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 One 
 𐆚 

 Gracenotes 

 In   the   beginning   was 
 a   dumb   spirit   moving   on   the   face   of   the   water. 

 While   in   a   simultaneous   zip   code—14559—my   mother 
 peels   out   through   a   cloud   of  Hallelujah  ,   carbonized. 
 Rage   and   awe,   first   elements. 

 So   that’s   how   the   facts   got   invented. 
 And   founding   mystery,   my   father 
 watercolors   a   guideboat,   blue, 
 in   the   fog   with   just   the   suggestion 
 of   other   boats   behind.   Mass 
 and   gross   silhouette. 

 Where  a   lamb 
 stood,   now   just   itself. 

 And   hymns: 
 I   want   you   to   be   clean. 

 The   look   of   tannin-stained   bones,   mine, 
 thin   black   cracks   starting   to   mark   them. 

 I’ve   moved   eighteen   times 
 with   this   violin   I   can’t   play. 
 To   lose   it   I’ll   practice 
 un-naming   the   animals. 
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 Agriculture 

 -   I   - 

 Sandhill   cranes   can’t   count,   so   far   as   we   know.   But 
 under   their   wings   we   are   sixteen-hundred   square 
 miles   of   graph   paper. 

 From   here,   where   fourteen   whitetails   graze   the   lease, 
 and   where   morning   goes   gray   behind   clouds,   and   where 
 one   hawthorn   puts   out   leaves, 

 the   bullpasture   thickens   with   brome:   green, 
 that   first   sick   color   when   the   sun   comes   up. 
 Night   hanging   longer   on   fir   and   cedar, 

 the   clearcuts   over   Sabine   Creek   go 
 blue-brown,   and   (where   Matt   Creek   gathers 
 its   wetlands)   the   willows   yellow. 

 𐆚 

 Rectangular   bulls,   as 
 dark   as   holes   in   the   grass, 
 eat   moan   wander   sleep… 
 Muscular,   regular   as   freight   cars, 
 they   twitch   eartags   against   the   first   flies. 

 Fourteen   inches   of   rain   per   year 
 means   that   the   heavy-necked   bull 
 breathes   steam 
 and   moans   in   frustration. 
 He’s   been   rubbing   that   fencepost 
 for   weeks   and   now   it   breaks.   Such   are   itches. 
 Such   are   heifers   in   another   pasture. 

 It   means,   even   in   spring,   a   dozen 
 bulls   on   forty   acres   eat   it 
 down   to   dirt. 
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 -   II   - 

 I   love   the   look   of   a   pruned-back   tree. 
 An   overgrown   canopy,   then   the   emptiness 
 reintroduced. 

 A   hawthorn   rubbed   by   cattle, 
 windsculpted   pines,   crowns 
 of   a   Macintosh   orchard, 
 all   constrained   and   beautiful   for   it: 

 stream   kneading   its   meanders, 
 or   cranes,   risen 
 one   mile   high   in   lines 
 to   cross   the   mountains. 

 I   am   pained   by   the   thought   of   the   mute 
 little   mice   all   winter 
 under   grass,   under   snow. 
 And   grass   surging   from   the   dirt, 

 the   kneeling   hay   barn,   consecrated   by   its   own   death, 
 red   currant   clinging   to   the   cutbank,   powerlines. 
 My   niece   points   at   the   motionless   dog. 
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 Mom,   or   Tom,   or   God 

 A   solitary   kind 
 Animal   with   melodious   voice   and   fragrant 
 Breath 

 Possibly   a   bull   made   of   iron   and   freckles 
 Or   a   blue   made   up 
 Of   the   near-night   air 

 There   are   reasons   to   assume 
 It   now   has   tattoos 

 Of   others 
 Inked 

 Its   tumbled   stones 
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 On   Orchard   Ladders 

 Stoned   to   high   heaven,   climbing 
 with   razor   and   grafting   putty   in   my   pockets, 
 scion   twigs   in   my   lips, 

 I   prayed   the   variations: 

 One   time   I   relocated   myself 
 face-up   in   the   grass,   wind   knocked   out 
 and   branches   spinning. 

 Once,   over   a   Stihl   026,   I   saw 
 two   birches   leaned   against   each   other 
 until—through   impact   or   abrasion—wounds 
 healed   together.   Each   absorbed 
 in   the   other,   they   shot   up 
 one   living   trunk 
 from   the   scars. 

 Once   I   saw   a   snowy   owl   go   three   miles   without   flapping. 

 And   once,   over   the   same   idling   chain- 
 saw,   a   flying   squirrel   (gigantic, 
 reflexive   eyes)   plastered   itself 
 to   the   toppling   trunk. 
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 Near 

 When   you   asked   about   my   first 
 words   and   I   told   you  mama, 
 I   lied.   Sometimes   you   remind   me— 
 and   I   have   to   keep   secrets. 

 In   confidence,   though,   my   cousin 
 says   I   identified   the   animals:   “deese”   and 
 then   “Rhodalia,”   which   was   not   the   name 
 of   the   neighbor’s   dog   but   just   what   I   called   him. 

