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Guided, a Path

My fields, he said, my land

and increase for my kind,

flung his arms over rows and rows
of autumn gathering

under a sharp, clear sky,

but the downward beckoned.
When someone waved in silence
from the edge of the woods

he went to see, following

the bare curved track

through yellowed stubble

into forest, into soundless dark

and then, seduced, he never stopped,
not even when leaves,

trees, branches, light

all vanished and

she came in gold

bearing a cradle

under a silken weaving

of webbed and circling flowers.

Lifting a corner, the golden beast
showed him the infant curled
inside, small, glowing, no

shape he could name

and yet he knew

contained therein

was all he had ever been

and all that he would be again
and that everything

every thing is kin.



Bane and Simples

A current physic
curses me, administered
without trial, insight,

for recovery or else.
| war among prescriptions,
tear off labels, jumble

pills. 1t doesn't matter.
Some remedy or other
will seek me. | can't hide.

Old practitioner,
wherever you believe,
is cure there? In plant,

dull bone, grass,
hank of hair, a touch,
the outlawed prayer?

They

After we had destroyed them all

we came to worship their art,

would sit for hours in conquered, fretted
doorways to watch the play of fountains

on paved courtyards, fondling the while

those carved stone dogs. We wrapped ourselves
in sinuous robes of a fabric we could

not name, hid our rough invaders' faces

behind bland masks with narrow plucked brows.
The smoke of pipes polished as water

curled from our nostrils. We drank

the bitterest, the most severe of all

their remedies, forgot our own memories.

Flute, drums moved our bodies in dances

we never made and in time we prayed

to the very gods who could not save them.



When the Queen

When the queen hurried to
the garden to plead for
her life her judges were

nearly assembled, a
cold stone whetting an edge.
Heads of tall gaudy gay

dahlias nodded beside
the thyme-scented path. By
stifling then a private

theology she put
hand to her embroidered
heart, swore eternal faith,

and spoke so fair she saved
herself while her soul shrank
to the size of a fine

silver thimble. Something,
she thought, almost that small
could hold all of her blood.
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