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3
               ALL

               
                  Or if then thou gavest me all,

                  All was but all.

                  —Donne

               

            

            
               
                  After the rain stops you can hear the rained-on.

                  You hear oscillation, outflowing, slips.

                  The tipping-down of the branches, the down, the

                  exact weight of those drops that fell

               

               
                  over the days and nights, their strength, accumulation,

                  shafting down through the resistant skins,

                  nothing perfect but then also the exact remain

                  of sun, the sum

               

               
                  of the last not-yet-absorbed, not-yet-evaporated

                  days. After the rain stops you hear the

                  washed world, the as-if inquisitive garden, the as-if-perfect beginning again

                  of the buds forced open, forced open—you

               

               
                  cannot not unfurl

                  endlessly, entirely, till it is the yes of blossom, that end

                  not end—what does that sound sound like

                  deep in its own time where it roots us out4

               

               
                  completed, till it is done. But it is not done.

                  Here is still strengthening. Even if only where light

                  shifts to accord the strange complexity which is beauty.

                  Each tip in the light end-outreaching as if anxious

               

               
                  but not. The rain stopped. The perfect is not beauty.

                  Is not a finished thing. Is a making

                  of itself into more of itself, oozing and pressed

                  full force out of the not-having-been

               

               
                  into this momentary being—cold, more

                  sharp, till the beam passes as the rain passed,

                  tipping into the sound of ending which does not end,

                  and giving us that sound. We hear it.

               

               
                  We hear it, hands

                  useless, eyes heavy with knowing we do not

                  understand it, we hear it, deep in its own

                  consuming, compelling, a dry delight, a just-going-on sound not

               

               
                  desire, neither lifeless nor deathless, the elixir of

                  change, without form, we hear you in our world, you not of

                  our world, though we can peer at (though not into)

                  flies, gnats, robin, twitter of what dark consolation—

               

               
                  though it could be light, this insistence this morning

                  unmonitored by praise, amazement, nothing to touch

                  where the blinding white thins as the flash moves off

                  what had been just the wide-flung yellow poppy,5

               

               
                  the fine day-opened eye of hair at its core,

                  complex, wrinkling and just, as then the blazing ends, sloughed off as if a

                  god-garment the head and body

                  of the ancient flower had put on for a while—

               

               
                  we have to consider the while it seems

                  to say or I seem to say or

                  something else seems to we are not

                  nothing.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
6
               TREE

            

            
               
                  Today on two legs stood and reached to the right spot as I saw it

                  choosing among the twisting branches and multifaceted changing shades,

                  and greens, and shades of greens, lobed, and lashing sun, the fig that seemed to me the

                  perfect one, the ready one, it is permitted, it is possible, it is

               

               
                  actual. The VR glasses are not needed yet, not for now, no, not for this while

                  longer. And it is warm in my cupped palm. And my fingers close round but not too

                  fast. Somewhere wind like a hammerstroke slows down and lengthens

                  endlessly. Closer-in the bird whose coin-toss on a metal tray never stills to one

               

               
                  face. Something is preparing to begin again. It is not us. Shhh say the spreading sails of

                  cicadas as the winch of noon takes hold and we are wrapped in day and hoisted

                  up, all the ribs of time showing through in the growing in the lengthening

                  harness of sound—some gnats nearby, a fly where the white milk-drop of the

               

               
                  torn stem starts. Dust on the eglantine skin, white powder in the confetti of light

                  all up the branches, truth, sweetness of blood-scent and hauled-in light, withers of

                  the wild carnival of tree shaking once as the fruit is torn from its dream. Remain I

                  think backing away from the trembling into full corrosive sun. Momentary blindness

               

               
                  follows. Correction. There are only moments. They hurt. Correction. Must I put down

                  here that this is long ago. That the sky has been invisible for years now. That the ash

                  of our fires has covered the sun. That the fruit is stunted yellow mold when it appears

                  at all and we have no produce to speak of. No longer exists. All my attention is

               

