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                  I was the first of birds to sing

                  I sang to signal rain

                  the one I loved was singing

                  and singing once again

               

               
                  My wings were made of sunlight

                  my tail was made of frost

                  my song was now a warning

                  and now a song of love

               

               
                  I sang upon a postage stamp

                  I sang upon your coins

                  but money courted beauty

                  you could not see the joins

               

               
                  Where are you when you vanish?

                  Where are you when you’re found?

                  I’m made of greed and anguish

                  a feather on the ground

               

               
                  +

               

               
                  I lived among you once

                  and now I can’t be found

                  I’m made of things that vanish

                  a feather on the ground
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               Untitled

            

            
               
                  This book about extinct birds is heavier than any bird:

                  heavier than the dark bird eating my heart,

                  page after page of abandoned wings.

                  I lift it up and sit it on my lap

                  and listen to it purring.
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               Also

            

            
               
                  my mother cries all day

                  because soon it will be the world’s last day

               

               
                  imagine being a baby again!

                  I can’t do that but I must try

               

               
                  +

               

               
                  also: my dog’s bark

                  is the whole of the colour blue

               

               
                  it is ice rising out of the sea

                  and all because he is pleased to see me
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               The Armchair Traveller

            

            
               
                  Excuse me if I laugh.

                  The roads are dark and large books block our path.

                  The air we breathe is made of evening air.

                  The world is longer than the road that brings us here.

               

               
                  The necklace is a carving, not a kiss.

                  You run towards the one you can’t resist.

                  At first she edges backwards, then she stalls.

                  Now every sentence needs another clause.

               

               
                  The road goes off through willows, then it winds.

                  Is that the famous temple over there?

                  Why are the people round about so undefined?

                  Why must they kiss then disappear?

               

               
                  Time now to let the story take its course,

                  just settle back and let the driver drive.

                  Bliss is it late at night to be alive,

                  learning to yield, and not to strive.
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               South

            

            
               
                  There it goes again, the heart,

                  wayward and lost on the streets

                  of K—, a city I’ll never visit;

               

               
                  and there it was maybe 50 years ago

                  on some intergalactic mission

                  a thousand years in the future;

               

               
                  or back here just this morning

                  in the cold impossible cold,

                  falling into step beside Shackleton,

               

               
                  whose body beats on through the cold

                  for as always it is filled

                  with boats and birds.
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               Side Trips

            

            
               
                   

                  1.

               

               
                  We travelled to the town of K—

                  where all the citizens insist on weeping.

                  No one who visits there can offer comfort.

                  You see, the schoolbus departed many years ago,

                  now there are only parents.

               

               
                   

                  2.

               

               
                  I like the cloud at the top of Shingle Road,

                  the way it makes my feelings settle.

                  Sheep can still find grass there,

                  grazing among a thousand stones.

                  Each stone was once the shadow of a bird.

               

               
                   

                  3.

               

               
                  God lend you strength, says the too eventful day,

                  soon you will be home among your loved ones,

                  soon you will know the beauty of the earth.
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