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We talked with each other about each other

Though neither of us spoke.

—EMILY DICKINSON

If I defer the grief, I will diminish the gift.

—EAVAN BOLAND
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Wonder, from the Old English wundor, is thought to be a cognate with the German wunde or wound.






DEAR LIFE


I can’t undo all I have done to myself,

what I have let an appetite for love do to me.




I have wanted all the world, its beauties

and its injuries; some days,

I think that is punishment enough.




Often, I received more than I’d asked,




which is how this works—you fish in open water

ready to be wounded on what you reel in.




Throwing it back was a nightmare.

Throwing it back and seeing my own face




as it disappeared into the dark water.




Catching my tongue suddenly on metal,

spitting the hook into my open palm.




Dear life: I feel that hook today most keenly.




Would you loosen the line—you’ll listen




if I ask you,




if you are the sort of life I think you are.






I




THE BENDS


When the doctor sliced open the body,

soft still to the touch, apprenticed

to expression, when the flesh




was pulled back between index and thumb

revealing the armor of breastbone,

imagine him who saw the heart froth,




the heart bubble over like soda water.

Then think of grief leaving the body,

flitting like salt to the nearby sink,




and joy like atoms joining in air

towards another living promise.

Under the night of millions of gallons




of water, the man had been building

the Brooklyn Bridge, rinsing off

the day’s labors in streams warm




and patient, rainlike now. The bends

after the posture assumed by the afflicted

as nitrogen crept up the spine’s steps.




There are still things that cannot be imagined.

The indifferent light on the surface of

the water. The wounding breath of air.






EVERYONE IS HAVING AN ISLAND VACATION


Somewhere in Greece by the white of it,

blues so soaked they emit their own light.

Admiring coastlines from lookouts on cliffs,

looking blasé in ancient temples.

I remember those summers on my father’s shoulders

when the man would point to the cross

on the mountain, ask if it was raining.

Full days settled by wildflower and stone.

Green, in a word; we gave each day the full human,

and it gave us tranquil deaths: the beetle’s

gem-like shell, vacant bee in the window

of an ancient tram. I was unsure anyone lived

the way I did, slowly, presently, in color.

Was often by myself speaking to a weed

pulled from the local imagination. For what

would you forfeit the real, no one asked,

before handing me the photographs.

There I am, I concede, in a red bandana

placed gently in my father’s youth,

a hush of blue foothills. So this is what it was like,

or not unlike, to be me, a virgin in my father’s country,

at six, in the unfinished interior. But how

to insist on other senses, all their patient sanities?

Half my body warm, the other, damp in clover.

The dirt pulled as it dried on my knees.

I was hungry, simply, and feared the mountain.

There was time to be afraid and to outlive,

unaccounted seconds in their coats of chance.

Now everyone is lined in spasms of hereness,

at the gym, then exiting the movie theater.

What’s happened in between, mislaid inside them,

bookended by moments that endure in others.

Every feeling, cousin to some vanished one,

echoes through the halls of our aloneness.






LONGING EXPLAINED BY WILLIAM JAMES


I know the color blue when I see it, and the

flavour of a pear when I taste it;

but about the inner nature of these facts,

I can say nothing at all.

—WILLIAM JAMES




Pears will come to you if you are patient

Blue will come  a mood of green

so confusion rules all things




The mind  an appetite grammarian

summons gods from glances

full of chance antiquities




I met you in a place  that is that place

because I met you  the spine of English

softening between us

a village

where each         through his sewing

and weaving  utters the mimic’s prayer

to memory




It is permanently summer there

hedgerows mostly

       a sort of slow vanishing

your image from every vantage

absented




So tugs possession impatient and abstract

whose troubled grace        is lack.






MARGRAVINE


In the cemetery, the only available light

is shed by those wandering through,

tired, hungry, and a little put off

to be stepping on the mouths of so many

once-people. We overlook the names

ambling towards one end which is a river,

which is always, somehow, a river.

I joke you brought me here to show me

your plot, or to slay me in summer’s

unabridged grass, though the joke’s

that your hands will never be on me.

No future between us; we might as well be dead,

quoting Hardy to explain the little path

you sometimes take, like in a film you switch off

because life’s short. Come midnight,

youths commit all sorts of crimes to prove

they’re not afraid of what’s coming for them.

They have the right idea, the wrong one,

or none. Either way, the grave. The flowers

growing furiously in their June bodies.

I lie about cemeteries all the time.

It’s most alive at the heart of the thing

where the brush of your fingertips

against my wrist could send me begging.

Hurry, while we aren’t dried up rivers.

While your mouth’s not underfoot

in a permanent scream. It’s most alive

at the heart of the thing, the only light,

a bright sheen given off by everything.






PRAYER


What runs through me could hardly be called piety.

It’s not patience either, at least not by that name.

The pasture’s dissolution into darkness,

the cow gnawing obediently without notion of infinity

and stars—God, you know all about them.




Those evenings I was sure I’d die,

you were teaching me to live; I see that now.

And the gravity of all you did not say

but left me like a map for the intuiting.

Slowly, I saw the world for what it was,






or was it I who grew familiar, that long

habit of me? These were the pains

I was granted in this life: my face in cold weather,

a throbbing at the temples. And because

these occasionally left me, all secondary anguish,






I modeled on Yours: I swam in perpetual

end of spring knowing no summer could come of it,

used the same shears to trim a leaf of poison

and its remedy; I knew enough to know what I was doing.

So often I thought that I was clever, God,






and could see the spirit moving within me

like a school of fish darting under ice.

In the lit-up scan of my left breast,

bright dashes of calcium the beautiful doctor

used her needle to guide out of me.




A metal marker forever near my heart,

my mother’s heart, her mother’s; we are alive,

and now, and still. I’ll tell you something

I’ve never told a God: I’ve been ready for a fight,

been ready for suffering. All my allowances




came and spent and all the coffers magically

replenished. Why galaxies, God? The fit

of one palm inside another? This ache

of once—I know, I know. Not piety:

let me earn what I’ve got already.
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