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               Grief

            

            
               
                  In the jungle or dense forest

                  what can distance mean?

                  Space, to the dweller there,

                  is a successive net of places,

                  cages ringed by living palings,

                  lacking an overall structure,

                  and the same is true of time:

                  there are no seasons, no sky,

                  nothing beyond day and night.

                  Time like space is shallow:

                  neither past nor future hold

                  substantial interest, but continue

                  following the stream and you

                  presumably will come to sea.
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               Theodicy

            

            
               
                  A human is not such a perfect machine.

                  I didn’t design it for interaction particularly

                  with other machines – not closely – not non-stop.

                  I made the campfire, for example, to be nature’s

                  television but with a human being basically

                  I was thinking of a tree, of what a tree needs.

                  A root system, distance, light and air. Even living

                  you are tearing through something made not

                  of particles but of the relations between them.

                  This morning, it really does seem necessary

                  to tell you, I made the mist, lying above the contours

                  of the forest, take the precise shape of the remains

                  of a poster that boy is ripping from a plywood siding

                  on Rue du Regard in the sixth arrondissement.

                  As to the question of pain – why it hurts, why

                  sometimes we crave it – I have here a number

                  of promising leads but the matter is dark so-

                  called because it does not interact with light.

                  As you’re aware there’s no decent performance

                  without restraint. And all these polyphonic

                  symphonies it should not be possible to generate

                  by one person alone and yet – and yet – and yet

                  when any of you comes into my presence

                  the room takes on a new tone. I did my best

                  in the sense I didn’t underestimate the depths

                  of tenderness an animal – almost any animal –

                  might stir in us like colour into paint. I gave you

                  that, and if I slept in a stone or slept in a bomb,

                  or slept over a brothel during the gold rush,

                  if I slept in a cave in the mountain of Ulrith –

                  what I dreamt of was myself as a child of three

                  or four stood on the top step, dressed for bed,

                  weeping inconsolably and still getting yelled at.
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               On a Paper Clip

            

            
               
                  To bend inward forever

                  shying from the world

               

               
                  and retrace the first curve

                  but at a greater distance,

               

               
                  letting the correct inflection

                  delineate an absence

               

               
                  and just sufficient tension

                  to hold the poems together.
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               Ultion

            

            
               
                  You know it is a sin to lift a rock from where it sits in the sun,

                  warming itself, and iniquity to leave the silver pen

                  uncapped or the big light lit,

               

               
                  that the punishment for chopping down an apple tree was death

                  when the holy fire came from rubbing apple sticks together,

                  and you gave up trying to sleep,

               

               
                  and by dawn were running down the Grand Union towpath

                  past dog shit and litter, an emptied handbag on a bench,

                  the dead swan floating in the plastic,

               

               
                  and beneath your feet the earth – that hostage, that exhausted

                  host – felt like it was accelerating in its spinning faster

                  and faster as it tried to shake us off.
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               Property

            

            
               
                  What I think I know about the sunset is

                  the trees appear to be rising in front of it,

                  rising in front of the brilliant, splintered,

                  overripe light towards animate clouds arrayed

                  and edged in greys and dusky pinks – a few blues,

                  damson, pastel – and that scalloping excellent white.

                  I didn’t mention the green, the green that is

                  pushing itself everywhere, my being, and I was yes

                  slightly stoned, down in the gazebo, having sat

                  by the dam on the Mombaccus Creek smoking

                  for half an hour, waiting for the beaver to come back.

                  It did not. The only sound was a cardinal

                  in the trees and when overhead fourteen geese

                  honked me and headed south and now my children

                  up in Jackie’s garden, arguing, ignoring the pleas

                  of the babysitter I am paying twenty dollars an hour.

                  I saw a red cardinal up at the car once one weekend

                  here last spring, so fiercely territorial his own

                  reflection in the wing mirror meant he spent

                  a good hour trying to repel the imaginary intruder.

                  I find sometimes I want all of it. The moment of

                  sunset. The beavers’ architected dam. The colours.

                  The babysitter. The soundtrack of an endless

                  quarrel. An evening to go on and on burning.

                  Cocteau was asked if his home was on fire, what

                  one thing would he save? The fire, he said, only

                  the fire.
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               Sheep’s Head

            

            
               
                  Earlier I opened the door on the light and the light

                  rain falling on the water, on the Volvo, on Vera’s field

                  where the trio of cattle were waiting out the weather,

               

               
                  and the light was the light of nowhere, lacking source,

                  though it appeared to radiate upwards to be absorbed

                  by the sky, a slab of ruined pewter hanging over

               

               
                  the crib of the harbour where a mobile of gannets

                  angle, buffeted, tacking bright sails to the gusts of light

                  rain blowing in off the stroppy, slapping Atlantic.

               

               
                  Each gannet perfects gannetness by practising control

                  before collapse, the absolute drop, choreographing

                  a series of vanishings to stipple the dark roil.

               

               
                  As I check the post a spider abseils off the empty letterbox

                  pursued on his line by a few raindrops suant as

                  the chain of buoys set out for the mussel lines

               

               
                  that crest and dip but fail to advance on the fish farm

                  they point at, the new cage nets that took John Murphy

                  nigh on three years to reset after the last big storm.

               

               
                  The light rain darkens the Goat’s Path and the deep lane

                  down to the Cove, the bite in the cliff, the ribbed jetty

                  and immense ring of the mooring, trapped and rusting

               

               
                  forever into nothing, flake by flake, and rain pocks

                  the brass plaque embedded in the rock where Farrell,

                  spinning for mackerel, got taken by a wave and drowned.

               

               
                  I hear the night the cage nets for the salmon got wrecked

                  the rain chucked itself in buckets at the panes

                  and the wind was stricken and wild in the chimney

               

               
                  and out there was an exit where only net was before,

                  and from the rip in the continuum fish thrashed out

                  into the churn and glitter spilt in liveried propulsion,

               

               
                  thousands separately nosing downwards to

                  dimensions of no end, out of the turmoil into a silent

                  malevolence where each creature preyed upon the other,

               

               
                  and nothing was safe, I guess, since it was October

                  and I’d stopped the sitting tinkering with phrases

                  for lunch, and was taking the library stairs two at a time

               

               
                  to get out into the city and cross the square to catch

                  the guy who plays Haydn on the grand piano

                  he and his bald friend wheel out from somewhere

               

               
                  into the sun every morning, and sitting on a bench

                  listening to him I felt then like I often felt – reprieved,

                  heading every direction, ready to eat something.
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