
I Wish I Had Stolen a Sapphire from the Papal Tiara


I’ve been collecting memories
and stones for so long. Long before the street
lights lit. Before I longed for you.

Have you seen the stones polished,
set with gold filigree? Oh, to break
one free and tumble it between

my fingers in the washed lamplight.
Olives scattered across the sidewalk, smashed,
the empty can left in the grass
catching the spit of friends whispering prayers
for each other. The kind I say for you.




A Childhood Memory from the Redwood Coast


A family of foxes would come
when we threw dried dog food from the balcony
into the grass below my aunt’s

house. I remember once one wore
pearl earrings and a golden necklace.
I never had a chance to ask,

“Where do you shop? I love your style.”
No, she just took her kibble and retraced
her steps into the brush and past
the fish bones left by the raccoons last night
beside a cracked, broken watch they stole.




My Mother’s Garden Hose


Each of your coils lies, spun on top
of another and another, your green
skin cracked from a lifetime of sun.

Growing flowers and flooding grass,
muddy bootprints and a rusted sprinkler.
You’ve seen the horse trough full and less.

Each of your coils slips, straightens
as I pull you our for another job.
I have to keep these trees watered
until their roots take hold. I fear you’ll split
and leak before pale blossoms bear peaches.




Mistaking the Shade Under Brambled Thorns


Small violets grow along the trail,
each one as similar as a story
retold by a thousand new mouths, 

like the ones we learned when we
we young. The ones that left me wondering
where Artemis is in our sky.

My mother said the smell of grass
keeps her here with us. My father said
the gravel’s chant under out step.
But with the trail, that song comes to an end,
the grass will die, and goodbyes must be said.




A Quilt of Petals and Time


I measure the passing of spring
by colors spilled along rural highways,
the earthy smell after the rain.

This time of year yellow checkers,
so we might find a floral zodiac
mirroring the night sky above.

Fifth sign the opossum, Alphonse.
Every false death his teeth scatter wide
across the ditches and embankments,
under barb wire, around the meals of vultures.
Soon, the next color of spring will bloom.




Rosary


I find a tree older than Christ,
run my fingers along its weathered bark
and wonder if the two have met.

Surly they have. Why else wait, watch
each setting sun from the same dirt each day?
Why polish stones to count stories?

The ones we tell about wheat chaff
or why the sun rises in the morning
but really are about ourselves.
I lift my fingers from the tree, say thanks,
and glide my thumb across the next smooth stone.  