 I   spoke,   then,   of   the   well-known   beasts: 
 Rhinoceros  .  Frankenstein  .   And   strange 
 composites   yet   to   be   seen:  Family. 
 Kodachrome.   Autumn  . 

 Even   now   I   can’t   come   clean. 
 It’s   mid-October,   sorry,   and   when   I   open 
 my   mouth   there   are   the   question   marks, 
 headed   south   for   the   winter. 
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 Castration 

 My   reflection   in   a   pig’s   eye 
 Upside— 

 𐆚 

 Eventually   I   can’t   not 
 resent   each   obstacle 
 I   had   to   surmount 
 to   (and  someone  had   to) 
 rip   their   little   bodies   while 
 somebody 
 else   clamped   down 

 Their   screams—you   understand, 
 blank   root,   there   was   nothing   in   it 
 for   the   pig   and   a   little 

 less   for   everyone 
 left   inside   of   me 
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 Birthday 

 What   to   offer 
 one   who   takes 
 everything 

 Gap   where   the   wind 
 gets   in,   coal   blown   to   ash 
 Grease   on   the   hands 
 wiping   my   eyes. 

 Mist   simmer   on   the   pond 
 frogs   in   the   reeds 
 Worm   biting   the   tunnel 
 where   the   sun   goes   to   hide, 
 sinkhole.   Cracked   jar. 

 I’ve   tried   my   own 
 blood.   Songs,   even  art  … 
 A   carved   stick   or   handprint 
 worked   for   so   long   but   what 

 to   offer 
 one   who   lacks   all   absences 
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 Dressing   Stone 

 On   his   off   day,   with   business-like   accuracy   and 
 a   flat   chisel,   a   point-punch,   ringing 
 tempered   steel,   he   dresses   a   stone 
 to   the   chalk-line.   Its   rough   epidermis   stricken   off 
 to   powder   the   garage   floor’s   oil-stains, 
 pale   the   weave   of   canvas   bibs,   invest   lungs   and   hair. 

 He   prepares   the   upper   surface   to   receive 
 a   figure,   and   under   his   cracked   fingers   the   rust- 
 straked   marble   goes   incrementally   less 
 philistine.   Chases   a   gouge   down   the   ridge 
 and   groove   of   angelic   garments,   chaste   yet   sheer… 

 Gravestone   or   frieze,   an   ideal   woman   flowers   under   the   mallet. 
 The   sun   bores   through   baby-food   jars   lined   on   the   sill, 
 labeled   though   half   empty 
 of   copper   tacks,   deck   screws,   washers, 
 little   powder   charges   to   drive   finish-nails. 

 The   sun   rounds   the   window   frame,   casting   longer 
 and   longer   glances   at   a   diminished   stone   and   toward 
 the   corners   where,   after   all   pounding   and   brilliance 
 ends,   I   have   seen   black   rodents   slither   between 
 caches   of   hog   feed   and   fasteners. 
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 Two 

 𐆚 

 Anniversary 

 The   Cisco   desert 
 Primrose   after   rain 
 all   pink   and   paper 

 It   seemed   necessary 

 You   and   I   have   driven 
 here   to   watch   for   years 
 —but   never   stayed 
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 Stood   Up 

 I   might   best   never   return 
 to   the   disheveled   malls,   to   the   salt- 
 burned   streets,   dim   as   my   mother’s   face 
 with   its   bulbs   half-blown 
 after   Saturday   laughing. 

 In   one   half   of   her   world,   the   corbeled 
 clouds   over   the   lake   are   lined 
 with   semi-precious   lightning. 
 And,   despite   empty   pockets,   despite 
 buying   and   buying—God   could   still   be   good! 

 The   next   day,   he   is   definitely   not. 
 There’s   no   fish   fry   at   the   Legion   this   week. 
 And   suddenly   the   Kodak   whistle   has   been 
 silent   for   a   decade.   The   January 
 when   the   smog   stood   up.   How 
 it   turned   and   bowed,   and   blew   itself   away. 



 13 

 Border 

 It’s   been   noon   for   a   century   and   still 
 they   haven’t   caught   up 

 We   left   the   guard 
 to   go   on   ahead,   past 

 rusted   cans  cactus   and   a   statue  the   virgin 
 facing   east 

 Sun   hung   over   the   road: 
 a   hot   shovel  asphalt   snake 
 our   words  old   glove   leather 

 We   left   them 
 Shadowless 

 mileposts,   history   a   catclaw   bush 
 and   everything   we   remember   loving 

 shows   its   teeth 

 Wait  split 
 halves   of   the   creosote   shade 

 Just   over   there,   evening 
 lifts   her   wrists,   poplars   hedge   over 
 orchards,   a   mare   rubs   her   back   through   the   leaves 

 The   land   ahead   goes   damp,   corrugated   and   every   field 
 makes   space   for  a   candle 

 We   open   the   last 
 yellow   bottle 
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 Psalm 

 after   Antonio   Machado,  Amanecer   de   otoño 

 A   haul   road   between   gray 
 badlands.   Black   bulls 
 grazing   the   played-out   ground. 
 Greasewood,   nopales,   bitterbrush. 

