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SCREENED PORCH

The stars were foolish, they were not worth waiting for.
The moon was shrouded, fragmentary.

Twilight like silt covered the hills.

The great drama of human life was nowhere evident—
but for that, you don't go to nature.

The terrible harrowing story of a human life,
the wild triumph of love: they don’t belong

to the summer night, panorama of hills and stars.

We sat on our terraces, our screened porches,

as though we expected to gather, even now,

fresh information or sympathy. The stars

glittered a bit above the landscape, the hills

suffused still with a faint retroactive light.

Darkness. Luminous earth. We stared out, starved for
knowledge,

and we felt, in its place, a substitute:

indifference that appeared benign.

Solace of the natural world. Panorama

of the eternal. The stars

were foolish, but somehow soothing. The moon
presented itself as a curved line.

And we continued to project onto the glowing hills
qualities we needed: fortitude, the potential

for spiritual advancement.

Immunity to time, to change. Sensation
of perfect safety, the sense of being
protected from what we loved—

And our intense need was absorbed by the night
and returned as sustenance.
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COPPER BEECH

Why is the earth angry at heaven?
If there’s a question, is there an answer?

On Dana Street, a copper beech.
Immense, like the tree of my childhood,
but with a violence I wasn't ready to see then.

I was a child like a pointed finger,
then an explosion of darkness;

my mother could do nothing with me.
Interesting, isnt it,

the language she used.

The copper beech rearing like an animal.

Frustration, rage, the terrible wounded pride
of rebuffed love—I remember

rising from the earth to heaven. I remember
I had two parents, one harsh, one invisible. Poor

clouded father, who worked
only in gold and silver.

AUGUST

My sister painted her nails fuchsia,

a color named after a fruit.

All the colors were named after foods:

coffee frost, tangerine sherbet. ,

We sat in the backyard, waiting for our lives to resume
the ascent summer interrupted:

triumphs, victories, for which school

was a kind of practice.

The teachers smiled down at us, pinning on the blue ribbons.
And in our heads, we smiled down at the teachers.

Our lives were stored in our heads.
They hadn’t begun; we were both sure



wed know when they did.

They certainly weren't this.

We sat in the backyard, watching our bodies change:

first bright pin, then tan.

I dribbled baby oil on my legs; my sister
rubbed polish remover on her left hand,
tried another color.

We read, we listened to the portable radio.
Obviously this wasn't life, this sitting around
in colored lawn chairs.

Nothing matched up to the dreams.

My sister kept trying to find a color she liked:
it was summer, they were all frosted.

Fuchsia, orange, mother-of-pearl.

She held her left hand in front of her eyes,

moved it from side to side.

Why was it always like this—

the colors so intense in the glass bottles,
so distinct, and on the hand

almost exactly alike,

a film of weak silver.

My sister shook the bottle. The orange

kept sinking to the bottom; maybe

that was the problem.

She shook it over and over, held it up to the light,
studied the words in the magazine.

The world was a detail, a small thing not yet
exactly right. Or like an afterthought, somehow
still crude or approximate.

‘What was real was the idea:

My sister added a coat, held her thumb

to the side of the bottle.

We kept thinking we would see

the gap narrow, though in fact it persisted.
The more stubbornly it persisted,

the more fiercely we believed.
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