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a fox sees all that there is to be seen,


And from all sides


—Marianne Moore




Crucifox


‘Geraldine Clarkson is—quietly, attentively, humbly—writing some of the best poems of our time.’ - Kathryn Maris





Janus



For all that December left with pinched lips,


and interminable evenings of the soul,


January burst onto the scene all hips


and buttocks, with mornings of grey silk


and angora-bedjacketed frost,


presaging something else


entirely. I’d had years of the turn,


a hateful hagiography of dragging winters


with incipient springs, word-ugly


and black-fasted, on the poorer side


of my life, and now the worm was feeding


at the lintel, ready to rear up.





The flowers you gave me star ted speaking



on the second or third morning after.


First, a Rose choked out some syllables,


inchoate, but I wasn’t tuned in


and mistook it for thirst. Then a Gerbera


got of her chest a whole theory


of irreconcilable mismatch


between what you thought


and what I thought—


as distinct, in her opinion,


as tips of her opposing petals.


Freesias were easy about backing her up,


promiscuous scent lingering for hours


in my lounge after they had unburdened


themselves. But it was the Cheerfulness


(Narcissi)— with serried heads nodding


and dipping—who let loose the volley


of breezy hearsay (Her place…Passion…


Perhaps) that finally shook me


and took my tongue.





On a Hill



When the sun had set and darkness had fallen, behold,


a smoking firepot and a flaming torch appeared


and passed between the halves of the carcasses.


—Genesis 15:17


On a hill, I always thought, I’d have an encounter, woman


to God; or in the candled calm of some huge-statued


basilica, its sparkling dark. Perhaps at a tree-


starved shrine, with pilgrims stretched in crocodile;


or in bed—through the night—like in Psalm 63.


Maybe via an angel, masquerading


as a stranger. Or in the bath,


public or private—it’s not unheard of.


But—en la poesía—how could it happen?—


pen and paper prodding to prayer—to prepare.


Just as father Abram—with promise of offspring


plenty as stars—offered sacrifice:


animals caught, blood-let, slaughtered, halved, set out in a line.


Before the flames came.





Christmas Surgery



The waiting-room ceiling was hung with twisted
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