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THE BROKEN GROUND






The Apple Tree


In the essential prose

of things, the apple tree

stands up, emphatic

among the accidents

of the afternoon, solvent,

not to be denied.

The grass has been cut

down, carefully

to leave the orange

poppies still in bloom;

the tree stands up

in the odor of the grass

drying. The forked

trunk and branches are

also a kind of necessary

prose – shingled with leaves,

pigment and song

imposed on the blunt

lineaments of fact, a foliage

of small birds among them.

The tree lifts itself up

in the garden, the

clutter of its green

leaves halving the light,

stating the unalterable

congruity and form

of its casual growth;

the crimson finches appear

and disappear, singing

among the design.






An Architecture


Like a clear room, the clear stanza

of birdsong opens among the noises

of motors and breakfasts.




Among the light’s beginnings,

lifting broken gray of the night’s

end, the bird hastens to his song




as to a place, a room commenced

at the end of sleep. Around

him his singing is entire.






Canticle

for Robert Hazel


What death means is not this –

the spirit, triumphant in the body’s fall,

praising its absence, feeding on music.

If life can’t justify and explain itself,

death can’t justify and explain it.

A creed and a grave never did equal the life

of anything. Yellow flowers sprout in the clefts

of ancient stones at the beginning of April.

The black clothes of the priests are turned

against the frail yellow of sunlight and petal;

they wait in their blackness to earn joy

by dying. They trust that nothing holy is free,

and so their lives are paid. Money slots

in the altar rails make a jukebox of the world,

the mind paying its gnawed coins for the safety of ignorance.






The Wild


In the empty lot – a place

not natural, but wild – among

the trash of human absence,




the slough and shamble

of the city’s seasons, a few

old locusts bloom.




A few woods birds

fly and sing

in the new foliage




– warblers and tanagers, birds

wild as leaves; in a million

each one would be rare,




new to the eyes. A man

couldn’t make a habit

of such color,




such flight and singing.

But they’re the habit of this

wasted place. In them




the ground is wise. They are

its remembrance of what is.






The Fear of Darkness

The tall marigolds darken.

The baby cries

for better reasons than it knows.

The young wife walks

and walks among the shadows

meshed in the rooms.

And he sits in the doorway,

looking toward the woods,

long after the stars come out.

He feels the slow

sky turn toward him, and wait.

His birthright

is a third-hand Chevrolet,

bought for too much. ‘I

floorboard the son of a bitch,

and let her go.’





The Plan


My old friend, the owner

of a new boat, stops by

to ask me to fish with him,




and I say I will – both of us

knowing that we may never

get around to it, it may be




years before we’re both

idle again on the same day.

But we make a plan, anyhow,




in honor of friendship

and the fine spring weather

and the new boat




and our sudden thought

of the water shining

under the morning fog.






The Broken Ground


The opening out and out,

body yielding body:

the breaking

through which the new

comes, perching

above its shadow

on the piling up

darkened broken old

husks of itself:

and opening to flower

opening to fruit opening

to the sweet marrow

of the seed –

taken

from what was, from

what could have been.

What is left

is what is.
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OPENINGS






The Thought of Something Else


1.

A spring wind blowing

the smell of the ground

through the intersections of traffic,

the mind turns, seeks a new

nativity – another place,

simpler, less weighted

by what has already been.




Another place!

it’s enough to grieve me –

that old dream of going,

of becoming a better man

just by getting up and going

to a better place.

2.

The mystery. The old

unaccountable unfolding.

The iron trees in the park

suddenly remember forests.

It becomes possible to think of going.

3.

– a place where thought

can take its shape

as quietly in the mind

as water in a pitcher,

or a man can be

safely without thought

– see the day begin

and lean back,

a simple wakefulness filling

perfectly

the spaces among the leaves.






To My Children, Fearing for Them


Terrors are to come. The earth

is poisoned with narrow lives.

I think of you. What you will




live through, or perish by, eats

at my heart. What have I done? I

need better answers than there are




to the pain of coming to see

what was done in blindness,

loving what I cannot save. Nor,




your eyes turning toward me,

can I wish your lives unmade

though the pain of them is on me.
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