 It’s   just   that   the   earth   is   still 
 fragile   with   beads   of   dew 
 and   cottonwoods   gallery   the   river 
 in   a   long,   gold   curve… 

 Across   the   violet   front,   dawn 
 makes   its   first   disruptions.   Shotgun 
 broken   over   an   elbow,   walking 
 upvalley   with   his   dogs,   comes   a   hunter. 
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 Herons 

 A   shadow   flashes   over.   Heron 
 along   the   river   course.   At   my   feet, 
 a   dog-head   in   the   mud. 
 Who   knows?   I’m   a   stranger 
 to   this   universe   of   corn,   though   the   grass 
 smells   familiar,   the   way   it’s   stayed   green 
 by   the   sleeping   bales.   A   boy 
 rides   his   bike   in   the   street   and   if   he   asks,   I   will. 

 Answer,   child,   for   soon   you   will   be   required 
 to   wade   shoulder-deep   through   calves 
 and   ignore   their   seamless   patience, 
 to   transform   yourself 
 into   the   one   who’s   seen   the   President,   who’s   passed 
 through   half-doors   of   pleasure   and   tasted 
 dust   from   hundred   dollar   bills. 

 When   the   mist   clears,   you   will   have   come 
 swerving   back,   unsure   if   the   herons   still 
 build   nests   in   the   willows,   weaving 
 thin   necks   and   beaks   together   in   pairs, 
 gray   wings   spread   over   the   fog   and   over 
 young   men   wrenching 
 at   the   pumpjacks,   fathers   rowing   hay 
 under   radio   football… 

 Borrow   my   eyes: 
 The   dog   jumps   up   from   the   ditch   and   licks   his   fur   clean. 
 The   herons   survive.   We   see   them 
 narrow   and   balanced,   the   color   of   dusk 
 gliding   down   to   shallows,   to   stalk. 
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 Lust 

 Outside  us 
 outside   the   yard 

 Against   our   will 
 it’s   sacred:   uncoiled   eyes,   cords 
 at   my   throat 

 Our   earlier   drafts   stood   closer   once 
 How   did   that   go,   or   where 
 went   wrong?   Our   bodies, 
 our   little   figurines   we   rattle   in   a   drawer 

 We   hide 
 our   faces 
 This   is   still   the   only   life 
 we   can   learn   to   love 
 against 
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 Extramission 

 Let’s   pretend   there’s   no   sexual   tension 
 in   the   Piet  à  . 

 Because,   Joy   of   Man’s   Desiring, 
 don’t   you   smile 

 when   we   perspire   on   each   other,   muscle 
 on   muscle   meat? 

 𐆚 

 And   this   fully-human   fascination 
 with   fascia,   with   eating 

 up   the   space   in   between   us— 
 even  you  looked   away! 

 From   marble’s   ability   to   smooth 
 taboo,   referring   indefinitely 

 outward…   She   sends   a   blue   gaze 
 toward   her   god-sired 

 lover,   dead   and   temporarily 
 non-offending. 
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 Three 

 𐆚 

 Misquoting   Lear 

 You   always   said:   nothing 
 good   comes   from   nothing. 

 Boyish   faces,   rifles,   the   crawling 
 fear   both   sides   the   line.   Like 
 how   glaciers   under   heavy   snowfall 

 build   on   ridges,   each   side   full… 
 Recommitted   to   its   valley 
 by   the   long   tongues, 
 and   at   the   very   verge   a   fissure 

 from   which   two   halves   are   rent. 
 I’d   wanted   to   speak 
 but   we’ll   have   to   use   signs. 
 You’re   on   the   far   lip,   mouthing— 
 a   plea,   a   scrap,   a   shout   I   can’t   quite   find. 
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 Snake 

 The   flood   scoured   trash-scurf, 
 cowshit,   twine   down   the   canyon   and   now, 

 when   we   walk   up   the   linked 
 pools   (sandy   fans   where   water 

 resurrects   from   upstream 
 stones)   only   silence 

 glides   alongside 
 in   its   tight-packed   scales. 

 The   slot   floor   shows   fresh   tracks   of   others 
 who   got   high   enough,   fast   enough: 

 ant,   black   beetle. 
 The   way   you   held   me,   slow   with   warmth 

 and   rain;   the   brown,   slithering 
 genius   of   mud.   Two 

 kangaroo   mice   drowned   on   their   sides, 
 tails   curled   into   wind-fluffed   bellies. 
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 Iliad 

 Two   heavyweights 
 beating   the   living   shit 
 from   themselves   while   we   drink 
 trainwrecks   at   a   bar 
 ripe   with   the   fear   of   being   seen 
 wanting 
 to   punch   and   grapple   and 
 to   lean   exhausted   against 
 other   guys. 

