in France for beauty 

I walk to think and to stop thinking

through squares of color

fields of blue green grain

impatient for lavender as far as I can see

yellow fields of sunflowers

from the ramparts at Lauzerte 

steep green and yellow grain fields shine in late sun

stone-house doors and window blinds are blue 
like  color-study squares of painters

 
who dig clay to make pastel pigment at Lectoure

the lock at Moissac lifts the barge

to the next level
the canal crosses an aqueduct over the river

boat on water on a bridge over water

like the Innisfree lake on an island on a lake
Walking the St. James Way is prayer

I pull a fist of purple buds when I pass

to crush in my pocket

rub my fingers on mint and rosemary


and lift the scent to my nose

along the Canal de Midi between two seas

this land between two rivers
in medieval hill villages

trucks spew diesel fumes on cobble streets 

railroad tracks divide the Cloister from its Abbey

two vapor pillars climb into the clouds  

twin concrete towers of Golfech 

loom west-north-west

always in the picture like "Where's Waldo?"


but farmers trust it’s safe power
corn grows by the river for moisture
    
on the unstable riverbank 

where Johnny Depp parked his barge in the film Chocolat

the yellow sign says, “Danger: the water may rise 

quickly when the nuclear-power canal releases cooling water”

in France for beauty- 2

between rows of peas and leeks, melons and beans

white umbrels of poisonous hemlock that Socrates drank 

look like Queen Anne's lace
the gate sign “Attention au Chien” reminds me

I have left my own dog at home

in heat and drought the harvest is early

the combine cuts a swath through wheat on the plateau



I wonder why some fields grow straw or hay—

soil, elevation, or legacy? my chest tightens

when I remember my father I must remember to breathe

fifteen thousand years ago humans painted animals 

in the caves at Pech-Merle and Lascaux to work magic

French fields are too tame too groomed

finally a farmer told me he had buried his animals

five years ago mad cow disease emptied all the fields

I am a pilgrim, une pèlerine, una peregrina 

step by step on the sacred path to Compostela
I walk to be aware of air and light 

cuckoos at dawn, whippoorwills at dusk

to grow patience and gratitude 

by the low road sunflowers 

all turn their heads to look at the sun
tournesols green in June

now full bloom when I leave end of July

homesick for my native gardens in disarray and my dog

