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For Rosemary Deen,
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        I

        ALHAMBRA IN NEW YORK

        
            
                for Rosemary Deen
            

        

        
            From the kitchen corner comes

            the low electric hum

            of the five-petaled fan.

            A stir of air reaches us

            sweetly, as if it were fresh;

            it governs our breath.

            Our talk over dinner

            could not be better even

            were we caressed (if

        

        
            we were as we were)

            by a skim of air lifting to us

            moonstruck off the long pool

            at Alhambra years ago, there

            where we are, as we know.

        

        IF LIVE, STONES HEAR

        
            Where there are two

            choose more than one.

        

        
            In the longing of silence

                           for sound

            the longing of sound for

                           silence

        

        
            makes waves. Are the winds

            of outer space

            an utterance

            or simply the rush of change

        

        
            are rivers under our ground

            audible to stones and to moles,

            or is their wet self-storage

            self-contained.

        

        
            Between silence and sound

            we are balancing darkness,

            making light of it,

            like the barren pear

            that used to bloom

            in front of Elaine’s uplifting

            Second Avenue,

            like the acacia trees

            perfuming the rue d’Alésia.

        

        FOR DENIS AT TEN

        
            He is a serious boy, a visitor.

            He sees how an orchard of apple trees

            opens this oriole morning

            into a fossil-rock field where cattle

            would stumble were there no rose-tangled

            old walls of stone to hold them away.

            Whistling, he is the serious city boy

            who, given a country mission, strides

            down the cow path, juggling a greening

            to shy at recalcitrant rumps. He knows

            he was sent. He goes on his own;

            he takes into account

            cows, chipmunk nutters, cowplats, sky!

            & stones, holding each other into a wall,

            and a black snake sunning, and, sky.

        

        
            Birds slip brightness in among nettles and thistles.

            It is early July. He was sent to the brook

            beyond the pasture, for watercress.

            He goes there, whistling.

                           Nothing reminds him of something.

            He sees what is there to see.

        

        THIS BRIDGE, LIKE POETRY, IS VERTIGO

        
            In a time of dearth bring forth number, weight, & measure.

            —WILLIAM BLAKE

        

        
            Describing the wind that drives it, cloud

            rides between earth and space. Cloud

            shields earth from sun-scorch. Cloud

            bursts to cure earth’s thirst.     Cloud

            —airy, wet, photogenic—

            is a bridge or go-between;

            it does as it is done by.

            It condenses. It evaporates.

            It draws seas up, rains down.

            I do love the drift of clouds.

            Cloud-love is irresistible,

            untypical, uninfinite.

        

        
            Deep above the linear city this morning

            the cloud’s soft bulk is almost unmoving.

            The winds it rides are thin;

            it makes them visible.

            As sun hits it or if sun

            quits us it’s blown away

            or rains itself or snows itself away.

            It is indefinite:

        

        
            This dawns on me: no cloud is measurable.

        

        
            Make mine cloud.

            Make mind cloud.

        

        
            The clarity of cloud is in its edgelessness,

            its each instant of edge involving

            in formal invention, always

            at liberty, at it, incessantly altering.

            A lucky watcher will catch it

            as it makes big moves:

            up the line of sight it lifts

            until it conjugates or

                           dissipates,

            its unidentical being intact

            though it admits flyers.

            It lets in wings. It lets them go.

            It lets them.

            It embraces mountains & spires built

            to be steadfast; as it goes on

            it lets go of them.

                           It is not willing.

                           It is not unwilling.

        

        
            Late at night when my outdoors is

            indoors, I picture clouds again:

                           Come to mind, cloud.

                           Come to cloud, mind.

        

        ALONGSIDE THE POND

        
            At the edge of vision

            just short of sight

            pond air shimmers pearly

            unbroken ungated. Bright

            mist engages me

            silent unmediated.

        

        
            When I turn

            and look into it

        

        
            I want birds.

        

        FIT AUDIENCE

        
            
                for David Rothenberg
            

        

        
            (andante cantabile:

            G sharp is not G natural)

            Mozart and his starling

            both loved to whistle.

