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Counting Out The Harvest is a collection of poems exploring intimate encounters. 

The poems reflect on encounters with memories, family, and the natural and cosmic 

worlds. In one of the poems, “Red-Throated Anole,” the speaker works desperately to 

save a small dying lizard. In “Ice Storm, Post-Divorce,” the speaker attempts to decipher 

a cluster of ladybugs taking refuge in her room. In the title poem, a couple wonders 

patiently if their crop will eventually grow. In each of these poems there is a present 

longing for the construction of a meaningful identity by means of the encounter, but the 

intersection between speaker and world falls short of satisfaction, whether the faultiness 

lies in the body’s inability to find full sustenance, or in the ever-changing fluidity of 

memory to find stability. But the poems progress from pressing against this difficulty 

toward finding a contented resignation to the world’s cyclical order. The final line of the 

manuscript, “disrobe a layer to begin again,” indicates an arrival at satisfaction, which is 

found ultimately in continuation.   
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SECTION I. 
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To Echo 

And because I can remember you 
on the scent of a passing lady, 

I’m reminded suddenly of distance 
and intimacy. Disembodiment 

is your greatest deceit. You hide 
behind the deer’s gold-eyed 

fear and disguise yourself 
as waterfall. But what of loss? 

You, like the mockingbird 
in his endless search for the self, 

speak your own nightmare. 
If you could wish another name, 

how would you be called? 
Response, Rose wind, Unforgettable 

or not at all? What was it 
she fragranced in her passing? 

Moonflower…hyacinth…peat 
by the river? Nearly in reach. 

But the question posed  
is too quiet for your answer. 
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Adolescence 

You can erase the lamplight with your forearm 
to see more clearly, you say. We crane up our necks 

at constellations, their glow boldened in our new dark, 
only our breath ghosting the view. And behind our arms 

insects batter themselves against the orange lamps 
with want. From this dirt-paved lot, you and I share more 

than vision, our own secrets swarming the silent, inner night. 
Yours, the other boys you’ve wanted not to want, 

mine, the man who’d kissed the tips of my fingers 
in his driveway. Why am I frantic for somewhere to hover? 

Tonight, around the thought of stars, brinking on belief. 
Who am I begins to surface on my tongue. Though here 

we’re less afraid of ourselves, no confessions 
fill the night. I see stars burn silently, and I like to think 

I too am a scattered brightness. 
You know we’re seeing the sky as it was years ago— 

some have already gone dim and others are coming into view. 
I wonder how long until we see the collapsing 

of our lusts, until I notice the shift of sight, 
of want: all the stars in me bursting, being born. 
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Astral Projection: Household Dust 

How far has it traveled to collect  
on the headboard and rims of fixtures, 
only for my bottle of lemon & basil  
to wipe it away?  

The traces of our flesh mixed 
with burnt out meteorite, a reminder 
that we too will be memory. 

In these corners of our room 
we are gathered as stardust. 
In the center, as dreams.  

After you sweep, you call them piles of time. 
Realms across the universe of our floor. 

At night, my mind’s a dimmed lamp 
in a bedroom, my body what’s sent rising 
to orbit the glow as crisp sheets are billowed. 
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Azalea House 

He’s a drunk, my father explained 
as they drove the slurring man away. An hour before, 
he’d staggered to the road and smashed into our car 
just in front of the house on Azalea. 
My widowed aunt and her daughter lived there  
with their German Shepherds, hair blanketing the floor 
and everything inside the walls. The house collected 
their collections— manicured Barbie dolls posed forever 
behind glass, Carebears and other kaleidoscopic animals 
huddled and peering down from upper shelves. Look, 
but don’t touch my aunt would remind me on nights 
my father would drop me there. Why did I want to evade 
her words? To lose composure, to feel the frill and eyes 
filled with plastic and another kind of life. 
Look, but don’t touch my mind rehearsed. 
How to resist the allure of what is forbidden? 
After his arrest, the man’s anxious wife stood in the yard 
as they asked her questions, her blue-bruised arm lifted 
to a wordless mouth. What compelled her silence—love? 
the private cosmos of a home? I watched from within 
the locked car. Beyond me, the crime scene in the street, 
and beyond the street, other homes and other private lives 
interrupted, their frantic mouths through windows, 
and from within window blinds like cage slats, 
their gazes white-eyed and wanting.   
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What Kind of Dawn Do We Await? 

