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1. The Wanderer

At twilight I went into the street.

The sun hung low in the iron sky,
ringed with cold plumage.

If T could write to you

about this emptiness—

Along the curb, groups of children

were playing in the dry leaves.

Long ago, at this hour, my mother stood
at the lawn’s edge, holding my little sister.
Everyone was gone; I was playing

in the dark street with my other sister,
whom death had made so lonely.

Night after night we watched the screened porch
filling with a gold, magnetic light.

Why was she never called?

Often I would let my own name glide past me
though I craved its protection.

2. The Sick Child

—Rijksmuseum

A small child

is ill, has wakened.

It is winter, past midnight

in Antwerp. Above a wooden chest,

the stars shine.

And the child

relaxes in her mother’s arms.

The mother does not sleep;

she stares

fixedly into the bright museum.

By spring the child will die.

Then it is wrong, wrong

to hold her—

Let her be alone,

without memory, as the others wake
terrified, scraping the dark

paint from their faces.

3. For My Sister



Far away my sister is moving in her crib.
The dead ones are like that,

always the last to quiet.

Because, however long they lie in the earth,
they will not learn to speak

but remain uncertainly pressing against the wooden bars,
so small the leaves hold them down.

Now, if she had a voice,

the cries of hunger would be beginning.

I should go to her;

perhaps if I sang very softly,

her skin so white,

her head covered with black feathers ...