 Outside,   an   island 
 splits   the   river   and   masses 
 of   slush   undress   in   the   eddies.   I’m   trying, 
 sort   of,   to   be   honest.   When   we   spit   in   the   current 
 it’s   like   the   thought   of   other   mouths 
 was   never   in   our   blood. 

 All   us   kids   ready   to   sail   across   town   drunk 
 and   fall   asleep   against   the   drifts. 

 𐆚 

 In   a   parallel 
 life,   someone’s   accepting 
 tips   or   emptying 
 a   mother-in-law’s   pisspot. 
 Giving   the   kids 
 a   bedtime   story.   There   are   rolled 
 blue   pastures   and   buckwheat 
 pancakes 
 far   off   from  this  story. 

 𐆚 

 I   first   felt   Rage 
 Against   the   Machine   dance 
 for   my   body   at   seventeen   and 
 only   half-embarrassed 
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 considered   the   hair 
 cut   of   the   guy   ahead 
 of   me—where   smooth   ponytail 
 gathered   at   the   neck’s   stubble— 
 wondering   how   to   hit   on   him 
 hard   enough   to   matter. 

 𐆚 

 One   time   I   did. 
 And   when   my   sweat   and   sense   that   to   dance 
 this   way   was   a   god 
 got   drug   around   the   ring, 
 around   the   rosy-fingered   sunset,   then 

 the   very   pale   man   who   did 
 his   harm   for   a   living   doubtless   saw   me 
 more   clearly   than   I.   With   the   Genesee 
 rolling   past,   and   the   friend   I   knew   best 
 walking   us   down   the   bank 
 to   dip   fingers   in   runoff   and   smooth 
 the   loneliness   from   my   cheeks, 
 I   hit   him   too,   and   the   whole 

 next   decade   floated 
 into   town,   never   even 

 asking   why   I   came. 
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 Down 

 Under   the   shade   of   a   scrub   tree   I   found 
 a   man   with   a   knife   cut 
 to   his   palm,   eyes   closed. 

 Where   have   you   hurt? 
 Shallow   beds   of   river   silt 
 caught   in   the   hall   of   my   throat. 

 Which   is   your   father? 
 Friends   behind   a   curtain. 
 Grass   seeds   in   the   rain. 

 Do   they   rot? 
 Into   sheep   and   colored   leaves. 
 She   did,   mother,   never   me. 

 Look   closer  ,   he   said.   The   cut   smelled   raw 
 and   gamey,   contagious   even   but 
 because   I   knew 
 I   was   bad,   and   following 
 that   version   of   myself   with   only   faults   in   mind 
 I   looked   in,   to   where   the   wound   opened— 

 A   canyon 
 through   the   earth   of   his   palm. 
 On   the   scarred   cliffside,   men 
 went   in   and   out 
 of   a   gap   above   a   crushed   stone   skirt. 
 Bearded   men   and   trolley   cars,   greenish   dust. 

 I   needed   words,   or   so   I   thought. 
 So,   where   precarious;   I   inched   under. 
 And   following   the   pheromones   of   youth 
 I   entered   through   the   dead   center   of   spiraform   plants. 
 Knowing   there’d   be,   as   the   saying   goes,   hell 
 to   pay,   I   went   in. 

 In   the   wound,   in   the   mine,   an   overseer   said   through   his   beard: 
 They’re   looking   in   there,   somewhere,   for   a   line. 
 They’ll   know   when   they   cross   it. 
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 The   past,   I   saw,   waited   outside   in   broken   books 
 of   glinting   mica. 

 A   miner   found   a   suit   of   leather   armor,  he   said. 
 A   small   body,   smaller   than   men   are   now,   or   maybe 
 space   for   an   animal.  Eternity, 
 the   man   said,  is   through   the   things   of   this   world  . 

 The   men   went   in   and   out   of   the   hole   in   the   cliff 
 of   the   wound   in   the   palm   of   the   man   by   the   tree. 
 Why   did   you   dream?   I   asked   him. 

 To   see   the   others   from   before 
 and   touch   their   lovely   figures. 

 I   skidded   down   the   tailings, 
 past   a   clay   bowl   and   two   copulating   soapstone   lizards. 
 The   overseer   shouted, 
 Those   are   from   The   Stone   Age! 
 Then   he   whispered,   though   I   was   too   far   away   to   hear   — 
 Up   to   a   point   we   murder   with   stone 
 Then  —cleaner,   cleaner. 

 Black   firestones.   I   fell   asleep,   which   can   suggest 
 we’re   not   in   a   dream,   and   woke   up   mantled 
 in   the   armor— 
 peaceful,   quiet,   warlike… 

 A   scaffold   over   the   gorge   of   the   cut 
 (which   was   also   an   eye,   in   the   palm 
 of   the   man)   from   which   workers   hauled   up 
 buckets   of   soil   on   long   ropes. 
 What   is   your   fruit?   I   asked. 

 Pear-shaped   oceans 
 in   the   pasture,   under   bushes. 

