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VI.
When winds turn you towards

me, I will know you either

as duck, or moor-hen.

Small lake-waves approach

me; dark bellies, bright backs--ten 

thousand, maybe more...

Bird wings, frog-splash; wind

against tree leaves, plant leaves, marsh

reeds--I make no sound.

A dog acquires,

in one sniff, more than my whole

life's cache of knowledge.

Whether the sun sets,

or the earth turns, is of no

consequence. It's dusk.

Across the lake, I

see brake lights flash on and off.

I miss the fireflies.

Heron, moor-hen, frog, 

lizard; what's it to you that

cars drive 'round the lake?

Lake-life of a lake-

bird; below, there is food, and

above, there is air.

Ten thousand waves, or

maybe more; one heron's beak

gulping a fish down.
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