
Three Poems 

JAMES LONGENBACH 

The Pretty Rocks

Arms of land enclosing open sea, 
Focusing the wind that ripples up 
The meadow to the orchard, mylar kites, 
A single heron with its neck extended 
So improbably: but in the distance 
There's the massive break, a wilderness 
Of ocean close enough to witness 
But remote enough to let us savor 
The millennia of punishment 
A rock can suffer while we sleep. 

A child wanders through the meadow, 
Waits for recognition from the older kids, 
Intent on breaking limestone into dust 
With granite gathered from the shore. 
Two steps towards them, then away, not running 
Or retreating but withholding something 
Inexplicable, as if her movement 
Through the world were nothing but the dull 
Reflection of what's happening inside-
Or somewhere else. 

She won't remember this 
But she will understand the feeling, 
Windswept arms containing all that water 
And the opening or else a closing 
Of the ocean far-but not too far-beyond. 
The soul, if we remembered how we made it, 
Would be similar: the pouring out 
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