I cup your body in my hands 
as you shake out of nightmare.  
It is just the mind, I remind you each time. 

I can never enter those places in you, 
phantasms, unnamable regrets. 

You don’t ask me to try. 

In the dark room you settle your breath, 
taper out thirsty and groping for light. 

What is another word for how the mind 
puts to bed each tiresome thought 

but forgets to click the door closed 
on the way out? 

What was the dream, I sometimes ask. 

The fan coldly hums, the fitted sheet 
nearly untucked on your side.  

Your eyes no more than chasms. 
Marriage no more than ghost. 
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Impasse 

Behind her exit the car spouts fumes  

like a body seized in a fit of coughs. 

My mother is leaving. 

Her overnight bag stuffed once and forever, 

her wedding band with its tarnished underside 

placed matter-of-factly atop his side of the dresser.  

Years before, she spent afternoons 

singing hymns over the kitchen sink, 

watching wisteria vines slowly overtake the pergola 

in the front garden. She’d peel something 

or dump grapes into a colander. It is well, 

it is well with my soul. Hearing her but not listening, 

I’d fill my water glass and return upstairs.   

That kitchen is now as empty as echo. 

The voice at the sink now arrested, 

her absence what I choke on between hoarse cries. 

Mother, I remember you. Sing me again 

your ordinary wavering song. 
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Portrait of Miss Dorothy Quincy Roosevelt (later Mrs. Langdon Geer) 
 

 
Miss Spoken For, do you tire  

of posturing your beauty? 
 

The blank-colored dress 
you’ve been tucked into 

looks like poise, 
which looks like absence. 
 

Is loss to you a self, driven 
into the dark green woods 

of oblivion? Into the forest of a man’s name? 
 

The pallor in your complexion is also a kind 
of erasure.  

 
Your hands, gently upturn in a plea.  

 
The dog beneath you is splayed out 
like mud. Both your mirror 

 
and veil. Saying acceptance, saying 
defeat.   
    The flowers pinned to your hair, 
what are their names—Primrose? Calla Lily? 

 
Names of endearment. Some days 
you’ll be his sweet blossom, 

some bleeding heart. 
 

Forget-me-not your thin posture begs. 
 

Forget-me-always your vacant gaze resigns. 
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Stall 

I hate my mother most in dreams. 
Her filmy understanding eyes blinking 
in silent apology. Once I beat her 
against a bathroom stall before I woke. 
Who could that have been? I wondered 
as I reentered the world, the nightmare 
a stranger to the humdrum of day, 
its brumy residue lingering in the chest. 

But when I see her today at the holiday party, 
I mutter something polite and busy myself 
with hors d’oeuvres, wishing 
for the young woman in my memory 
to appear, her long locks like night ruler irises 
cascading to warm peat. 
But she has dyed her hair and shortened it 
to a crew. Each fallen petal a lost shadow. 
She excuses herself early and drives away 
beneath the remnants of dusk.  
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Son 

I say I want a baby because no one says 
I want a human. 

It isn’t time yet, I’m told as if anyone 
could choose which foggy breath a tinder will catch. 

A life, the whole weight of it, cannot be carried 
in the mouth  

or womb. But we bear its progressions— 

the size of a bean, the size of an artichoke. 

The spirit of every human is already 
in the world, the frame 

only waits to be made. And when I look, 
I find you everywhere.  

Your disembodied name buckled 
into the backseat of my used Sedan, your babble 

loud as highway wind. 

