
 

Milkweed 
 
It was a small velvet box. 
 
It was a dry brown pod. 
 
It was something tightly sealed,  
rattling its riches 
or silent with fullness. 
 
I carried it home 
to the shelf, forgotten— 
 
until it snapped open, 
until it breathed out, 
 
trailing nothing, 
completely unattached, 
 
the seeds of it.  



 

Little Daughter, Once 
 
Pen in hand, I’m lying inside the weight 
of my body which flows upon the surface 
of the bed, and I’m remembering how 
 
years ago she found me here 
in this same lounging posture, 
reading alone for a few stolen minutes, 
 
and she enacted her possession of me, 
kissing my floppy bottom, jiggling two handfuls 
with comic expressions of adoration. 
 
I hid my pleasure with a serious look. 
I pretended to follow the lines of the book, 
musing, deep in the weight of my body. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

To Hold Things 
 
A house, a room, a stanza, 
a book, a dream, an envelope– 
all day I thought about containers, 
 
vessels of different sizes and shapes, 
with an inside and an outside 
more or less suited to each other, 
 
this pen with ink in it  (I draw 
the inside out as I press down 
making precise gestures with its 
point, ink of feeling), 
 
the seeds of the orange inside the rind, 
the sparrow a container of the hawk’s meal 
to be broken open, devoured. 
 
I carried things in a bag on my shoulder. 
I put my hands in my gloves, 
my head in my hat, 
my eyes in my head. 
 
I thought of a violin, a camera, a church, 
imagined hollowness and source, 
the sound-post hidden inside 
as if holding up the sky, 
 
and all the while I went in and out of doorways, 
looking at things on shelves, 
scanning displays for the right 
container to wrap up, 
to give someone for Christmas. 
 
Pigeons on the sidewalk un-contained 
rose and fell freely  
on waves of air. 
 
My own being was more empty space 



 

divided into little rooms 
or not, flooding over walls, 
substantive, pushing out, 
 
and the moon was more  
than half full, the colors of the sunset moving, 
impossibly, together and through me, 
my body warm 
inside my coat. 


