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S A M E  O L D  L I G H T

The lake’s reflection rippling
on the undersides
                 of willows, faintly,
like a film running 
through characters and plot,
playing itself out, blurry,
indistinct —

it’s happening, though
you can’t say what it
is —the feathered antennae
of the goldenrod quiver —
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H O W  T O  B E  H U N G R Y

The bees have left the flowers.
The flowers have turned to wallpaper.
The wallpaper yellows.

A man sits in his chair all morning.
It feels like it takes that long to imagine
doing anything. His tea is cold,
the honey still open beside him.
He has forgotten how to be hungry.

His window has ceased to be a view,
is now a space through which
something will enter.
He coughs. Coughs again.
Come in. Nothing there.
Come in. Nothing.
He stirs, angry now, feels for a cup to bang —
Come in I say! A car horn blares.
His eyes roam the room,
his arm drops to his side.
He’s too tired for this.
The honey crystallizes, 
eats the light grain by grain, 
forcing it down
to the bottom of the jar
where its bright gaze hardens.
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P I G  H E A R T 
 It’s all the same story. It’s just we’re talking about our bodies…  

 and we find it much more mysterious because they’re alive.  

 dr .  dor i s  tay lor ,  Director of the Center for Cardiovascular Repair  
 at the University of Minnesota

A “ghost heart,” she calls it,
suspended in a glass dome 
between worlds.  

The lab is full of them.
Time pings off the glass like insects 
at night —yet inside there is no night.  
No rhythm. No sleep. No end.

*

She rinses the dead muscle,
injects its rubbery walls with stem cells.
Flips the old organs like houses.

*

In the lab they speak of hearts 
as dead or alive. Meaning what? Is there such 
thing as the life of a heart, a heart-life? If so, a dead one 
might not be a heart at all. It might not be anything. 
A ghost then, as she calls it,
if we can speak of the body and not just the spirit
as ghost.

*

When she filled the first heart
with living cells, it didn’t start beating 
immediately. A tiny pacemaker was attached.  
Days passed,
then Harald and Thomas called her from the lab.
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*

A rosy flush

like dawn creeps into the flesh...

*

A stem cell 
can divide indefinitely, and in this it resembles God.
It is necessary and sufficient for skin and bones and eyes and lungs, 
teeth and hands and hair 
and heart.  
But it is none of these things.
It’s might, maybe, perhaps, the incarnate what-if

of every organ, an idea in the flesh.

*

The lab fills with plums, ripening
organs suspended in glass bells, the spell 
of death slept off like a fairy tale.

Half orphan, half parent,
they hang like sleeping birds, like orchids, 
like smoked meats, 
cocoons, candied apples, like oysters yet to be plucked 
from their shells.  

They swell in imitation of a world 
they don’t fully recall, waken to a future 
we can barely imagine,

spoon-fed, thriving 
under artificial light,

first fruit in the kingdom 
of first fruit.  
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N O T R E - D A M E  D E  P A R I S

The flashes going off every few
seconds, pale moths fluttering 

in the hundreds, battering
the pews but disappearing before

they reach the ceiling’s high arch.
A kind of migration, echoed

in the rustling of thin pages, 
guidebooks in a dozen languages

talking together, wondering why 
history is not enough,

why we cling to the dream of heaven,
for each flash releases

such a dream. Our faces are weak
and uncertain: death wanders through 

them like a tourist, even here,
where we tilt our heads back and listen

to the rustling pages 
and all the other noises we try 

not to make —squeaking 
sneakers, crinkling Gore-Tex —

rise, drift up to the domed ceiling 
and hang there, accidental prayers

of no consequence
but carried up none the less.
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G U A R D I A N S

All winter, the slow drag
of a door opening.
Now silence.

Trees stagger under their
newfound weight,
stunned, the light already
laying waste.

I’d like to step in,
take their place.
Instead I raise my eyes
to the steady, gas-blue
flame of the sky:
spare me, don’t spare me.
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G A U D Í ’ S  M O D E L  F O R  T H E  S A G R A D A  F A M Í L I A

A poor man’s chandelier: 
not crystals but tiny bags of sand dangle 
from tiers of scalloped chain,
swaying, seeking the golden mean 
of weight and counterweight, 
each loop minutely calibrated to yield 
its requisite parabola, each small sack 
presiding over a vertex that calls for exactly that 
measure of earthly burden.  

Then his trick: a mirror on the floor below.  
From that silver pool rose the cathedral, 
each alchemical archway 
floating up, Narcissus grown from his own 
drowned face. A bewilderment, 
a dizziness as the liquid seam 
between heaven and earth melted 
around the cathedral’s base and the mirror 

fell away. Gravity, given ecstatic possibility, 
dragged the pillars skyward. A symmetry 
that wasn’t just imitation but a form 
of reckoning, the self opening 
onto its opposite —not a trick at all, then, 
but an offering: heaven’s inverted crown.



V O Y A G E

The sweetness of early morning:
the fields asleep,
the hair on the back of the neck asleep.
The bees are roaming slowly.

The curtains have been left ajar
and a woman wakes from a dream
in which her house was filled with strangers.

She looks out the window:
beyond her shed
the horizon trembles, expectant,
like someone arranging 
and rearranging flowers in a vase.
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