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Edward Smallfield

Aft er Luis Cernuda

 A house            of breath.
    A spider
                  in the Koran            writes        
throughout the summer,                  a wealth
    of days     as August melts.
        Nights
in Al-Andalus laced with the scent of a white
        memory, an open       blossom.  Death
               is something you rarely mention.
Better your own words: arch, wait.
In your country it is never late.
  There’s no future in that question.
Un extranjero,    an exile
 whose shadow passes here a while.
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Aft er Velázquez

Above         the machinery of a dress
          the face
of a queen:      reddish       lit from              this face
       to make          a mess
  of it—the paint  a guess
       at the life        within           in the face
  the painter has unlaced
        color     from light         a confess
-ion of     help       -less       -ness:     history
     is gold           & lies 
         (golden lies)
 inside           the body
       life  boils
these slender hours life  soils.


