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Night Will Soon Fall on the Lake

It is the hour the sky is exactly the color
of water and we can’t tell the difference
between what is lit and what is merely
reflected. By the neighbor’s dock
I see the black dog again, his unlikely body
rising out of the water—massive, mythical
creature with hair like ruffled feathers. I leave 
my wine glass on the deck to join you 
inside. Upstairs the skunk’s spray
has made its way through the bedroom window
and you have a hard time believing
in skunks. You, who grew up in a fairly skunkless
country, are surprised you like it. It reminds you
of fertilizer and hash. Yours is a faith that leans
on earthly proofs. I lie down beside you.
We have been spending the summer
in another couple’s bed. No longer newlyweds,
so why does each day still feel like a plunge
toward discontent: the grill you said you’d clear
of the snakes, dead and tangled as lovers,
but didn’t. Or the inexorable whirr
of the bedroom fan. Even the god you said
you’d shut yourself to after your father got sick
and whom I can’t stop asking to singe
my dark edges. Even on my wariest days, I unbutton
myself and ask, in my greed, make me different,
make me more. From back home we hear
of your oldest friend, now twice separated.
Of my sisters who nurse second newborns,
then third. As though they are light-years ahead,
it’s become impossible now to catch
what they say through the phone, goddam fan,
and who is to say if we’re getting better at any of this.
Just once, I want to be like you. To be able to settle
for the earthly proofs. Now, it is August
and I know what you think; I have been harsh.
My heart, it knows only to give too much
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or not at all. Whole mornings I could sit silent
out in the open shed, amidst what we can only presume
are tomatoes. My fingers feeling the still-green nubs
or my finger holding, for hours, the same place
in a book. Up here, so far from the city, far
from the countries where we were born, by now
in another millennium, where each year fewer
and fewer of our loved ones are still alive,
nights are biblically cool. When I press
my stony feet to your shins, you give me
some of your heat and I know it is something
of your heart. Yours is a secular warmth.
Outside the rain starts again and I can tell
by your silence that my undisciplined gripping
won’t do for apology. And that under
the sheets we said we’d wash just last night
and didn’t, it isn’t apology you are after
anyhow. I worry, love. I don’t know what
we’ve been after. All I know is I can’t help myself
if tonight it is cold and your body feels massive.
I want to say black dog massive. I want to say something
that rises from under the water. I want us to speak
of the terror of being alone here together. Of the dog,
its slick, distressed feathers. How its faithful muscles
move above bone, its thin legs that tread
with incredulous lightness on the marshy ground.