If I could offer you a gift, if I could find 
your hand to place it in.  
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Basic Instinct 

Some days I would sneak into my mother’s walk-in closet 
past scrub tops and platform sandals 
to where her glass perfume bottles 
were gathered in a tray. I’d try them all. 

One’s slender purple bottle curved like a woman’s body 
wanting to be seen. Basic Instinct. 
I drenched myself in it. To be a woman, I thought, 
was to leave a trail, a fragrance, a sparked desire. 

I’d lie when my mother asked if I’d gone to her closet again, 
unaware that the scent announced my arrival 
into the room, my braless body soaked in patchouli 
and gardenia. How else to arrive into womanhood 

but to find my own way, bottle to bottle, 
scent to modest scent? Discretion, my mother 
would remind, as she’d wipe my arms and neck 
with a warm cloth. Discretion is key. 
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SECTION II. 
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Ars Poetica 

Once God was my mother 
and she stood in the kitchen 
shredding chicken in a fry pan. 
Her hums were gentle 
against the stove’s roar, 
her footsteps soft as secrets. 
She asked me to wait 
at the table until she finished. 
I climbed up, bristled 
with a hunger like hope. 
When the dishes finally came, 
the buttered sweet potato glowed 
against the dark plate 
like a blood moon 
apocalypting the age. 



14 

Red-Throated Anole 

I was nearly nine when I found the limp lizard 
under the porch swing. One eye bulged into a white knot, 

two limbs were severed. I didn’t know whether to be grieved 
or terrified as it wriggled what was left of itself across concrete. 

My mother didn’t refuse, perhaps she couldn’t, 
when I came inside, cupping the barely living, its tawny skin 

faded to grey. This, my first moment of urgency. 
We set up a tank of shallow water and a plastic container 

of food on the counter, though I’ve forgotten what we thought 
to feed it. I added a handful of twigs and plucked grass 

as if what’s familiar would prompt the lungs into swelling. 
That a shadow of home would usher in miracle. And what, 

if not my gesture, could direct the body to survive? Cooing, 
believing all this, I wondered where its ears were to understand me. 

In the morning its jaw slacked open, the tongue 
a bright red announcement. The heart unwilling to obey, 

the milky eye refusing to blink. Like a pearl, 
I wanted to think as I watched it not watching back. 
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Here’s How You’ll Know It 

-from a Cold War Civil Defense pamphlet, 1955 

They were girls I say when I’m asked who mugged me 
in the apartment lot. While on the phone with my husband 

and digging for my house keys, I was discussing 
with him the cost of a whole butchered cow, 

the intersection light flashing indefinitely 
over the vacant street. It is easy to pity the distracted, 

but what can be said for the prepared? 
The mid-century housewife knew only to dust 

again and again the tops of jars as the daytime radio 
directed, children learned to tuck themselves 

beneath desks at the sound of a wail. The blast could come 
at any time tv programs promised, as though the bright 

nightmare could be restrained if foreshadowed. 
But what would have changed?—each proud 

and huddled child annihilated into shadow, 
each tidy closet of canned goods dissolved like yesterday. 

As we struggled, both the girls’ gold leggings shimmered 
beneath apartment floodlights, each of them whispering, 

please don’t shout, we have something to ask you, 
their grips cuffing my wrists, the crowbar suspended 

overhead like lightning. My mind at the ready 
for the radiating flash, the pulsing blindness. 
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Of Secrets 

Once a neighbor boy unzipped his pants at me 
in the woods. We were twelve or eight or who knows 

how old, but his body became my first secret. 
Most evenings after dusk I’d tiptoe in rubber boots 

and nightgown to the pond to catch bullfrogs 
along the overgrown edge. They croaked like busybodies 

with scandalous news. And when my light revealed 
their slick spotted bodies, they leapt once and giantly 

into water. Their pond gossip ferried me all night 
across my dreams. I do not have many confessions. 

