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            ‘Attempts at description are stupid,’ George Eliot says, yet one may encounter a fragment of unexhausted time. Who can name its transactions, the sense that fell through us of untouchable wind, unknown effort – one black mane?

            – Anne Carson, Economy of the Unlost
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                  The gate stood open to let

                  her spirit out. Somewhere above,

                  a cacophony of seagulls. I told him,

                  I think they know when someone’s died …

                  He laughed and said no. No, they don’t.

                  This permanent kind of ceasing, like

                  a train slowly braking miles ahead

                  of the stop. I’m expecting something

                  and it feels like wearing a silk shirt …

                  Language incorrigible, same as hurt.
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            (This story is a leaf)

         

         
            
               
                  This story is a leaf that bursts out of

                  a branch, lives for a summer

                  and then dies. And it’s your face striking

                  me like the time of an appointment I’ve

                  missed when I notice it after all this time.

                  I fear a catastrophe that has already occurred.

                  The communication always went wrong.

                  Like we were under a bad star. Bad?

                  The star was festering. Coldness around

                  all of my love. There was a woman

                  who stopped me in the street to shout

                  in my face about the violence she’d seen

                  in me. Brake lights in the early mist

                  like so many accusing eyes. You did this.

                  For a long time a man was dying,

                  making himself die, he couldn’t stop,

                  and we forgot, we did our best to forget him.

                  How can a person walk in a shroud

                  all the miles of their life. But how

                  can they shrug it off. We were searching 

                  for a place of refuge for our love, but instead 

                  the road led us to the land of the dead … 

                  I decided to try and write to you

                  about what I’m experiencing, since

                  I have no techniques for helping myself.

                  Why don’t I have any techniques?

                  If you were on the other side you

                  might see the outline of my face

                  pressed against the veil, the look of

                  desperation. What if the deepest-rooted

                  dream of a tree is to walk, even just a little way?

                  A phobia is a ritual of not-doing. It did not

                  feel like a ritual but an injunction

                  from a distant regime, one we

                  forgot we’d voted for. It was a nice house,

                  quite plain and tasteful, but it had a bad

                  atmosphere. I don’t like the way things

                  have turned out, but the law is the law.

                  It’s interesting how the poet keeps saying 

                  that life is full of grief, grief, grief.

                  A gate that leads to nowhere,

                  a tree cut short at the limbs,

                  nobody inside my dream …
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                  Late summer. This ceaseless response.

                  Prolonged heat made me feel smudged.

                  It was not a bad feeling …

                  to be a smear on a windowpane …

                  light getting caught on me, then passing through.

                  The eras unfolded unblinkingly.

                  The past is our country: pawned,

                  broke down and unforgiveable, governed

                  by people we cannot trust, and we live in it.

                  Make me laugh and I will do anything.

                  Her face looking up at me with such a sweet

                  smile. Flushed from the drink or maybe the ride,

                  didn’t I say it would be a long ride.

                  Her mouth glowing red and crisp

                  like the dying end of a cigarette,

                  not out yet. You always loved

                  the girl inside the boy, how that girl

                  can make a boy more boy, just like

                  the boy inside the girl can make her girler,

                  the way salt makes sugar sweeter …

                  She was like an old piano you only had

                  to tread past lightly for a key to ring out

                  in alarm. I too was an old piano …

                  I wanted to say, Don’t feel so much!

                  But then I wanted to play a tune …
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