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            Bats and Swallows

         

         
            
               
                  Whatever the difference might be

                  to one who knows,

                  we couldn’t see

                  from where we stood in soft shadows

                  any signs that they were swallows

               

               
                  or bats. That there were wings

                  was without doubt;

                  you could see small pointed things

                  swooping out

                  into the gloaming –

               

               
                  and sometimes back.

                  One seemed almost iridescent

                  as I tried to track

                  its crescent

                  flight across the hill. The lack

               

               
                  of sound suggested

                  bats to me;

                  you strained to see if they nested

                  somewhere below the

                  terrace, having rested

               

               
                  your case on swallows.

                  We couldn’t be sure

                  either way – and so it follows

                  that neither of us knows.

                  But since it is in your nature14

               

               
                  always to side one way

                  or the other, you hold

                  that they were swallows. I say

                  the question never gets old,

                  that either, or both, hold sway.
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            La Farfalla / The Moth

            
               after Petrarch

            

         

         
            
               
                  In August, out on the veranda, it

                  is not uncommon for a moth to fly

                  into the light and singe its wings to dust.

                  The lantern is so beautiful – it must.

                  I used to watch them burn and wonder why,

                  before I came to understand the bit

                  about desire, how there’s no gentle landing,

                  not when it comes to fire. Your eyes demanding

                  mine, I’d fly into them every time

                  despite my certain harm and your regret.

                  You look away, and still, I seek them out.

                  Hellbent on serving my affliction, I’m

                  less bothered by my own pain than your doubt.

                  Although I burn, I haven’t perished yet.
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            Woman Waiting

         

         
            
               
                  You have seen her in paintings gazing

                  out the window with its curtains

                  slightly parted, or staring, uncertain,

                  down a tangled lane, or in churches, silently phrasing

                  wishes for something amazing.

               

               
                  Her waiting could also be mundane,

                  like growing her hair long,

                  or listening to the radio for a favourite song,

                  or sitting on a plane.

                  She might have gone insane

               

               
                  waiting for what never came,

                  except that staying unsure

                  about waiting’s cure

                  has always been part of waiting’s game.

                  But what if she had had no aim?

               

               
                  Now there’s something I could aspire

                  to – waiting just for the sake of

                  it. What would you make of

                  my being bent on nothing prior

                  and content without a trace of desire?

               

               
                  Waiting would be what I’d do

                  were it possible to cope,

                  having severed patience from hope.

                  You would try to

                  find me where I waited – not for you.
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            My Life as a Manatee

         

         
            
               
                  Yes, I would be huge.

                  But it wouldn’t trouble

                  my vanity,

                  for I’d have left humanity

                  behind. Seeking quiet refuge

                  in a bubble

               

               
                  on the morning of my change,

                  suddenly I’d burst

                  through, with flippers.

                  It would be strange

                  at first –

                  beneath speedboats and clippers

               

               
                  I’d glide

                  peacefully, so big and

                  so vague. And you, on the land,

                  you could turn

                  manatee, too, if you tried.

                  Anyone can learn.

               

               
                  Just imagine floating loosely under

                  the jetty, propelled

                  ever-so-slightly

                  by your tail, utterly unsightly,

                  yet always beheld

                  with wonder.
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