All my unspoken words a pile of gneiss rocks 
in my lungs, and I enjoy knowing they are there. 

But what to say if the words were choked 
up? His prepubescent penis too common to the body 

to be a secret. What hiddenness then remains 
behind the mouth, in the mind, in the unnamable guilt 

of exposure? Do you want to see something, he felt 
the privacy form in his mouth, his sweaty forehead 

shimmering in midday like a promise. 
His name has escaped me, though his laughter 

set fire to the woods around us as he ran for his yard, 
leaving me to look unflinchingly at the blaze.  
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In Place Of Silence 
 
 
When my mind loosens into drift, I sketch stars 
in the corner of the page. As if when thoughts cease, 

 
stars replace them. A boy I knew from class died late in spring. 
His desk in the front row unfilled like a mouth. The professor 

 
announced before lecture, such a shame, no one knows how 
it happened, and unknowing how to transition, asked us to observe 

 
a moment of silence. The room pulsed like an eye recovering 
from being photographed. Stillness seized each body, and I 

 
like the others, pent up with breath, was suddenly unsure 
what, if anything, I believed. Over and over I thought, what 

 
should I be thinking, each thought replaced 
by a palpitating iridescent dot. Like when looking up 

 
in an unpolluted night, staring long enough at stars, hues 
begin to rim each gold glow. Magenta Fields, Lost at Sea. 

 
The boy’s silent mind, a classroom. A universe. 
Later the day, receiving us all into blindness. 
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Ice Storm, Post-Divorce 
     
 

My father is freshly alone on the other end 
of the line. He talks of all that’s rolling in. 
I listen. Pacing my attic room, I see 
where the pale walls are peeling to show sycamore. 
And my eye catches, reels in, an unexpected color 
clustered in a top corner of the wall. 
Ladybugs. Dozens, red and huddled 
like pomegranate seeds in the white meat 
of winter. Did the wind force their retreat, 
did the brightness against the ground?  
My senses reorient to my father’s voice, and 
I tell him what I see. He says they’re lucky. 

 
Luck. I cannot connect our life with theirs– 
vermillion cloister, elytra and abdomen, 
brains like needle eyes open and clear, 
and my father’s home cleared like a throat. 
And what of me in this? What of home? 
I cannot say if I am more afraid of loneliness 
or its image. Our calls linger after they’re ended, 
as do the ladybugs till the season passes. 
I never can decide whether or not 
I should have wanted them gone, 
the pitifully beautiful red refuge 
tucking further into itself and away 
from the window’s biting draft. Still, 
they collect in the corner of my mind– 
crimson nest, endless days, till death 
(O the sweet covenant) do they linger.  
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Into the Clearing 
(November 21, 1999) 

after Jorie Graham 

One thing contrary to nature happens at each turn of the century, and I am the only one 
who remembers that year 
the doe 

birthing her fawn behind an overgrown shrub. I wander in the wood behind the house 
for several hours. 
End of fall. Wind 
carrying its message 

of change. I stumble around pine and pond wielding new realities of myself---I am a 
snow egret, a mother, a field of wind-blown tulip bulbs. Shrub leaves flicker light, calling 
out quickly 

to the eye. 
A change of worlds, 
what we know surrounding 
pivoting 

into a new century. Leaves primed deep with color—wine, bruised orange, dark with a 
sense of heaving. So I look like anyone would look, except 

I am the only 
55 pounds of muscle 
and soul 
taking up this space 
at this time, 

peeking behind the shrub at the end of the wood’s sole clearing. Anticipation begins 
before the invisible is ever seen. This is how the world perpetuates itself. With wanting 

of miracles. 
My two unfledged eyes capturing this particular image in the wood could know nothing 
more than was before her then, the doe subject to late labor and to me above her.  

But my soul—tucked 
in a pocket of time 
called youth, 

called the years of remembering, called the reaching to know maternal mystery. 
My own mother talking with my father most likely now in the dining room, touching 

one another, 
compensating.  

