
F O U R P O E M S B Y V I N C E N T B U C K L E Y 

Tears and Rain 
Winter , far winter. The dammed floods 
had long since spilled over 
and we t rod the groundwater 
into Spr ing . The c i ty fat w i th ra in 
quiet, t r y ing to look into your eyes 
north-easterlies pressed w i th hot moist 
horizon, visible everywhere 
un t i l we wondered i f our bodies 
transmitted l ightn ing and water 

A s they d id years earl ier 
the fields of Eng land ran 
backward; the water shone w i th mist 
water meadows roamed in the a i r 
leaving 
pr ickle of trees 
and tears glistened on your ch i ldsk in 
the streaming window of your voice 
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Cold Spring Tanka 

Spring. Eyes grow pr ivate ; 
no tasks but fami l ia r ones 
and no haste. On ly 
sap in the spirit , body 
aching w i th spr ing distances, 

poems to l ive and write. 
Rest. B u t watch ing the blue cold 
clear and fill the pane 
I ask: Wha t lungs could bear this, 
what heart make such an effort? 

A Summer Like This 
Y o u opening a gate 

in a white wal l 
black la tch on white-roughened stone 
your hand 
closing the trees 
behind me as I go 
into the sun speeding at corners 

and a l l down Hawthorn Road 
cicadas shri l led up and sank 

house after house 
breaking the sk in of each garden 

speeding leaving m y love 
m y love-city 

in a summer l ike this 



From the Dark 
Under wood and glass the s t r i k ing latch 
dog wa lk ing past the window 
his breath among the leaves 
the fine dun glass caught i n rose glow 

leaf, soil , under the fr inged sun 
shadows lengthening into mist, 
the dog bounds sideways, runs, 
and spreads his feet at me 

Sun goes f rom the rose glass. Sweat 
goes f rom the dry quick night. 
Darkened, we go up f rom the dark 
for our lungs' sake roundness of a i r 
in the flat window l ightn ing l ike a spark 
a dr i f t of song l i f t ing your ha i r 

l i ghtn ing that brings the smell i n 
of garden brings draughts coming and going 
flashes on walls, on cei l ing 
quick outl ine of a water shadow 


