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  To my Mother and Father,




  with love and gratitude




  





  Lank Space, and scytheless Time with branny hands




  Barren and soundless as the measuring sands,




  Not mark’d by flit of Shades, – unmeaning they




  As moonlight on the dial of the day!




  

    S.T. Coleridge, Limbo, 1811
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  I




  





  Human Telescope




  Anything to overwhelm




  your own thoughts and feelings,




  you took to touring the waterfalls –




  Lodore, Moss Force, Scale Force –




  for their savage sounds.




  

    And as those water-slopes drowned out


  




  any hope of appropriate love




  by dramatizing how out of hand it was,




  perhaps you dreamt back that evening




  in 1781, looking up at the planets and stars,




  

    thinking about the erratic orbit of Uranus,


  




  your young mind getting it, of course,




  being already habituated to the Vast.




  So thank god for a district where shadows




  loomed larger than your own desires,




  

    for the new addition to the cosmos,


  




  allowing you the space to consider




  how change and sameness, concurrent,




  might absolve you




  even in the ongoing downfall.




  





  On Reading Lowell’s Imitations of Sappho




  What is nearest at hand . . . these nerves




  in my fingertips are eyes, five pairs of eyes




  pressing the pillow where your head might lie,




  looking for your face, one day. Time,




  

    now and then, allows for intimation


  




  that abides like the rings around Saturn.




  I can easily make you understand this




  for it’s not love that’s evasive,




  

    it’s the years spent void of course,


  




  perfecting a face in the empty mirrors




  of memory. Yet all those rooms I slept in




  I know now their corners were touching;




  

    each echoed where I’d already been


  




  until I could see through the walls, just as a poem




  when at last it finds its true form




  seems as though it’s been written before.




  





  Fire Shower




  Lying down on a bench by the bridge,




  a moon in late Gemini hidden from view,




  I think of you who I loved a moment ago




  as handfuls of light thrown up in the sky




  find the brief flower of their suspension.




  

    They fall so much shorter


  




  than those on-lookers of the upper air;




  our old loves, our oarsmen, radiant




  in their silence, too steady to take an insult,




  too self-possessed to need us.




  

    Lights from regal crescents, Brunel’s


  




  ingenious shortcut to the woods




  and rockets fired from the observatory roof




  leave me cold – my eye’s on Jupiter, just visible




  through the cloud: first you see me, now you don’t.




  





  Attic




  My head bowed under the rafters




  I make a start in the attic’s advantage,




  the lowered lamp, a cushion




  deleting the daylight, but I’m given




  to climbing out onto the flat roof




  leaving my papers, my books,




  the closed doors and closed windows,




  for those dark sayings




  that have no hinges to swing




  towards what they mean, and so




  are more like song, more necessary.




  I’d rise like this, day after day,




  above the strain of hard angles, servant’s quarters,




  clarifying the openness of your face,




  love, and this generous sky.




  





  The Hum




  There is not yet a single word, but the poem can already be heard . . .




  

    

      —Osip Mandelstam


    


  




  

    It takes all night to turn the page –


  




  no offence to the poem – its image




  sets up so bright a mirror




  the room moves towards it, vaster




  

    for all the darkness I’m left sitting in.


  




  By mid-morning you were fathoming




  how to decant me from one vessel to another,
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