PATRICK APPLEBY SUSAN TERRIS Before me, dark opals of babies’ eyes,

prick of gorse and manzanita. [ am waking
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Oil on canvas, 28 x 28 1/2 in u C I re a this morning as a woman who bakes bread

and sweeps the front steps every day.

Here where arrowed hands alter to
spin counterclockwise, I am rocking a baby

who babbles me messages from the past.
Here the remains of a fine woman whose rants

tug me deep inside, and that’s where I need
to go. From a candle: the spill of teardrops,

a waxen thumbprint, a wing of light that
leads me, childless again, out where

a timpani of wild grasses stir the air,
where death-tinted water leaches from clouds

and, from the heart of the madrone, a minor
key tune. A fine ruin on a wet day with

the sound of crying, the smell of a sleeping
woman and of phantom bread rising
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