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Truth is always veiled in a certain mystery.

Fabre, The Life of the Fly

On thy wondrous works I will meditate.

Psalm 145




The Chance to Love Everything


All summer I made friends
with the creatures nearby—
they flowed through the fields
and under the tent walls,
or padded through the door,
grinning through their many teeth,
looking for seeds,
suet, sugar; muttering and humming,
opening the breadbox, happiest when
there was milk and music. But once
in the night I heard a sound
outside the door, the canvas
bulged slightly—something
was pressing inward at eye level.
I watched, trembling, sure I had heard
the click of claws, the smack of lips
outside my gauzy house—
I imagined the red eyes,
the broad tongue, the enormous lap.
Would it be friendly too?
Fear defeated me. And yet,
not in faith and not in madness
but with the courage I thought
my dream deserved,
I stepped outside. It was gone.
Then I whirled at the sound of some
shambling tonnage.
Did I see a black haunch slipping
back through the trees? Did I see
the moonlight shining on it?
Did I actually reach out my arms
toward it, toward paradise falling, like
the fading of the dearest, wildest hope—
the dark heart of the story that is all
the reason for its telling?




The Gesture


On the dog’s ear, a scrap of filmy stuff
    turns out to be
a walking stick, that jade insect, this one scarcely sprung
    from the pod of the nest,
not an inch long. I could just see
the eyes, elbows, feet nimble under the long shanks.
    I could not imagine it could live
in the brisk world, or where it would live, or how. But
    I took it
outside and held it up to the red oak that rises
    ninety feet into the air, and it lifted its forward-most
        pair of arms
with what in anything worth thinking about would have seemed
    a graceful and glad gesture; it caught
onto the bark, it hung on; it rested; it began to climb.




Porcupine




	Where
the porcupine is
I don’t
know but I hope

	almost done
to himself.
For years I have wanted to see
that slow rambler,




	it’s high
up on some pine
bough in some
thick tree, maybe

	that thornbush.
I think, what love does to us
is a Gordian knot,
it’s that complicated.




	on the other side
of the swamp.
The dogs have come
running back, one of them

	I hug the dogs
and their good luck,
and put on their leashes.
So dazzling she must be—




	with a single quill
in his moist nose.
He’s laughing,
not knowing what he has

	a plump, dark lady
wearing a gown of nails—
white teeth tearing skin
from the thick tree.










End of sample
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