brush-tip to trace


the comets, planets, moon and sun


and all the circuitry they run







in one great heavenly design.


But when he tries to close the line


he draws around his upturned cup,


his hand shakes, and he screws it up.
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