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‘But then again outside, scarcely a hundred steps before this incomparable city, it should be conceivable to meet a lion on one of the unconcealed paths and make him beholden to one by something quite unintentional in one’s bearing.’


 


Rainer Maria Rilke, letter to


Princess Marie von Thurn-und-Taxis Hohenlohe


Toledo, All Souls’ Day 1912




SOCORRO


Stumbling over that fabled city –


some Piro Indians, sat in a loose circle.


One offered water, another


the group’s first and only


deliberate gesture:


then salt crystals on the horizon


dissolved and refocused:


Teypana pueblo, its lowslung adobe,


its flood precautions.


In the desert it was the god Thirst


our four-bead rosary told and told,


red, white, red, white, last white the moon.


Salt still fogging the blood


as we hammered the stakes home


      for succour, Socorro.




THE LASSO


That I had time to think, I still have time


not to correct my grip but drop the rope


before the lasso fell and yanked away


the loop I’d somehow nocked around my thumb.


 


That I had time to notice I could think


and that the time to think in was reserved


for thought, like hours in a monastery.


I knew, because I saw and still held on.


 


That I had time, time sinking like the rope


around the moment’s neck, and I had thought


like slackness in the rope, the little loop


that half a moment’s tension would wrench true.


 


That I had time and then the time was taut.


My thumb, erratic firework, shot past,


and in the time reserved for me to breathe


I swear my wrung hand tightened on the rope.




THE GREAT TRADITION


I followed every wire in the server room


once, waiting for the photocopier-


cum-scanner to flog through another


thousand pages, hitchless, you could


hear the all-clear subsong. My job


was to stand in that cool air and unjam


stuck sheets. This was Cambridge


and the server room was former Kings


accommodation, reaching through


the racks your hand brushed marble


sunflower bosses on the fireplace,


I pinched the inside wire, keeping track


and thought of Heather, could her book


be really on The British-Irish Lyric


as a whole or was I misremembering?


Two wires seemed to have no terminus.




ZORRO IN THE BEAR REPUBLIC


Meadow needs backstory.


This is grassland


being put to scythe,


its third or second


season under man.


And path needs more


than bent grass,


boot marks, landmarks.


This is like the single-use


way tracked by ships.


 


Here country


puts aside its name


for stretches.


On an outcrop rests


the mower’s jacket,


pocketed whetstone


and flask in shade.


He mows


erratically
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