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only now 

 

there is a silent world there is a crack where the dead are 
smuggled across the border 
Tomas Transtromer 

To be close 

be close 

distance is an unnecessary space 

 

 

 

Stuttering voice 
 
low 
frequency 
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misheard gestures unheard colour silent hands 
 

Can we speak of our afflictions 

Can we know what others say 
 

 
 

Why is it exactly the same time 
 

 

Are these dreams 
above or below the din 
 
Never is the evening 
pure 
never is the morning 
sure 

and  our  lies will always ravish and the day 

will always go 
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Something dark doesn't work 
 
and to expose doesn't illuminate 
and we are 

where 

Deep in the forest 
an ancient temple 
 

Beside the waves 
a crystal memory 
 

where 
And there in the mountains 
those who are no longer 
here 

where 
 

 

There is no position to take 
no thing to hold 



	   4	  

 

as in the shuddering noon 

or in the deadening 
night 
 

 

no 
where 
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paradise 
 
a storm is blowing from paradise 
Walter Benjamin 

 
are ordinary and sacred 
hemmed in by boundaries 
 
the rain settles 
the rain stops 

light brightens 
despite humid clouds 
 
only jackdaws 
eat the sacred seed 
left on the ancient wall 

 
he sits 

looks into the near distance 
 
this is 

his religion 
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late night 
c o m m u n i c a t i n g vessels 
directed 
the flow 

from paradise   to paradise 
 

 
 
when  will the dead resurrect 
when all their suffering is a acknowledged 
when all their stories are told 
 
awaken the dead 
and make whole 
 

 
 

at first swimming is easy 
as you follow the men 
who scuttled the boat 
back to shore 
 
you pride yourself 
on your Australian crawl 
the men dog paddle 
but still stay afloat 
 
at first you can easily touch bottom 
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so have no fear 
that if all fails 
you can walk to shore 
 
but then the ground shifts 
and you're unable to stride 
you dead man's float 
helpless beneath the waves 
 
embrace the moment 
even if your last 
the other men have gone 
are they drowning too 
 

 
 
this is where you start 
forgetting the words 
Meng Hao-jan 
 

how many dreams 
within dreams 
Beyond the 
o 
u 
n 
d 
a 
r 
i 
e 
s 
 

Within the light 
a thousand tiny 
lightening strikes 
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Within 
tired of gathering dust 
seeing the moon 
adrift in mist 
 

shadows inside 

and out 
blurred passage 
 
across frosted glass 
dim lights scatter 

 
.............. 
 

 
 
the only moments of freedom are interruptions, discontinuities 
Walter Benjamin 
 

Rain tonight and tomorrow 
the bulbs will drink though sleeping 
 

If the world ends before next spring which world will end 

Are we the sole witness 
Do fires crackle 
without our presence 
 
Was sky blue before our entrance 
Why doubt the flowers in their blooming 
Why question clouds as they fade away 
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This day 
this day under other skies 
 
Where is he now 

No one can know 
 
Earlier rain was predicted 
then 
no preciptation 

 
Who can predict 
 
No one especially not him 
sitting in the late afternoon 
sipping rose 

talking to a dove 
 
Out of a hat 
no 
the grey bird is not conjured 
arrives and perches without fear 
lets the wanderer print the moment 
turn one way then another 
 

pour-quoi 
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Pour-quoi  
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addendum 
 
wisdom 
her eyes full of tears 
Rene Char 
 
dreaming of butterflies 
flutter away 
late autumn 
 
who gives their name back 
on re-entering Eden 
 
depart beneath 
one moon 
- a dying wish 
 
knotweed overtakes 
my garden 
yet still there are flowers 
 
the memory of nine poems 
heralds departure 
 
this age 
these tears 
 

	  
	  


