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Dragging the River

Shies tonns el Whee elesor ane momenl, staring suncener
i the f-r'

a‘;ﬂh-n wrek by ils bright severity. She olings (o
he

doorframe tike varly fruit, green and cautions,
while her father

mreenders ow about the dry flelds, (he nea man
in the seil

comsernation office, the new methodist hymaal,
sins of ompizsion. , .

Al 12, she knows two irrefutable facts:

She knows the president’s name and she knows

he ix a son of & goddamn hiteh, she has known this
for four yeurs and is ready to leam it all over again,

The neal mermend, she was fust a soand in their
('rs,

bw::’: ng wieile they searvched for her body in the
hlack

coils agf waler, clonding and ballivg wp with
the plunge of rubber hip wadors, seavehing for
ane by

in something that had been o mass grave for
varltle

for 25 years.

Searching for a Hitle ophelia with origami hands
among the fu manchu fingers of the willows and the

exposed
bidd of nerves, bruised by the rver
that made up the quickly receding early summer shore.
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tossed into an updraft and eventuad fall, into & snike
and four worms that made nests in the warm pocket

of her father's hand, A pony stretehes hemsell out
weross 1 gorge, that once howsed a rver, one of those
vestigial extensions of the Platte that lve shor

but virile sentences, only to be plundenil away

in the final revisian. The ground breathes in o death of
promise;

The water loo.

The lateh falls fito s cradle and the storm

putside I8 reduced to the sound of swallowed thunder
harely bucking the heavy handmade furniture.

In the moming the leaves of axh trees and lesser fauna
sag or have been lifted away in the sharp wind

of grey {homs, nails, some as hard a8 railroad spikes
shuttered some windshields in Garden County. A bam
in the distance decapitaled by lighming

threatens Lo split its dark oaken sewms

and the fields, whore jugged bone husks jut like

the stripped bodies of hadfburied soldiers

flust kicked over grey uniforms a8 the living

hurried an to thee next battle . .

Something else has been Hfted awoy
het is crying for hev i a voice

he hopes will veach the horns of god

and still it sounds like he's shouting
into a buckel,

Suddenly there are many dark moms that seen
underwater, furniture flpats past his eyes,
pictures nod on their way to the aphotic
depths, There are durk rooms full of clocks
stricken and quiet, their throats tom out,

The river pulls at one strand of hair

lifts a hand above the head, struggles

1o micke her sleek with the flow,

Hee is & bag of memories on the second day of her loss,
remembiering the first danee at the now holluw bari
sitting ,

like a skull on a narrew throat of pecked brooding sil
the cigarette butts launched off the thumb and forofinge
tosvard the animal stalls

where the cows pressed firmly against o far will,

oyes big and sliding up and down in 4 hed of mucous
like agate marbles spun on 4 sidewalk in the rin.

Boulder hipped women sulked behind tables

sot with their best pies and casseroles, whispered

into each other’s big ears about the daughter foozies
and the weak kneed sons who line opposite walls
Jatehing on to the thick barn beams with dirty hog
smelling

fists and pasting serubed soft ¢hins (o the bare
shoulders of big sisters. Til one eulloused sore hand
stretehes into the narrow reach of torehlight fora hesitant
clump of fingers, one brilliant face hall smudged by
shadow

lifts from & departing shoulder and confronts

it patir of blue jeans and Nannel shirt hung Jike the blind
widow's lnundrvon a line as knotty is barbed wire.

And hev hair in the branches

hor fingers along the vocks

the water and her breathless cheoks

she used to puff to be spoiled

and hold i in, dear god, just to be spoiled,

In the end, he remembers, the dance to be had
was the dance of his doughter’s hair
as she twirled around and around alone under

Wake up, moon, there is some moving o be done,
wexant the moon 18 drowmed, anud the clouds have
L ittend into a flag which weeps and shakes
with elivtricity.

o thie moon, ot breath is tiken
e hules foat an, dim and alrless
there iy no resistance to the orbit
to this slow drifting,

O moon, faceless your father is crying

for this fMaw in your imaginings, you
watched & child and thought her merely foating,
you witehed her as if she were part

of another sky, now she's bone

aid shaking unhinged in a bag

muking the sound of sand, now she's

a slow trapse of booted feet

down wnd up the mud slides for more of her
for more of Lhe mopn's work,

curled in the center of the dripping
hummiock ratsed and tied in griim suecess

the tittte cheotah
the tittle leopard
the Littlo pesntier
pelted wnprosisting.

Faceleas vour father is erying in 8 room underwater
in unother mom of solid bone he is crying

like every tear is a city and a crowd

and a bus to Omaha, like every tear were the core
of 3 big black fruit

pleked from every tree bending with age at one
gnarled joint to touch that river.
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