“Middle-Aged Woman at a Pond”

The first of June, grasses already tall
In which I lie with a book. All afternoon a cardinal

Has thrown the darts of his song.

One lozenge of sun remains on the pond,
The high crowns of the beeches have been transformed

By a stinging honey. Tell me, I think.

Frogspawn floats in its translucent sacs.
Tadpoles rehearse their crawls.

Here come the black{lies now,

And now the peepers. This is the nectar
In the bottom of the cup,

This blissfulness in which I strip and dive.
Let my questions stand unsolved

Like trees around a pond. Water's cold lick

Is a response. I swim across the ring of it.
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