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A Young Boy Thrown 

I am the grass, long-f ingered, 
S l im-f ingered, and i nto my hands 
Fel l  a boy-
A burr shook loose from the sorrel's mane. 
I caught u p  h is  cries i n  my arms. 

H is skin was perfect and petal-th in  
At back of  knee, u nderside of wrist; 
H is wh ite s ickle of nai l  
A pale f irst s l ice of moon. 
But u nder h is head he left dark blood 
Smeared on the back of my hands. 

There, a day, risi ng 
And s inking to its own pu lse; 
And there, a moment, short as a heartbeat, 
Between waking and the open ing of eyes: 
Caught sh iny- new on my palm, 
They lay round and fu l l  in the red d rops, 
Moments and days fal l ing from h is  hair. 
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