
Questions About Angels 

 

Can’t an angel wear a gray suit and smoke and just watch all of us down here 

make sandwiches and count francs, drink cafe au lait and run for the train?  

Can’t that glum angel have at least one colleague to talk with, to discuss my 

mistakes like they’re discussing a film, whose story is flowing through the 

projector at an incredible rate?  Can’t the angels drop a scrap of paper 

containing one word to steer me any direction at all?  Away from the river that 

smells like rot, away from the flyers seeking conversation partners, away from 

the idea my life is a painting, illuminated by one bright light?  Can’t those angels 

haunting me and the city for once stay where they belong, in the darkened 

theater of memory, half-understood and forgotten by my poor younger self, 

so optimistic and lonely, so enchanted with the particular smell of Paris after 

a rain—exhaust and fresh bread and damp concrete?  Can’t those angels help 

her make a life here, why not, in a second-story apartment across from the 

cemetery and its flock of stone cherubs, just steps from the mouth of the 

metro?  Every morning, she imagines, she’d throw open the shutters and look 

out onto the street. 

 



Still Singing 

 

I want to see that painting again, in the Louvre, a girl floating on her back in a 

river, singing, the river dark, the girl glowing, the sky dark as the river.  The 

title, in French, another mystery.  Was the girl Ophelia?  Had I read about her 

then?  Was she really singing or did I make that up?  Was she wearing a crown 

and a filmy dress that billowed in the water?  Were her eyes open?  Was she 

holding a red book or a dead sparrow?  All that year, most Fridays, when 

admission was free, I walked through crowds and down corridors to find her, 

squeezed on the wall among so many others.  Why did I love her?  And why 

does she rise out of memory this foggy morning, forty years later, still singing?  

Not showcased, like the Mona Lisa.  Not famous enough for a postcard.  

Never anyone else on the bench across from her, just me holding my bookbag, 

an apple hidden inside.  And now you, because I’m telling you about it. 

 



Looking Out, Looking In 

 

Just before you hit the brakes, rain smeared the oncoming lights 

cresting the hill.  A young deer stood in our lane, facing away.  Seconds 

pounded until it turned and sauntered out of the glare.  Time, 

illuminated, stretched.  Remember when we sat on the top step of the 

old house, under the pines, eating popsicles, and you patted my knee 

with your small hand?  Remember the couch lit by firelight, the 

storybook about a boy and a bear cub open in our laps?  I am trying to 

reach you there.  Across from us, the bay window is a dark mirror.  

Even if you looked up and out of it, you wouldn’t see me here now, 

looking back in.  



 

Here With The Lights On 

 

Seven fat mourning doves line the roof’s peak, waiting for the clouds 

to lift and part, for sunlight to wash the snowy yard.  The hawk must 

be hunting elsewhere.  The fox, asleep.  Our secrets are beyond repair, 

dissolved in the little fires of the heart.  Remember when twin fawns 

stepping through the yard took our breath away?  Or later, when the 

horizon stretched like a gold wire across the big lake?  Even the frozen 

beach, windswept with drifts of snow and sand, felt like a voice making 

a wish. 

 



Ode to One More Day 

 

A doe the size of a dog steps through my backyard, half-hidden in doe-colored 

weeds.  Only the motion catches my eye.  I watch for a minute, aching after 

my flu shot, glad for the deer and the weeds that hide it, glad for my husband 

who lets the weeds grow.  I have hours to fill with watching.  The morning 

opens its surplus of wings, one room in a long hallway of rooms, each large 

and full of light, each with a dog inside, chin resting on its crossed paws, mildly 

interested in the deer outside.  Of course a chickadee calls its sweet song from 

the roof and disappears while the dog and I watch.  The doe joins a larger doe 

waiting in the field, farther out, where mist hovers, where the weeds are almost 

red, and they bend their necks to each other.  They must be parent and child. 

 


