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For Annie Dillard, who first opened my eyes to the beauty of not knowing,
the beauty of suspecting, the joy of supposing what exceeds us.



JUST AS AN ARCHAEOLOGIST. ...

After Auden

Nor have I much to say that I can prove,

But find, in saying, much that I can love.

The very words I utter have a way

To implicate a glimpse of what to say.

As I speak and listen, I hear a trace

Of provocation, this opening space

Into which the noetic font might pour

Its living waters, yielding something more.

For all T know, the Word Himself provides

Each word with lit, regenerative life,

As cach is set upon the trembling page,
As each stands open there upon the stage.

The midden of each text will likely yield

Artifacts raised from their semantic field.

Words written—if they are to serve—must be

Unearthed by persons delving as they read.



A Late Ambivalence






INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC

Open and indeterminate, the song

begins—just as any poem must begin—

with but one note placed upon the clear pool

of silence—just so, and just here, upon

the sheen of its calm surface. As the poem

resists its being pared down to narrow

denotations’ glib constraints, so the sound

of our instrumental music opens

a late path the ear is pleased to follow,
the mind is suddenly pleased to regard,

listening to hear what might lie ahead.
One witnesses the passage, and then makes
a momentary something of this gift

—a sudden, surprising apprehension.

The page, the pool, the cool expanse of all

that lay in one such space untroubled, yet
reaching beyond the pale, resists any

closure of any term’s being reduced

to meaning made, insists that meaning be

made anew, forever provisional.



THE DEMANDS OF APPEARANCES

Have a look! All appearances insist

upon one’s making something of them, one’s

making something new with them in that broad

drama comprising the mind’s persistent

colloquy—its unceasing yammering—
to find, in all that it observes, a nudge,

a compulsion to keep the ball rolling.
Cognizant or not of its obdurate

re-tooling of the thick matter at hand,

the mind makes ever more than it receives,

or the mind colors every apparent

scene with its own muddled pigments lifted

from its yet roiling, discursive palette.



THE LYRIC SUBJECT

Not ] exactly, but surely

a familiar confusion of

dispositions yielding with each

new breath a voice I recognize

as offering considered speech,

considered speech of this my own

lately rummaging mind, quite keen

to make accommodation to

the discursive circles of which

I am comprised, those confections

I have witnessed, and have become.



