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Y e l l o w  D o o r s

[  1 1  ]

To what country shall I come

through the yellow doors, across lawns

& lanes & into woods, stooping

under sycamores & oaks, breaking

twigs, carrying an earnest burden?

What years will open out

for doggedness, the seeping of colors,

words warm in my mouth,

rescues, aching limbs, sleep, a release

of love? I can be no other

than myself, solemn & overflowing.

The doors flicker, distant pinpricks

of light, remote as Argentina; yet I

may turn tomorrow & be blinded.

My walking is waiting, a silent knitting

& unraveling of wonder, my fierceness

prowling in abeyance. Dear God, I travel

& travel toward yellow doors.

Y e l l o w  d o o r s



R u t h  G o r i n g

[  1 2  ]

Like tectonic plates

our thoughts drift, prepare

for the buckle & snap! of contact,

ponderous groans as our edges

fold, give way, slide

under or over the other

metamorphically.

You, my dear one,

encompass multitudes, terrible

as an army with banners.

Notions deployed & ready

for impact, you sail toward me

like a great ship carrying mountains,

lighted & teeming.

		  As I wait

I am already changed.

A p p r o a c h



Y e l l o w  D o o r s

[  1 3  ]

Love whistles

but like a dog I

sniff at stumps, chase

grasshoppers & moths

zigzag on others’ trails

turn over stones & bark

Cool trill comes again,

calls “Come!”

	 piercing

dusty wits like

shafts of light; at last

memory-fog clears—

only love whistles

like that

& wagging my silly tail I

run

N O T  V E R Y  P A V L O V I A N



R u t h  G o r i n g

[  1 4  ]

Wait here quietly

as stalks climb

before your eyes

into exuberant height, as if

sucking the moisture

& nitrogen of your whole

yard’s soil. Test the ground

each morning; walk on tiptoe,

whispering. Leaves

grow long, slightly serrated,

in spiraled steps. Wait, wait

through insistent greenness,

sudden appearance of

spiky-fisted buds; pray

proliferation, give thanks

when first yellow fringes sprout

around hearts porous & brown.

	 And then

it’s a matter of remembering

S H O W Y  S U N F L O W E R 
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Y e l l o w  D o o r s

[  1 5  ]

to breathe as petals open

like fingers, burst into small but emphatic

shouts, golden trumpet blasts,

banners unfurling against

bluest sky, ecstatic

speech that tosses & leans

in winds of September

like your mouth saying Oh, oh,

unable to contain its clean

& delirious song.



R u t h  G o r i n g

[  1 6  ]

Forgive him for having no hands

to close around the tiny

fist of your being

& draw you out of darkness.

Forgive his deafness,

his mute voice that never

wound you in lullabies.

Forgive him for giving you

no name, for having none.

And your other father: forgive

the eyes that would have pierced

your skin—the I-don’t-care

you learned to don

like a bulletproof vest.

Forgive the spewing words he smeared

on the door of your room

& those that tangled

in your hair. Forgive his fear.

T H E Y  K N O W  N O T 
W H A T  T H E Y  D O 
for Claire



Y e l l o w  D o o r s

[  1 7  ]

In the night wrap prayer

around your fingers, like splints

for broken bones. Dreams

fill your eyes, speak peace

into your blood: Bright one,

bright one.

		  Your fathers,

released, float weightless

into the dark sky to form

a constellation: Absent

& Invader, back to back. Years hence

you’ll bring your children out,

point up, tell them the story.

“Oh yes, but love,” you’ll say

as they turn, uncomprehending,

& race, spilling giggles

like bubbles, toward the lighted windows

of your home.


