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               AMERICAN GOSHAWK

            

            
               
                  I strode into the woods in a brute faith, certain the forest

                  would give me what I needed. If there was a mathematics

                  I was all for it, math being hunger’s distaff cousin.

                  This was after the season of the yellow ladyslipper,

                  these woods’ lone orchid, though I saw their green tread

                  everywhere, bipedal among the needles and hush.

                  I was no longer in love with my life, or with anyone’s.

               

               
                  I was thinking of Bulgakov’s Ivan, stumbling around

                  Moscow in his night clothes with a paper icon

                  pinned to his chest—and who in the end must promise

                  to give up the practice of poetry (bad poetry)

                  in order to achieve something like peace. I asked myself

                  just what are you trying to see through (remember,

                  Jesus ate and drank with his disciples, to prove

               

               
                  that He was not a ghost). It was the strongest hour

                  of the day. I could feel my vows being lifted from my body

                  the way a novice cook lifts a heavy pot lid, carefully

                  and with more than the usual fear. At the Fire Pond

                  I paused and waited. I could see what I had come for

                  on the opposite side; it was intent; it was hunting.

                  It is very easy to be forgotten outside of one’s own time.

               

               
                  It is very difficult to be forgotten within it. The problem

                  is that I am not able to respond as you demand—

                  and you, it seems, are not able to respond as I demand,

                  or would demand. And so we wound one another.

                  Meanwhile the season stretched into its various clocks.

                  Meanwhile in a whirl of blood and recognition

                  time began to pass again. We circled one another,4

               

               
                  we made noises at one another as animals do

                  when they impede in one or more of the six dimensions.

                  The land beyond the pond had been logged

                  and I lost the path in the refuse, the clotting punk.

                  New ferns were hemming the mulch, seedling maples

                  for whom any brief interruption in the light

                  is that and only that. I had a stick I brandished, a stout

               

               
                  length of windfall oak I’d broken from the wreckage.

                  Either you looked edible or you seemed a credible

                  threat, I’d told the painter a few nights before,

                  her trauma multiplying across that gentle evening meal.

                  We think if we know the words for things we might

                  converse with them, we might render the world’s mirror

                  a translucency. Behind that mirror is hunger’s wall

               

               
                  and behind hunger the electrons go zinging as per laws

                  that inscribe the names of God on the natural

                  weft. St Paulinus of Nola: “Fire will be the judge

                  and will rush through every deed.” He tended the bones

                  of the saint he felt had succored him. Yesterday

                  I sang the hymns of the fathers, and tomorrow

                  I will sing among the people for whom singing satisfies.

               

               
                  I told my friend, “Choice is the difference between

                  man and God.” And the state is at its most monstrous

                  in this cycle. “And the angel bathing in some

                  piano / Turns around again wrapped in sound / Looking

                  for the receiver in the peaks” (Huidobro,

                  by way of Weinberger). I admit I enjoyed my bellowing

                  and brandishing. I admit I thought I could lose an eye5

               

               
                  (if not a tooth). This is perhaps as good a way as any

                  to state my fear: that I will never in this body

                  be naked again, that I will always be naked so long

                  as I am in this body. We made an appointment

                  and we kept it, but I bear no record in the flesh. The eye’s

                  meat is considered a delicacy in some cultures. This

                  is how the witness ends: touch, withdraw; touch again.
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               CAYNHAM CAMP

            

            
               (1) 

               
                  Through curtains, winter light. Late Mandelstam

                  open on the table. “Exile” means we are still in this life,

                  we are still in love with this life

                  where a fleet steams by in midnight Latin, new ghosts

                  for whom the heart crochets a new song. It’s their birthday

                  and, like children, they know it. Like children

                  they capture insects to pull off their wings,

                  tie threads to the fragile legs of honeybees and wasps.

                  It is cold where the children are, but so brightly lit.

                  I read Mandelstam in the morning. I am not abandoned.

                  At the supermarket it’s all I can do

                  to point to the meat I want, pink jewel in its crystal case.

