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But the Duende – where is the Duende? Through the empty arch enters a mental air blowing insistently over the heads of the dead, seeking new landscapes and unfamiliar accents; an air bearing the odour of child’s spittle, crushed grass, and the veil of a Medusa announcing the unending baptism of all newly created things.


LORCA




– I –


In dancing, a single step, a single movement of the body that is graceful and not forced, reveals at once the skill of the dancer. A singer who utters a single word ending in a group of four notes with a sweet cadence, and with such facility that he appears to do it quite by chance, shows with that touch alone that he can do much more than he is doing.


CASTIGLIONE, The Book of the Courtier




Upon A Claude Glass




A lady might pretend to fix her face, 
but scan the room inside her compact mirror –


so gentlemen would scrutinize this glass 
to gaze on Windermere or Rydal Water


and pick their way along the clifftop tracks 
intent upon the romance in the box,


keeping unframed nature at their backs, 
and some would come to grief upon the rocks.


Don’t look so smug. Don’t think you’re any safer 
as you blunder forward through your years


squinting to recall some fading pleasure, 
or blinded by some private scrim of tears.


I know. My world’s encircled by this prop, 
though all my life I’ve tried to force it shut







The Whip


after Lu Chi (261–303)




Sometimes your writing’s a soft tangle of subtleties 
undercutting one another, blurring the paths 
and you arrive at a washed-out bridge or rockslide. 
Leave it. Don’t try to end what’s finished. 
The well-aimed phrase is a whip, your poem a horse, 
stamping and snorting and straining at the bit. 
He wants to win as much as you do, and the whip 
will serve better than a web of fine thoughts. 
Just make sure you know when you’ve won.







I Hold in my Hand an Egg




I hold it aloft between finger and thumb 
Like a quail’s only smaller, unspeckled. 
Be careful, you say, don’t drop it. 
It may be the egg of the threatened pygmy ghost owl, 
and you have broken the law by removing it. 


Or Go on, you may say, turn it into a dart, 
 or a minnow, a mainspring, a match aflame, 
or make it disappear entirely 
like that thought I had moments ago 
before you began speaking.


Or No, you may say, leave it. 
This egg is replete with meaning. 
It is the egg of itself, its own egg, 
the philosopher’s breakfast. 
And you are the Buddha.


Or you may rise and take up arms, 
having recognized the egg as hope 
and my gesture as the signal to an armed cell, 
a gesture to be danced or cast in bronze one day. 
And I have broken the law by performing it.







Hazards


1




Once upon a time there was a dark blue suit. 
And one fine morning the chamberlain laid it out upon a bed 
and the ministers of state assembled round it singing 
God preserve and protect the emperor!
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