Their minds filled with owning—our house, kitchen appliances, the table before them 
full of paper shouting 
Rebate! Invoice! Balance! 

I lean in, twigs fracturing beneath my oppressive little weight and the even heavier 
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weight of chill 
settling in.  
The doe takes in 
a breath, 

tired from its never-ending-heartbeat-of-a-life kind of racing. I feel, or think 
I feel (because now 
it’s difficult to say 

what I felt when I saw her at her work) the weight lift from feet and shoulders and mind. 
And in the slight crack between the lifted and the relieved, leaves fill the space with all 
their violence, all their flurrying, because 

winter is coming on 
and she hasn’t yet finished 
her late late work 

(two hooves hanging limp outside of her). Another pair of eyes exist behind the flesh, 
but I cannot yet say whose they are. What else lives inside my same frame of reference, 
held 

above the same 
cradle of earth, 

under that ton-sized animal of dusk? Her sad, diligent eyes work the body out of her. 
How busy the mind is, filling itself with endless possibilities of the next moment. Time 

folds into itself 
like the thousands 
of suns 

contracting in this same weakened sky. And as the sound of hers and my breathing 
fills the ear, low moans of body into time—I see a taut brown nose push through, 

(the celebration of it!) 
then a neck 
with a body and 
a litter of bloody 
spots on the fur 

collapse in a pile of innards to the earth. Only relief, I can hear my mother sigh, 
I just need 
some relief. 

The doe gazes at the wet freshborn—that look, large and dark and completely unlike 
my own.  
I have forgotten 
myself until now, 

my attention captured there by a different kind of exiting, a new passage. Her swollen 
tongue begins immediately to clean, as if the work had not been labor. As if it had been 

a slight, easy 
yielding to the world. 
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We Talk of Names 

We’re carried along the exitless highway by road noise 
and hills that rise and fall like sighs. We talk of names. 

Frances reminds you of the ages, Clover of night’s silent song. 
And the road’s deep-throated groan, 
which probably sounds like earth’s slow answer to time, 

reminds us, somehow, of the way we’d wish to live. 
I cannot imagine carrying a child, you say, and I think all at once. 

A woman I have recently met aborted one baby, then kept another. 
Today, I taught her daughter to wink, a small scrunched face 
determined to shut the eye. 

Along the twilight highway, you recite names like nursery rhymes, 
like phantoms: Constance, Juniper, Clementine, Rose. 
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Anxious Nocturne 

The body is a grocery store parking lot after dusk. 
Grackles in my chest finish picking over 
what’s been left from the day (spilled fries, 
a few receipts, packets of artificial sweetener), 
then lift in unison.  

What urges their scavenge, 
their flutter? Nothing can be helped. 
The mind a sky blotted out with feathered dark. 
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Household Rite 
 
 
Swept piles of purple onion flecks and strewn hairs 

are collected like petitions. 
If you enter into this world of mine, enter simply. 
When I snap the ends of beans or trim away the window vine, 
rest your ghostly body between finger and thumb.  

 
If you follow me, be an asinine dog—  
eyes fresh with cataracts—as I wander 
in and out of disheveled rooms. Could I find you there 
behind that small, snowstormed look? 

 
Time keeps me lodged in this body. Tuck yourself 
with me into routine, drone, all the human corners. 
My dryer’s lint screen amasses all kinds of debris—skin, 
threading tugged out of linen, starlight dimmed and descended 
into dust. How will I know you are buzzing 

in the remnants? In what’s forgotten? 
 

Sweeping, I find a postcard from a previous tenant 
dropped behind the counter—Wish you were here 
in Chicago Lisa, yellowed with age along the edging. 

 
Are you not simply microcosm when found? 
My hands sharing the relic’s grime, and you and Lisa 
and those city towers glimmering against the water suddenly 

around me, resurrected.   
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SECTION III. 
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Work 

Cut grass, the smell of Saturdays 
and my father’s straw-frayed sunhat, 
would begin to waft through the screen door. 
From there he’d yell my name, his voice echoing 
in the tiled house like a memory awakened.  

