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Metaphor

After the coffin lid closes 

over the body, 

the silence 

is sometimes described as noise. 

It is not. 

It is silence 

and the mourners float upon it 

like bathtub toys.
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At Dusk

A woman stands behind a farmhouse 

in Kansas. 

Soothing her skirt, 

the woman leans into the wind. 

The wind takes some of the zinnias 

out of the pocket of the skirt.

A man walks toward her, 

coming in from the fields. 

Distance dances around them

 like sheets of dust.
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Kissing

One scene from my childhood:  

Spending the night at my Aunt Eva’s, 

I have come downstairs at midnight 

for a glass of milk. 

She and her husband, Ferdinand, 

sit at the kitchen table, their backs to me. 

His left trouser leg 

is rolled up to his thigh. 

The stump of the leg he lost under a tractor 

is propped on a stool, 

gleaming in the lamplight. 

My aunt and uncle bend above it, 

laughing uncontrollably and kissing.
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After Supper

She liked the anger in her husband's eyes, 

the moment of danger as she hurled the vase. 

The vase fell child‑like, fragile as prayer 

or dusk as it waits to enter the tall grass. 

Then the noise, bright and upright as pain. 

When her husband spoke into the silence 

the way he always did, she knew her lines.
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Going Back

My father's fields lie empty. 

My mother's crape myrtles 

have died in their sleep. 

Daring the abandoned steps, 

I enter the farmhouse 

and my old room.

I used to open these windows 

to the sound of a mockingbird, 

the moon creaking up 

like a stage set.

In the silence 

a wasp bumps its way 

along the ceiling.

