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Aperture



Only be careful, and watch yourselves closely so that you do not forget the things your eyes have seen or let them slip from your heart as long as you live.


—Deuteronomy 4:9


Remember how


Bright galaxies of broken glass


Sparkle in parking lots


And seem to promise everlasting light,


Or how thin blades of grass


Stand patient guard on cemetery plots


Where everyone’s an anchorite;


How even now


The dusky, cool


Breeze carries footsteps to your ear—


A husband climbing stairs


With penitential orchids in a vase,


Or crackheads drawing near


Their victim, jackknives flashing; how the cares


And joys are bound, face and efface


Both king and fool;


How every list


Suggests its own alternatives:


Etruscan, Hunnic, Manx


Recall all tongues no native speakers speak;


How common sense forgives


Sins one forgets (for this relief, much thanks);


And how each cheek evokes the cheek


That Judas kissed.


Do not omit


A single item you have read.


Remember Polyphemus


In Homer, Ovid, and Theocritus.


Recall the busy dead,


Translators of a world so polysemous


That even now most readers miss


The drift of it.


“There is in God


A deep, but dazzling darkness,” Vaughan


Wrote (and “O, for thy centre!”)—


Not the same darkness that couldn’t comprehend


The living light in John,


But the thick darkness Moses had to enter


Before he met his promised end,


Buried abroad;


And as you dive


Into the realm of homonyms


And flat-five substitutions,


Contradistinctions, constant contradictions,


And misremembered hymns


(“A wildness in God’s mercy . . .”), no solutions


Will be forthcoming. Your convictions


May not survive.


Remember then


How an accordionist makes music—


Compressing and expanding


The bellows; how agglutination marks


The tongues of both Tungusic


And Finno-Ugric subgroups, notwithstanding


Their lexica; how God strikes sparks


From heart and pen;


How sequined sheets


Of dew can change to chain-mail shirts;


And how a distant laugh


Can well up at a bully’s calling names


In bitter, spitfire spurts,


Or at the splendor of the cenotaph.


Surely whatever else it claims,


The world repeats


That all things mean.


Let the eidetic memory


Capture their grit and shine,


Remembering the aperture affects


The pictures’ clarity.


Are their designs malignant or benign?


The evidence, in some respects,


Remains to be seen.





I. Sightings



To see is to forget; I never tire of such news.


—Donald Revell






Phenomena, Numina, Startling Sparrows



Faced with the world mistaken for the world,


I’m not confused: it seems so sensible


To call the loose, cyclonic pulse of leaves


On sidewalks “physics,” and not a miracle.


I understand a prophet undeceives


Himself when, limping by the roadkill curled


Beside the curb, he thinks theodicy


Inadequate for even bestial pain,


Or when, dispersing the loud shroud of flies


That swaddles it, he wonders how the sane


Escape their own conclusions. Sense defies


Every compendium of mystery,


And if I’m senseless, then, for holding this


World most enlightening when its premises


Grow thinnest, I am glad to be struck dumb.


Look: fireflies punctuate the night with green


Epigrams on love, petunias keen


For the dead possum, and electrons hum


Concentric hymns to probability


While leaf-swirls sing in fractal harmony.


Best is this line of sparrows that have shown
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