I’d join him, helping pull the crank twice, 
the motor grumbling awake again, then climb 
to his lap. These our beloved ceremonies. 
A heavy drone quieted our mouths for the hour. 
My nail-chewed fingers guided our steering 
while his worn sole pressed us forward. Our legs 
would freckle with chiggers, as we thinned the yard 
and gave up our bodies to the earth. 

As the sheered blades collected behind us, I remember 
feeling continually found by sunlight. 
Standing in the finished yard, the brightness 
cast our shadows giantly over green. As a game, 
I’d stand between my father and his shadow 
until my own was lost inside his. Vanished, 
I’d declare myself, delighting in the brief mystery. 
He’d rag away his sweat and wink at me 
with his serious blue eye. Isn’t this what we work 
so desperately for—to be realized by another? 

Every dark morning his chair like the mower 
filled with focus over some scripture or letter, 
his leaning in like a willow surrendered to wind. 
Dawn cast his shadow again across walls and mornings 
and years. I believed in his devotion, but never more. 
My childhood an echo attending his sermon. 

I’d furrow my face to appear just as deep in thought, 
and profess a belief I did not understand. I even let him 
hold me in a paper robe in front of a decorous church 
and weep over my confessions. Our shadows drowned 
in the tub of tap water. I still cannot call this delight. 
When he dipped me gently in, I hoped down there 
I would keep on disappearing in his hands. 
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Beaufort Aubade 

As I begin to see and am seen by light 
entering from the terrace, night is brushed 

from my eyes, and my body knows 
yours is newly beside me. Lace and laundry 

are strewn, the alarm sounding breakfast. 
I am unmoved until your body 

tilts into me. Where to be known 
but in the crescent and combine. 

In the afternoon we drive to Hunting Island 
where a row of oaks draped in Spanish moss 

distinguish the forest from the sandbar.  
Years of high tides have exposed the roots, 

waves ebbing and breaking in phases 
against them. We empty our basket 

beneath their tangle to lounge in midday mirage 
and balm. Seduced by what—endless haze? 

the paradise of exposure? We wash our peaches 
in the Atlantic, until finally, as the tide presses 

further into its shore, we are driven away. 
Longevity is forever beginning. 

The sea continuing its unveiling of the roots, 
our lingering invitations—peel and rinse me 

in the salt tide and glow, come over me 
at any hour till we rise and are clear. 
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Cedar Waxwing 
 
 
Your body compels my gazing— 
 
droplets on tail, 

wing, and crown 
 

are daffodil, redcurrant, 
    moon-gray light. 
 
Museums of you descend 

and shadow the ground, 
 

picking out what’s left 
from the storm— 

 
 leaf litter, shards 
of bedrock, melting hailstones. 

 
The thin reed voice cries 

to your mate 
from your thornapple perch, 

 
a cluster of delicate berries still 
fastened to the branch. 

 
Trilled exchange  
of darling, come split the remnant, 
 
of yes, tell me again  

and again that I’m yours. 
 

The heart and belly filled, 
each savored haw red as blush.   
 
Every warble intoxicated 
with charity. 
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There Must Have Been A Cause 