            What a pair.

        

        
            Maybe for just this once

            in our history of Bird

            we can forgive the uncaged cager.

            Our god-besot Mozart

            bought it caged it kept it,

            a fabulous singer

            priceless but with useless wings.

            When it sang out

            loud, careless, impetuous,

        

        
            Mozart’s shoulder blades ached

                           but he heard it sing.

        

        HEAD TURKEY MUSES: A SOLILOQUY

        
            “I spread my tail. You halt. I walk right by you, close up.

            You let me. You’d better. You

            have no choice. Back and forth

            I edge you, by my walk.

            Which is righteous. I’ve got

            my game face on. I get

            the angle of the beak just perfect—

            up. It stops you short.

            It pens you, helpless, to the spot.

        

        
            I wait. A long beat. You freeze.

            And I front you and you drop your head.

            You admit my walk wins. I walk superior.

            You? duck your little head, duck lower.

            Good.     The ground feels warm.

            My spurs get sharper every day.

            I do not need to pen you anymore.

            You know the score. You stay penned.

            I am very busy. I am sentinel to

            hens. I do them all. Not you. I do.

        

        
            When crows scream Cover! I decide

            to credit them. For your safety’s sake

            I fade my great red wattle down to pink.

            When I take cover

            everybody does.

            You too. I keep an eye on your head (low)

            and on your wattle (at all times, grey).

            Geese overhead shout nonsense. I

            gobble at them and they’re gone. And you

            are where I can see to you.

            You stay. I let you stay.”

        

        ONE GRIMM BROTHER TO THE OTHER

        
            “I’ve never lived inside the gingerbread house,

            have you? I don’t say I’ve never visited.

            But never lived. I know I couldn’t like to.

            It’s cramped and it stinks of being afraid.

        

        
            Of what. Which am I. Who is she. Afraid

            I’d hate to eat her & she’d make me sick.

            Afraid she’d eat me last. First. Afraid

            no sweet-tooth brat would fatten and be sweet

            to roast & baste & eat. Afraid that once

            I’d cooked them (& started a soup for stock—

            full of oniongrass—I’d boil their bones to)

            no more soft children would climb my candy fence

            & nibble up the path to my cookie tree,

            my door of chocolate (whose inside fear is

            inside the fear inside),

                                     afraid I’d catch my breath

            & hear the swarm of mice squeak, ‘Eat or die,’

            and then I’d have to eat and I would die afraid.”

        

        PETER RABBIT’S MIDDLE SISTER

        
            Mopsy, you were in your briar patch

            birthplace the trustworthy sister, who ate

            blackberries with cream & kept the floors swept.

        

        
            You came back promptly when sent out to fetch

            brown bread for supper, while your reprobate

            brother adventured, broke things, got caught, leapt

            free, lost his shirt, got scolded till you botched

            your homework and cried for him till you slept.

            Your grief was seeing him stand there wretched,

        

        
            reproached for his deeds. Not he, you, wept,

            your chest hot, your heart fast in the thorned clutch

            of your hedge-hemmed root-safe bedtime-tale hutch.

        

        
            We realist rabbits wrongly denigrate

            the softhearted order of your careful state.

        

        LATE SPRING AS USUAL

        
            The green vine is moving.

            The motion’s too slow to be

            visible but it is racing,

            racing feeling for a way

            across the wall of fence

            it’s scrawling on, inches added every day.

            Forwarding, sunwarding, it claims

            its place. Green states its claim. It writes

            the lesson of the day: longing,

            longing coming true while arcing

            out and up according to the instruction

            of desire. Sun-hungry its tip has tilted

            toward sun-space. Already

            it is speeding leaf-notes out of its root

            all along the sprigless budless thread

            still scribbling the deed of its location.

            In two weeks or one or four

        

        
            morning                    glory.

        

        THE WOLF AND THE LAMB

        
            
                (La raison du plus fort est toujours la meilleure)
            

            from JEAN DE LAFONTAINE, Fables
                I, 10

        

        
            The strongest reasons are the reasons of the strong.

