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AND SO IT ENDS WITH THE CRY OF A NUTHATCH ON THE FIRST DAY OF SPRING 

 

 

Is this the cold future name  

of snow? Something fine and rare 

you’ll have to see to believe—the black and white 

photograph of a Tasmanian Devil I used to carry  

in my backpack, not knowing the colors  

beyond their description? The pilot  

in the gas logs sputters its pale blue glow 

—a moon sunk into the valley—sounding  

like a laugh you try to hide 

under your breath until it skips out,  

a stone thrown down a creek 

side armed and with a flick 

of the fingers. I know I’ll have to get up 

from the couch and crawl into bed 

and dream, and I know while I dream 

they’ll start taking children  

from their fathers and mothers again  

and my protest will turn out to be 

the hum of a fly’s wings against a quiet 

dark all around. Only the stars 

linger to watch—witnesses  

no one will call to the stand. While 

the dark withers into the fields 

and into the semi-frozen grasses 

and while the copper beech leaves rattle  

I begin to wonder what’s left of revelation? 

What’s to come? Though no one— 

not even Levi, the barber who smokes 

Purple Virginia Slims and knows  

every rumor in town—how the wife 

of the police chief is sleeping with the deputy, 

or how last week at a revival 

at one of the churches  

they took up snakes in the name of the Holy Ghost 

—not even he could tell me how 

tomorrow begins. What I can make of this all now 

will slowly fade away 

here on this page 

which wants only emptiness, 



the beginning and end of desire. Days 

no one will remember will 

vanish, drift off into the distance. 

 Earlier I counted five nuthatches out in the limbs  

of a sugar maple. One of them 

must have been warning the others  

of my approach, and she called out 

with a voice like water  

being drawn from an old well 

on a rusted pulley, 

and I called back  

to no one but her, though 

the dead grasses and moss overheard, to ask  

if this was the music the world ends to? The sky 

was the bluest I’d ever seen—cyanic, an ocean— 

a few clouds taking shape and rising over a horseshoe ridge— 

the signs cast for us all, hieroglyphs 

we have no names for  

only guesses. 

 


