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That rocked thee like a cradle to thy root  — JOHN CLARE
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THE MANY HUNDREDS OF THE SCENT

Friend, I have turned the brambles back. I used

 An instrument, a weapon, though it wasn’t

 A weapon, it was an instrument, an oar

To which I had affixed a sheet of plywood

 Three feet by three feet, earlier, an instrument

 A weapon, something like a sword with

A large square tip, but like a sign

 A protester might wave. I leaned the plywood

 Against the brambles as I walked the path

This morning, leaning all my weight against the plywood

 Repeatedly, so that I must have looked

 Like a pro wrestler as I turned the brambles

This morning, bouncing off the ropes, but endless ropes at the single boundary of an endless

 Ring, though it isn’t endless, the path ends

But who was watching me this morning as I walked the clotted

 Path, breaking sorrows from the path

 Follow the path. I’ve yet to sweep the wreckage

Of the brambles from its edges. You will find

 The tower we have often built together

 You from imagination, I from memory

As beams of the last sunlight blurrily flared across the wall, the last of the day, shaped by the blinds

 Each glowing on the wall as if each beam were

A ghost beam of wood floating from the wall

 Burning. And we have watched as slowly

 They flew away into the dark

And though we know it’s an illusion made by

 The sunlight through the blinds, the slats are shaped

 Like beams of wood, the spaces where they don’t fit

Together, shaped like beams of wood

 Through which the sunlight enters, still we

 Have watched the beams that hold the house together flee the wall

Like ashes flying upward, burning

 Didn’t you once confide in me

 You stumbled chasing ashes with your eyes as

The ashes fled a fire you couldn’t yet

 See clearly raging in the heart of the copse you

 Had been approaching, as they rose above the tops

Of the tallest of the band of evergreens, and the ashes might have been pine needles flying from

 The pines, but none of the trees, no pine, no cedar

No fir tree burned, you heard no noise

 Of burning, but you felt the heat, and you had

 Seen light? No telling what had called

You to the window. Was it merely that you wanted

 To see the snow? You saw the distant light

 Of the fire burning in the copse beyond the barn, and

You realized you might not ever have

 Another chance to see the trees up close whose

 Provenance and continued health, exposed

To storms of black exhaust and storms of gravel

 Kicked from the gravel road by pickup trucks

 As the trucks fishtail past the gate and the copse marking

The limit of my property

 Had, from the day you first appeared and spoke to

 Me, seemed incomprehensible to you

What did you say then, not your first words

 To me, but those you whispered as I turned the locks

 Curious who had struck the door so fiercely

So frantically had rung the doorbell? It

 Had been, but I was young, a child still

 Ten years since any visitor had come unasked

And you so calm on the porch, not even

 Facing the door. I thought for sure you were

 Watching whoever had knocked, had rung, was running

Away, but there was no one there but you

 And as you neared the copse, when you were twenty

 Ten feet away, the trees seemed suddenly

To huddle closer to the burning center

 As if they were protecting it

 And just as suddenly you turned and ran back

To the house. No strangeness mars the path

 Now, friend. I’ve turned back even

 The strangeness that once made the path

Familiar, and the trees by standing still, by moving

 Only with the wind, will answer your old fear

 And curiosity, and at the end of the path you

Will see the tower, distant still, but rising, at

 First by itself against the sky, but soon you

 Will see the fruiting orange grove, the leaves

Of the tallest trees obscuring from your vision

 The tower’s lowest windows. You

 Will know at once it is no fearful

And burning heart, the tower, the lowest windows of which you do not yet see. Amidst the orange

 Trees, their suspended flames, you’ll find

A peaceful place, my memories of which I’ve

 Until now guarded by allowing dense

 Brambles to overgrow the only path to the orange

Grove. But I’ve turned them back, the brambles, with

 An instrument, a weapon. Take the path. Before you

 Can see the grove you will smell it, a ghost

Of oranges in the air. One ghost of oranges is

 Hundreds of ghosts, a lifetime each, of each

 The many hundreds of the scent of oranges you’ve tasted

Newborn each time you tasted it, that hung

 Like rain on the air, that for so long as

 It hangs on the air makes air the purest form of rain

The tower will seem to rise from the scent itself, from the scent of oranges

 In the midst of the undifferentiated view, as

If scent, like touch, were place, a home not made

 Of memories, but the next, searching inhalation

 Always the next, with which the scent returns




RACE IN THE BODY

To live and not to understand

My body, who it lives. To live

Allowed the black of the blackness of

 The back of my black hand

A gift of the back of my own hand

Upon which I can balance things

But can’t hold them, and not the pink

 Of the black palm I hold

Now toward you, now toward you

And almost it’s your own outstretched

Hand in a perfect darkness, which

 You now can’t place, can’t know

In the perfect darkness in the unfamiliar room. The feeling you

Can’t place your hand, that’s really you

 Not knowing how the room

Is furnished, will you stumble over

The heart of the room, a thing so low, if

You hadn’t gone the way you’re going

 You would have passed forever

Over it, your hand forever floating in an atmosphere above

The possibility of touching that which, were you not

A stranger here, could only seem

Strange if you looked at it too long

A low or in a corner thing

 That makes the room the room

It is, the bed, the television

Or the long, shrouded desk, upon

Which once, but how could you have known

 A neighbor laid a twitching

Animal, broken, sticky with

Blood, nobody would say it was blood

Except out loud, nobody inside

 Themselves, instead they shout-

ed it, their panic carrying

The blood away, each shout the body

Of the word, Blood! neighbor and children

 And parent














ops/xhtml/nav.xhtml




CONTENTS





		Cover



		Also by Shane McCrae



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Contents



		THE MANY HUNDREDS OF THE SCENT



		RACE IN THE BODY



		THE PHANTOM SON



		READING IS ON YOUR LIST OF CHORES



		RACE IN LANGUAGE



		ODE



		THE DOORWAY



		SOMETHING GRAND I WAS



		IN THE DITCH WHERE THE CAMERA FINDS MY BODY



		AFTER MY GRANDPARENTS KIDNAP ME THEY MOVE TO A NEW DEVELOPMENT



		FAR PAST THE END



		SEAGULLS CRYING



		EXPLAINING MY APPEARANCE IN CERTAIN PICTURES



		IN THE HOUSE FROM WHICH I WAS KIDNAPPED



		I HAVE MIXED MY LABOR WITH THE SOIL



		MY MOTHER WAS A DANCER



		HELEN



		PENELOPE AND THE WATCHING FIRE



		THE FUNGUS CALLED DEAD MAN’S FINGERS



		YOUR BLACK CHILD



		CONSTRUCTION WORKERS AT NIGHT



		THE STAGGERING MAN



		THE SPEECH OF THE THIN KING’S MINDER



		AS IF ITS PRISON



		HEX



		AFTERHEX 1



		AFTERHEX 3



		THE DEAD NEGRO IN THE MODERNIST LONG POEM



		IN THE EVENT OF



		Note



		Acknowledgments













		Cover



		Table of Contents









ops/images/logo.jpg
corsair X)}j poetry





ops/images/9781472158024.jpg
The Many
Hundreds
of the Scent

P O EMS

Shane
McCrae

‘One of the 1 > and mventive





