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PITY

In Blake’s watercolor a woman lies at sea’s edge,
arms across breasts, eyes and mouth open,

blonde curls rippling out beneath her body.

Two blind horses float mid-air their legs stretched
as if galloping, on their backs two angels.

The first one has leaned down and is lifting
a miniature body with its arms raised—
a soul? she has pulled from the dead woman.

I remember how when word came of the accident—
a close friend, mountain curve deadly with ice—

in my grief, what I wanted most to know

was where he went—the animating spirit—the one who sent
his poem about lake weeds tangled around his oar,

who, one hot August day by the ocean,

brought me his bandana dipped in cool water,
who found love after years of sadness, who had plans.
Where did he go with his many plans?

The painting’s washed in quiet blues, the horses filmy white
like cirrus. The first angel’s face glows with compassion.
The other stands with her back toward us,

arms stretched to the sides as far as possible
shielding the scene and this delicate operation
as though it needs her otherworldly protection.

Something enormous seems at stake.
Against all doubt, something is being born

from the dead woman’s shrouded body.
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GALWAY

after Transtromer's “Track”

Thousands of crows flew through the Irish dusk
toward the copse of dark plane trees not far from here,

between the university and the famous river,

as when memories wing in from your past
with their loud continuous cawing

and then move beyond you, you don’t know where.

Or as when someone dies and her spirit rises
to join the others who are leaving the world’s sadness

to find a resting place in the quiet night branches beyond you.

The crows streamed past the high clerestory windows.

Dusk. The small wood they entered. The silver river.
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Pity

In Blake’s watercolor a woman lies at sea’s edge,
arms across breasts, eyes and mouth open,
blonde cutls rippling out beneath her body.

Two blind horses float mid-air their legs stretched
as if galloping, on their backs two angels.

The first one has leaned down and is lifting
a miniature body with its arms raised—
a soul? she has pulled from the dead woman.

I remember how when word came of the accident—
a close friend, mountain curve deadly with ice—
in my grief, what I wanted most to know

was where he went—the animating spirit— the one who sent
his poem about lake weeds tangled around his oar,
who, one hot August day by the ocean,

brought me his bandana dipped in cool water,
who found love after years of sadness, who had plans.
Where did he go with his many plans?

The painting’s washed in quiet blues, the horses filmy white
like cirrus. The first angel’s face glows with compassion.
The other stands with her back toward us,

arms stretched to the sides as far as possible
shielding the scene and this delicate operation
as though it needs her otherworldly protection.

Something enormous seems at stake.
Against all doubt, something is being born
from the dead woman’s shrouded body.
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after Transwomer’s “Track”

Thousands of crows flew through the Irish dusk
toward the copse of dark plane trees not far from here,
between the university and the famous rivet,

as when memories wing in from your past
with their loud continuous cawing
and then move beyond you, you don’t know where.

Or as when someone dies and her spirit rises
to join the others who are leaving the world’s sadness
to find a resting place in the quiet night branches beyond you.

The crows streamed past the high clerestory windows.
Dusk. The small wood they entered. The silver river.
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Pity

In Blake’s watercolor a woman lies at sea’s edge,
arms across breasts, eyes and mouth open,

blonde curls rippling out beneath her body.

Two blind horses float mid-air their legs stretched
as if galloping, on their backs two angels.

‘The first one has leaned down and is lifting
a miniature body with its arms raised—
a soul? she has pulled from the dead woman.

1 remember how when word came of the accident—
a close friend, mountain curve deadly with ice—
in my grief, what I wanted most to know

was where he went— the animating spirit— the one who sent
his poem about lake weeds tangled around his oar,
who, one hot August day by the ocean,

brought me his bandana dipped in cool water,
who found love after years of sadness, who had plans.
Where did he go with his many plans?

The painting’s washed 1 quiet blues, the horses filmy white
like cirrus. The first angel’s face glows with compassion.
The other stands with her back toward us,

arms stretched to the sides as far as possible
shiclding the scenc and this delicate operation
as though it needs her otherworldly protection.

Something enormous seems at stake.
Against all doubt, something is being born
from the dead woman’s shrouded body.
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Galway

after Transnomer’s “Track”

Thousands of crows flew through the Irish dusk
toward the copse of dark plane trees not far from here,
between the university and the famous river,

as when memories wing in from your past
with their loud continuous cawing
and then move bevond you, you don’t know where.

Or as when someone dies and her spirit rises
to join the others who are leaving the world’s sadness
to find a resting place in the quiet night branches beyond you.

The crows streamed past the high derestory windows.
Dusk. The small wood they entered. The silver river.
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