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               THE BIRTHS OF LOVE

            

            
               
                  
            Begin
          

                              issue of a stout-slung sperm,

                  I went like clockwork till you came: unfruitful,

                  soft-mechanic and Blind Man’s Buff.

               

               
                  When I arrived (at nothing yet, because

                  it was not you), a small gold sovereign of small account,

                  ignorant of its kingdom and its currency,

               

               
                  I took you for a subject with my little fist,

                  banking on some notion, some credit on the unspent air,

                  drawn in an IOU, and showed you, unborn, mine.

               

               
                  In the end you came while I was busy,

                  long bones slipping out up to your eyes,

                  whose bulging shiners each bore my stamp,

               

               
                  minted in my mewling, hand-fast game.

                  All set then: though we knew, we had not met.

                  While twenty years of sturdy detour8

               

               
                  took the necessary way to love, I did

                  some things of little profit, little note and little worth,

                  as notice to your solvency made flesh,

               

               
                  and things to come. I knew that I would profit well,

                  but not yet how, from your impression lent,

                  now you were not nothing anymore.

               

               
                  And I surprised you at first sight in Summer’s

                  matching Snap, with liquid coin, which was

                  our fortune: to weep, recognising wonder.
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               FREEDESTINATION

            

            
               
                  So say we had no choice: that we were made

                  with holes each other’s sizes, absences

                  the shapes of things to come,

                  to steer the star-coursed ship as if we did,

                  and pick our fated ends,

                  which are the hearts’ intent.

               

               
                  So come on, let’s try our proofs again,

                  and argue out, in beastly type,

                  their published, faint philosophies:

                  come on, let’s press again our Complete Works

                  to sound the sheeted plagiary of Heaven

                  with tenses, both the doing and the done.

               

               
                  So say we prove both sides, and double find,

                  when I fit you, and you are all full-filled.
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               PAPERBOY

            

            
               
                  I rack my brain by stock and stook

                  to write your athanasic Rights;

                  I drag Invention up and down

                  clod and farrow bump bump bump

                  to ink you into Permanence: and I rehearse,

                  behind dull harvest’s curtained fog,

                  the lines that make you Famous, and not die.

               

               
                  But I forget; things break

                  in sheaves and sheets of glass;

                  and all my writing runs

                  to wet and wander.

               

               
                  You are my paper and my news,

                  inked and foolscap-white; my rhyme and reason;

                  the long, delivered volume

                  in my hands I know by heart;

                  the work I read and write

                  at once; my study come to light.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
11
               SLEEP’S GEOGRAPHY

            

            
               
                  I wait at the navel of my world,

                  my ear laid on its middle march.

               

               
                  A quiet thump of Evolution

                  jogs the long white country.

               

               
                  Ssh, this is our hylic night,

                  when atlases embody, billow slow,

               

               
                  and bulge, and breathe –

                  I lift my sleepy head

               

               
                  and discover north,

                  then south. Here lie

               

               
                  Entelechy, Balnibari, Gaaldine,

                  Nihilon, Lothlorien and Farfelu,

               

               
                  whose scapes, like children’s beaches,

                  mantle with some bright,

               

               
                  familiar dream,

                  and lantern-warm.

               

               
                  Give me all this lying, and these lands,

                  whose only business slumbers in my hands.
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