
Saint Francis and the Sow

The bud
standsforall things,
even for those things that don’t flower,
for everything flowers, from within,of self-blessing;

though sometimesit is necessary
to reteach a thingits loveliness,
to put a hand onits brow
of the flower
and retell it in words andin touch
it is lovely
until it flowers again from within,ofself-blessing;
as Saint Francis
put his hand on the creased forehead
of the sow,and told her in words and in touch
blessings of earth on the sow, and the sow
began rememberingall downherthick length,
from the earthen snoutall the way
through the fodder andslopsto the spiritual curl of thetail,
from the hard spininess spiked out from the spine
down through the great broken heart
to the sheer blue milken dreaminess spurting and shuddering
from the fourteen teats into the fourteen mouths sucking and
blowing beneath them:

the long, perfect loveliness of sow.

GAWAY Keane



rrom Traveling through the Dark (1962)

Traveling through the Dark

Traveling through the dark I found a deer

dead on the edge of the Wilson Riverroad.

It is usually best to roll them into the canyon:
that road is narrow; to swerve might make more dead.

By glow ofthetail-light I stumbled back ofthe car

and stood by the heap,a doe, a recent killing;

she hadstiffened already, almostcold.

I dragged her off; she waslarge in the belly.

Myfingers touchingherside brought me the reason—

her side was warm; her fawnlay there waiting,

alive, still, never to be born.

Beside that mountainroad J hesitated.

The car aimed aheadits lowered parking lights;

under the hood purredthe steady engine.

I stoodin the glare of the warm exhaustturningred;

around our group I could hear the wildernesslisten.

I thoughthard for us all—myonly swerving—,

then pushedher over the edge into theriver.

William Stafford


