
Walking after Sunrise 
 

I’d go out walking your dogs, the both of them, big bruisers,  

and everyone knows I don’t like dogs— 

the smell, the noise, and the drool of them—that year 

and a half you two spent dying, and I traveled 

the miles for the chance to see you, to be with you,  

to harvest every small thing for memory’s larder.  

I walked your loony beasts, their electric collars  

keeping them on a virtual leash; mornings, off we’d go 

 

into the cold air’s bright teeth, to the snowy field,  

the whole world enormous and quiet just this side  

of what was approaching, while your pets, they peed 

and galloped, sniffed and pooped, the sky was blue,  

the winter landscape folding all of us into memory— 

you, me, thin sunlight, and the goofy, delirious dogs. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



New Moon over Jennersville 
 

The cold snow blowing sideways, 

whole sky opening wide over the fields; 

he’s dying a few miles back there. 

Just for tonight I leave the dying 

and the living who tend to them 

and stop my car to watch the Amish guy 

with his team of flaxen-maned chestnuts 

churn the cornstalks through new falling snow— 

and three crows desultory across the sky, 

snow now quitting, the sunset brilliant 

this final day in January. But, oh Lord, 

please spare me another Norah Jones song 

on the radio tonight, to hell with her ship, 

her flag, her wailing. Wherever home is, 

tonight, I’m on my way. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Before the Burial 
 

Who says we can’t read “The Shooting of Dan McGrew” 

or some Damon Runyon. The preacher lady can handle it,  

that’s her calling, or maybe we’re her calling.  

 

Chambers, the backhoe guy, he’s waiting for us out there now.  

 

Right at the hedgerow, that’s for his head, and to the east, 

where his feet must go. So she can see from her bedroom window. 

 

We’ll have a lot of sandwiches, finger food.  

Sad people get hungry too, and get that cat off the table.  

 

Does this little black skirt make my butt look big? No, but  

that ugly parka likens you to a whale. Very like a whale. 

 

He asked to be put into the old pear orchard, a field  

that hasn’t seen a tree for forty years—which is 

exactly what I told you—out in the old pear orchard.  

 

If that lady preacher says amazing landscape a third time, 

may I slap her, may I have some finger food? 

 

A few of us have manners left, so please lock up the dogs 

and lock up that cat. I have always yearned for a calling.  

 

Chambers, the backhoe guy, said he saw deer poop out there, 

and said he saved the sod, come spring, we’ll see it green again.  

 

No one told me there’d be a great big old flag. No one told us  

we’d have to walk. No one told us we’d get a snowstorm. 

Well, settle down and try some of this finger food.  

 

He can’t wear Birkenstocks and jammies in the snow. And she 

let that child walk open-toed and high-heeled out there. 

 

The sun rose, pink and fiery, the kind of sun he’d haul us  

outside for, whining and shuffling in our pajamas. I remember that.  

I don’t—you people have either memory or imagination. 

 

The dirt road curving uphill, three crows, and a rabbit. 

The old snow crunching, as the new snow stings in quick flurries.  

 

All of us breathing as we walk—small puffs in the morning air. 

 



Listening to Seamus Heaney Read His Translation of Beowulf While at the Gym 

on the Elliptical Machine Quite Early on a Monday Morning  

 

The badass dragon’s done for, collapsed, out of form, 

out of life, a grand deflation. The tatted homey next over, 

huge headphones, loud on his cell; I evil-eye him; he desists. 

 

Our hero is languishing, our old man 

who’s taken on the ravisher of life, hoarder of treasure. 

 

(Note to self: Breathe, buy milk, pay bills, and heart rate’s 

way too high. Note to self: chick on next machine  

hurling sweat, coughs a frenzy; best avoid her.) 

 

I’m the dragon, hoarding bright moments, 

sharp words, glints of treasure, all for memory. 

 

Beowulf at life’s end, breath’s end, beside his fiercest foe,  

summoning the last words of solace, designing funeral rites, 

his heritage, what’s carried forward. 

 

The Wednesday couple toddle in, fatter than—now words 

fail me—anyhow, they give the machines a workout. 

 

All that gold—what’s a dragon 

want with gold, to bury it deep in earth, to take so many lives? 

 

Old guy removes his shoes, weighs his scrawny body 

as usual, sighs and works the daylights from the bike. 

 

Still a dragon, here I go, stealing texture, faceting the edges, 

turning it around in the light, hoarding all for later. 

 

And Seamus Heaney’s voice, calling me back to sound. 

As day begins again I enter the chapel of his voice.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Marriage in the Atomic Age 

 

He’s broken the handle of the double boiler. 

 

She’s owned it forty years, permitting it to carry her 

 from young to middle to old while it sat there 

 

boiling, warming, steaming, as she sighed, whined,  

sang, or muttered above the fumes; it was  purchased 

 

during the tenure of the ex or previous ex, who knows, 

but this he, the best and final he, claims he’ll fix it; 

 

she says I’ll find a craftsman, find some guy in a shop 

with tools and metal and soldering, but then he, 

 

hauling out his brain and skill cred, saying I can do this,  

then, her nah, his yup; now she’s all—you’ll need 

 

goggles, a helmet, mask for the fumes, earplugs for your hearing, 

 and for your hands—good mitts, want my oven mitts?  

 

Of course the protective vest—the kind that jockeys 

wear on a Thoroughbred running forty miles an hour—and which 

 

I can easily buy down at the racetrack—hold on, I’m driving 

 there now, got my book on tape—about the endless creation 

 

of St. Peter’s, centuries of design, creation, then tear down; 

travertine and marble, build again, gold, and tile; 

 

 poison a pope here and there, windows, glass, thousands 

of lives commencing, ending, copper plate, amazing doors,  

 

many ducats paid out, the splendor of arch and fresco 

and glorious bells in the evening tolling the hours.  


