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               The book you’re opening

               takes the shape of a hand

               where slow motion

               human in relation to tree

               is the speed of machine to

               human changing

               as knots in time

               pull fast

               translating light

               into atmosphere

               when bark textures pool

               in ripples through a codex

               unfelt rain only

               visible in rings

               a manual unfolding

               from a beech tree

            

            
               and the form of a tree is

               unfinished

               never coming to a stop

               but moving into space

               so far as it can balance there

               keeping a separation

                

               at its edges

               but inconclusively –

               hey

               thanks for reaching out –

               in the sense that you can’t

               say what shape it should have taken

               or what route10

               even in death

               when it’s still stretching

               up to something

               possibly the sky

               or stranded pointing downwards

               even then –
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               something unthought as

               I cross the field how

               the feeling of a place

            

            
               settles in the body’s edges

               dark hung branches

               shadowing the pond

            

            
               still black as ever

               nettled & sunk

               wet grass soaking my ankles

            

            
               when I went back a voice

               said I’m not here as I was

               when I couldn’t get away

            

            
               & it speaks in the creeping

               bent in the false oat in the

               cocksfoot in the wavy-hair

            

            
               in the fog grass in the vernal

               sweetgrass & sedges it speaks

               in the rushes the rushes
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            The Enshittification Sluice Gate Operative

         

         
            
               It’s coming for us like a wave, which is to say

               a wave is what it is. We’re hyperlinked in

               byssal threads and clinging on, one foot

            

            
               in the grave decay of platforms, still here

               sticking together, holding on to something,

               which is to say nothing, locked in and long

            

            
               gone floating. Narrow the filter of results

               to bring us voices of the dead, particulate

               matter suspended in the metabolic drift

            

            
               where I is your feed. It all washes over us or

               goes right through: each cool moment

               clicks into its shell or chatters on the rocks,

            

            
               each case open and shut, which is to say

               there’s a flicker of eyes where the pearls were.

               Here in the shallows your memory is mine,

            

            
               an archive of infinite want in wet sand where

               nothing grows except persistent toxins and

               somewhere a return, returning. The question is

            

            
               no longer what shit we’re in but whose body

               drains the sediment. Stuck again. In the data flow

               we are transparent ocean glass, expelling

            

            
               now after now for a when that never comes,

               which is to say we suck it up: your heart is

               only bits of glitter rinsing through our gills.
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            The Seventh Seal

         

         
            
               in the blink of a rock you’re

               here and mulling over your

               next move in grey on darker

               grey a sudden film unreels

               a long shot head turned against

               chequered sea your flipper raised

               is a counter-threat as you

               outwit death by a whisker

               for now in the numbers game

               luxuriant in blubber

               lulled as the sky falls silent

               in a skin of mackerel cloud

               is how we’d like to think it

               still trumpeting our losses

               to this empty water warm

               and all fished out you shuffle

               your smooth bulk a syllable

               mottled oh silver how you

               sleek in monochrome secret

               minor seventh in lifting

               tide unbound below surface

               in a double life it’s true

               there’s never enough time but

               only this now this single

               frame luminous shocked open

               on your bleached out silhouette
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