Conversations begin the same: a polite gesture, 
asking what I like to order here, as you unswirl your scarf 
and fling your coat over a chair. Before you arrived, 
I was passing time in a book about gypsy musicians in the seventies, 
each converted to christianity by visions, concussions, etc. 
and they sold their possessions, bought a junkyard school bus 
and painted the words Prepare ye the way of the LORD across one side. 
They lived on it for seven years, traveling around the country till each 
for whatever reason stayed behind in one city or another. 
When I read histories like these, I find myself wanting. 
Since you don’t ask me about the book, I tell you drip coffee with soy 
and you walk to the counter, my mind still filled with glossolalia 
or what at least I imagine it sounds like. Fear someone told me once 
and the frailty of your body in the transference. I don’t know 
where to place all this knowing. One year my father was on the SWAT team 
and held a man at gunpoint. The man’s gun barrel was shoved 
in a woman’s ear, my father’s aim for his eyes. I’m telling you, 
I gave him three warnings and I swear on God I pulled the trigger, 
but nothing came out of my gun. The next second, the man shot himself 
dead in the head, and I’m telling you God Almighty held back my bullet. 
He just knew it wasn’t my turn to kill. This turned into a lesson somehow 
about justice, faith or suicide. And in my remembering, 
I think about the way time flies around the mind, how memories 
are made stories in their resurrections. It’s not that my father is unkind, 
but that he’s capable of one only mode of knowing  
and of seeing. You set down your chai latte and apologize that you’ve never 
been able to drink soy as if choosing not to imitate were offensive, 
and I laugh politely and forgive you. There’s a deep arc of shadow 
cast between all our said and what’s withheld. If this is true, how unjust 
are the dealings with the body and mind, the tether between hanging slack. 
I tell you that my sister’s newborn was discharged from the NICU. 
The car seat and swaddle cocooned him and the engine roared 
like the womb. His eyes and fingers fluttering periodically as he slept.  
But I don’t say, the body seems always busy keeping us alive. 
I ask if you know that 50% of newborn sleep is spent dreaming, as opposed 
to our 20%? You say, I wonder what they could possibly be dreaming of. 
My nephew’s doll-sized brain secured in the cage of skull, 
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and I imagine at each stoplight or intersection, a dream dropped off 
at that crossroads, guitar in hand, to wander to another nowhere, 
and a new dream with a different history hopping on. 
What if memories could be left behind at a forgotten stop? I wonder, 
would I hesitate to look out the back window, to wave slowly 
at the dwindling figures—pained slightly at the shock 
of abandonment? Layers of daydream unfurl like a first bloom of cream 
in the night of brew. I say, our coffee is cooling. The mugs cast oblong shadows 
into one another to make a section of deeper shadow. Mine’s meeting yours 
in the direction it’s coming, or do you see differently? I’m half-hearing, 
half-visualizing the conversation. Why are words the exchange? And which part 
of ourselves do we speak for? My father screaming Drop it Drop it Drop it, 
the collision of word and thought meeting like a bullet in the ear. 
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Here Be Monsters 

Rufus displays proudly 
his tiny monster truck. 
An oxymoron. 
Three and taken where 
the body directs, he repeats 
after me, his tongue 
as uncertain as the thought, 
head tilting a bit 
as he feels for the first time 
a new word 
in the mouth and mind. 
Somewhere a synapse’s 
first fire, a territory named. 
Here I am reminded 
of words, how they steadily 
colonize 
the brain’s uncivilized 
terrain. How many words 
in Rufus must still 
be landscapes 
waiting for names?  
Transcendence, history, 
chimera? In an Irish tale 
a crew of monks 
voyages to paradise, 
only to find, after starting 
a night’s fire, 
their island a writhing, 
sinking sea monster.  
They named him 
Aspidochelone. 
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To Be Nearly Drowned 
 
 
in a neighbor’s pool 
is to be quietly ushered 
toward the emergency exit 
of a burning hallway. 
No matter what forces  
you down (a young boy’s 
joking hands, the body’s 
burdensome weight), 
your mind will be a mirror 
emblazoned with itself. Here, 
you are the most human. 
In one version 
of the beginning of time, 
one god created water 
to drown all the others. 
In another, they survived 
and gristle-sore, swam 
like mortals along a glowing 
horizon trying to find 
the water’s edge.  
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Stoic 
 
from the Greek stoa meaning ‘porch’; 
meaning ‘person who represses feeling 
or endures patiently’ 

 
 
