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            Part 1 (1975-1977)
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            For diotima
   

         

         
            
               
                  As the tap root of a thriving oak
   

                  Thrusts deep into Gaia’s hidden source,
   

                  Diotima’s tongue probes language beyond words.
   

               

               
                  Accents from delicate lips caress,
   

                  Clothing naked facts in robes of myth.
   

               

               
                  Showing what she could not tell,
   

                  Doing what she could not say,
   

                  Diotima taught me the truth of love.
   

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The trout
   

         

         Allegro vivace
   

         
            
               
                  Play the feathered fly just off the surface
   

                  using wind and ripple to tease the hidden eye.
   

                  Touch the surface as Hermes
   

                  brings a god’s message.
   

                  Lose neither speed nor grace as the line floats
   

                  and the current catches.
   

                  The secret is in the wrist.
   

                  It must train with the dragonfly,
   

                  learning the ancient art.
   

                  Taste April sunlight.
   

                  Hear spawn on the rock.
   

                  Smell nymphs in water.
   

               

            

         

         Andante
   

         
            
               
                  Consider the surface as entrance
   

                  where nothing is revealed.
   

                  Proceed slowly,
   

                  ignoring pulse and throbbing chest.
   

                  Breathing should be learned from the tides.
   

                  A layer of nymphs covers the pool
   

                  where the quarry hides in shadows.
   

                  She dwells in the middle realm
   

                  binding time to eternity;
   

                  bearing human sacrifices to the gods
   

                  And divine commands to mortals.
   

                  Here you catch the first glimpse.
   

                  Ignore the pangs;
   

                  deny the impulse to take her at once,
   

                  remembering what you learned
   

                  from Apollo’s twin.
   

               

            

         

         Scherzo: presto
   

         
            
               
                  Supple line grows taut;
   

                  shudders pass from wrist to heart.
   

                  Tremors, convulsions, quakes
   

                  spread from the center
   

                  wedding earth and sky
   

                  in ecstatic vision.
   

                  Line slips silently into the void —
   

                  Zeno laughs from beyond.
   

                  She leaps, clearing the surface,
   

                  plunging to the deep.
   

                  Rise and fall merge
   

                  into one magnificent arc,
   

                  willing and unwilling to be named.
   

                  Concentrate on the center.
   

                  Wait for time to stop.
   

               

            

         

         Andantino; Allegretto
   

         
            
               
                  Release the line;
   

                  your guide will appear.
   

                  Erato, the most famous muse,
   

                  Takes your hand
   

                  and walks directly into the rainbow.
   

                  Vertigo is inevitable.
   

                  To keep your balance
   

                  think only of the nave and the color green,
   

                  Listening for the music of the spheres,
   

                  remove your shoes.
   

                  Climb the spectrum like stairs.
   

                  According to legend
   

                  a peacock dwells at the apex.
   

                  When you find him,
   

                  Look into his left eye;
   

                  you will see an empty hook.
   

               

            

         

         Allegro giusto
   

         
            
               
                  Patience.
   

                  Line floats in open water,
   

                  showing where the streamer undulates.
   

                  There are no secrets —
   

                  only art.
   

                  It is a question of doing,
   

                  of making.
   

                  The outcome
   

                  will be a surprise,
   

                  though you know
   

                  when it happens.
   

                  You cannot tell
   

                  the others
   

                  what you learned in Mantinea.
   

                  They must remember.
   

                  She has always been
   

                  there — waiting —
   

                  preparing the
   

                  first supper.
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