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For Louis

and in memory of Roberta Spear, 1948-2003


Broken Places


Egrets

When the creek sinks

into quiet pools

and the sky hardens

into winter-gray slate,

they come back

one at a time,

the white egret,

simple in her full

attention, like

a lily.

But today

I am astonished

at their number—

ten, a flock.

With slow crank of wings

they fly in and out

of the green pines

and cluster around

a muddy pool,

what remains

from the dam’s

last spill.

I want them

to be alone

and statuary

as before, not

this agitation,

their necks bobbing,

brown muck splashing

against their white

breasts. As though

isolation had been

pretense all along,

and they bend now

toward earth

and each other,

up to their knees

in commotion.



In January

January with its thumping

in the walls, gray stairs

of fog that go nowhere,

like the Winchester house—

the wife of the gunmaker

haunted by the dead.

Day and night, carpenters

hammering to keep out

the ghosts.

*

I think of Richie, my first

love, whose gun went off

into his heart as he

oiled the barrel. Thirteen,

the Kansas sky like sheet metal,

wind in a howl.

*

January’s dip into vengeance.

After the Birth, the hunting.

Herod still alive, and Jesus

in Egypt. His mother clutching

him against desert storm,

her robe flying.

*

May the Lord’s wrath be triggered.

May he break their teeth,

may he seat them at long tables

in unheated, windowless factories.

May they disassemble each gun

through my sleepless nights.

For the Child returns, his small

hands scattering the proud

like winter birds, laughing.



Another World

It happens again, the stare,

as if another world calls to her,

her slow fall, and our clatter of keys stops—

my high school typing teacher lying

sprawled on the floor, white hair

in disarray, her arms caught in stiff gesture.

And we stare, silent,

our black sentences strung out

before us until she comes back,

her face softening as she rises,

smooths her hair and woolen skirt.

Then, once again, this room, the clock,

typewriter bells warning us

to swing the carriages back, to keep
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