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SKIN DIVERS


Under the big-top

of stars, cows drift

from enclosures, bellies brushing

the high grass, ready for their heavy

festivities. Lowland gleams like mica

in the rain. Starlight

soaks our shoes.

The seaweed field begs, the same

burlap field that in winter cracks with frost,

is splashed by the black brush

of crows. Frozen sparklers of Queen Anne’s lace.


Because the moon feels loved, she lets our eyes

follow her across the field, stepping

from her clothes, strewn silk

glinting in furrows. Feeling loved, the moon loves

to be looked at, swimming

all night across the river.


She calls through screens,

she fingers a white slip in the night hallway,

reaches across the table for a glass.

She holds the dream fort.

Like the moon, I want to touch places


just by looking. To tell

new things at three in the morning, when we’re

awake with rain or any sadness, or slendering through

reeds of sleep, surfacing to skin. In this room

where so much has happened, where love

is the clink of buttons as your shirt slides

to the floor, the rolling sound of loose change;

a book half open, clothes

half open. Again we feel

how transparent the envelope

of the body, pushed through the door

of the world. To read what’s inside

we hold each other

up to the light. We hold

the ones we love or long

to be free of, carry them

into every night field, sit with them

while cows slow as ships

barely move in the distance.

Rain dripping from the awning of stars.


Waterworn, the body remembers

like a floodplain, sentiment-laden,

reclaims itself with every tide.

Memory terraces, soft as green deltas.

Or reefs and cordilleras–

gathering the world to bone.


The moon touches everything

into meaning, under her blind fingers,

then returns us to cerulean

aluminum dawns. Night,

a road pointing east.

Her sister, memory, browses the closet

for clothes carrying someone’s shape.

She wipes her hands on an apron

stained with childhood, familiar smells

in her hair; rattles pots and pans

in the circadian kitchen.

While in the bedroom of a night field,

the moon undresses; her abandoned peignoir

floats forever down.


Memory drags possessions out on the lawn,

moves slowly through wet grass, weighed down

by moments caught in her night net, in the glistening

ether of her skirt. The air alive,

memory lifts her head and I nearly

disappear. You lift your head, a look I feel

everywhere, a tongue of a glance,

and love’s this dark field, our shadow web

of voices, the carbon-paper purple

rainy dark. Memory’s heavy with the jewellery

of rain, her skirt heavy with buds of mercury

congealing to ice on embroidered branches–


as she walks we hear the clacking surf

of those beautiful bones. Already love

so far beyond the body, reached only

by way of the body. Time is the alembic

that turns what we know

into mystery. Into air,

into the purple stain of sweetness.

Laburnum, wild iris, birch forest so thick

it glows at night, smells that reach us

everywhere; the alchemy that keeps us

happy on the ground, even if our arms embrace

nothing, nothing: the withdrawing

trochee of birds. We’ll never achieve escape

velocity, might as well sink into wet

firmament, learn to stay under,

breathing through our skin.

In silver lamella, in rivers

the colour of rain. Under water, under sky;

with transparent ancient wings.


Tonight the moon traipses in bare feet,

silk stockings left behind

like pieces of river.


Our legs and arms, summer-steeped,

slapped damp

with mud and weeds.


We roll over the edge into the deep field,

rise from under rain,

from our shapes in wet grass.

Night swimmers, skin divers.




 



LAND IN SIGHT


All day the sky

whispered into the sea and the sails

would not fill. On the pier,

dogs drank the air dry

with searching tongues.

We were seared wherever clothes

revealed us. Down the boulevard,

shutters clapped loud against the sun.

Children slipped messages through the slats,

flecks of paper drifted into the street.


All through the city love looked for us, through

the crooked Altestrasse, under Lenin’s balcony,

past the terrace where Goethe drank his coffee.

Into cafés where coolness turns its key

in a shadow. All day love followed us

as we climbed, from fountain to bridge.

A gull hovered as if

broken. All day love drew its finger

across my belly, ascended my damp spine.

I kept turning my face

from its breath.


The city woke. Dogs unfolded their legs

and stood. One by one, shutters parted,

glimpses of voices

pressed the air.


The same loneliness that closes us

opens us again.


Like hair loosened by the sea,

slowly the darkness opens into darkness.




 



NIGHT GARDEN


Your mouth, a hand

against my mouth.

Pressed to earth, we dream

of ocean: heat-soaked, washed

with exhaustion, our mariner’s sleep

haunted by smells of garden–fresh rosemary

thirty miles off Spain. Long grasses

sway the bottom of our boat.

We follow a sequence

of scents complex as music,

navigate earth places, sea places, follow

acoustics of mountains,

warbler instinct in the dark–

Siberia, Africa, and back–

phosphor runways guiding us to shore,

moonlight half eaten by the waves.


Across the lawn, a lit window floats.

Welts of lupine. You remember

an open window, Arabian music

through wet beeches. We know we’re moving

at tremendous speed, that if it could be seen

the stars would be a smear

of velocity. But all is still,


pinioned. In the night garden,

light is a swallowed cry.

Naked in the middle of the city

the stars grow firm in our mouths.




 



THREE WEEKS


Three weeks longing, water burning

stone. Three weeks leopard blood

pacing under the loud insomnia of stars.

Three weeks voltaic. Weeks of winter

afternoons, darkness half descended.

Howling at distance, ocean

pulling between us, bending time.

Three weeks finding you in me in new places,

luminescent as a tetra in depths,

its neon trail.

Three weeks shipwrecked on this mad island;

twisting aurora of perfumes. Every boundary of body

electrified, every thought hunted down

by memory of touch. Three weeks of open eyes

when you call, your first question,

Did I wake you…




 



INTO ARRIVAL


It will be in a station

with a glass roof

grimy with the soot

of every train and

they will embrace for every mile

of arrival. They will not

let go, not all the long way,

his arm in the curve

of her longing. Walking in a city

neither knows too well,

watching women with satchels

give coins to a priest for the war veterans;

finding the keyhole view of the church

from an old wall across the city, the dome

filling the keyhole precisely,

like an eye. In the home

of winter, under an earth

of blankets, he warms her skin

as she climbs in from the air.


There is a way our bodies

are not our own, and when he finds her

there is room at last

for everyone they love,


the place he finds,

she finds, each word of skin

a decision.


There is earth

that never leaves your hands,

rain that never leaves

your bones. Words so old they are broken

from us, because they can only be

broken. They will not

let go, because some love

is broken from love,

like stones

from stone,

rain from rain,

like the sea

from the sea.
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