

[image: Illustration]





 


ALSO BY SASKIA HAMILTON


Poems


Corridor
Canal: New and Selected Poems
Divide These
As for Dream


As Editor


The Dolphin Letters, 1970–1979:
Elizabeth Hardwick, Robert Lowell, and Their Circle
The Dolphin: Two Versions, 1972–1973 by Robert Lowell
Words in Air: The Complete Correspondence between
Elizabeth Bishop and Robert Lowell (with Thomas Travisano)
The Letters of Robert Lowell









[image: Illustration]









 


C O R S A I R


First published in the United States in 2023 by Graywolf Press
First published in the United Kingdom in 2023 by Corsair


Copyright © 2023, Saskia Hamilton


The moral right of the author has been asserted.


All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


A CIP catalogue record for this book
is available from the British Library.


ISBN: 978-1-4721-5873-4


Corsair
An imprint of
Little, Brown Book Group
Carmelite House
50 Victoria Embankment
London EC4Y 0DZ


An Hachette UK Company
www.hachette.co.uk


www.littlebrown.co.uk









For John Justus Lucien Hamilton, always










CONTENTS



Faring


Exits and Entrances to the Auditorium


All Souls


Museum Going


Notes


Acknowledgments










[image: Illustration]











FARING
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Light before you call it light graying the sky. Doves on window ledges call and answer, a low branching into seven-fold division.


‘As’ means like but also means while: As a cloud passes. As the shadow in the early morning. As the door turns on the hinge.


Who was it who said that every narrative is a soothing down.


Winter sun floods the table.
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Quarter past ten: Wave of nausea after morning pills, hot tea, six candles. Thin sheets of cloud now dominant.


The boy wants glow sticks as protection.


Radiator—is it a hiss or a shush? An aspirant or a consolation? Half our days spent living in the future, an illusion.
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Six days later: as the light grows, so does my will for the weight that tethers us to the ground, shoulder blades descending and meeting.


Flowers at once religious, secular, and sexual.


Blue sky, a dot of cloud. Voices of children from the street below; children with a ball.


Builders are raising the scaffolding, preparing their day’s work. Talk with a friend, who was taken by the wolf at night.


[image: Illustration]


Sediment on the windows, light flecks the edges of buildings, wind works at the building, worrying it, cyclist with a flickering lamp on the avenue below.


Shadow of a neighbor crosses the window in the building opposite.
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Strength of feeling now vanished but the memory of it is of a kinship of some kind.


In its recollection, it registers unease beneath the day.


‘I love you,’ he says, ‘but maybe we shouldn’t profess our love for one another because, you know, it might mean you’ll die?’
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And what is actual? The word derives from a cauterizing agent, ‘redhot.’ Is actual for one time only, as if only once could something be realized? In its weakened sense, it is ‘opposed to potential, possible, ideal.’ Beside me on the sofa, the boy is restless with joyous movement and intermittent improvised joy.
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In the streets below, each passerby carries time internally, it opens the mind like a flower blown in its native bed.


William Cowper in his laundered kerchief at table. He stares out of the poem in alarm.
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By rue d’Amsterdam, inside the rib of the building, crowds rush to three imminent trains, wait by the sandwich and coffee kiosk, trailed by wheeled luggage, pigeons, soldiers moving among them. The eye of the corporal passes over a bystanding neighbor.


Listings and times flap, click, shuffle, the building lists towards departure as if inclined to hear the far-off sound that marks the end of land.


Musical interlude, another train entering the great mouth.
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EXITS AND ENTRANCES TO THE AUDITORIUM



[image: Illustration]


‘But the history of no life is a jest.’ Hallucinatory dream sentence, that, while up in the night again as if I had a newborn, seamlessly integrating into the running sleep narrative of that hour.


Bashō at the end of his life noted the restlessness, the insuppressibility, of thought—


As for dream, it wanders


the withered fields.


And what does fear mask? Give it room, ask it a question.


Was it seventy years ago that Kenneth Tynan played the role of Fear in The Masque of Hope? (‘I mummify transience,’ he wrote about the same time.)


According to Kant, we are compelled to bring a form of structuring activity to experience. ‘Human reason, in one sphere of its cognition, is called upon to consider questions, which it cannot decline, as they are presented by its own nature, but which it cannot answer, as they transcend every faculty of the mind.’ Accordingly, structure of any kind is a form of thought, even counting.


I went to a showing of The Seventh Seal at the Paris Theater, on the last Sunday in July. We met on the blinding pavement, Peig and I, then entered the cool dark. I’d forgotten the opening—shrill voices singing something meant to be glorious—then a spoken line from Revelation:


And when the Lamb had opened the seventh seal, there


was silence in heaven about the space of half an hour—


I was interested in the phrase ‘about the space of . . . .’ Not as a rough estimate, not approximately or even referring ‘to things scattered over a surface,’ but of measurement and circumference ‘around the outside, on every side, all round . . . in every direction.’ How comforting, to have such precision in the midst of that terror.
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