 The   workers   walked   backwards. 
 Backwards  ,   they   said,  is   now 
 the   only   way. 

 I   drew   my   grandfather’s   face   in   the   mud 
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 like   a   prayer:  Come   back.   You.   Who   worked 
 the   coffinspace   where   the   catapult   arm 
 that   air-borned   airplanes   swung   flush   to 
 the   edge   of   its   casing. 

 A   worker,   facing   his   own 
 recedant   birth,   tripped 
 on   my   leg   and   grasped 
 at   the   rail   but   falling,   shrank. 

 I   didn’t   scream.   Then— 
 It’s   not   your   fault,  one   of   the   gray 
 men   said.  You   couldn’t   have   known. 
 My   small   scream   kept   going   out,   like   lamplight 
 at   night,   dressed   in   its   echo. 
 Something   like   the   slight   patina   surrounding   coins. 

 The   workers   seemed   nearly   weightless, 
 or   was   it   something   they   had 
 borrowed?   As   they   passed,   each   reached 
 for   a   thin   silk   thread   which   issued   from   my   navel. 

 Don’t   worry,  I   said,   exuding   chrysalis,  you   never 
 could   have   seen.  But   now,  one   answered   walking 
 backward   with   my   thread,  But   now   — 

 I   held   out   my   forearm,   expecting. 
 I’m   sometimes   sure 
 there   were   years   before   solidity   felt   so 
 indispensable.   I   stepped   off. 

 Far   below,   in   the   gorge   in   the   palm 
 of   the   man   by   the   tree, 
 small   boats   pulled   into   a   dock   and   took 
 cargo.   Ferried   out.   A   single   body 
 fell   ahead   of   me,   touching   down   in   its   sheen. 

 Can   one   absolve   oneself 
 without   speaking?   With   it?   I   looked   up   and   there 
 was   sky. 
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 Vine 

 The   desert   had   seemed   quiet 
 the   way   one   is   quiet 

 after   a   surgery—flattened   against 
 pain’s   sure,   hard   surface. 
 Something   missing   from   inside,   a   mass 
 dangerous   yet   wholly   self. 
 Blossoming   loss. 

 On   the   dried   coyote-gourd   vine 
 a   translucent   scorpion   is 
 poised,   its   green   the   green 
 of   glazed   buds. 

 A   spider   descends   toward   it 
 as   if   magnetized. 
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 Incremental 

 A   derelict   gas   barrel 
 skiffed   to   the   center   of   the   bay 

 and,   when   forced   under, 
 bubbles   course   from   its   open   bungs. 

 Like   damning   anything,   I   guess, 
 just   suppress   until   the   air   stops. 

 But   the   unexpected   weight— 
 How   long   it   takes— 

 First   buoyant   refusal,   then 
 neutrality   and   its   surface- 

 spreading   slicks.   And   when 
 nearly   full   the   drum   starting 

 to   pull   and   me   holding   on, 
 afraid   to   let   go. 
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 Torso 

 No   memory   of   your   face. 
 Nor   your   mother’s, 
 pliant   or   enraged   as   it   might 
 have   been,   or   may   be 
 still,   or   again. 

 Not   since   that   spring—our   revolts, 
 taking   each   other 
 down   to   components— 

 the   iron   oven,   the   chopping   block, 
 its   slot   for   knives.   I   looked   across 
 the   lake,   or   through,   reflection. 

 You’d   be   a   woman,   now; 
 school   out   for   good. 

 Our   recesses: 
 the   hollow   trunk   we   shared. 
 Crack   of   sky,   guesswork 
 birds,   CO  2  . 

 Who   was   right   there. 
 Who   was   left. 
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 Four 

 𐆚 

 On   Good   Authority 

 Can   anyone   really   change 
 this   world,   anymore?   My   questions   range 
 from   foreign   currency   to   a   recently 

 circulated   definition   of   “lost,”   which 
 is   now   more   psychic   than   geographical— 
 the   panic   of   entering 

 solution   with   one’s   surroundings;   the   unbroken 
 host,   dissolved   on   a   tongue.   I   attempt   this 
 transcendence,   usually   impossible 

 without   drugs.   The   observation   balloon 
 of   debt,   which   at   last   report   lofts 
 over   the   Atlantic.   What   forms   encompass 

 internet   pornography?   Those   bodies! 
 Human   strangers,   every   other 
 self,   washed   up   on   each   other’s   coasts. 
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 All   But   Extinct 

 A   small   foot   complete   with 
 bent   ankle,   hollow   hair, 

 the   hoof   turned   decorative 
 handle   for   a   riding   whip— 

 all   but   gone,   the   innocence 
 that   saw   us   coming. 

 Today,   between   first   and 
 fifth   toes   we   slit   our   skin, 

 work   out   the   coffinbones, 
 stretch   it   fine—stretch   it 

 around   the   penitential 
 grip,   thin   enough   to   see 

 both   the   before   side 
 and   the   after… 

 The   way   they   all   had 
 stood   watching 

 us,   in   small   bands 
 on   the   moraine,   blinking. 
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 Waltz 

 Yesterday   when   the   goat   was   killed 
 but   didn’t   know   it   yet,   she   stiffened 
 and   walked   so   gently   as   if 
 to   test   how   big   this   hurt   might   be. 