               

               (2)

               
                  I photographed the hollies by the inturned gate,

                  something regal, or as if the hill had developed lips, as if

                  the summit were working slowly

                  back towards a capacity for speech. My own tongue

                  a debt in it, a stud. I had barely spoken to anyone

                  in weeks, nodding to the waiter

                  at the dim French restaurant as if I were a foreigner.

                  I took a wrong turn in the medieval quarter

                  and found myself part of a procession, dark-clad, silent.

                  It was an accident, I wanted to say,

                  only to remember that once again I’d been cast

                  in the thief’s role, which is why from every

                  house we passed I recognized an ancient, accusing glare.7

               

               (3)

               
                  The district opened on a grid of broken stone

                  punctuated by pasture; the larger mammals

                  shifted randomly, with the gentle Brownian motion

                  of hunger that has not yet reached despair, cannot imagine

                  that with some slight displacement of the body

                  every desire won’t be met.

                  Then they were all around me, an encircling gravity.

                  I bowed, as only one fairly caught

                  in trespass may bow. I recognized the incised

                  language on the sentry trunks

                  and copied it carefully into the flesh of my retinas

                  so that I could teach it to the offending light, which buzzed

                  drunkenly against my shins, my temples, my chest.

               

               (4)

               
                  And then, as if in some half-forgotten children’s tale,

                  I found myself an inheritor

                  of a tiny kingdom, misted with marsh gas

                  and briar’s rank exhaust, depleted of its saints.

                  The people who lived there used the wounds of red grapes

                  as their currency. I met a few of them;

                  they made a small living as pipefitters, and they professed

                  never to have heard of me, or where I lived.

                  They claimed that if you dug under the ground

                  you’d find no evidence at all of any prior human settlement.8

               

               (5)

               
                  They trapped songbirds and sold them on the open market.

                  They gave nothing as alms. I liked a few of them,

                  mostly the women. Perhaps the problem

                  was that I did not, as I’d been taught, exit as I’d entered.

                  Now the season touches me

                  in a way that feels both more distant and less hindered,

                  days laundered not in war but in rumors

                  of war’s creche, past and future. For days I slide letters

                  unopened across my kitchen table; when I finally

                  do open them I don’t read them, merely leave each folded

                  like a quiet hand in the matte lap of its torn envelope.

               

               
                  
                      

                  

                  In the rose I waited for the sermon to break,

                  the last book close. I held a petal to the surface of my eye.
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               I HAVE A FEVER AND ITS NAME IS GOD

            

            
               
                  I have a fever and its name is God.

                  The nurses come in shifts

                  and worship it.

               

               
                  All around me the land suffers

                  from the loss of love’s handkerchief.

                  Children sing brackish rhymes

                  in the lowest schools.

               

               
                  There is no key, only

                  the locked door

                  projected onto the city wall.

                  In my dreams I run from it.

               

               
                  The nurses bandage my body

                  in mathematical problems

                  I can’t solve. I tell them

                  no, no, measure me

                  by the sweetness of honey—

               

               
                  Hush, they whisper.

                  Our names, too, are written

                  in the Book of the Smallest Moon.

                  You were brought here

                  in the traitors’ black ambulance.

                  Your brother is a scar.

                  10

               

               
                  The nurses place bowls of fruit

                  around my prone body,

                  as sacrifices. Not to you,

                  they explain,

                  but to the heat you bear.

               

               
                  Finally I stumble

                  through the image of the door

                  in broad daylight. No one stops me.

                  I am prescient as a lilac.

               

               
                  But the nurses say

                  We will never leave you.

                  They have prepared a feast,

                  they have sewn my wedding garment.

                  There are so many of them,

                  far too many to count.

                  Each of them lifts a piece of me

                  to her mouth—

               

               
                  By the sweetness of honey.

                  Let me and my works be undone.
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               A MYSTIC’S GUIDE TO ARCHES

            

            
               
                  Utter and the land a scrap, a cusp, the crupped haunch

                         that moves ahead of the carriage in its plush mechanicals.

                                I apologized for my eye, my ear, my lame cartography.

                  Illness makes the body legible, most often to strangers.