               
                  free for you to use. I can cast farther and farther out, before the change, a page turned,

                  we have gone into another story, history floundered or one day the birds dis-

                  appeared. The imagination tried to go here when we asked it to, from where I hold the

                  fruit in my right hand, but it would not go. Where is it now. Where is this here where7

               

               
                  you and I look up trying to make sense of the normal, turn it to life, more life,

                  disinterred from desire, heaved up onto the dry shore awaiting the others who could

                  not join us in the end. For good. I want to walk to the left around this tree I have made

                  again. I want to sit under it full of secrecy insight immensity vigor bursting complexity

               

               
                  swarm. Oh great forwards and backwards. I never felt my face change into my new

                  face. Where am I facing now. Is the question of good still stinging the open before us

                  with its muggy destination pitched into nothingness? Something expands in you

                  where it wrenches-up its bright policing into view—is this good, is this the good—

               

               
                  under the celebrating crowd, inside the silences it forces hard away all round itself,

                  where chanting thins, where we win the war again, made thin by bravery and belief,

                  here’s a polaroid if you want, here’s a souvenir, here now for you to watch unfold, up

                  close, the fruit is opening, the ribs will widen now, it is all seed, reddish foam, history.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
8
               I’M READING YOUR MIND

            

            
               
                  here. Have been for centuries. No, longer. Everything already has

                  been. It’s not a reasonable place, this continuum between us, and yet

                  here again I put the olive trees in, turn the whole hill-sweeping grove down, its

                  mile-long headfuls of leaves upswept so the whole valley shivers its windy silvers,

               

               
                  watery…A strange heat is upon us. Again. That was you thinking that. I suggested it.

                  Maybe the wind did. We both put in the horizon-line now, the great loneliness, its

                  grip, chaos recessed but still there. After finitude you shall keep coming towards me it

                  whines, whitish with non-disappearance. We feel the same about this. The same

               

               
                  what? We feel the is-there-more. That’s the default. We want to live with the unknown

                  in front of us. Receding, always receding. A vanishing moving over it all. A sleepy

                  vacancy. It’s the sky, yes, but also this thinking. As from the start, again, here I am,

                  a mind alone in the fields, the sheep riding and falling the slants of earth, the

               

               
                  drowsiness a no-good god come to assume we are halfwits, tending, sleepy, these

                  animals gurgling and trampling, thistle-choked, stinging. A dove on a stone. No sky

                  to speak of. And the god lingers, wants to retire, thinks this is endgame. What

                  could we be—mist about to dry off, light about to wipe a wall for no reason, that

               

               
                  random? This must have been way BC. Or is it 1944. Surely in 2044 we shall be

                  standing in the field again, tending, waiting to surprise this god who thinks he knows

                  what he’s made. Well no. He does not know. We might be a small cavity but it

                  guards a vast hungry—how bad does that hurt you, fancy maker—you have no idea

               

               
                  what we turned our backs on to come be in this field of earth and tend—yes tend—

                  these flocks of minutes, whispering till the timelessness in us is wrung dry and we

                  are heavied with endgame. Have I mentioned the soul. How we know you hustled

                  that in, staining this flesh with it, rubbing and swirling it all over inside with9

               

               
                  your god-cloth. Rinse. Repeat. Get this—here with this staff which soon I shall turn

                  into a pen again—brilliantly negligent, diligent, inside all this self truly formless—I

                  hear the laughter of the irrigation ditch I’ve made, I see the dry field blonde-up and

                  green, day smacks its lips—& they are back, the inventors, they are going to do it

               

               
                  again, sprinkle-seed, joker-rain coming to loosen it all. How many lives will we be

                  given, how many will we trade in for this one—it comes in bushels, grams, inches, notes,

                  crows watch over it all as they always have, come back from the end of time to caw

                  it into its redo again. Cherish us. We will not stop. Nothing to show for it but doing. The

               

               
                  flock runs across as the dog chases and I walk slowly. I admire what I own, what I am,

                  and I think the night is nothing, the stars click their ascent, & I feel it rise in me, the

                  word, I feel the skull beneath this skin, I feel the skin slick and shine and hide

                  the skull, and it is from there that it rises now, I taste it before I say it, this song.
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