
THE WILD IRIS 

At the end of my suffering 
there was a door. 
 
Hear me out: that which you call death 
I remember. 
 
Overhead, noises, branches of the pine shifting. 
Then nothing. The weak sun 
flickered over the dry surface. 
 
It is terrible to survive 
as consciousness 
buried in the dark earth. 
 
Then it was over: that which you fear, being 
a soul and unable 
to speak, ending abruptly, the stiff earth 
bending a little. And what I took to be 
birds darting in low shrubs. 
 
You who do not remember 
passage from the other world 
I tell you I could speak again: whatever 
returns from oblivion returns 
to find a voice: 
 
from the center of my life came 
a great fountain, deep blue 
shadows on azure seawater. 



MATINS 
 
The sun shines; by the mailbox, leaves 
of the divided birch tree folded, pleated like fins. 
Underneath, hollow stems of the white daffodils, 
 Ice Wings, Cantartrice; dark 
leaves of the wild violet. Noah says 
depressives hate the spring, imbalance 
between the inner and the outer world. I make 
another case- being depressed, yes, but in a sense 
passionately 
attached to the living tree, my body 
actually curled in the split trunk, almost at peace, 
 in the evening rain 
almost able to feel 
sap frothing and rising: Noah says this is 
an error of depressives, identifying 
with a tree, whereas the happy heart 
wanders the garden like a falling leaf, a figure for 
the part, not the whole. 
 



MATINS 
 
Unreachable father, when we were first  
exiled from heaven, you made  
a replica, a place in one sense  
different from heaven, being  
designed to teach a lesson: otherwise  
the same — beauty on either side, beauty  
without alternative — Except  
we didn’t know what was the lesson.  Left alone,  
we exhausted each other.  Years  
of darkness followed; we took turns  
working the garden, the first tears  
filling our eyes as earth  
misted with petals, some  
dark red, some flesh colored—  
We never thought of you  
whom we were learning to worship.  
We merely knew it wasn’t human nature to love 
only what returns love.  



SNOWDROPS 
 
Do you know what I was, how I lived? You know 
what despair is; then 
winter should have meaning for you. 
 
I did not expect to survive, 
earth suppressing me. I didn’t expect 
to waken again, to feel 
in damp earth my body 
able to respond again, remembering 
after so long how to open again 
in the cold light 
of earliest spring — 
 
afraid, yes, but among you again 
crying yes risk joy 
 
in the raw wind of the new world. 
  



SPRING SNOW 
 
Look at the night sky: 
I have two selves, two kinds of power. 
 
I am here with you, at the window, 
watching you react. Yesterday 
the moon rose over moist earth in the lower garden. 
Now the earth gitters like he moon, 
like dead matter crusted with light. 
 
You can close your eyes now. 
I have heard your cries, and cries before yours, 
and the demand behind them. 
I have shown you what you want: 
not belief, but capitulation 
to authority, which depends on violence. 
 


