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            In memory of my mother and father
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            … are you like the hawthorn tree,

            always the same thing in the same place,

            or are you more the foxglove, inconsistent, first springing up

            a pink spike on the slope behind the daisies,

            and the next year, purple in the rose garden?

            – louise glück, ‘Matins’viii
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            Tarpon Springs, Epiphany

         

         
            Every high C accurately struck demolishes the theory that we are the irresponsible puppets of fate or chance.

            – w. h. auden

         

         
            
               Maria Callas came to our banal climate, age five,

               wearing her first pair of glasses, so that perhaps

               the fizz of palms was the first thing to come into focus.

            

            
               In time she might have seen the crucifix dive

               at Epiphany, when rain like a jeweler taps

               gingerly into the crystal of a water crocus.

            

            
               At five she was known as Mary Kalogeropoulos,

               and if I could, I would tell her how my relatives

               changed their amphibrachic name to Bass

            

            
               gaining intelligibility despite melismatic loss,

               the Slavic sonics of affricates and fricatives

               (they pronounce it like the fish, not the tonal range, alas).

            

            
               But her lossy name provides its own gloss.

               Let mine underwrite hers like a bass line,

               as though I had her otherworldly ear.

            

            
               I attended to the Greek boys diving for their cross

               as a girl released a white dove from the shrine

               of her consecrated palms. We watched it disappear.

            

            
               If Callas preferred to perform sans lenses,

               leaving the concert hall a gold-vermilion blur,

               was it to shield her conscience from the world,4

            

            
               so that she moved and sang in fictive stanzas?

               Dives and songs that would disclose our nature

               are from one held breath methodically unfurled.

            

            
               Yes, here’s a rump of Poseidon’s kingdom.

               In the gift shops, St. Michael spears the basilisk,

               and Medusa rears her seething skull.

            

            
               Some coral are classified as ‘gorgonian’. Some

               petrified bodies the treasure hunters frisk

               might have been her victims, turned to marble.

            

            
               The descendants of those divers will now dive

               for the crucifix, in white tees, fresh from Mass,

               processing barefoot down the main drag behind their priest.

            

            
               A liturgical singer’s baritone comes to us live

               from the bayou’s edge, where sacerdotal gulls amass,

               and the modal melodies strike our ear as from the East.

            

            
               They blessed the boats on Thursday at the docks.

               By Friday, the wind was high, and late in the night

               came torrents. To cancel a dive because of showers

            

            
               creates an elemental paradox.

               But here was the miracle: the rain took flight,

               the clouds blew off at the behest of unseen powers.

            

            
               Now the procession halted at the bayou,

               and the priest took over from the singer – though

               he wasn’t singing exactly; but neither did he speak,5

            

            
               or rather, he spoke in circles, as rhymes do,

               a sermon on water. That little of its flow

               was in English, some diverted into Greek,

            

            
               excited me like screams to the angelic orders.

               For isn’t a foreign language the beginning of terror?

               May I ask the diva, if I briefly have her ear?

            

            
               The boys leaped, and in the maelstrom, towards

               the center, one surfaced. The crossbearer.

               He was borne on shoulders back to the pier,

            

            
               all handsome as cherubs halfway to turning seraphim.

               The crowd erupted in applause. Meanwhile the terns,

               facing the proceedings, crossed their wings

            

            
               behind their backs. Their X’d tips had a darker trim,

               as a soprano may have colors our ear discerns

               when the language disappears in what she sings.
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            The Iliad in a Scottish Cemetery

         

         
            
               The culinary garden on the burial grounds

               raises a few eyebrows, but not the dead.

               There’s lovage, chamomile, pineapple sage.

               The graven names are old Scottish names.

               On my headphones, though, is The Iliad,

               so my eyes take in Prestons, Grays and Grahams

               as my ears do Agamemnon, Calchas, Diomedes.

               On a plinth a bas-relief of storm-tossed seas

               commemorates a mariner. The catalog of ships

               survives in unfamilial polysyllables.

               Names don’t translate; a mouth of pebbles,

               they slow the language roaring down the page.

               I’m in two foreign countries at once, by turn

               testing on my tongue the umami of these sounds,

               iron-laced water like blood-anointed spear tips

               and the tangy granite in the skirling burn.
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            The Mystery of Lovers Loan

         

         
            
               ‘Look for the wyvern,’ Chris told me. ‘It’s not on the maps.’

               So I set off to find the secret footpath between high walls

               snaking through the Grange. Isn’t it bad enough these apps

               leave me in dead ends, then drop their signals,

               as when I was given a fenced-in graveyard as a shortcut?

               The markers were taller than men, and everyone here knows

               that stone is unpredictable. Rubble rebels, as in what

               closed the Radical Road (‘high risk of rockfall’) and whose

               ‘unconforming’ nature changed the face of geology.

               The avalanche sings austerely down the prominence

               of the couchant volcano, a former flame. I came to see

               this city reared itself out of sandstone – the wyvern’s sibilance.

            

            
               It’s semiotically rich, a theorist would say: how the volcano

               gives rise to the castle, a stronghold on the peak, while en face

               across the Royal Mile sits the decorative pile where we know

               soft power mounts a charm offensive – a woman’s palace

               with a physic garden. It was usurped from the monks

               who made their peaceful anchorage in the lee of Arthur’s Seat.

               Bloodred rubies of Mary Stuart’s rosary glitter as chunks

               of history fall from the Abbey roof. Where the kings eat,

               a holy stag set its flaming hoof. And where there’s murder,

               it’s always in the chambers of the heart: the beds are soft.

               Someone should have told Mary to be alerter

               to the wyverns. Rocks can be scaled and fealty sloughed.8

            






OEBPS/images/logo_online.png
faber





OEBPS/images/landing_logo_online.png





OEBPS/images/9780571393879_cover_epub.jpg
Ange Mlinko

Foxglovevmse






