
Her Lover Left in May 

 

He left an apple core 
lying on the table 
jagged and yellowed, 
the first of the season. 
  
On the dresser he left a silk ribbon, 
its original shade forgotten, 
though he recalled 
how tightly it seized 
  
his wrists and ankles — years ago, 
her small hands weaving 
quickly, too quickly, to 
leave him stranded for hours. 
  
He was strong, 
eel-like enough to escape. 
The wild beckoned him 
as he lay there, tied and dazed. 
  
A hundred branches, 
Shattering against each other like waves. 
You could be the master of all this, 
come if you dare. 
  
But for a while, he felt strongest 
in their four-walled home, 
where each corner had its candle, 
and the pictures he chose hung— 
  
where she loved him 
and he loved her heat and pain— 
raising him to Godhood, 
holding him there. 
  
Now, at dawn, 
she hears his laughter 
echoing from distant mountains— 
numbering each cry like a miser counts gold. 

This moment is her drink, downed quickly 



before the fountain dries. Later, 
she sews seeds into thumbprint hollows 
and watches closely the growing apples. 
  
She’ll bite into them all, 
each will greet her palm 
with sweet juice. With each, 
she’ll wonder, 
  
What tastes of the fall? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Grace’s comment: “The form of this poem resembles the traditional ballad, in which the details 
are exact and the central situation is a mystery. Here, the narrative is intriguing, the images clear, 
the lines musical, as in the old ballad form with a new mastery.” 


