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In a dark time, the eye begins to see,


I meet my shadow in the deepening shade;


I hear my echo in the echoing wood –


A lord of nature weeping to a tree,


I live between the heron and the wren,


Beasts of the hill and serpents of the den.


                                        – Roethke




 





The wren, the wren, the king of all birds,


On St. Stephen’s Day was caught in the furze;


Up with the kettle and down with the pan,


Pray give us a penny to bury the wren.


           – Traditional Irish Wren song
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Three Glances at a Field of Poppies









The first, a pointillist’s dream:


blood drop, an ache, or a smudge


of dolour.







*







Zoom in, where an ant tips a blade


of grass and the steps of its brothers


are footfalls of sorrow.







*







Now where? To the dark, where a seed


might sing, imagining a life


pushed into form, pure colour.






























Burying the Wren









I kissed you at the corner gate,


our breath warmed with whisky and ale







and thought of that small brown bird


the Wren Boys brought:







soft as the hairs behind your ears –


so cold – the wren on the pole in her little box,







the fluttering breast you longed to touch.






























A Dream of Constellations









When the months that were left could be held in our hands


I wanted to speak, but I could not. The astrocytal cells


that formed and grew inside your brain


following heart lines, speech lines, bedding in,


bringing you visions, disrupting your speech,


brought us a night that was suddenly known,


but not as itself. And so, like a dream about to be spoken,


silence buried itself in me. In this new pitch,







the navigated darkness of our life,


this telling and untelling of the world,


Time sped and slowed. The constellations shifted,


bringing us messages in particles of dust and light.


Together we looked up to the sky


as Ursa Minor became the headless bear,


the twin sons of Castor and Pollux, unexcellent, unsweet,


buried themselves beneath the earth,







and Vela’s sail unfurled, became ragged.


Sagittarius the archer, staggered, wounded,


ripped his arm on a jagged star, unnamed for this instant;


together we wept for Berenice


with her one breast, with her shorn-off hair.


And as Time was slinking, doing its business,


the fiery empyreal nature of things


became the thing on which we most depended.







It was a new world, our night sky,


and I’d like to think the story of what lived between us then


expanded in the moment of our looking:


charting new maps in the darkness, allowing us to trust


that we might live by the light of the stars and their


reseedings, those wild celestial fields, which


hovered in the dashes and the dots.
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