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Thaw 
 
You do not know 
how to respond, certain this year 
that everything out of order 
blames you. Mid-March  
and the crocuses 
flower a full month 
ahead of themselves.   
You should praise 
but the muted snow  
suits you better. 
Still, you move the birdfeeder 
from behind the windowless north wall 
to a plum tree young enough to offer 
just one substantial branch. 
From the kitchen you watch the lake 
resume its familiar liquid blue 
as two rose-throated birds 
you could cup easily in your hands 
come and eat great amounts of seed 
with such lightness  
you could never call it greed. 
You make a sound  
more breath than words. 
Just when you thought all you knew 
were prayers of petition. 
 



 

4 

Heat 
 
Too nearsighted to be more precise, 
I see only that hers is a tight body 
of some golden shade, her blond hair 
damp against her arms and back. 
I am caught somewhere  
between envy and appreciation. We talk 
about dry skin in winter while she splashes 
Vitamin E oil on her legs, talk too 
about that, the sauna opening us 
to the skin’s easy weeping.  
She wants to believe 
the oil will fade her stretch marks 
and I answer that they are hardly visible, 
remember how surprised I was 
to see myself 
those first peculiar weeks 
when everything else seemed new. 
She asked if I nursed my baby, 
looks at my breasts then touches her own, 
displeasure at their changed shape 
 
I wait for the pulling-back I ought to feel 
but don’t in the face of this scrutiny 
and start to tell her 
such things will matter less; I taste the lie 
soon enough to stop it. 
She answers anyway: They matter more than ever; 
I’m single again. Half a generation older, 
I could lecture her  
on this limited view, her lousy sexual politics 
but don’t, reduced as we are 
in this heat, complicitous 
in the body’s steady truths. 
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Waiting for the Timer 
                       for Margaret 
 
The five of us lean into 
the rental cottage railing 
waiting for the timer to go off, 
the picture to snap itself 
like the magic trick  
it always is. 
 
Shoulders back, eyes straight,  
I look like a woman  
who can manage this: a husband, tall and fair 
not looking last in from the camera’s timer. 
Three teens dazzle, 
their hot skin and white teeth, 
ready for almost anything. 
 
Could a stranger tell, 
studying the picture that the girls 
came with their father only a year ago, 
hardly mine 
but for what we can make 
with willful attention. 
 
No wariness in this picture, 
all of us trying and looking  
our best, even my son, 
the dark-haired one who reminds 
us that other forces were,  
still are, will always be at work 
 
in this play 
of light and dark, shadows 
to shade or cover us depending 
on where we stand and when. 


