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I: IF, AS SOMETIMES HAPPENED, SHE HAD THE FEATURES OF A WOMAN I HAD 

KNOWN IN LIFE,  

 

Out of all of us you were always the fullest and everyone was losing  

their minds with jealousy. You did not notice  

or maybe you did.  

We never knew what you were thinking 

each of your movements was  

a mystery you performed with certainty:  

you got angry suddenly and at nothing 

you were in love with the strangest things.  

We were all in love with  

you but my love was the firmest of  

all. I loved you in a way that was fixed and absolute 

a way that children love: impossible to shake off and absolving of  

everything. When I remember you now the time  

stretches and ceases all movement.  

In these stretches I can sense you again but  

of your face I remember nothing.  

  



 

II: I WOULD DEVOTE MYSELF ENTIRELY TO THIS END: TO FINDING HER AGAIN, 

 

My first memory of you is the way I held your hand 

in mine on the way to lunch. We were seven. 

The world was a wonderful enormous thing condensed 

into the way your fingers fit between my fingers  

your hand all skin and bone, dry and skinny  

and I squeezed it in an urge that was both  

tender and violent but simultaneous. We were seven. I was 

split open. I held your hand and I knew I was never 

letting it go.  

 

  



III. LIKE THOSE WHO GO OFF ON A JOURNEY TO SEE A LONGED-FOR CITY WITH 

THEIR OWN EYES 

 

In your house we pretended to be asleep on your old 

sofa and my parents let me stay: “no need 

to wake the girls up” they said, and I sensed your mouth stretch  

into a smile that was our secret. You and I we breathed and 

breathed. Your parents  

came into the kitchen and put the kettle on.  

“You can stop pretending now” they laughed  

and you laughed too. Suddenly everything felt like  

a holiday. Together we ate sandwiches and I looked 

at you and looked and looked and looked  

as if trying to figure out where your magic 

came from: was it the soft glow of the kitchen  

that turned you into a phenomenon or was it 

you who made the kitchen glow?  

 

  



IV. AND IMAGINE THAT ONE CAN ENJOY IN REALITY THE CHARM OF A DREAM. 

 

When we were fifteen you went away for the summer and came back 

changed. His name was Mark and he could not take his eyes  

off you. He followed you around like  

a puppy, kissed your wrists. I stared 

tried to imagine how your skin felt on his  

tongue. In the pre-dawn hours  

when the world was frozen and nothing moved I sat  

still and pretended to love you the way  

he did: as if I was taking you and crushing you 

draining your body into a lack. But what I  

wanted was different: what is the word for  

wanting to press against and stand  

still to press against and  

shake what is the word.  

 

  



V. LITTLE BY LITTLE THE MEMORY OF HER 

 

When you left I searched for your smell 

in every corner. At night I would dream  

of lonely fish.   

 

  



VI. WOULD FADE, I HAD FORGOTTEN THE GIRL OF MY DREAM. (PROUST 5)  

 

Like a skein of loose silk blown against a wall  

She walks by the railing of a path in Kensington Gardens, 

In the middle of spring you come back and send me 

a note that does not say much but I agonize  

over every single letter every single 

twist of ink “Would you like to come 

for tea, Love” it is the middle of spring  

                                                                    And she is dying piece-meal 

  of a soft of emotional anemia  

I run to the house that I still think of as  

your house I run through the Gardens in the middle of 

spring and your house still smells like your house and the door 

still touches the way it used to touch and when I see  

you I stare stare stare into your face as if I have  

never seen anything more breathtaking before  

And round about there is a rabble 

Of the filthy, sturdy, unkillable infants of the very poor. 

or after. It is the middle of spring.  

The world is blooming. Suddenly you are  

the same but you are not  

you: there is heaviness around your 

movements your certainty is 



gone you are in love with nothing  

at all. You give me  

your hand and it is still your hand but  

it is not the hand that squeezed 

the world into its sharp knuckles that was  

once and never again. I stare  

They shall inherit the earth.  

at you and in the corners of your  

mouth there is something from the you 

who I saw earlier or in a dream and have been  

looking for ever since it is the middle 

of spring I walk 

In her is the end of breeding. 

Her boredom is exquisite and excessive. 

through the Gardens and you are 

a foreigner with heavy bones and stretched out  

eyes and I weep for you but was it  

you who turned a small kitchen at midnight  

and salty taste of lukewarm 

sandwiches into  

a holiday or was it  

me who did that was it  

She would like some one to speak to her, 



me. I walk through the Gardens in the middle 

of spring. A man is looking at me with  

hunger but I do not know why.  

                                                                             And is almost afraid that I 

will commit that indiscretion.  

 


