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            Place. In a place,

            A place for everything and everything in its place.

            In place in place of everything, in a place.

            – Gertrude Stein, ‘An Elucidation’,
transition (April 1927)

            
                

            

            But I had to think long and hard about the Time, since ‘today’ is an impossible word for me, even though I hear and say it daily, you can’t escape it.

            – Ingeborg Bachmann, Malina,

tr. Philip Boehm

            
                

            

            Then I went down there and suddenly began to see things.

            – Nano Reid, The Irish Times,

6 July 1973 10
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                  Reasons for spring reasons for summer

                  reasons for autumn reasons for winter

                  the yard cat reasons itself into the sun

                  this first March of the new century
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               Landscape with Daffodils

            

            
               
                  Since I survived the winter, since I was so happy,

                  and it was already March, the first warm day

                  of the year. The ice rink had finally closed

                  and in the park the magnolias had begun to bloom.

                  I wanted to find the broad arrows, to know

                  the highest point. I was born 140ft above sea.

                  Where was I now? Where was the bed of daffodils

                  that turned into yellow-topped bins? I still remember

                  their apparent colour. Where were they now?

                  You could see a lot from the hill, and it was quite

                  beautiful. In winter I had to try harder —

                  think of the leaf, of the Stadtpark, of the daffodils

                  real in the distance, of the cars slowing down

                  at the gates of the park, of your hand

                  on the broad arrow. It must have been there

                  all along, but how much of my life

                  am I supposed to remember?
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               Water in Shadow

            

            
               
                  I took the narrow road by the sea, past the ghost house

                  and the spot where the boy was drowned.

               

               
                  I remembered how the road veered before it veered.

                  If I only saw the bend while taking it

                  it would be too late.

               

               
                  The radio knew the time of day but I never switched it on.

                  It knew too much about the past.

               

               
                  The houses I passed were silent, their doors still faded

                  by the sun. I could have knocked on any one

                  and said how the town was receding, how the air

                  had changed.

               

               
                  I’d recognise no one.

               

               
                  The car knew the tune I was singing. The trees

                  kept me in shade. I could tell the water

                  was in shadow. I knew enough not to look

                  while everything was still ahead of me.
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               Boy with Animal

            

            
               
                  At least I can recognise the different

                  voices of the birds. I have learned at least

                  to distinguish. Today I will go outside,

               

               
                  the sky will be different to yesterday —

                  though I will take the same route and pass

                  the same people, their faces will be

               

               
                  yesterday’s faces. I call up my today

                  face and it comes running towards me

                  like my own happy dog. People have

               

               
                  forgotten how to summon their animals.

                  I live on low land, with no immediate

                  height about me but the distance

               

               
                  is brilliantly vertical. It rises upwards

                  and keeps me safe. Whole afternoons

                  with my back to part of the world. I know

               

               
                  my animal, can see it clearly, even when

                  not pressed close, even now as I make

                  my way with no thoughts of returning.
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               Two Figures

            

            
               
                  I saw them in the distance, always a little side by side,

                  talking a little to each other. On the quays

                  they stopped by the water, all scattered streetlight

                  and moon. All day I had the feeling of the window

                  at my back. I left to be outside, and walked

                  in the same direction towards the hill. They began

                  to climb its belly. Only halfway up I could tell

                  they were winded. I stopped by the church

                  with its own burial ground. I didn’t know the order.

                  Through the wrought iron gate I could see

                  it was grassy between the stones. At the top of the hill

                  they circled back towards the barracks, and again

                  towards the town. I did the same. On the bridge

                  an icy wind blew up off the river, pushing them

                  nearer. I could hear the wind whipping their voices

                  out of shape. Close as could be, one or two

                  small words. I was sure, this time, I’d remember.
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               Bridge I

            

            
               
                  From a central point I could see the streets

                  were set at right angles to each other and ran

                  parallel with the river. Everything conformed

                  with the water’s contours, which is to say

                  with the valley’s. From undefined points

                  I could make out the turn that would take me

                  as far as the bridge. This was the appeal

                  as well as the point. I’d read the visitor

                  reports, how, on the whole, things disappoint.

                  The impression produced on the stranger is in no way…

                  The impression produced was of water flooding

                  the mudflats at high tide, of a warm July,

                  of a place where I was most... It was clear

                  how the town grew up, how it was put

                  in place. The weather was the fairest we’d seen,

                  no signs of… Though the town did

                  more and more begin to shape the lives

                  of those who felt less and less like themselves.

                  This was a little known fact. Most days

                  it wasn’t perceptible. Even from the bridge,

                  which was supposedly where things converged,

                  I couldn’t quite tell which of us was acting,

                  which of us was acting like ourselves.
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               The Bullring

            

            
               
                  I saw them again standing in a semi-circle

                  by the old bridge. I could hear words indicating

                  absence but didn’t blame them as I too saw the town

                  in past tense. Someone asked about the blind gate.

                  It used to be… I turned my head. We were standing

                  on the former former where the dogs

                  pinned the bull’s peppered snout. A practice known as…

                  Where was the bull? In this very place

                  or so very almost. The whole town

                  had an almostness to it. But the blind gate was further

                  back and the two were not related. I wanted to know

                  what the blind gate was for. I wanted a blind gate

                  for the bull, so his snout could be spared.

                  I almost asked, but someone mentioned the hangings.

                  That was later, difficult too to believe.

                  Nowadays we believe in demolition

                  and dual carriageways. Everyone laughed.

                  Nowadays, nowadays, nowadays.
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