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Todd Robinson

Nocturne

for Cherule

Garden reaching under Orion on the hill where we staked
‘our marriage, your eyes bright even in sleep,
s four o'clock lament settling,

auerancestral roses. Hard to believe all the absinthe,
Tot winding through our walls, howling
past forty with so much silt

thickening our rivers, kissing under a rotten trellis,
laddered ribs sudden to surface with your
sickness. Yet itis easy to be

sratefulas you tremble over me, my generic name.
in your mouth. Praise ou bright veins
aid down into braided crecks,

aur lips always reaching, ever finding. You the apple
cheeked orphan, me the glb fatalist,
‘marking time by hutfing up

aforest trail, down a dry creek wash, superstructures
of starlight wheeling over years of drought
and rain. The book is 2 thing

intself, and it is not me, your old hero Steinbeck said.
0 this house cold and hangar-like or crackling
with fire coddles meanings and stilllives

16 cannot claim to contain. You are not the green bottle

of Klonopin. T am not the hollow night
Your belly moleis no tattoo
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todistract my jeweler’s loupe—just a koan for a kiss
16ll the bath for cardinals but only robins
come. Yet your voice stilldrives me

through blizzards and parking lots to fetch blackberries
‘and mangoes for the song on your breath,
‘melody brightening mornings

I finally learned to solve sober. Now you flit like a kite
‘above my grave-grass and shattered glass,
Quarantined, without seasons.

Still 1 praise the constellations we traced from playground
swings, praise what we were and are. I praise
ot needful as air—always there.
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