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Now no discourse, except it be of Love;


Now I can break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep


Upon the very naked name of Love.


Shakespeare,


Two Gentlemen of Verona (II, iv, 137–9)







You




Uninvited, the thought of you stayed too late in my head,


so I went to bed, dreaming you hard, hard, woke with your name,


like tears, soft, salt, on my lips, the sound of its bright syllables


like a charm, like a spell.


Falling in love


is glamorous hell; the crouched, parched heart


like a tiger ready to kill; a flame’s fierce licks under the skin.


Into my life, larger than life, beautiful, you strolled in.


I hid in my ordinary days, in the long grass of routine,


in my camouflage rooms. You sprawled in my gaze,


staring back from anyone’s face, from the shape of a cloud,


from the pining, earth-struck moon which gapes at me


as I open the bedroom door. The curtains stir. There you are


on the bed, like a gift, like a touchable dream.







Text




I tend the mobile now


like an injured bird.


We text, text, text


our significant words.


I re-read your first,


your second, your third,


look for your small xx,


feeling absurd.


The codes we send


arrive with a broken chord.


I try to picture your hands,


their image is blurred.


Nothing my thumbs press


will ever be heard.






Name




When did your name


change from a proper noun


to a charm?


Its three vowels


like jewels


on the thread of my breath.


Its consonants


brushing my mouth


like a kiss.


I love your name.


I say it again and again


in this summer rain.


I see it,


discreet in the alphabet,


like a wish.


I pray it


into the night


till its letters are light.


I hear your name


rhyming, rhyming,


rhyming with everything.






Forest


There were flowers at the edge of the forest, cupping


the last of the light in their upturned petals. I followed you in,


under the sighing, restless trees and my whole life vanished.


The moon tossed down its shimmering cloth. We undressed,


then dressed again in the gowns of the moon. We knelt in the leaves,


kissed, kissed; new words rustled nearby and we swooned.


Didn’t we? And didn’t I see you rise again and go deeper


into the woods and follow you still, till even my childhood shrank


to a glow-worm of light where those flowers darkened and closed.


Thorns on my breasts, rain in my mouth, loam on my bare feet, rough


bark grazing my back, I moaned for them all. You stood, waist deep,


in a stream, pulling me in, so I swam. You were the water, the wind


in the branches wringing their hands, the heavy, wet perfume of soil.


I am there now, lost in the forest, dwarfed by the giant trees. Find me.




River




Down by the river, under the trees, love waits for me


to walk from the journeying years of my time and arrive.


I part the leaves and they toss me a blessing of rain.


The river stirs and turns, consoling and fondling itself


with watery hands, its clear limbs parting and closing.


Grey as a secret, the heron bows its head on the bank.


I drop my past on the grass and open my arms, which ache


as though they held up this heavy sky, or had pressed


against window glass all night as my eyes sieved the stars;


open my mouth, wordless at last meeting love at last, dry


from travelling so long, shy of a prayer. You step from the shade,


and I feel love come to my arms and cover my mouth, feel


my soul swoop and ease itself into my skin, like a bird


threading a river. Then I can look love full in the face, see


who you are I have come this far to find, the love of my life.







Haworth




I’m here now where you were.


The summer grass under my palms is your hair.


Your taste is the living air.


I lie on my back. Two juggling butterflies are your smile.


The heathery breath of the moor’s simply your smell.


Your name sounds on the coded voice of the bell.


I’ll go nowhere you’ve not.


The bleached dip in a creature’s bone’s your throat.
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