Nowhere to go but on

and I feel above me the day blind stars,
the edge of the air – 
an air too sharp to pause.

We were made to understand
a different kind of weather –
leaving the last bright routes, survivors.

We were made to understand
It would be terrible – a lonely thing,
twelve-fingered, out of mind.

I blame spent flowers,
the second blooms –
they have only so many days to go.

Nothing to do but live.
Stay with me all winter – 
remind me of the presence 

of still water, the intimacy 
of the sleeping bee,
the long cool slant of sun





A Cento, using lines from poems by Christian Wiman, Anne Sexton, Tracy K Smith, Heid E Edrich, and Wendell Berry

