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            Cicada: Let us go, and as we walk discover whether or not we can unravel this riddle.

             

            Tansillo: Very well.

             

            Giordano Bruno, On the Heroic Frenzies

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               At the fourth watch extend

            

             

            
               
                  At the fourth watch extend

                      your blank errancy

                  your slip away rills of light, oh my cilia

                      bright dawn, my cloven

                  hoofed, tawny Aurora

               

               
                  rising from your flushed bed

                      of noughts, O my new-

                  born fleeting doe, my occluded, errant

                      one, spun tremulous

                  on your spindly axis

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Obsidian

            

            
               
                  Pressure flaked, crested

                  blades, dark, amorphous – with no crystalline

                  structure to speak of – ridged

               

               
                  debris, strung along the shoreline

                  in gleaming ribbons where

                  water scours

               

               
                  the lithified volcanic ash

                  and the shored-up, three-masted Barbarossa

                  points the way up

               

               
                  to the old quarry deposits,

                  crosshatched in drab prickly burnet sleeping

                  the summer months away.

               

               
                  I’ve pocketed the knapped

                  mineral, smooth, lustrous as the Theotokos

                  in her silver-plated

               

               
                  armour with only the face

                  exposed to the halting gaze – and lips – under

                  the pendulant, low

               

               
                  wattage in the oil lamps – how

                  your light probes inly, my little, glassy nodule

                  my core, my fracture.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Alba I

               Qu’ieu vey l’alba e-l jorn clar

            

            
               
                  When she kicked off the comforter

                  and tugged the window open, a querulous

                  flock of scavengers crash-landed en mass

                  in the neighbour’s yard.

                                                        He rolled on his side

                  to shut out the racket and groped back

                  to the vacant scenery, though soon enough

                  they’d upped and gone

                                                        and staked their ground

                  further afield – the gray-hooded ones.

                  There’s no telling what was lost in waking

                  with no one left in the clear day.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Reading Nasir-i Khusraw

               for Eric Ormsby

            

            
               
                  Between plum and cherry tree a tourbillion

                  of gnats: winged, predicative, a slipknot

                  of twilit ciphers. The garden holds untold

                  promises as I step over acrid cat-droppings raked

                  into baby mounds to peer at the dwarf

                  princess lilies. Jurjani solicits manifest tokens

                  of the tacit world, and you,

                                                               O subtle expositor,

                  proffer Kan! (Be), delighting in the fruit

                  trees planted in tubs on the Cairene rooftops.

                           How the seven lights burnish the under-

                  leaves, while the bulbul (here I go again) blurts out, ‘Begot,

                  begot, begot.’ In this land of unlikely likenesses

                  I like to think of you reconciled to the multiple,

                  the one-by-one natty raking-in of joys, no-see-ums

                  nipping at my earlobes with a vengeance.

               

               
                                                               *

               

               
                  Why this measure of dust and water, darkness

                  and light wherever your peregrinations

                  bear you along? The moon bobs up like a gourd

                  over the Haram – jot it down in your diary,

                  876 leagues away from home, east of the great river –

                  its light acts like water moistening the dry

                  parable with the dew of sense.

                                                                   Floats over Silwan

                  in a pinafore. Like the Sodom apple it dusts

                  the valley with its smoke and ashes. Pale fruitage. 

               

               
                           First rains pelt the yard in due season,

                  even the midges scramble for cover

                  as I fetch back indoors your Twin Wisdoms,

                  lest the shower smudge its pages, between reason

                  and revelation, muffled fireworks, and from the foot

                  of the mount neither cloud nor quaking.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Atropos

            

            
               
                  The fowl of the air deadeyes its prey in ever-tightening

                  circles, while you brush by us with your bobbins

               

               
                  and threads. Snip. Snip-snip. Risen from some finer dust

                  than ashes. Cumbrous, for all your airs.

               

               
                                                               *

               

               
                  With one jab of the clawing machine down comes

                  the edifice, crash crumbling around its ghosted

               

               
                  tenants: intact, unaccounted for: toasting

                  each other – if only they had voices – across the pit

               

               
                  rock-drill, bone-meal, no skin off our back, thick

                  as thieves in the fallout, ho-ho, hosanna in the highest.

               

               
                                                               *

               

               
                  I’d watched from my perch the burdened

                  lorries churning up the ramp, and felt the circle tightening

               

               
                  and on the hilltop Ice Palace the skaters knocked

                  against the railing, and knocked again in their turnings.
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