Recurrence

Blood tomorrow-what will it tell? 
Today, I turn off the war

Outside and in, boil the morning egg 
To its ritual softness, leash the dog, 
Walk across 96B, behind

La Tourelle - all a sacrament of sorts -

After all, it's for the blood.

Take in all of it in its everyday 
Glory - the sunny day after months 
Of rain, warm air on skin, the swoop 
Of heron landing by the pond.

In the meadow behind the tennis court, 
The rabbit babies have grown 
A lot in a few days,

Little woodchucks watched over

By the calm mother, and at last

So late this year I hear drink your tea 
Drink your tea, invitation of 
The gentle towhee I've missed 
All spring, sitting big as life 
At the top of a tall tree -
Another return, then something new
Dickcissel singing, sunny breast 
Offered up to the sun. He's alone, 
Out of range, they say, don't call 
Him lonely, though, he's 
An adventurer. If he's lonely, 
It makes him sing even better.

I drink this tea of life, taste it

On the tongue, ear, eye, skin,

Savor it almost too rich for the blood.

Venus went across the sun the next 

Morning, more of the uncommon. 

We walk again, the dog sinks 

His belly deep into the healing 

Creek, the day will be hot. 

Incurable, it's back, he said, 

No wonder drugs, only help.
Hugs from friends, the quiet love

Of dog and cats. Now on the walk 

I don't train him we just listen to

The hammer of a pileated, not too far, 

Watch the young broods feed. Who 

Will feed mine, why did I just adopt 

A young cat, as great a thought

As nearness of death inspires in me 

This morning, the dread soothed 

Though sadly by the everyday 

Worry of how to house and feed.

On the asphalt path, on the grass 

Dozens of slow mourning cloaks 

Moving their wings up and down.
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