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Arrival      
 
He comes from underwater 
cities, a busy life, streets lined with– 
how do they tell it?–panpipes and market squares, 
children playing, his own, others,   
comes out of the river at night,      
a man, dressed in white. The moon hovers 
and tilts, a bowl half empty, half full.       
He is searching for other music and finds 
her, open, eager for his 
secrets. Where before a ripple 
sufficed, her heart’s yearning, a glimpse, 
pink as sunset, gray as rain, 
now she dances for a spell, her hand 
on his flank real enough. 
She cannot tell 
waking from sleeping. Eyes wide 
as the Encante, he takes her 
down by the river, changes 
the chemistry of her body, 
leaves her 
a kiss.  
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First Encounter 
 
Woman: I want to know where you come from. 
 
Boto: There is nothing to tell you. 
 
Woman:  Give me your hand. 
 
Boto:   It is not there, nothing you can read. 
 
Woman:  My father has carried the stories, and 
  his father before him. I knew of your 
  coming long before I was born. 
 
Boto:  I have no father. My father had no  
  father before him. 
 
Woman: (gently) Give me your hand.  
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Fox Run 
 
Smoothly, galloping, crossing 
the street lightly, no one else out, no one       
to see, he is my fox, coming 
for me, and I move from window to door 
 
to window to see him through, around 
the brush pile, over 
the stone wall, each frame 
diminishing him. 
 

I follow the gold, alive, stirring 
me with his wildness, casual 
as a dog, as though he belonged, as though 
he would stay if I called to him, 
 
if I sat still. But he keeps 
running, a needle’s swift threading of my heart, 
the thrill, feet barely touching, stitching 
together the bare places, 
 
moss and sand. But once 
he acknowledged me with deep 
fox eyes, quivering black 
mustache of mouth. I was out 
 
on the porch and froze, not 
breathing. For a moment, I was 
fox, too, worthy  
to run with him. If only I didn’t move.  
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Homage, Orby Head 
 
When I can go no farther, and the maps are all 
blue, I count the birds at the end of the world: 
swooped down from their russet watch-towers, long, 
low lines of silhouette stoop to the waves, 
piebald buoys bob in the lea of rocks, 
plump-bellied gourds with red waders on troll 
the bricky stone. Arms clasp over pulled up 
knees, salted by the wet perimeter 
of light. Gathering in the past, shapes stream by, 
great auk, Labrador duck, and Eskimo 
curlew in venerated waves, all plucked, 
bloodied, and damned. Shingles crack in the tide’s 
ruddy contusions. We have everything 
to lose, and have again and again.   
 

after Seamus Heaney 
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Alcyone Walks by the Water 
 

Startled by a ratcheting 
upriver, she sees 
the lug-headed bird 
gather the wind 
in sprawling gulps, 
 
fly out, 
light on a limb, 
fly out and dive, 
retrieve a shiner 
glistening in its talons. 
 
Watching the fisher birds 
reminds her 
it is spring, the male 
once again returned  
from secret wanderings. 
 
Together the pair 
tunnel into bank 
with dagger bills, digging 
deep to sanctuary 
where the eggs are laid. 
 
She acknowledges 
their industry, and her own 
barren nest. 
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Halcyon  
 
Without arms or thighs 
to wrap around each other, 
without lips 
to seal their pleasure, 
 
Alcyone, Ceyx 
bury their nights in a sand bank; 
days bear them aloft.  
 
Soon the winds will calm, 
settle them on a distant sea 
 
as solstice approaches. 
 
And in the seven days 
before, seven days after, 
every year 
they will fledge their young.  
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The Philosophy Club 
 
Twisting, twisting in their watery bed 
under the plush covers of waves, small paws 
pinch soft bellies, white fur of chin and nape 
exposed, organs bound, bliss, oblivion, 
these reelings all that distinguish animal 
from human. Or not. Careening otters,  
our long lithe bodies entwine, if only 
in our minds, the wild flicking grace of belly, 
mouth, and groin, beneath the tug of flesh 
the same furred creatures, loose and alive.  
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RIVER CROSSINGS 
 
1. 
 
Small boat twists on its tether, yellow 
cord bound to precarious dock, 
sound of water rising and falling. 
Above the dam, the craft is still 
white against dark and radiating  
rings, signals intercepted 
by insects and rain. Stone embraces  
the pond, holds it back, while dry 
reeds mingle with new green.  
In the hull oars cross, tip back 
toward penitent shore, the phoebe’s  
careless tail. Blue overtakes 
blue, all around the meadow 
voices rise 
in garlands of flight.   
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