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March

All winter, we walked on the fallen sky,
walked on clouds until we fell, thigh deep, to earth.
 
Now the clouds are running down the side of the mountain
in small hidden rivers.
 
What is it in you that needs melting?
 
What do you do with your anger and your hope?
 
All night, down the side of the mountain,
waters run together where we cannot see.
 
Underneath, the earth is awakening.
 
Once more the tips of bare branches put out new buds
that clasp their small hands together in prayer.
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Where the Light Enters

And suddenly I could not stop:
god, I said. 
 
What good is language? part of me wondered, 
but I did not stop.
 
God I said, from deep inside of me
 
Outside it was almost
dawn: the birds, whose names I do not know,
awake in all the trees, calling. 
 
These were not the words I had grown up to say.
My mind quiet before the growing sounds. 
 
What does it mean? Unspeakable, a channel into the  dark?
Not what others have said but from its own question mark.
 
a conduit: like a river feeding into the ocean's embrace
or like the birds who have opened all their throats
 
once and then again and again: 
as if their pitch were tuned to my own inner instrument,
 
struck: each bird singing, asking
Ifor nothing, inside my heart.
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Lonely, Lonely

If I name it, it is easier. 
 
Outside the room the light is still on
on the street under the half May moon
 
one light and then another. 
 
If I say a poem to my loneliness
it goes something like this: 
 
lonely the moon that orbits the earth
one side in shadow, one side lit: 
 
I recognize myself in my own orbit
alone in my loneliness embracing myself. 
 
Just as in the monastery
I was taught to say a poem
 
when I wake up, 
when I put on my clothes
 
when I brush my teeth: 
Brushing my
teeth and rinsing my mouth,
 
I vow to speak purely and lovingly.
44 years and my heart
 
still longs.
My husband in bed sleeping
 
my children, sleeping, almost 
grown: where will I meet
 
myself? Will I recognize
the fullness where this loneliness, too, takes part,
 
all of us cresting now into dawn.
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Poetry

It was such an ordinary day. 
 
I had to pay attention so that no car door opened on me
 
so that no on turned into my lane  as I was biking.
 
And suddenly, the sky,
 
as if it were an invitation, 
 
or a mouth singing
 
deep throated praise to all beings, 
 
or my own desire
 
satisfied--the sky, I tell you, 
 
as I turned the corner, suddenly opened, 
 
and the light
 
from between the clouds, like long arms
 
with thin hands and long fingers, beckoned.
 
I biked on. 
 
The orange light kept streaming between the gray clouds.
 
I got to my destination. I parked my bike. 
 
But I had this place to put my thanks,
 
today, on this page, now.
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What My Heart Desires

 
At night when it is hot, 
in the dark, at my daughter’s camp,
the girls take off their clothes
by the docks 
at the wide mouth of the lake
for special swimming. 
 
I want to take off my clothes
on the page, the way I came 
here—
for special writing. 
I want to feel utterly safe
in a dark that is soft
in the water that will hold
me. 
 
Or is that what I want? 
I think the question over and over
when I cannot sleep
 
when my mind will not turn off
 
What will the next years of my life, 
if I am lucky, hold? 
 
The waters of the ocean creep up the shore. 
The temperature slides up
a half degree, then more
 
The high glacial shelf in the arctic
breaks off. 
 
I would be lying if I said this is what I see when I 
cannot sleep in bed. 
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What My Heart Desires (continued)

 
Instead, I see the clear water, 
the wide welcome of the lake, 
the way I know I am safe, held, 
in community, 
 
My body still a girl’s with the whole world
before me and utterly free, 
and my own mouth open, 
in song, the words already written
on the page.
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You, Who are So Quiet

Didn’t you know there was a great symphony in your heart?
 
Didn’t you know that you were composing?
 
The trumpets are so glad
 
and the French horn, in its great deep beckoning
 
resounds: 
 
You who are so quiet, didn’t you hear the calling
 
from your stillness, as if you had looked
 
out over still water to see
 
the geese rise up in unison 
 
in front of the setting sun?
 
Such a squall of color! 
 
And your whole being given
 
to the one name, 
 
to the one who rests in the great upflapping,
 
the geese mounting higher and higher
 
into the evening growing brighter and louder, still—
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The Squirrel Paces Back And Forth

across the top of the wooden fence—
walks ten paces, turns around, 
walks ten paces back. 
 
She brings her hands to her face, cleans herself. Paces
again. Cleans. 
 
Her mate is run over on the road, 
his body split in half. 
 
When I go inside, the squirrel is still
pacing. Back and forth, her little feet
on the top of the fence. When she stops, 
her little hands move over her eyes, her mouth.
 
 As I cook dinner, I imagine her
in her motion. How will she 
sleep tonight, I wonder
as I cut the carrots, as I
fill the pot with water. 
 
When I look into the world
I see everything at once: the small nest 
of brown leaves half way up the oak tree,
despair, loneliness, 
 
and such fullness, I know it is not
myself alone who is seeing, 
but an instrument of god, 
stretching from the window 
in my heart out even above
the highest branches.
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Fortune

I needed to step through myself to arrive
            at myself
 
Through the gate of my own fear
            lay my belonging. 
 
How was that? 
 
What I most did not want to encounter
            rose above me with its fire-breathing mouth, 
 
pelted me with stones, buried me
            in the dark earth,  pulled
 
me under its white waters, 
            left me, suspended, in the ethers, too far
 
from any others to hear my long, sharp cry—
            and still
 
I came back. 
 
The blue sky out my window. 
 
            My children’s belly laugh.
 
My beloved’s hand. 
 
            I walked ba ck into my own
 
life like Jonah coming out
            of the whale, stepping back
 
through the bowels of my own body, 
             through my chest, my mouth, amazed
 
at my own immensity.
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Midwinter

I  think it’s okay
to write another poem
about the light—
about the white heron
who rises over the black oil spill
at the edge of the city. 
 
I don’t know if the heron 
is full of joy
as she lifts her long body up,
as she hurls herself ( is that
what she does?), airward, a motion
I will never know how to make. 
 
I don’t know whether the heron
is going home or whether 
she lives here, 
whether she escapes
suffering or, more probably, not. 
 
I do know I do not need to apologize
for my own gladness, today, 
midwinter, that has no 
apparent cause in the daylight cast
from the sun.
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When Death Comes

what will I want back? 
You in bed close to me; your body, your mouth—
 
I have been so hungry with a hunger
that I have not accounted for
and you have filled it—
 
your body feeding me like the ripe leeches 
the birds gouged on that summer
in Costa Rica as we walked barefoot
with our little ones to the beach. 
 
Red skins on the ground and the white,  tender, 
flesh-like fruit taken in the beaks of the big black birds
with blue feathers 
who dropped, when they were done, the smooth brown pits
of the fruit from the tree tops—those birds
whose names we never learned. 
 
Eric, forgive me for not savoring enough, 
even in our anger, your body, 
your flesh on your bones, 
 
your abdomen, your thighs, 
your chest, your fingers that I touch and that touch me 
                        once and once and once
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