
The Movement of  Fields 

I’d like to run my eyes along you 
and collect you as a pool fills 
with the image of  a drowned bird, 

as the field outside your father’s farm 
becomes the shape of  wind. 

As I write this, a boy on a bench stares 
as if  to see what he’ll become— 

someday he’ll read these words 
and find me looking back. 

~ 

Sight is the mind making sense 
of  glinting hunks and filaments— 

not the eye but the occipital lobe, 
sketched-in guesswork of  the fusiform gyrus 

drawing differences out 
into stark relief— 

sudden clarity of  a friend’s face— 

  showing where a ball isn’t yet, 
but will be 

the split second its image 
flickers up the optic nerve. 

~ 

All afternoon we stand on the dock, watching waves 
lacerated by light. 

~ 

One theorist thinks language came 
 not through sound, but sight— 

how learning to read 
the signs of  our pray in the wilderness 

    filled us with symbols— 

hoof, hair, bent fern. 

Something can mean without being. 



~ 

What is absent, then, can imply 

and loss itself  becomes legible— 

every sign a sign of  passage, 
every print the shape of  what’s gone. 

~ 

I ask my memory about your face 
and they swim beneath dark surf, 

towing something silver away. 

I ask about the night we met— 
a table in a bar, your grin, 

limbs lifting in neon and smoke. 

~ 

It was easy for God to make blind life 
and the first seeing thing was only a little harder. 

But the second seeing thing— 

to make something 
that could look into something 

looking into it. 
  
~ 

As downtown glows in a dying day, 
as our hands clasp in my car, 
as we glide below billboards and yellow lamps, 

you fall asleep, which is familiar to me 

though I can’t see 
where you go when I watch you. 
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