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               Realism

            

            
               
                  Look at the tree.

                  How it holds out its arms,

                  waiting for birds to alight.

                  How it stands on the bank

                  with or without

                  company, so sure of its place:

                  a prop

                  for the sagging sky,

                  a relief

                  from all this flat.

               

               
                  Below the tree

                  free-riding on the water

                  a shadow plays,

                  beguiling,

                  ripe for idolatry.

               

               
                  I believe the tree

                  and note it down as the answer

                  to its own question.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Letter from China

            

            
               
                  It is not the force of nature

                  that holds the country in perpetual winter

               

               
                  but the facts of arithmetic

                  and a fear of winter.

               

               
                  Ask the elderly,

                  they know what life costs:

               

               
                  once forced to sow seeds,

                  eyes fixed on the future,

               

               
                  they saw themselves wading

                  into old age

               

               
                  and reckoned

                  that a son could keep them afloat

               

               
                  but a daughter is like

                  spilled water.

               

               
                  So it was

                  that those who reached the light were dealt with

               

               
                  quickly

                  in a bucket beside the bed,

               

               
                  while those whom fortune allowed to be glimpsed

                  curled in the dark womb

               

               
                  were dislodged, dug out, disposed of

                  before they could begin to flower; 

               

               
                  to make way for boys

                  with strong shoulders.

               

               
                  This was the calculation.

                  That was their hope.

               

               
                  Now we live in a lopsided sum,

                  looking onto a wilderness

               

               
                  where scores of unsettled men

                  conspire:

               

               
                  bare branches

                  pricking the landscape.

               

               
                  Hopeless together

                  they clamour for fire.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Saturday Morning, Gorilla Kingdom

            

            
               
                  You wear your hands like gloves, a slick of black

                  that’s sometimes purple, depending on the angle.

               

               
                  I watch; you separate a grain of matter from the woodchip floor

                  to chew over. I’d love to see you busy with a Rubik’s Cube,

               

               
                  clacking and twisting like no one was looking: fingers

                  giving your eyes a run for their money, and the game away readily.

               

               
                  Such hands, it’s said, could take a typewriter to infinity and bring back

                  Shakespeare. I wouldn’t say that, standing here. We could

               

               
                  shake on something, but you probably wouldn’t want to.

                  Waving seems the only thing to do. I offer mine straight up:

               

               
                  paled by cold, stiff. Self-consciousness,

                  like arthritis, weakens the grip.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Hawk-Eye

            

            
               
                                                                        There

                                           in the dash

               

               
                               little flash of

                                             brown, optimist

                                                          doing her best

                               against the green

                                            down,

                                                         running…

               

               
                  Everything is one under the sky for me;

                                            the wind is a wall

                  but

                              I see straight

                  through and the knowledge makes me

                             brazen against the white

               

               
                                         She might sense

                             I’m coming

                                         – then quicken my

                  stooping

               

               
                  My feet are golden. They catch me

                                         anything

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Emmeline’s Ascent

            

            
               
                  Back when her kind should’ve kept

                  the fact of ankles to themselves,

                  it was mildly surprising:

                  that from the ground – where her

               

               
                  neat boots were tied with satin bows

                  and her knees, unremarked on, stood
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