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For Ian




This opening to the life


we have refused


again and again


until now


– David Whyte





Up late with Tess of The d’Urbervilles



The winter I lost a breast,


I stayed awake watching oak


become a delta of dark rivers.


It will pass, this feeling of being


ripped in two. Morning comes


and light fills all the spaces.


I’ve been reading Tess.


She’s driving the wagon


under sharp stars on the road


to Casterbridge, tired from


holding up the sky. It’s the night


her horse is pierced by the mailcart.


Beehives scatter as glowing


lanterns along the drowsy lane.


I want to reach in and have her


lying next to me in the silence –


closing our fists tight, opening


them again, over and over –


until the bright pain


softens to the red tip of dawn.





‘Why I danced and laughed only yesterday’



There’s cancer there


we came out through


hushing doors


heavy in the new world,


carrying my small cluster


curled against winter.


A sunwheel caught


on the car’s bumper.


Christmas lights


shook on the pine.


Early stage –


a cool hand holding mine


in the shadows.


There were loved ones


waiting for news, for my name


to appear bright on a screen


but no mother


to scald a tea pot


murmur into my hair.





Sentinel



To lean into sky, feel its cradle


I walk out under trees half filled.


Danny the greyhound moves slow


carrying the world’s sadness.


Aspen on high ground start up a sly song


‘What are you saying no to?’


The doctor can’t reach me in the woods


with her clarity like a shrine room-bell:


ductal      node        high grade


language for another woman’s body.


Underfoot a sea of trip-root, needle


a call to earth through leaf fall.


Breast thrums. I stroke its snare skin


so full it could be milk coming in.





Carrying Tess



we walk the hill


of a dark holt


harebells down deep


by clay       slip into


wet ruts on the slope
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