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Sweetness, some cloudlessness, some shapes,


a random horse, the rolling arrangement


of the mind, with open eyes.







Fluttering gold limbs of brown leaves


sunned by straight cloudless blue in October,


bits and pieces of the sometimes Sunday.







A real skyline for its own sake.


Not regret in the sky but late light,


little certainty in the dusk.







Old cars and roses. The yard prepares for evening.


It knows the colour of yesterday,


as the shapes in the yard are angles of themselves.







This night of royal blue can taste the sea,


reflected in a field of smoothness,


gulls tumbling over the tide.







The tide goes out, the tide comes in.


Everything seems to want to be


electric. Everything comes alive.
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The multiple appearances of the world,


the shapes it makes, a succession of organic forms,







of breaths of irreducible beings, the breath


that hesitates between the haunted and the painted.







Flower, landscape, portrait, self-portrait.


Humans, plants, animals, manifestations







of the question, finite nuances of nature,


numerous ripples and representations of forms,







muscle, flesh, bone, breath, the expressionless


coolness of the day, capturing colour







and light, the life of rain, the secret surging


of the sea. The sea lay soft on the rocks,







covering its modesty with north-east spray,


the rocks at the end of the world, the ships on the water,







the vessels of the years passing, the morning on its wings


of geography, pink and grey, incoming tide







of events, the boats still waiting to be free,


the harbour of local genealogies,







of local lives and loves, the finite progress


of great and small, the personal impersonal.
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The place lies open to the elements,


the elements of creation. The focus


of the wind changes everything,


the weather a white flash. The mountains witness







this whiteness and present themselves as hybrids,


half-stone, half-water, while back and forth


go the clouds, their soft gymnastics.


Simple those summer days. In the sun,







under the sun, the whole body trembling,


the whole field of the body dreaming


in ferocious heat, certain moments sleepy


in outline but bright and smooth in gliding streams







of light beyond the realm of the figure. The force


that breaks through is brilliant, mixed and created fire,


so after slush and cold, chilly dark and deep,


come wavering threads of blossom and bloom.







The concupiscence of spring, the shimmering of summer,


the fullness of autumn, the ceremony of winter,


each landscape looks at them differently,


each landscape a playground for the years.
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The horizontal heat of summer. The sun


on the balcony, twitching its pattern,


patterning the circle of contemplation.







To turn into what we watch, or below the flowers


to stretch and look again and appreciate


the approach of morning, the awakening shell,







the opaque belly of the sleeping body, the discovery


of the small of the back, the burnished glory


of the old treasury, the treasure trove,







thoughts on love and joy and momentaneity.


The movement follows you as the daytime sleeps,


the rooftop light and confusion, the abandoned folds







of the view, the senses half-engaged


in a half-fallen reality, the light


crumbling around it. Today is today.
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Summer is already understood,


is already literature. A sweet coolness


creates a concert of concrete senses,







scent and light, flight and felicity,


a new language. Lost in the faraway,


the loved landscape cannot love. The love







of life that is a mode of poetry


gives back to humanity in chains.


Prisoners of memory remember too much.







Immense world of immense significance to us,


of which the immense cosmos is scarcely aware,


the Earth is almost immortal, almost timeless;







one could almost forget the same star that warms it now


and brings it life, expends upon it the most expansive,


auspicious, unerring, encircling light, will one day







boil away the oceans. The shifting skies are not


immortal, the living are not, nor the lakes


and hours and bars and restaurants and daylight and laughter.
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A summer’s day of images, a field of fire,


the blue beautiful, the morning so clear,







so innocent, sitting in a rocking chair


reading Baudelaire, the path of the day







so exposed, a revelation. The afternoon light


still clinging, leading us across the sky







towards evening, towards a moment when


the others are disburdened, talking in the garden







in habitable forms of kindness, agreeable natures,


no calculation or discouragement, no hate







but serene, friendly, almost fantastic, filling


the reality with feeling, with integrity,
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