You Are!
In response to John Clare

You are: yet who you are | cannot know,

As death’s oblivion swallowed you unknown,
Which I now mourn as if together sewn

Our aches and blusters and our fancies flown;
All that I have are words you’ve strung along,
The ghosts of your discomfort that prolong

The very death you claimed with precious breath;
And yet you are! and live in second life,

Your name alive upon the tongue of Léthe;
Though words dissolve, in the ensuing strife,
Your sentiments lap on lone seaside forms,

And stranded places left beyond the storms;

Where children huddle after scorn and noise,
And waves distort their faces where they peer;
Sleep here, and see, your memory and poise,
A place where Man will tread and always fear;
Oblivion shall not take what we might share;
Our heartaches slash and mingle in the air.



