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L’on ne peut sortir d’arbre par des moyens d’arbre.


Francis Ponge


‘Faune et Flore’, Le parti pris des choses (1942)


A not torn rose-wood color. If it is not dangerous then a pleasure and more than any other if it is cheap is not cheaper. The amusing side is that the sooner there are no fewer the more certain is the necessity dwindled. Supposing that the case contained rosewood and a color. Supposing that there was no reason for a distress and more likely for a number, supposing that there was no astonishment, is it not necessary to mingle astonishment.


Gertrude Stein


‘A Piece of Coffee’ in ‘Objects’, Tender Buttons (1914)
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VENUS AS A BEAR
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CREATURES






















WELCOME









Early lambs   born some hours ago


curls canalled   crimson-ridged


too new to agitate    won’t stick heads through


the well-adapted fence    or wait on treats


but stay    succeed in standing


funny fuzzy    valuable wedges


cave painting    hand-smoothed treasures


A fine sound   the ewes bellowing


a hybrid flock   individual faces


strength in the legs    warmth in the shed




























DAY, WITH HAWK


for K. M. Grant









Here among witch-hazels I miss


the peregrine we met just once.


Like the fire from bare twigs that twists


a floral kiss on winter’s neck,


He stunned me so I’m hanging on


to language by its clichés, pushed


to singer-songwrite fingernails


down a tumbling slate precipice.


I would call Him chestnut-stippled,


light on the arm, I want to say,


the non-urgent flexing of chest


muscles making a snow-champion’s


balance; and bad old hierarchy


doffs its executioner’s garb


to rise with the word, princely. Love,


this is; no poem. What is the term


for the gathering of one falcon?


An embarrassment of poets.


An adoration. An abyss.




























STONE CURLEW (LOOKING FOR A)









Whistled you up, buttercup-eyes,


Dikkops, yellow-legs,


in fantasy


clumping the Brecks


Thick-Legs, your nietzschean dancing;


wished for


that visitation of pre-human time


your kind


shames, transforms our night


into net and nocturnes


moves devoid of


soundtracks


arrowed ahead of


deliberate shrieks


flouting sight’s site as


the governing sense.







Wait a summerlong day for you.


Clumsy


in our claim to a hide.


Waited,


and so much interposed itself.


Moth, and grass. Both feathers, both tigers.


A fade of rabbits; subtle, amiable.


So much interposition.


Always, somewhere, you.


Pale, stripe, brush, pile, head, down.


This was also you.


Moth in and out of a jar.


Some things don’t want to be known.


Inside a hut. Inside a pile of brush. 







Suddenly, the flock –


and our hearts died in us, and lifted.


For we had seen you


behaving wrongly for the season.


You were leaving for Spain,


when you were required in the books


and by your own need for generation


to bide a while;


to lay, and guard, and plain.




























GILBERTE SAID LIZARDS


for Gilberte O’Sullivan







I. BORDER




In the beginning


were the lizards


or some thing


going digging


dark holes


to bodily circumference,


slanting those


routes under


sand below windows.


Cacti flower


in their no-longer-bed,


scarlet, starrier


than ixora or radio


aerial signals.


Lizards, she said.





II. TERRAZZO




Infancy was lizard.


Lizard was mutability.


Mortality was lizard.


Delicate eschatology,


detachable tail,


surface reversibility.


Find the frail


little-finger-length corpse


as you learn to crawl.


Reach into a box:


a raw stump leaps up,


torso sorts itself out. 


Skate fast, faster – stop,


grab a post:


fastener-heart jumps


cased in your fist;


you gasping; eyes bulging;


what face your clutch expressed.





III. DRIVEWAY




Why this ixora


tall as any other


grew by nature sicklier:


leathery, sombre


foliage sparser


along its rigging; scarcer


still, unusual, paler,


more pointed, off-pink


westering flowers


more prized than picked,


persistent as housewives


thinking in lipstick


consistent with lives


whose positional hazards


are hidden deliveries,


why from such branches this lizard


fell – I don’t know,


and brood on, entwisted. 





IV. EVERYWHERE AS NOWHERE




Gilberte brings


cocoa-pod eyes,


ink milk,


lime juice,


songs that brink


on flippant choice:


blink, sink,


cling, go,


gecko, skink.


Orange through blue,


punk to decadence,


skins show,


falling, some sense


of death as life’s outward;


and so lizard blends.




























BRANT GEESE









open a bubble of babble


swagger and swallow a vowel


turd it turn it shine it slime it


give it wings stretch it – a gaggle,


putting it bluntly: goose to geese,


a Brant goose, a burnt bird, a bit


shorter than other editions


of goose; compact, charcoal; side-on


pushing a shape like a cornea,


honking onyx, flying saucer


confusable with barnacles,


those goose-cousins considered fish


by Friday-famished Christians


whose geese grew on trees, under seas,


spawning anyhow except eggs –


those are not these; though goose occurs


seldom as one, but by volumes,


named in a northern tongue as marked


by fire; brought down by shooters


eyed to cut holes in ice.




























THE PETS OF OTHERS









Turtle thrashes opposite the dishwasher,


climbs the water breakline, while the rocks


wait artificially; what sand is needed


being supposable only from flippers


in action, while the chin lifts; she meets the eyes


of tall and dry onlookers. Her red streaks seem


so powerful, a punishable woman’s!


Yet compassion flows pointlessly towards her,


like a sable marram dune shifting to make valleys


in which some find rest, from which the sea cannot be glimpsed,


or a way out predicted. Her eggs will come


unfertilised, after how much compulsive


thrashing; and she will be saved from eating them


by her warm-handed keepers, who’d love her wild.




























CATIFESTO


for Metu Miller









Familiar in a household of one.


A safte Cleopatrician.


Aesthetic chest-sitter.


Licker, shredder and examiner


of whatsoever covers my floors.


At odds and evens with heat


gliding whiskery information


through red walls.


I am my own cat


bite


my work equipment’s corners


rub


my moulting hair on sofas


lie


along the top of doors


just when bipeds try to exit


put


nose over tail, am a world


of my own, in my own world


strike


(herewith they do condemn me)


flitting, twitting, trotting things.


Freedom I taste in them, joy.


I loosen my ribs,


roll sound like no others.


A household of one is no stranger.


I have adapted enough.




























THEY (MAY FORGET (THEIR NAMES (IF LET OUT)))









petcitement incitement of a pet to excitement


petcitement incitement into the excitement


of being a pet petcitement incitement to be


a pet a fed pet a fleece pet incitement to be


a floorpet a fleapit a carpet a polkadot


blanket pet blanket pet answer brass doorbell what name


tin waterbowl what name thrilled vomitfall polkadot


padded on patted on turded on welcome mat name


turns to no one’s reminder walks wilder walks further
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