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            Ventriloquism – the art or practice of speaking or producing sounds in such a manner that the voice appears to proceed from some person or object other than the speaker… (OED).

            
                

            

            
                

            

            I am crucified with Christ: nevertheless I live; yet not I, but Christ liveth in me… (Galatians 2:20).6
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                  To use words but rarely

                  is to be natural;

                  abstaining from speech

               

               
                  marks him who is

                  obeying the spontaneity

                  of his nature (this

               

               
                  “was an old saying”,

                  notes the translator, “which

                  Lao-tze found and adopted”);

               

               
                  use words sparingly,

                  and then all things

                  will fall into place.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  The poet writes, as I

                  think Cocteau has Orpheus

                  say, yet he is not

               

               
                  a writer; lies talk loud

                  but are weak, the truth

                  seems weak but is strong;

               

               
                  the secret’s revealed

                  to the one who knows how

                  to keep silent in song.
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            Mode of the Orphan/Time to Die14
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               Breath-Manifester

            

            
               
                  Each bared morning is a fine time to die,

                  Leaving the town’s ornate maze for the level

                  Expanse of those lit and flesh-eating fields, the

                  Clouds that turn like ghost machines, the antic

                  Tremendous woods where Pan’s breath on your heart

                  Recharms a flame from its grey-furred ember.

                  I’ll wear my belt blazoned with Alpha Centauri,

                  For luck, whilst you’ll surely sport that Oxfam scarf

                  In whose puce stitch some crone has worked G.I.

               

               
                  E. (Glory To The Most High). Time to die, to be

                  Disturbed by the one re-re-repeated Word

                  Fanfared by each time-warping bird, each fierce leaf

                  Or pimped bud that is but love’s newest halloo

                  Over the heads of the dead and alive, alive-O.

                  laughing, you’ll lurch and say or missay, “only kenning what’s real

                  Saves us from terror… Wilhelm Reich”. Wise words.
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               Two Poems After Ronsard

            

            
               
                  i) A Drinking Song

                  Let my wine be well chilled, so

                  it tastes more fresh than melted snow;

                  let Jeanne come, and bring along

                  her guitar to play a song:

                  we will surely dance, us three.

                  Let me see you, nubile Clare,

                  tresses coiled in that pretty

                  style the mad Italians wear.

               

               
                  Days are, as atoms, empty.

                  Tomorrow’s where we’ll never be.

                  Get here, boy, and fill this slim

                  beaker to the crystal brim.

                  Curse those sheep who toil in vain,

                  the doctors’ murderous advice:

                  am I ever truly sane

                  until steeped in wine like ice?

               

               
                  ii) Bouquet

                  I send you this bouquet, which my own

                  hands just culled from the marvellous bed;

                  if spring’s not gathered tonight, I said,

                  tomorrow her beauty will have flown.

               

               
                  Let its light serve as a sermon then,

                  how your charms flourishing their fair May

                  shall soon be invested with frost-grey

                  and, bit by bit, become forgotten. 17

               

               
                  Time paces restlessly on, my sweet,

                  and yet it is not time’s but our feet

                  that point to a house beneath the hill,

               

               
                  and the joy we are now free to choose

                  is something of which skulls have no news:

                  O love, love me while you’re lovely still.
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               Chattels (Civitas Dei)

            

            
               
                  I live deep in the city in a glorified

                  shed lined with old books and threadbare flying carpets

                  and unearthed bottles loved for an aqueous light

                  the striped or speckled stones I’ve chanced on here and there

               

               
                  black paintings I have slowly harried into life

                  a necklace made from a king cobra’s vertebrae

                  a bowl resurrected from the grave of the sea

                  I have elected not to be a happy slave

               

               
                  plants that are all ears several postcards a silence

                  broken only by the rain’s agile fingers and

                  the bailiff thundering on the door but there is

                  nothing here that wouldn’t turn to ash in his hands
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