                         In a pinch the artery reverses. Pleasure is not an arch

                  through which the body passes, as from one element

                         to another, here versus there, the spin of particles

                                in their constituent, mutually-convoked sockets,

                  which scientists say is one of the few qualities of matter

                         that can survive a black hole. I arrived into dead spots

                  in my vision, little brass keys where no locks had been

                         and all around the desert’s terrible graffiti. Can you see

                                this, the ophthalmologist asked, from the depths

                  of her phone: can you see this. When the one-legged

                         bird settled in my quince I watched to see whether

                  its nest would differ in any material, discernible way

                         from other nests, but I had no other nests for comparison,

                                only drawings in a guidebook, blurred snapshots

                  from the internet. It laid two eggs, one of which

                         I found broken, vacant at the field’s gapped edge. Wide

                  channels in the karst communicate. “As when two people

                         are reading the same page, each is aware of the other’s

                                breath, so shall I draw in the breath of his longings,”

                  wrote not Gertrude (the Great) of Helfta but Gertrude’s

                         anonymous chronicler. The nuns of Helfta were trained

                  in the trivium and the quadrivium and Gertrude

                         had been a child oblate. In my dream my own children

                                read an article about the water armonica, filled all

                  the kitchen glasses from the tap, then beat them down

                         into damp sand, singing loudly. I cut my feet on the shards.12

                  It was my first dream in weeks, months perhaps,

                         the drugs having resolved briefly into their animal clefs.

                                I keep scanning for entrances and exits. But I fled

                  the desert, which like any altar went right on cataloguing

                         its faiths and husks. The wisteria in the arbor was not

                  yet blooming. I saw the feather on the forest path

                         but would not pick it up. Nations passed through nations.

                                The order of one lost feather versus the order of more

                  than one, the nonce court of hunger so pure, so now

                         all flight reclines before it. The depression at the center

                  of each red blood cell is blind, the way breathing

                         is blind. Through the glass roundel representing the sun

                                and then the one representing the moon, somehow

                  aloft again above the donor rebus. On the island, later,

                         the orchard remnants seemed to gesture towards

                  where I lay, a petition. Bone is the same everywhere,

                         you scoffed, but that isn’t true. Hugh of Balma noted

                                “In a strict sense, to seek by night can mean

                  to ascend through the creatures, or to seek the Beloved

                         in them (as some would have it, for whom to seek

                  by night is to seek through creatures or through the traces

                         of creatures).” By “visible creatures” he meant,

                                he explained, “the vestiges of God.” I am almost

                  certain I have forgotten how to properly harness a horse.

                         Skills leave the body of faith just as they leave the body

                  of culture, at a regular rate, which is why I spend

                         my spare time reading obscure architectural histories.

                                Because math makes the mind smaller, perhaps.

                  Because the eye is always a lame master. “Try to fix

                         the fiery planet in space. It is easy to make your own

                  tools,” counseled the Romanian poet Gellu Naum.

                         To place the self next to the self is the problem.

                                The natives regard us soberly, relayed even further13

                  from the blind pole: snip of hair, a mirror-grammar

                         in pure water (bathing the saline body). Mandolin of ash

                  behind the green curtain. I recognize the wine

                         when it is passed. I have only two hands. What, then,

                                would you take from the dead? This is the perishable

                  text, not the ledgers filled with apocryphal jottings,

                         flesh for knife, redress and return, face-down and known

                  by costume only (a name, an address, some reminiscence—

                         broken off—a bawdy poem). I spotted the bones

                                and admired as I always do their convex splay.

                  In the desert airport, opening and closing my eyes,

                         as if something or someone would become even more

                  visible. But you pocketed the feather. And we kept

                         walking, towards the ruins. We pass through and through,

                                communicating jars with our bell-like tones.

                  It’s night now. The bones glimmering like phosphorescent

                         spiders, so still they seem to cast their own music.

                  The black fruit of the world (and its terrible blood).

                         And yet the eye opening, cleanly into the clearing

                                of matter. We strain our ears listening, as among thorns.

                  Such lucky beasts. Never to emerge on the other side.
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