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Artist as Owl 

Do I feel

an affinity with owls

because I watch everything,

or because

my feathers are so soft?


The Alchemist Is Born in a Sudden Changing of Seasons

Each winter morning,

bare and heavy,

apprenticed to the fires

of the smithy’s shop,

he bore his trade upon his back,

he forged his soul to cooling metals.

Plangently the hammer would ring

in the day’s first stillness,

loud against a chalky sun,

sending the wrens to higher perches

in the oaks and sycamores,

the deserted reaches of the barn.

Such blows would shake his teeth,

drop sparks about his ankles

and singe the hair

upon his turning arms.

Each falling arc trembled

the air in its breaking.

One day he watched the sun

drift north, bright as his furnace.

The snow had fled the gables,

and by the morning roadside,

soft crucibles of gold

opened among the leaves.

Climbing to the loft

he was stunned, left speechless.

There in the darkness,

pale as old straw,

the pulsing throat

of a bird he could not name.


Night Flight

Boots wet, you return to the tower.

You shake your hair from the scarf.

Come close beneath the covers.

All the clocks are melting.

I will search your back for wings.


The Beast at Vespers

after Jean Cocteau

The daisies turn blue at dusk.

The moon is the rib of Adam,

and the night,

a woman grown around it.

The carcass of a fawn

bloodies the garden path.


Horses of Light

As the storm runs west at dusk

the light gives up the air,

the lurching sea turns dark

and sleek as otter skin,

a great bloody horse blooms

in the sun’s red setting.

Dali has penned such rearing cumuli

in moments of rare attraction,

the flecks of mica on the table

shining beneath his ringed hand,

the waiter with a single absinthe,

the sun always down to dark waters.

Prophets and mariners can mount

these blood and cloudy steeds.

They gather the sky’s loose reins

to ride against the night

with long hair streaming,

feet lodged in stirrups of air.

In the wake of avid hooves

the sky lies sleek and dark,

the plumping stars mere flecks of stone.

While other hands are ringed by sleep

the waiter brings a tray of drinks,

heady absinthe, seagreen pernod.


Soul of a Victorian

Too late, you have signed the deed,

when you hear a wailing in the cellar.

You find her blind and stubborn

as a root, naked, draped in old lace.

As you lift her through the trapdoor

the wind begins to pierce the eaves,

to fill the high and narrow rooms

with the reek of wood’s damp rot.

She tells of the graves in the yard:

one cat, three dogs, a fetus.

She speaks of an empty carriage,

the rusty stain on the hall paper.

And while you are listening

you taste the dead hours and grasp

the worms’ artless consummation:

you feel time between your fingers.

She is slipping back from you,

down to the dark lampshades,

the chest with the broken hasp,

to photographs of forgotten memory.


1980S



[image: ]




The Alchemist Discovers a Universal Solvent

When the moment

nicks my consciousness

keen as a dagger’s edge,

fast as the laws allow,

more silent than

the elasticity of bone,

I cross the continuum

and stand beside myself

with senses flaming 

and body turned to stone.

For one fractured instant

sand hangs in the glass,

the breath of the forest

catches in its limbs,

a slice of the natural

and relative universe

is stretched on the block

with light suspended:

a still life taut

on the lip of a dream,

until the moment turns

and thought is upended.

The forest shakes itself

and time reassumes

its interminable ticking,

the steady dissolution

of all it subsumes. 
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