Gwdi on's Loss of Llew

Wien | cane to the house

You were gone fromthe hall

Your cup and knife-handle were cold to touch
The leaf-red fire warnmed no one's hands,

No harpstring trenbl ed of your passing.

The bowstring was |ong | ax.

No one sang in the house,

And when | set nmy ears into nme wind of the hall,
Al I could hear was,

| amcold . . . | amcold

It is Cctober.

In the hills it was the sane.

I know you | oved them

The crisp, clear trees,

Each with its own col our,

Its own pattern twisted in the branches.

You have not seen themthis year

Though they are each as tall and straight as you
Their nunbers as great as your soul

Yet you are not anopng them

The wi nd tangl es the net of branches
That holds it and cannot hold it,
The wi nd tangles the web

O col our stroked with bl ack,
Lashing it across the sky.

My feet catch on ground-fruit,

Root s, dropped branches, brittle | eaves.
If you are up there anong the | eaves
| cannot felt

If you have becone the many

If you are the one—

Then the wi nd bl ows the net open
And all | see is sky.

Ch, Llew, be not gone from ne!

I - woul d renounce them

Wnd, |eaf, and tree

If I could find you

In a place where not hing grows.

—FEl | en Kushner



