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            BOOK OF COMMON PRAYERS

         

         
            His disciples said to him: ‘When will the dead be at rest? When will the new world come?’ He answered them: ‘What you are waiting for has already come, but you do not see it.’

            – Coptic Gospel of Thomas, logion 518
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               after George Herbert

            

            
               
                  Come, my Motorway, my Equals Sign, my Higher Race,

                  such a Motorway as wheels with stars,

                  such an Equals Sign as time plus space,

                  such a Higher Race as cable cars.

               

               
                  Come, my Bedside Light, my Takeaway, my Calloused Hand,

                  such a Bedside Light as lanternfish,

                  such a Takeaway as takes a stand,

                  such a Calloused Hand as makes a wish.

               

               
                  Come, my Costume Play, my I Will Yes, my Organ Note,

                  such a Costume Play as none can dress,

                  such an I Will Yes as none can quote,

                  such an Organ Note as plays in yes.
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               after Mechthild of Magdeburg

            

            
               
                  O gush of bushfire, O quintuple denim sea, sun pressing like a button on us all,

                  O moon mirabilis, unmirrorable mirrorball, O, you, most bottomless of wholes,

                  O arch as high as Maslow’s hierarchy, O I-wide eye, surround-soundness of

                  oh what’s happened this time, yet O timeless bigtime, day that lasts forever and a day,

                  O, you, beforehand of all forehands, red and long and firm, O, you, beforehead of all foreheads, crowned or bound or night-capped,

                  the most little and forgettable of all the its you made makes these great claims of you:
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               Wessobrunn Prayer

            

            
               
                  Once, there were neither bottled-up fields nor bluebottled breeze;

                  nor trill of pollen, tree nor hill to die on was there there (there, there):

                  not yet our unseated adjustment of dust; no striking star, nor stroke of sun;

                  nor did the moon light, like the grey, scaled nodule nodding off the dead end of a cigarette; nor was sea seen.

                  No, nothing: neither loose nor bitter ends.

                  Yet there was something sizing up that endlessness, some agency

                  which advertised the heavens’ opening: our ice floes’ flow, our black and smeary snow above the alps of steel production plants, our rivers’ scalp of fat;

                  and which said, ‘Before you were, I am.’

               

               
                  Like that last phrase, you run, like blinding colours through the eyeless world

                  and when the mind forgets itself, you’re there – where what is left to know is left to live.

                  Fine, hold me in your Holocene: give me a kicking; and the goods,

                  the martyrs with their hopscotch blood and nails as fragrant in their palms as cloves –

                  a coat of your arms to weather the flustering, clusterbomb wind, which changes,

                  and the tide of time which draws us from ourself and – as it takes time to keep time; it takes one to know one; it takes – and which draws itself out.
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               after John Baillie

            

            
               
                  I call to my mind and to yours the workers of this world:

                  workers with scars deep as states, or soft notepaper palms:

                  at work in the City’s vertiginous antmilling symmetries, or tilling in the dust-billows of Mars:

                  at work on the wasted dry bodies of thought, at work – it never stops – on new bodies of children:

                  personalities and personnel:

                  those who deem the mind and body not their problem:

                  those who shine the boots of unsupported statues:

                  those who dig contagious graves:

                  those whose work, amid their living’s trickledown and economic light, is overalled and ever understated:

                  those whose skills are untransferable as grace is:

                  those whose work’s as altruistic as paid work can be, is charity, we must agree,

                  or is delaying dying for five minutes in the life of life,

                  or is like music bloating from a Pride float stuck in rush-hour queues, like what we call God’s voice, calling

                  here or somewhere so far away it almost seems ok to call it foreign.
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               Veni Sancte Spiritus

            

            
               
                  Come, pop -ology of psych,

                  beam yourself into us like

                  headlights through light-headedness.

               

               
                  Come, nanny of nanny states,

                  come, hour of our hourly rates,

                  come, heart of our heartiness.

               

               
                  Consolation of a prize,

                  soothing sight for see-sore eyes,

                  sooth, and say, some truthfulness.

               

               
                  In developments a rest,

                  in first worlds a second guest,

                  in mishaps a happiness.

               

               
                  When you’re out, we have no insight,

                  nothing of what’s left is right,

                  nothing is in but excess.

               

               
                  Wash the broadsheets of our smears,

                  slake well-wells with welling tears,

                  bring to heal unhealthiness.

               

               
                  Give to those who, doggèd, wait

                  on your fingers’ click and bait

                  the worried bone of friendliness.

               

               
                  Give good eggs a lucky break,

                  give what giving in would take,

                  give smiles open-endedness.
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               Job 3:11–26

               
                  To me moans came for food, my roars poured forth like drink.

                  – john berryman, ‘Job’

               

            

            
               
                  ‘So why did my umbilicus, umbrella of the belly, not asphyxiate

                  and fix me at my birth, and make my due my expiration date?

                  Why was I lapped in aprons, and not limbo’s fair-welled, farewell wave;

                  why was I milk-fed, milk-toothed, given weight?

                  Better end here unborn: then I’d shut the hell up;

                  then I would snooze all my alarm

                  at all the hedge-funds who so priveted and so deprived the world,

                  who drilled a black yet golden heaven from the deadened graves,

                  and all the highnesses who built a pyramid of buried complexes

                  on pyramids of schemes.

                  Or why was I not canned like laughter or an unexpected baby,

                  my metaphysic offal cured in sewage?

                  There the stranded heartbeat of the world’s unquickened by desiring,

                  the tired sleep in forever.

                  There the mountains range, the sundials of wild granite,

                  and sun sets like a dodgy jelly.

                  And the thimble and the Brunelleschi dome alike are there, alike,

                  and corners are the only cornered things. 15

               

               
                  Why is a light given to who is darkness,

                  life to whose long life seems lifeless,

                  who, meeting the business end of time, if it returned his holy texts,

                  would see in definition things defined, or finitude;

                  who dances on his own life’s line, his own grave’s square,

                  in a garden teething white with plastic chairs?

                  Why is enlightenment a thing, when we are walled up in this face-

                  less space where blindness is a kindness?

                  My daily bread and I are toast,

                  and hormones pip from the eyes as tears drip-drip from ice caps.

                  My agoraphobia gores me, my claustrophobia closes in,

                  and when I’m being oh-so-careful, the piano drops from nowhere

                  on my head. I’m not a joke, but nor am I the strong and silent type.

                  I take no painkillers; how can I – I, who make a living of my pain?’
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