Ducks, geese call on their way to the reservoir,
and night. Branches rustle, stir, fall still. A late bird
sings. The draining light gathers us close as Eden.
We stand on the shoulder of something great
and whole. Please God, may it not crack. Rabbits,
voles, all the small creatures of the hedge creep forth.
They take their place around the belly of the vase,
join deer with curly horns, boar, griffins, snakes
as they forever flee. It is the animals who know
these moments break: that men will never simply stand
and be. Even as the fullness swells we must give chase,
with arrows consummate the longed-for intimacy.