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      Recovery


      


      





      Let me imagine you coming home




      from the dark, between body and mind,


      





      making evidence of yourself




      the way a tree waves up from its shadow.


      





      There are dinner-halls you have silenced




      with a single spark of wit,


      





      there are men you have governed




      through pure scent, pure posture.


      





      Now for your most difficult trick:




      to restart a life that ends by turning into gold.


      





      In September (the month that tends to all others)




      let me be able to conjure your best side,


      





      to have some kind of grip on the intactness




      of living, the way mirrors do.




      


    


  




  

    

      Apprentice Work


      





      i.m. Peter Redgrove


      


      





      The lithic who makes a pal in death




      teaches me not to die so slowly.




      ‘Many ways to become lineal’ he says,




      ‘to write The Sounding Book’.


      





      Everything close as a finger thimble;




      a lock of hair from Proserpine,




      the tropics in Technicolor,




      drumcliff tapped by a solitary cloud.


      





      You lifted a finger over Gogol,




      Little Russia droned bee-like.




      And when they fired you up




      Uhland took you in his colossal lung.


      





      *


      





      I’ve arrived late, apprentice imp,




      to where you tripped out on yoga visions




      and saw the 22,000 year origins of art




      insetted by a single flint;




      to the Gale Chambers of the Vast Nose,




      Cornish galleons tucked under the ocean like rain.


      





      Who’s to decide between glass economies




      or the drowsy pulp of the sea?




      It ties the forensic squad in knots –




      the way groundswell fattens




      from a single rock, remakes itself




      into delicate gemstone.


      





      *


      





      These days The Book of Thresholds




      fits firm for a pillow,




      it wakes me with an empire’s relish.


      





      No identity preference, no thumb guide.




      Only scent variations,




      each murmurous, each perennial.


      





      The footnotes appear Pythagorean




      cupid seminaries/vanity carnivals




      vs. GIGANTIC LABOUR.


      





      No monument decision –




      nothing on the slumberous reek




      of a salmon polished by the sun.


      





      *


      





      We apprentice poets need an innovator,




      ‘verbal haemoglobin’, not a casket key.




      I repeat the only rule you knew as mantra:


      





      everything is invitation.




      


    


  




  

    

      Air Terminals


      





      for Sandeep


      





      ‘…I dreamed




      of a page in a book containing the word bird and I




      entered bird.’




      – Anne Carson, ‘Gnosticism I’


      


      





      Reading how Mansfield claims the word air




      is to live in it.


      





      Pure scheme vs. science anxiety.


      





      Not the duck of a boy emphatic




      nor the rich-leaning Rosemary,


      





      more a chance to inhabit




      adrenal pressure –




      six hours of braided sky




      pushed through cloud braille.


      





      *


      





      How to steady up when all at once




      air batches you out to crash phobias,


      





      night after night,




      wing tensions grazing your head?


      





      *


      





      Small curve of trust in a child’s joy at architecture.


      





      At the terrorist check




      threshold and counter-threshold –


      





      a sparrow’s fear of total sunlight,




      a studious approach to Boeing assemblies.


      





      *


      





      Carefully your ration array of clothes




      checked in tight folds       touches


      





      and is how air means,


      





      clipped around the roots of a hand


      





      as you look back gesturing –




      once       twice       finally.


      





      *


      





      Air as the steadying of addiction:




      how to breathe as the shadow dips?


      





      Air-guides to breakers at the logic gate




      the perfect crime, always getting away.


      





      Evidences in landing vapour –




      the movement of my hand on your back that says


      





      ‘go’.


      





      *


      





      The route I take I take on foot,




      afraid and tenderly loyal.


      





      At the ventilation tunnel




      the smooth saturation of air vocals,




      every tenor, decorous.


      





      Your flaunting of altitude




      is strictly west-hugging.


      





      How the difference tells?


      





      There was a cold bitter taste in the air




      and the new-lighted lamps looked sad.




      


    


  




  

    

      Days of 1973


      





      ‘The chambers of his heart filling with faces.




      Mine. Yours. A stranger trails around a corner.




      Fuming echoes circle over a pair who argue




      In some fiery tongue…. A conversation




      I broke off some years ago drifts up…’




      – J. D. McClatchy, ‘From the Balcony’


      





      ‘Fear was my father, Father Fear’.




      – Theodore Roethke, ‘The Lost Son’


      


      





      I’ll tell you, but not here.






      *


      





      To walk in tall shadows of the forest




      is to invite further shadows.


      





      The light astonishes from every exit-point.


      





      *


      





      Where the garden adjoins the house




      by the crooked trunk of a Box Elder –




      a father’s priestly assurance…


      





      If I’ve learnt anything since your mother…




      man’s lot is the muddied field, or no field.






      *


      





      Through the Elder’s pinnate a crash of sun




      parleys your temples –


      





      the samara wings sigh,




      a dense, calculated sigh.


      





      *


      





      For twenty years the abysm expanded, hard time




      snared a decade…


      





      ‘The kettle yearns for the mountain / The soap for the sea’


      





      *


      





      Your eyes are solemnised,




      a colder blue.


      





      On history they come and go.


      





      But the mind – cunning enough to act on love –




      audits and impels history,
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