 What  is  pain   in   the   face   of   having   lived 
 thus   far?   Long   chain   of   forevers, 
 lamps   that   light   themselves. 

 We   all   die  ,   a   friend   said   (stating   the   obvious). 
 But   then,  There’s   no   such   thing 
 as   a  thing 
 dying. 

 Which   strikes   me 
 as   its   own   type   of   time,   like 
 four-four   or   three-four… 

 Thinking   about   time   I   have   to   give   up 
 trying   for   beauty.   Give   up 
 cottonwood   leaves   on   water   and   rain 

 blurred   through   the   eye-blood. 
 How   much   hurt   I’ve   caused… 
 Wearing   white   we   aren’t   harmless. 

 Scrap   of   snow. 
 Child’s   dandelion 
 seed   blown   past. 



 31 

 Spectacle 

 There   is   a   poem   out   there   still   alive 
 in   the   old   hotel. 

 At   dusk   it   scrambles 
 lonely   and   gigantic   through   the   yard 
 where   fishermen   pasture   boats. 

 The   man   leaves   store-bought 
 food   by   the   gate— 

 he   would   tame 
 its   preference   for   guts   and   it’s   even 
 possible   that   he   held   the   poem 
 when   it   was   young— 

 he   leaves 
 a   dish   of   water   so   the   poem   might 
 see   its   reflection   and   repent. 

 It   won’t   bark.   One   night 
 weeping,   another   night   silent. 
 By   afternoon   the   man   trespasses   the   fallen 
 rooms   carrying   a   brick 

 𐆚 

 Articulate   the   thing   with   wire   and   rhyme 
 to   lengthen   the   joints. 

 One   dollar 
 come   see!   Four   quarters   for   the   beast! 
 It   howls   far   back   into   the   ruins 
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 Five 

 𐆚 

 Craps 

 There   are   three   ways   to   love 
 the   earth.   Soft   in   the   whispering 
 grove,   where   twigs   and   leaves   diffuse. 

 Also   refusal—those   harder 
 oppositions   of   rock.   Of   sun. 
 Of   rape,   plain   and   simple. 

 In   the   quiet   moments   I   feel   nimble 
 enough   to   quit   playing   (so   hard). 
 Melt   and   breathe   through   my   nose. 
 Accept,   accept.   Likely 

 no   fourth   way,   say   the   doctors. 
 The   hell   with   probability! 
 Real   garlands   wreathe 

 the   bower   that   I   stalk   with   my   gun. 
 The   last   way   looms: 

 You   move,   you're   done. 
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 One   and   One 

 Looking   for   a   hurt   I   could   love 
 I   went   to   the   desert   and   waited. 
 Because   it’s   not  violation 
 when   the   sun   withers   a   gourd   stem. 

 But   when   one   of   us   devours   the   other… 
 No   texts   old   enough 
 for   that. 

 At   my   back,   a   cottonwood   taps 
 down   through   sandstone 
 to   the   promise   of   water.   And   a   green   thing 
 climbs   the   rock’s   spine 
 into   last   year’s   leaves. 

 My   most   ancient   dream 
 makes   writing   in   the   sand 
 the   wind   erases. 

 Distant   plumes   from   the   only   road— 
 Places   will   happen   to   us; 
 one   goes   north. 

 One   heads   south,   determined   to   act. 
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 Wounded   Pheasant 

 You   nearly   kill   it,   brother. 
 It   takes   two 

 glides,   then   runs   a   line   of   stars 
 grown   tighter 
 as   it   tires.   We   are   even 
 with   the   point   of   its   sentence. 

 Its   tailfeathers   break 
 the   snow’s   fur.   We’ll   pull   them   out 
 from   constellated 
 punctures. 

 Dawn   hangs   on—let’s   finish   what 
 we   started. 

 Can   you   crack   its   neck? 
 Mercy:   you   must.   Small 
 one,   for   us,   as   sunlight   wires 

 the   rocks   and   blue 

 fills   our   shadowy   footfalls. 
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 Cartography 

 What   do   we   make 
 of 
 your   daylilies’   arc 

 The   sun-bleached   pelvis   I 
 hung   from   the   porch:   a   fawn’s 

 Chanterelles   we   took 
 from   the   hemlock   woods 
 —How   long   do   they   remember? 

 Survive   this 
 trace   of   the   self 
 on   each   other’s   backs 

 House   with   its   vases, 
 its   kettle   of   stock 
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 Nightshade 

 My   sister   keeps   her   silence 

 as   green   and   shadowed 
 as   leaves   at   night. 

 She   kills   time   in   the   garden,   she 
 drops   to   all   fours   after   dark,   listening 
 for   the   cutworm   who   counsels   her: 
 Lie  ,   he   says,  between   the   rows  . 

