Brigitte Byrd—“craving for a new harness” taken from The Dazzling Land

1.  (a handful of petals)

Imagine a French woman buried in a map,

days spent with The Book of Margins and blue papers.

You fell on me like a parachute artist gap.

But outside my window, do they live on flowers?
Give me the inertia of a red Ottoman

wrapped in snowball chenille, a sulking sun fatal 

over the Arabian Peninsula, a crown 

of thorns, a modern version of Byronic exile.

Oh, je suis une femme rompue, you said in English.
(the impulse was to challenge domesticity)
Slipping away, I dreamed my hands within your reach,

walls bent into alcoves          (a possibility)

touched the shadow of irises under your eyes. 
We fed on sentences until words made up lies. 

2.  (no more is known) 

We fed on sentences until words made up lies.

At night, you smothered my misery with a chest

full of I’s, your head against my sliced open thighs

a hoarseness in your voice and a handful of dust.

We swallowed shattered lights, slept in a messy song.

Eyes chafed with ice, I pointed at the empty spot

in your chest.  A severed heart wrapped in a sarong—
a terrible thing to watch          (like a garrote knot)

Your mouth turned blue with want, your shallow breath chord sounds

for me to strike alive in a cloud of stolid fate.

We loathed dying at the mercy of starving hounds,

built a quiet stage to unfold our wings while they slept. 

Those brilliant hours that wore away our days—

And still our will waned under murky water ways.

3.  (sometimes they let each other go)

And still our will waned under murky water ways

stronger than your defeated smile.  A cathedral

of bones waiting for us, a sulking temple’s gaze

at the edge of a sea cliff like a cruel mural.

We stood in dust, bodies wrapped in carnation

veils, heads shaved in illumination, hands cupping

fire to spark sandalwood splinters in motion,

fight the stench of years spent in a corridor fling.

You were prone to dreams, trapped in a voiceless throat—

the sun rises under the pillar of your tongue

a magician reciting my heart’s single note.    

And when the door opened at the stroke of a song,

a fit of sleeplessness forced you to end the siege. 

On my way to the world, I swayed like a rope bridge.  

4.  (they all refused to take me up)

On my way to the world, I swayed like a rope bridge.

The outline of your mouth on my scarf on one side,

the celebration of beatitudes—fear, edge—

on the other.  Empty signs ready to collide.

You stumbled out of your shoes, walked past the moment. 

(nothing left)          there is solitude in poverty
Turning around to catch a lasting torment,

you realized we had lived in a fantasy.

When I called your name, you showed me the ashes of

a kiss lighter than clouds,          (how things withstand their shape) 

your distrust spread on your arm like a glove, o love.

A future of handprints to wear like a new gape.
I heard the ocean sigh.  And to imagine us

drinking elixirs of forgiveness in a bus.

5.  (the palings had changed position)

Drinking elixirs of forgiveness in a bus—

The bridge was of brass wire          (my mouth on fire)
a diversion from your spirited radius  

in a city of oak trees—




 We caught a flutter,

tied its resplendent wings onto a bur lack sack.

You leaned on a page craving for a new harness

while my severed art dried stark on a cooling rack.

O how I would like to believe in tenderness.
(outline of knives in the distance)          Like a still-born
sign in your dreams, your mother drank your sentences

the way we swayed in our battered Beatle boots torn
to quiet splendors. 



       Frankly speaking, these dances

had no place in this theater of cruelty.    
Pah, intimacy, take my heart to the laundry.

6. (flat then on my back I saw nothing)

O intimacy, take my heart to the laundry.

I could not bear the sound of life’s splendid tremors.             

Winged Victory, blind her with tenacity.

You dropped a sea of red camellias by locked doors,

walked pass a vision of the future without us,

(the air was chattering like a drunken shaman)

and to think I mistook you for a cruel impulse. 

Was I looking when he sailed away on a swan?
We sat in the dark listening to the night,

watched a constellation of skyscrapers outside, 

your mouth whispering a throbbing chant, like a bite.

(something like—
                             wail of translation, a tree, a child) 
Caught up in the moment, we entered our bodies, 

hands folded in our pockets to resist worries.    

7. (the general effect was the same)

Hands folded in our pockets to pass up unrest,

we escaped in the blueprint of people falling 

from our ships          (nothing we could do)          You said it was best

to skip the narrative—

                                    Flash back to me, darling!
(after stumbling in domesticity, we ran)

Everything was left wide open—

                                                     the land, the sea.

In a modern moment, we designed a new plan,

something unsettling like drinking ceilings.          Lassie,           

a sense of strangeness is not always conducive    
to my amazement.

                                       (disconnected signals)         

A flutter of wings.  A confused song.  A naïve

bated breath echoing mystical revivals.

Was it really about traveling from a gap? 

(imagine a French woman buried in a map)

Notes:

I borrowed phrases from Samuel Beckett’s Texts for Nothing to introduce each poem of both the first and the last sections of the collection. 

I

--craving for a new harness

3. (sometimes they let each other go)

“The sun rises under the pillar of your tongue” is from Sylvia Plath’s poem “The Colossus.”

5. (the palings had changed position)

“[O] how I would like to believe in tenderness” is from Sylvia Plath’s poem “The Moon and the Yew Tree.”