            It’s so—as we’ll show before long.

        

        
            A lamb was drinking quietly

            close to the edge of a clear brook

            which was on the path the wolf, when fasting, took.

            The wolf eyed the lamb hungrily.

            “Who’s made you so brave you muddy my drink?” he cried,

            cross as two sticks and fit to be tied.

            “Such arrogance must be punished, don’t you agree?”

            “Sire,” said the lamb, “may it please Your High Majesty

            to be unenraged—and to note

            that where I stand and wet my throat

            is—as you, Sire, may see is true—

            downstream from you,

            downstream by twenty yards at least,

            proof I can’t possibly muddy your royal drink

            from my low stance here at the brink.”

            “Wretch! You DO muddy it—and,” said the cruel beast,

            “what’s worse, you told lots of lies about me last year.”

            “Not I! This year’s my first; last year I wasn’t here,”

            said the lamb. “I’m still nursing my mother.”

            “Not you? Then it was your brother!”

            “I have none.”

                           “Then one of your kin.

            You owe me, one way or the other,

            you, your shepherd, your dogs, their kin—

            I must take revenge. Your crimes are known.”

            Wolf dragged lamb under the trees

            and cracked and ate him, blood and bone,

            with no further formalities.

        

        TO THE WINDS, FROM A WINNOWER OF WHEAT

        
            translated from JOACHIM DU BELLAY, in honor of WILLIAM RYDING

        

        
            Welcome, welcome, infant breeze,

            lightly flying where you please.

            Whisperer, why not whistle, too,

            among the sun-struck grass.

            Teach it to bend when you pass;

            push less gently through.

        

        
            I bring you these spring beauties,

            lilies, violets, daisies,

            and these notable roses,

            these rosy briar clusters

            whose split buds match the luster

            this carnation discloses.

        

        
            May your crescent breath soon reign

            strong and clear across this plain.

            Freshen this spot, where I stay

            to work the wheat. I obey

            the one true winnowing way

            in the heat of the day.

        

        LISTEN

        
            clouds:

            are they all

                soundless

        

        
            (are you sure?)

        

        A RUNE, INTERMINABLE

        
            Low above the moss

            a sprig of scarlet berries

            soon eaten or blackened

            tells time.

        

        
                           Go to a wedding

                           as to a funeral:

                           bury the loss.

        

        
                           Go to a funeral

                           as to a wedding:

                           marry the loss.

        

        
                           Go to a coming

                           as to a going:

                           unhurrying.

        

        
            Time is winter-green.

            Seeds keep time.

            Time, so kept, carries us

            across to no-time where

        

        
            no time is lost.

        

        ROUTE 80, SALT LAKE CITY TO RENO, BEAUTIFUL

        
            
                for Ann Cosler Gallagher
            

        

        
            The man at the dry gas station says he can recall,

            maybe every nine or ten years, a hard rain then a rush

            of carpeting flowers up sudden & small.

        

        
            Not lately. And the dust-maker sun, alkaline

            over a wound-scouring wind, sees to it

            the flowers seed but leave no green sign.

        

        
            This seascape of stone, its beige & grey stretched exposed

            to ten hundred thousand winters, records

            no events but those of rocks: WE EXPLODED—

        

        
            announcing it in a seared continuous cry

        

        
            to the vastness of empty unlistening

            others call sky.

        

        WALKING HOME FROM THE MUSEUM

        
            The pleasure of walking, Brother Angel,

            calls to mind your Paradise panel

            of radiant saviors. They step the vertical

            at ease in their deathlife, delectable.

            You show among slow green leaves their bliss in place

            in the vivid repose of each breathless face.

        

        
            I lack leaves and their air-exchanging grace.

            I lack gold leaf and your burin skill. Here I walk

            east and west of death, toward their lute-led talk,

            its pure sound spilt from song. In their words’ embrace

            strangers partner. Their redeeming speech spans

            time and tune. Solo, they also move as a throng

            conversing, hand lifted to open hand,

            their speech sung as if not split from song.

        

    


End of sample
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