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FLAMINGO WATCHING 









Wherever the flamingo goes,


she brings a city’s worth


of furbelows. She seems


unnatural by nature—


too vivid and peculiar


a structure to be pretty,


and flexible to the point


of oddity. Perched on


those legs, anything she does


seems like an act. Descending


on her egg or draping her head


along her back, she’s


too exact and sinuous


to convince an audience


she’s serious. The natural elect,


they think, would be less pink,


less able to relax their necks,


less flamboyant in general.


They privately expect that it’s some


poorly jointed bland grey animal


with mitts for hands


whom God protects.






























THIS LIFE









It’s a pickle, this life.


Even shut down to a trickle


it carries every kind of particle


that causes strife on a grander scale:


to be miniature is to be swallowed


by a miniature whale. Zeno knew


the law that we know: no matter


how carefully diminished, a race


can only be half finished with success;


then comes the endless halving of the rest—


the ribbon’s stalled approach, the helpless


red-faced urgings of the coach.






























EMPTINESS









Emptiness cannot be


compressed. Nor can it


fight abuse. Nor is there


an endless West hosting


elk, antelope, and the


tough cayuse. This is


true also of the mind:


it can get used.






























VACATION









It would be pleasant to walk


in Stonehenge or other places


that have rocks arranged on the


basis of a plan, or plans,


inscrutable to modern man;


to wander among grinders


sunk deep in sheep pastures


or simply set on top Peruvian grit;


to gaze up at incisors


no conceivable jaw could fit;


to stretch to be ignorant enough,


scoured to a clean vessel


as pure as the puzzle, vestal


to a mystery involving people,


but without the heat of people.






























NO REST FOR THE IDLE









The idle are shackled


to their oars. The waters


of idleness are borderless


of course and must always


be plied. Relief is foreign


on this wide and featureless


ocean. There are no details:


no shores, no tides, no times


when things lift up and then


subside, no sails or smokestacks,


no gravel gathered up and spit back,


no plangencies, no seabirds startled;


the weather, without the Matthew Arnold.






























GLASS SLIPPERS









Despite the hard luck


of the ugly stepsisters,


most people’s feet will fit


into glass slippers.


The arch rises, the heel


tapers, the toes align


in descending order


and the whole thing slides


without talcum powder


into the test slipper.


We can shape to the


dreams of another; we are


eager to yield. It is a


mutual pleasure to the holder


of the slipper and to the


foot held. It is a singular


moment—tender, improbable,


and as yet unclouded by the


problems that hobble the pair


when they discover that


the matching slipper  


isn’t anywhere, nor does


the bare foot even share


the shape of the other.


When they compare,


the slippered foot makes


the other odder: it looks


like a hoof. So many miracles


don’t start far back enough.






























WHEN FISHING FAILS







“Your husband is very lucky,” observed Smithers, “to have ornithology to fall back upon when fishing fails.”


Cyril Hare, Death Is No Sportsman









When fishing fails, when no bait avails,


and nothing speaks in liquid hints


of where the fishes went for weeks,


and dimpled ponds and silver creeks


go flat and tarnish, it’s nice if


you can finish up your sandwich,


pack your thermos, and ford


this small hiatus toward


a second mild and absorbing purpose.
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