 What   direction 
 can   she   dream   but   down? 
 Her   ear   grows   fine 
 white   fibers   into   the   dirt. 

 In   the   hearing   of 
 my   sister: 

 our   grandparents 
 and   the   child   who   passed 
 laughing   on   a   bicycle,   chasing 
 her   rooster   down   the   road. 
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 Adjoining 

 The   small   object   wouldn’t 
 come   closer 
 so   I   talked   with   the   cow   elephant 
 instead.   It   was 
 large,   gray   and   smelled   like   milk 
 and/or   shit. 

 I   was   on   the   lookout 
 for   the   graveyard,   for   the   mouse. 
 Aware   of   the   incredible 
 monetary   value   of   her   tusks, 
 the   resemblance   of   her   feet   to 
 the   trunks   of   certain   plants   but   also 
 to   the   torso   of   my   newborn   niece. 

 I   was,   therefore,   not   talking 
 with   the   wrinkled   ancient   foreign   matter 
 zooed   in   my   headbone. 

 The   elephant   was 
 talking   with   me,   maybe, 
 in   a   language 
 she   would   teach 
 to   her   calf,   if   it   wandered   over 
 from   the   other   pen. 
 But   it   wouldn’t. 
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 Low   Pressure 

 Rain 
 slapping   its   own 
 reflection 

 Two   black   bulls   step   from   where 

 I’d   thought   there   was   just 
 one 

 𐆚 

 I  did  blame   you 
 But   not 

 anymore  I   enter 
 the   barn   holding   an   icicle 

 The   barn   melts 
 around   its   animals 
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 Six 

 𐆚 

 Heart 
 after   Antonio   Machado 

 Don’t   we   mind 
 these   quiet   mornings   without   the   chickens, 
 sunrise   only   half   itself? 

 That   good   old   life,   swaddled   and   holy. 
 Unsinkable   ship   without   stars. 

 That   child   lost   at   the   fair— 
 strangers,   animal   dust   and   the   candles 
 glimpsed   between   tent   flaps— 
 bewildered,   sick   at   heart 
 with   music   and   fear. 

 Heart,   why 
 do   you   love   the   taste   of   granite 
 and   why   do   you   spend   our   best   days 
 talking   with   boulders   in   the   streambed? 
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 The   Doe 

 I   hate   nature   movies,   especially 
 my   current   favorite. 
 A   young   reindeer   who   migrates 
 through   Lapland   with   his   herd… 

 I   cry   when   it   comes   on:   aerial 
 photography   like   a   dream   of   dying, 
 intimate   fur   and   sinuous   trails.   Melting   snow! 
 North   is   a   myth   for 
 which   I   have   no   defenses. 

 Birches   by   the   road   and   the   rain   goes   down 
 through   their   bending   bones. 

 Just   this   morning,   in   my   real   life,   I   hit   a   whitetail   doe 
 with   a   car.   Later,   two   ravens   got   started   on   her   eyes. 
 The   coyotes   make   her   ribs   flatter   than   the   ditch. 

 The   rest   of   the   story? 

 She   matures   toward   frozen   tatter, 
 I   make   an   insurance   claim. 
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 Doubt 

 Our   century's   immortals   did   it 
 by   cheating   death   and   taxes. 
 But   making   art   with   you   I   wanted 

 our   own   secret   society   with 
 membership   for   mendicants 
 and   corpses.   Everyone   we   knew 

 was   dying.   For   our   part, 
 we   weren't   quite 
 so   ultimate.   Nor   quite 

 so   unbecoming.   We   were   dreaming, 
 though   we   schemed   (you   call 
 a   chrysalis   an   art?). 
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 Conversion 

 His   damp   fur 
 Knife  Jaw 
 Gripping   my   hand 

 𐆚 

 He   stands   dead 
 Shakes   and   spatters 

 Not   for   the   first   time 
 I   breathe   in 
 His   nostrils 
 Smooth   his   ears 

 𐆚 

 I   bite 
 His   hand   he   cuts 
 My   throat 
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 Visitation 

 My   premonitions   turned   to   marble   in   an   instant. 
 I   thought   of   peepers   and  there  they   were   calling 
 up   spring.   Imagined   saying   goodbye:   I   was   gone. 

 Julie   is   weeks   from   having   her   baby   but   for   now 
 we   pass   a   fallen   silo,   sides   pierced   by   maples. 

 It’s   been   sixty   years,   she   says,   since   Homer   Perkins 
 collected   three   thousand   sap   buckets   a   day   with   a   draft 
 team,   here.   She   bends,   carefully,   to   lift   a   bucket. 

 I’ve   rested   too   long!   Content   with   a   world 
 looking   large   enough,   if   galvanized. 

