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I look out over the sterile snow.

Under the white birch tree, a wheelbarrow.

The fence behind it mended. On the picnic table,
mounded snow, like the inverted contents of a bowl
whose dome the wind shapes. The wind,

with its impulse to build. And under my fingers,

the square white keys, each stamped

with its single character. I believed

a mind’s shattering released

the objects of its scrutiny: trees, blue plums in a bowl,
a man reaching for his wife’s hand

across a slatted table, and quietly covering it,

as though his will enclosed it in that gesture.

I saw them come apart, the glazed clay

begin dividing endlessly, dispersing

incoherent particles that went on

shining forever. I dreamed of watching that

the way we watched the stars on summer evenings,
my hand on your chest, the wine

holding the chill of the river. There is no such light.
And pain, the free hand, changes almost nothing.
Like the winter wind, it leaves

settled forms in the snow. Known, identifiable—
except there are no uses for them.



