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The author wishes to give grateful acknowledgment to the editors of the following periodicals, in which some of these poems first appeared:

Burning Light, Christianity & Literature, The Cincinnati Poetry Review, The Gettysburg Review, Image, The Journal, Mennonite Life, Poetry (“Gardens of the Body,” “Identifying the Fire,” “St. Basil’s Cathedral,” “Toward the End of the Century”), Potpourri, Prairie Schooner, Quarry West, The Rolling Coulter, South Coast Poetry Journal, West Branch, and Yankee.

“Facets” was published in The Roberts Writing Awards, 1990. “Among Orange Trees” was published (in an earlier version) in National Poetry Competition Winners, 1992, by the Chester H. Jones Foundation.
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PIANO LESSON

Even before she touches the keys,

she can feel it waiting for her

like the rise of foothills,

hills that look softly at her,

that watch her arrive.

The music will demand it,

will draw her into the lovely ache

of suspension, and the slow

dissolving into harmony, again and again.

She is so young, she cannot understand.

Yet somehow she knows

it is inevitable, and with a sigh

she opens the book and begins.



I.

Identifying the Fire



IDENTIFYING THE FIRE

Sometimes at night it blooms

in our heads like marigolds

and cockscomb in the cooling garden,

a flare at the end of a long lane

where the ruts finally meet.

Lovers’ Lane where my sister and I

carried our dolls, covering

their faces. Lips like fire,

someone said, and we felt a rope

sizzling inside. Our Sunday school teacher

said it was the Holy Ghost hovering,

beating its wings over us

so that every body cell would glow.

All our years a fire consuming,

giving itself away.

We pass it on to our children,

our voices full of love and warnings,

like our own mothers bringing

mustard and tea in the feverish dark,

their hands both soothing and electric.

Even in old age they cradle

a burning as they lean

over pots of geraniums and break off

the stems to help them bloom.

All night the petals scatter

over them, and they stir as though

toward another, someone who once

entered them. A time out of time

kindling the next breath,

and at its far end, branches, gesturing.



AT DRAKE’S BAY

God wanted you to be, my mother tells me.

Six children and the doctor offering

little advice. And yet, choices.

My grandmother ends her life

and my father is adrift. At fourteen

he washes onto the prairies of Canada.

She had stared for days, her children

begging her to speak. It is April,

the earth’s first green blazing

under the pull of the Ukrainian sky

which shatters over her,

smothering her. And the children

scatter like pebbles.

What corridors of water and wind

brought me to life?
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