Mater Primigena

No dove broods over the waters here.  Only a motionless crane 

stands watch over depths older than any feathered thing.

 

The cypress, heavy with moss and creeping vines, lean
over the water’s face, blotting out the sky.  The stars leave no impression 
on the crane’s black eye.  Gleaming snakes surface, blank mouths wide, 
then dive, gliding through the blood warm dark.
Fallen leaves, alive with rot, send green lights 
flickering through the trees.
                                        A man, asleep in his wooden boat,
rocks in the swamp’s embrace and dreams of another place, 
immaculate, fierce with light.  As dark fish flit beneath the hull,

he wades through bright sand, a rising wind covering his tracks.  
A pale snake winds slowly in his path, a hawk shrieks 
across the blazing sky.  Hot, dry, clean as bone,
the man falls to his knees beside a squat desert plant, sucks

the rank water from its fleshy leaves, sick with desire for home.
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