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            But above all where does this certainty of being alive come from?

            —clarice lispector, Near to the Wild Heart

            
                

            

            
                

            

            what we will become

            waits in us like an ache

            —lucille clifton, ‘birth-day’v
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            Dream Latitudes

         

         i.

         [dream in which i watch a film about a girl and her horse]

         
            
               
                  The pasture: green.

                  The sun: barely risen.

               

               
                  Girl and horse stand still in field.

                  Will not move.

                  Will not move until

                  field moves.

                   

                   

               

               
                  Horse’s tail: flicks.

                  In this field: time unspools.

                  Horse’s tail: flicks.

                   

                   

                   

                   

               

               
                  For a long time, quiet—then

                   

                   

               

               
                  girl and horse

                  stand still—

                  field runs through them.
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         ii.

         [dream in which i ride the horse]

         
            
               
                  This horse is not a horse

                  but I ride it like one anyway: which means

                  to run with something else’s heart

                  beneath me and no beating in my chest

                  but a bell, pealing—

                  to be the sky, blue and blinding

                  and hammering down upon the earth.

                  To be the horse itself—

                  running long before it was

                  named, not knowing

                  the name even when it is given,

                  shadow, no-shadow

                  the name of this horse

                  if it had one—

                  and I know this horse

                  is not a horse but I ride it like one anyway:

                  the way I ride my body—

                  spinning out over and over

                  like the earth beneath its green violence,

                  perpetual and yielding and circling

                  around itself—

                  or maybe I ride my body

                  the way I ride this horse:

                  a field of windmills in its belly.

                  Riding through the cloak of my desires,

                  hands weaving into the white shock of mane

                  like kite-silk gliding

                  between fingers—

                  rich and joyous and alone

                  as I am, riding a horse that is not a horse,

                  with no name and no shadow,

                  only a bell for a heart.
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