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The River

Mendicant waters

claim my consideration.

Rivulets

wind through

fissures,

eat a path,

loosen a grain of earth here,

a molecule of rock there.

Droplets

insinuate themselves,

freeze,

move the solid,

split the infinite.

The slow Shenango

lazes round an oxbow at Slackwater,

leaves a beach

for new lovers to lie on.

Downstream

swollen with snow-melt

the river invades the town,

isolates east from west,

then drains away.

Every year the same

until the dam domesticates.

Rhythms lost,

docile, the waters proceed

to their final destination:

the sea,

the sky,

the cloud.


—  Donna Searle