 Old   buckets   only   hold   one   gallon 
 of   rotten   leaves.   The   Montana   sky   and   other   myths… 
 Immaculate   conception,   aurora   borealis,   eternal 

 life   condemned   to   hell,  Ha’lujah  on   its   lips.   Julie 
 wipes   gunk   from   the   pail.   Something   amphibious 

 blinks   over   the   rim   and   I   cup   the   peeper,   almost   thinking 
 to   swallow   it   alive.   Those   uncut,   frozen   suns   she’s   making 
 of   her   eyes…   The   little   frog   fibrillates,   trills. 



 44 

 Bycatch 

 Only   the   young   die   good   and 
 not   all   have   that   luck. 

 Once   we   were   destined 
 for   greatness—oh   well!   And   yet, 
 haven’t   we   achieved? 

 Now,   just   sagebrush.   A   doe 
 frozen   to   the   tip   of   her   nose   waiting 
 on   scent. 

 Downwind,   self-reliance 
 smells   like   diesel.   There   might 
 not   be   answers. 

 Sometimes   I   re-do   my   self 
 a   nearly   absent   creature. 



 45 

 Tree   of   Knowledge 

 How   do   we   shiver   this   coat 
 against   flies?   How   wag   one’s   tail, 
 when   to   grow   horns 
 and   why? 

 Peeled   open 
 to   the   whitened   cables 
 we  know 

 At   the   skull’s   back   process 
 or   undressing 

 a   lover   against   surprise 
 the   raw   wet   thing   can   spoil. 

 One   day,   before   coffee 
 is   ready,   before   light, 
 the   meat   could   quiver   the   way 
 it   did   for   some 

 minutes   after   the   shock.   Matching 
 sinew   to   joint,   remembering   electric— 

 while   the   selves   (what 
 we   froze   into   pieces)   start   loose 

 meanders   over   the   bogs. 



 46 

 Three   Dreams 

 Around   my   dumb   ankles,   shiners   lance 
 upstream,   mining   the   current   for   vacancy. 
 So   long   as   I   wait,   they   dart   narrow   angles 
 and   the   paths   erase. 

 𐆚 

 Down   through   that   cut-over   woods 
 where   saplings   start   from   the   scarred 
 and   cankered   boles,   breached   by   suckers— 

 comes   the   stream,   through   mirrored   pools. 
 Slipper   my   feet   with   a   rounded   hand. 

 𐆚 

 In   the   swamp,   a   swivel-head   waspnest 
 spoke   owl   with   me 
 and   the   dish-faced   stumps   I   walked   on 
 agreed:   I   still   haven’t   learned 

 the   languages   of   moss. 
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 Setting 

 To   say   the   scene:   sagebrush 
 ridge   where,   come   morning, 
 the   deer   rest. 

 Black   fenceline,   row   crops, 
 valley   light,   farm   truck. 

 Stepping   from   the   corn 
 as   words—canny,   slight, 
 unasked.   Like   urges,   passing 
 between   what   can   be   said   and   what 
 can   only   be   known. 

 𐆚 

 Blood   in   the   clay   and   cold 
 rain   makes   it   stick. 

 Cut   meat   from   bones. 
 Cairns   on   top— 

 add   a   stone. 
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 Seven 

 𐆚 

 Information 

 What   sort   of   people   did   we   think 

 to   be   by   now?   The   necessary   link 
 between   neanderthals   and   angels? 

 You   heard   me.   They   come   as   light, 
 as   strangers,   something   naked   in   their   self- 
 soothing   vapors.   Meantime,   we   stumble   in   our   dust. 
 And   greet   their   no-face   with   our   faces.   Do   not 

 be   afraid,   they   whisper.   Because   we   feared 
 we’d   have   to   be   like   them:   thinner 
 than   paper,   colder   than   numbers,   or   (dare   we 
 say?)   imaginary.   And   our   shapes 
 will’ve   meant—what?—after   all… 
 Blinking   against   the   glare,   still   trying   on   names. 
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 Before   All   This 

 We   jacklighted   deer.   You   on   the   roof 
 to   flip   the   light   bar   and   me   steering   through 
 bristlegrass   wishing   for   something  to   destroy. 

 𐆚 

 Eyeshine   under   the   high   beams   and   your   heel 
 knocking   dents   in   the   sandblasted   roof.   A   red 
 doe,   petrified.   Later   it   was   dark   and 
 my   thoughts—my   thoughts   extinguished. 

 We   woke   up   almost   ourselves 
 under   junipers.   Violence   become   just 
 observation;   stillness   in   the   branches. 
 And   everything   we   kill   stays   dead   forever. 
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 Burnt   Offering 

 I   wake   up   afraid   I’ve   seen   you 

 for   the   last   time   and   resolve 
 again   to   sculpt   us   in   alabaster 

 When   I   stand   outside 
 myself   everything 
 looks   so   small 

 Only,   my   knife   remembers   the   details— 
 one   freckle   over   your   heart, 
 lashes   bent— 

 For   a   moment   the   trees   rust 

 I   want   it   back 
 let   me   go   back   to 
 when   the   world   was   alive 

 Was   there   only   one   of   us? 

 Here  I  am   take   me 
 wet   boots   and   all   doing   unremarkable 
 things   with   studied   wonder 


