Quiet Until the Thaw

Her name tells of how
it was with her.
The truth is she did not speak
in winter.
Everyone learned not to ask her 
questions in winter
once this was known about her.

The first winter this happened

we looked in her mouth to see
if something was frozen. Her tongue
maybe, or something else in there.
But after the thaw she spoke again
and told us it was fine for her that way.
So each spring we looked forward to that.
.


Rain Straight Down

For a long time we thought this boy
loved only things that fell
straight down. He didn’t seem to care
about anything else.
We were afraid he could only HEAR
things that fell straight down!

We watched him stand outside
in rain. Later it was said
he put a tiny pond of rainwater
in his wife’s ear
while she slept, and leaned over
to listen to it.

I remember he was happiest talking
about all the kinds of rain.
The kind that comes off herons’ wings
when they fly up from the lake. I know
he wanted some of the heron rain
for his wife’s ear too!

He walked out in spring to watch
the young girls rub wild onion under 
their eyes
until the tears came out.
He knew a name for that rain too.

Sad onion rain.
That rain fell straight down
too, off their faces
and he saw it.
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