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‘Je le suis, je veux l’être.’


                      Auguste in Cinna
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On the Move


‘Man, you gotta Go.’ 









The blue jay scuffling in the bushes follows


Some hidden purpose, and the gust of birds


That spurts across the field, the wheeling swallows,


Have nested in the trees and undergrowth.


Seeking their instinct, or their poise, or both,


One moves with an uncertain violence


Under the dust thrown by a baffled sense


Or the dull thunder of approximate words.







On motorcycles, up the road, they come:


Small, black, as flies hanging in heat, the Boys,


Until the distance throws them forth, their hum


Bulges to thunder held by calf and thigh.


In goggles, donned impersonality,


In gleaming jackets trophied with the dust,


They strap in doubt – by hiding it, robust –


And almost hear a meaning in their noise.







Exact conclusion of their hardiness


Has no shape yet, but from known whereabouts


They ride, direction where the tires press.


They scare a flight of birds across the field:


Much that is natural, to the will must yield.


Men manufacture both machine and soul,


And use what they imperfectly control


To dare a future from the taken routes.







It is a part solution, after all.


One is not necessarily discord


On earth; or damned because, half animal,


One lacks direct instinct, because one wakes


Afloat on movement that divides and breaks.


One joins the movement in a valueless world,


Choosing it, till, both hurler and the hurled,


One moves as well, always toward, toward.







A minute holds them, who have come to go:


The self-defined, astride the created will


They burst away; the towns they travel through


Are home for neither bird nor holiness,


For birds and saints complete their purposes.


At worst, one is in motion; and at best,


Reaching no absolute, in which to rest,


One is always nearer by not keeping still.







                                                    California






























The Nature of an Action









I


Here is a room with heavy-footed chairs,


A glass bell loaded with wax grapes and pears,







A polished table, holding down the look


Of bracket, mantelpiece, and marbled book.







Staying within the cluttered square of fact,


I cannot slip the clumsy fond contact:







So step into the corridor and start,


Directed by the compass of my heart.








II


Although the narrow corridor appears


So short, the journey took me twenty years.







Each gesture that my habit taught me fell


Down to the boards and made an obstacle.







I paused to watch the fly marks on a shelf,


And found the great obstruction of myself.







I reached the end but, pacing back and forth,


I could not see what reaching it was worth.







In corridors the rooms are undefined:


I groped to feel a handle in the mind.







Testing my faculties I found a stealth


Of passive illness lurking in my health.







And though I saw the corridor stretch bare,


Dusty, and hard, I doubted it was there;







Doubted myself, what final evidence


Lay in perceptions or in common sense?








III


My cause lay in the will, that opens straight


Upon an act for the most desperate.







That simple handle found, I entered in


The other room, where I had never been.







I found within it heavy-footed chairs,


A glass bell loaded with wax grapes and pears,







A polished table, holding down the look


Of bracket, mantelpiece, and marbled book.







Much like the first, this room in which I went.


Only my being there is different.






























At the Back of the North Wind









All summer’s warmth was stored there in the hay;


Below, the troughs of water froze: the boy


Climbed nightly up the rungs behind the stalls


And planted deep between the clothes he heard


The kind wind bluster, but the last he knew











OEBPS/faber_loge_online.jpg
fi

faber and faber





OEBPS/9780571262571_cover_epub.jpg
The Sense
of
Movement

| Thom Gunn

m
>
(o~
™
=
o
=
@
3
a
i
m
(W)
—.l
@)
Z
W





