Eyes and Glass

1.

Mica dust glitters the skin of my bare feet,

imbeds the felt soles of my flyfishing boots. 

I wade upstream, but do not cast: 

The river’s the lowest it’s ever been,

not right to fish for trout suffocating in pools. 

The only thing I really do own is light on the water. 

Minding the light is how Quakers pay attention. 

Mountain laurel full bloom rings Celo Meeting, 

a converted goat shed by the river. 

Camp children sitting on the floor harmonize

the Twenty-third Psalm in, what sound like,

a dozen parts. Singing children and silence 

guard my house up the hill, soon after 9/11,

far from Afghanistan and Iraq. 

2.

Glass walls on the front of the house, 

three thousand feet above sea level, face 

west. Celo Knob twice as high across 

South Toe Valley keeps me company, 

cloud or fog, blue sky or starlit. One moment, 

when I turn, a bird thunks the glass, drops 

to the deck, still warm in my palm, a speck 

of blood on its feather-down white breast. 

I lay the gnatcatcher in the notch 

of a tree to decompose.

3.

I push hand-blown glass-art to the back 

of a shelf, a Jack-in-the-Pulpit vase 

too dear to replace. But absent-minded

knock from the counter the only store-bought

glass in the kitchen– a Pyrex cup-measure 

shatters on the tile floor. Shards and slivers 

scatter and slide. I sweep and wet-wipe 

the last ice glints so no glass splinter 

will stick in my calloused heel.

Eyes and Glass - 2

4.

At the edge of my eye

       a flash of falling firecoal.

In soft rain a leaf catches the shaft of sunlight. 

I check-- only one yellow leaf on the deck 

and not a flame. 

In a rhododendron tunnel I walk 

the grassy path to a memorial 

for a grieving young man’s wife. 

I place the gilt leaf in my pocket 

on ashes of the fire circle. 

The final charm of some such thing 

dead early out of season catches our eyes.

5.

Sunday noon after Quaker Meeting 

I slip down a steep bank on the South Toe

to a secret swimming hole dammed deep 

behind a riffle where the river bends. 

I stroke against the current then float back

by rainbow trout the color of water

    rose moles down their flanks. 

Sunlit wet rocks blaze gold.

     Underwater I grasp a fist-hunk of mica. 

Settlers separated clear sheets–

isinglass for windows. 

I heft this rock, 

       like a heart in my hand,

   and peel, layer by layer,

until I reach a pure core.