My mother used to complain that she needed space to think 
as if both body and mind were crowded. Virginia Woolf 
 
called it the need for a room of one’s own, an empty space inviting 
thought to enter, at home in the echo. My kitchen is piled 
 
with used dishes, my palms smudged with grime. 
This weather’s lasting like a kitchen timer: dinner’s ready 
 
dinner’s ready the swelter blares. Two hundred years 
of my ancestors survived this heat without air conditioning– 
 
porch rockers and mason jars embalmed in sweat 
and Coogie’s banjo riffs passed the tedium. Time’s longer than here 
 
to that horizon when you’re waiting, Teddy would have remarked, 
all their dusty faces squinting out at freshly plowed fields, 
 
each row a set of outstretched arms, anticipating rain. 
I forget to breathe till wind reminds me. I open the window 
 
while scrubbing counters, and a breeze urges its light 
down my throat. Interior space can never be described as vast 
 
or wondrous. As a child I tore from room to empty room 
in our double-storied home, my wants unable to extend past 
 
the body. Did my mother understand this? Go outside, 
she’d say always, and I see my thoughts now contained 
 
in a kind of 30-square-foot kitchen, racking through the window 
crevice for breath, no room for echo. What were they saying, 
 
those long-gone faces, gazing out from the porch? What urged 
itself out from them to reach after untamable light, 
 
after a wind wet with storm? What sight held doubtfully back? 
Are these the same: what do I want and what am I waiting for? 
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Rain, I think, as I exit the screen door, relieved at clouds 
billowing in. Seeds crack open. Thoughts release. 



	   34 

Counting Out The Harvest 
 

for Mary Lou  
 
I’m shied, unhastened in the green gaze 
of summer peak. Carameled muscadines 
should be cascading our fields, but vines 
are holding back their blooms.  
 
What comes of our going always in 
without a gathering? 
To regulate oven temperatures, 
tomato pot, honey loaves? 
 
Freshly bathed, you nod beneath the lamp 
at your devotional. I slice, order, calculate.  
 
We count our lives by seasons, 
not months. We judge them by the harvest. 
What do you say, I ask, your gaze 
over the rim of your glasses. You scratch 
the legal pad. Sometimes, nothing comes, 
even when time is ripe. 
 
Our cedar home is a tamed forest 
containing us. The dirt road winds in a swath 
of Texas weed blooms and dust. 
 
Our lives are in this image—after the day’s ended, 
you brood hard in a chair, I, pull silverware 
from a drawer. Sixty-two years 
of decisions, tilling, heaving out the burn blades. 
How much golden fruit should come 
from this work? 
 
Before bed, I think much over sink suds 
in windowed moonlight. And in the dark, our crop 
begins peeling finally out of reticence. 
But the celebration’s missed because does 
have their mouths golden-full 
of nectar in blue night. 
 
So granddaughter, I’ve written you  
that they finally came in (the deer enjoyed 
most of them). The ghosts of wooded earth, 
filled darkly with taste, came collecting. 
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Some things the earth wants back. 

We ended only picking a gallon.  
A small bucket of summer, of orange 
heat, a remnant, years and years at the table 
saying bless it oh God, bless this 
our crop.  
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After One Year 

for D 

I pass a plotted row of sweet gums 
in October on my walk from work, the leaves 

whirring and ablaze with change. 
The season’s arousing branches 
and the centrifuge in my chest. 

Wind ebbing in the bare limbs 
sounds like all the words 
still unsaid between us. 

Days, you tuck a stray hair 
behind my ear. Evenings, I listen 

from a nearby room as you thrum 
out a song. Nights, hands fold 
around each other like sleep  
around the eyes. 

At the bases of trees, spiked seed pods 
collect like burnt out stars. 
How long will light last? How long 
will the burning? 

Goodnight, says the branch to the empty seed, 
goodnight, says sky to dimming star, 
goodnight, not goodbye, says time to yesterday. 

And after one year, we, like the world, 
disrobe a layer to begin again. 




