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            Now let’s sit here for a bit, and stop

being sorry about the things we’ve done.

            —TARJEI VESAAS
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            Regime

         

         
            
               As I took off

               my clothes, I

               watched him taking

            

            
               his own off. The sound

               of rain was for

               once not the sound

            

            
               of wind shaking

               the rain steadily loose

               from a stand

            

            
               of river birch. It’s hard

               to believe in them,

               the beautiful colors

            

            
               of extinction; but

               these are the colors.
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            Before All of This

         

         
            
               And as usual, early summer seems already to hold, inside it,

               the split fruit of late fall, those afternoons whose

               diminished music we’ll soon enough

               lie down in—surprised, a little, to feel at all

               surprised …

            

            
               Meanwhile, how the wind sometimes makes

               the slenderest trees, still young, bend over

            

            
               makes me think of knowledge conquering

               superstition, I can almost

               believe in that—until the trees, like

               fear, spring back. Then a sad

               sort of quiet, just after, as between two people who have finally realized

               they’ve stopped regretting the same things. It’s like they’ve never

               known each other. Yet even now, waking, they insist they’ve woken

               from a dream they share, forgetting all over again

               that every dream

               is private …

            

            
               Whatever the reasons are for the dead

               under-branches of the trees that flourish here, that the dead persist

               is enough; for me, it’s enough. 5

            

            
               The air stirs like history

            

            
               Like the future

            

            
               Like history
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            Vikings

         

         
            
               The Vikings thought the wind was a god, that the eyes

               were holes. A window meant a wind-eye, for the god to see with,

               and at the same time through. I used to hate etymology—

               What’s the point, I’d whisper: I was quieter back then, less

               patient, though more easily pleased. I am pleased to have been

               of use, I used to say to myself, after sex with strangers. Leaning

               hard against the upstairs window, I’d watch them make their half

               proud, half ashamed-looking way wherever, and if it was

            

            
               autumn—whether in fact, or only metaphorically—I’d watch

               the yard fill with leaves, then with what I at first thought was

               urgency, though it usually turned out just to be ambition. I’d

               leave the window open, as I do now—if closed, I open it—

               then pull the drapes shut across it, which of the many I’ve tried

               remains the best way I know, still, to catch a wind god breathing.
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            Sunlight in Fog

         

         
            
               Maybe what a river loves most

               about the banks that hold it—that appear to hold it—

               is their willingness or resignation to being

               mere context for the river’s progress

               or retreat, depending. And maybe how the cattails

               and reeds thrive there means they prefer

               a river-love—how the river, running always away

            

            
               the way rivers tend to, stands as proof that reliability

               doesn’t have to mean steadfast, how the river

               itself would say so, if a river could say … I’ve forgotten

               entirely what it felt like to enter his body

               or to be entered by his. But not how he’d spend

               long afternoons—as if to look away had become
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