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Your son presses against me

his small intelligent body.

I stand beside his crib

as in another dream

you stood among trees hung

with bitten apples

holding out your arms.

I did not move

but saw the air dividing

into panes of color—at the very last
I raised him to the window saying
See what you have made

and counted out the whittled ribs,
the heart on its blue stalk

as from among the trees

the darkness issued:

In the dark room your son sleeps.
The walls are green, the walls

are spruce and silence.

I wait to see how he will leave me.
Already on his hand the map appears
as though you carved it there,

the dead fields, women rooted to the river.



