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Sky man









Waits at the wilderness


edge of your leaf eye.


Cloud mine. Your sky.


Palm fringed. Your eye.


Not you. You.







Waits at the stone gated


head of your river bed.


Fever of drapery.


Napalm of drapery.


Not you. You.







Waits in the ceiling fan


over the forest. Iris,


arena or snake-pit.


Last exit to naked.


Not you. You.







Waits in the sky mine


upriver. You are stone


and that chair is only a chair.


No change in the face of the mirror.


Not you. You.






























The Square









Across the square a woman is looking at me


from a window, the shadow of the room she’s in


pressing her like a flower towards the light.







In her sleeveless linen dress she is beautiful,


a cool candle in the vast dark glass,


like my mother in a time before I knew her.







Between us, a river of tourists, faces lifted


to the great bronze horses stepping off


into some other air we cannot see.







Like a lover across a room I return her look


but she in her eyes is saying It’s too late now


and it is: I might as well be invisible.







Even if I crossed the square and found


that room she’s in, she would be gone for sure.


She isn’t interested in me any more.






























The Girls’ Book of Model-Making









In the pages of the outdated annual she found it, the bird


with terracotta wings. Like the little fish


beside it, it knew nothing of trouble and its hellish


landscape, its weight on the scales like some absurdly


growing thing.


                        The bird seemed perfect, submerged


for ever in the womb that was the best


idea of bird: fields, canals and schist


seen from the air, and trouble barely heard.







Girls then wore their hair in shining helmets


and their brothers rushed across the lawn to swim


out from the shadows, from the stifling willows


between the wars.


                            But now the world seemed different,


the birds, the fish, the sorrow. One hundred and one things


to make of it and all she feared might follow.






























In the same way









In the same way, a man might leave a house


at dawn, closing the door as quietly as he can


(though still it echoes in the street like pack ice


or the trigger of a gun) and launch himself


across the local street-map on his bike.







He rides all day and night, he rides for years,


the stony tracks, the hills, the deep crevasses


and the bright blue light. Until one evening


like a total stranger on a pitch black road


the land puts up a hand and draws its knife.
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