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                  sea separates from sky

                  earth from sea

                  all things take shape

                  from darkness

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                  do you know the land

                  where bog cotton grows

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
                  on the littoral

                  among the laminarias

                  at the equinoctial

                  low spring tide

                  the tonality or ethos

                  of a floating world

                  is pooled in rock

                  in wrack and tangle

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               
                  nothing is lovelier

                  than the grey line

                  that approaches and departs

                  from precision

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                  in the truce of the morning

                  the bitter taste

                  of the memory of talk

                  a debris in the wake

                  of eagerness

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               
                  green floats in the mist and haze

                  then green floats in the haze

                  then green floats

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                  for the nurture

                  of all things is moist

                  warmth itself coming

                  to be from the moist

                  the seeds of all things

                  being moist in nature

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               
                  an island balanced on a line of light

                  a ship sailing through the sky

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                  a blue bird

                  that makes its nest

                  on a calm sea

                  and in the woven

                  water lays

                  three blue eggs

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               
                  before the coming of snow

                  long strings of deer

                  make their way down the hillside

                  the straths fill with them

                  as the mind is full

                  at the thought of them

                  before the coming of snow

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                  don’t flinch away

                  let the wind slice through

                  defensive attitudes

                  connective tissue

                  ramparts of the hill fort

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               
                  high snow slopes

                  sweetened by wind

                  touch blue

                  to draw the eye

                  to cornices

                  brushstrokes

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                  glittering in gneiss

                  snowflakes on eyelashes

                  frail songs by torrents

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               
                  in reduced visibility

                  going is staying

                  in the little territory

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                  it would seem

                  to be the sum

                  of perceptions

                  for what is not

                  perceived is not

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               
                  each time sing a long tone

                  into the drone of the wind

                  then adjust it up or down

                  closer to the drone of the wind

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                  between stimulus and response

                  the grey lag

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
                  stratus cumulus nimbus

                  where you look you go

                  cirrus altostratus

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                  perceptions are dew

                  people are mist

                  days are thistledown

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                  everything melts

                  but the snow is sheltered

                  for a while by a wall

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               
                  as yet some part

                  of your mind

                  is limestone

                  skeletons of coral

                  petrified crinoid

                  feeling welling up

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                   

               

               
                  so dark in the well

                  so clear in the light

                  so sweet on the lips

                  so cold in the throat
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