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All the neZ thinking is aboXt loss. 

In this it resembles all the old thinking. 

The idea, for e[ample, that each particXlar erases 

the lXminoXs clarit\ of a general idea. That the cloZn- 

faced Zoodpecker probing the dead scXlpted trXnk 

of that black birch is, b\ his presence, 

some tragic falling off from a first Zorld 

of XndiYided light. Or the other notion that, 

becaXse there is in this Zorld no one thing 

to Zhich the bramble of blackbeUU\ corresponds, 

a Zord is eleg\ to Zhat it signifies. 

We talked aboXt it late last night and in the Yoice 

of m\ friend, there Zas a thin Zire of grief, a tone 

almost qXerXloXs. After a Zhile I Xnderstood that, 

talking this Za\, eYer\thing dissolYes: jXVWice, 

Sine, haiU, Zoman, \oX and I. There Zas a Zoman 

I made loYe to and I remembered hoZ, holding 

her small shoXlders in m\ hands sometimes, 

I felt a Yiolent Zonder at her presence 

like a thirst for salt, for m\ childhood riYer 

Zith its island ZilloZs, sill\ mXsic from the pleasXre boat, 

mXdd\ places Zhere Ze caXght the little orange-silYer fish 

called SXmSkinVeed. It hardl\ had to do Zith her. 

Longing, Ze sa\, becaXse desire is fXll 

of endless distances. I mXst haYe been the same to her. 

BXt I remember so mXch, the Za\ her hands dismantled bread, 

the thing her father said that hXrt her, Zhat 

she dreamed. There are moments Zhen the bod\ is as nXminoXs 

as Zords, da\s that are the good flesh continXing. 
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SXch tenderness, those afternoons and eYenings, 

sa\ing blackbeUU\, blackbeUU\, blackbeUU\. 


