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The Jewel 

There is this cave 

In the air behind my body 

That nobody is going to touch: 

A cloister, a silence 

Closing around a blossom of fire. 

When I stand upright in the wind, 

My bones turn to dark emeralds. 

. 

A Blessing 

Just off the highway to Rochester, Minnesota, 

Twilight bounds softly forth on the grass. 

And the eyes of those two Indian ponies 

Darken with kindness. 

They have come gladly out of the willows 

To welcome my friend and me. 

We step over the barbed wire into the pasture 

Where they have been grazing all day, alone. 

They ripple tensely, they can hardly contain their happiness 

That we have come. 

They bow shyly as wet swans.  They love each other. 

There is no loneliness like theirs. 

At home once more, they begin munching the young tufts of spring in the 

darkness. 

I would like to hold the slenderer one in my arms, 

For she has walked over to me 

And nuzzled my left hand. 

She is black and white, 

Her mane falls wild on her forehead, 

And the light breeze moves me to caress her long ear 

That is delicate as the skin over a girl's wrist. 

Suddenly I realize 

That if I stepped out of my body I would break 

Into blossom. 



Lying in a Hammock at William Duffy's Farm in Pine Island, Minnesota 
  

Over my head, I see the bronze butterfly, 

Asleep on the black trunk, 

blowing like a leaf in green shadow. 

Down the ravine behind the empty house, 

The cowbells follow one another 

Into the distances of the afternoon. 

To my right, 

In a field of sunlight between two pines, 

The droppings of last year's horses 

Blaze up into golden stones. 

I lean back, as the evening darkens and comes on. 

A chicken hawk floats over, looking for home. 

I have wasted my life 

 
Small Frogs Killed On The Highway 
Still, 

I would leap too 

Into the light, 

If I had the chance. 

It is everything, the wet green stalk of the field 

On the other side of the road. 

They crouch there, too, faltering in terror 

And take strange wing. Many 

Of the dead never moved, but many 

Of the dead are alive forever in the split second 

Auto headlights more sudden 

Than their drivers know. 

The drivers burrow backward into dank pools 

Where nothing begets 

Nothing. 

 

Across the road, tadpoles are dancing 

On the quarter thumbnail 

Of the moon. They can't see, 

Not yet. 
 

 

 

 

 

 



Hook 

I was only a young man 

In those days. On that evening 

The cold was so God damned 

Bitter there was nothing. 

Nothing. I was in trouble 

With a woman, and there was nothing 

There but me and dead snow. 

 

I stood on the street corner 

In Minneapolis, lashed 

This way and that. 

Wind rose from some pit, 

Hunting me. 

Another bus to Saint Paul 

Would arrive in three hours, 

If I was lucky. 

 

Then the young Sioux 

Loomed beside me, his scars 

Were just my age. 

 

Ain't got no bus here 

A long time, he said. 

You got enough money 

To get home on? 

 

What did they do 

To your hand? I answered. 

He raised up his hook into the terrible starlight 

And slashed the wind. 

 

Oh, that? he said. 

I had a bad time with a woman. Here, 

You take this. 

 

Did you ever feel a man hold 

Sixty-five cents 

In a hook, 

And place it 

Gently 

In your freezing hand? 

 

I took it. 

It wasn't the money I needed. 

But I took it. 



Autumn Begins in Martins Ferry, Ohio 

In the Shreve High football stadium, 

I think of Polacks nursing long beers in Tiltonsville, 

And gray faces of Negroes in the blast furnace at Benwood, 

And the ruptured night watchman of Wheeling Steel, 

Dreaming of heroes. 

All the proud fathers are ashamed to go home. 

Their women cluck like starved pullets, 

Dying for love. 

Therefore, 

Their sons grow suicidally beautiful 

At the beginning of October, 

And gallop terribly against each other's bodies. 

  

Depressed by a Book of Bad Poetry, I Walk Toward an Unused 

Pasture and Invite the Insects to Join Me 
 

Relieved, I let the book fall behind a stone. 

I climb a slight rise of grass. 

I do not want to disturb the ants 

Who are walking single file up the fence post, 

Carrying small white petals, 

Casting shadows so frail that I can see through them. 

I close my eyes for a moment and listen. 

The old grasshoppers 

Are tired, they leap heavily now, 

Their thighs are burdened. 

I want to hear them, they have clear sounds to make. 

Then lovely, far off, a dark cricket begins 

In the maple trees. 

 


