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After the downpour,
after the heft & flung force of rain—

spikes & blades of daylilies punching up
through mats of brown leaves,

the whole barebranched late-afternoon spring woods webbed & tented—
cabled with glistening droplets.

This morning, the chill backside of yesterday’s front.
Farms & cities sleeping in their haste.
A planet on the skids.

Out of the starry, breathing beforewhere,
these prairiegone counties,
cloud-smart & dirt-smart.

The redbud & the crab. The tight buds of lilac. Finches in the greenery.

My heart skipping & hammering
—subsiding to its old familiar rhythm.
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The boy with the wicked cross-side shot
who could call the 9-ball in the corner
and run the table.
“Rack ‘em.”

The young father,
looking out the frost-plastered window of the old house,
at his little girl,
swinging back and forth

over the knee-deep powdered snow a-glitter in the late-morning sun,
back and forth, back and forth,

bundled to the eyes in red wool.

All our ages ringed inside us like the turnings of a tree,
drawing up the waters of memory,

splashing each season with leaves.

We've grown old here. Bird-brained. Fragile.

The day dawdles in the soak.



