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In the Botanical Garden at Golden Gate Park 
By Leatha Kendrick 
 
Everywhere, cups of light – canna, calla, water- 
lilies’ pointed petals doubled by reflection.  
A whirring like the holy ghost, like time  
spinning outward distills a heron from the air – 
grace in its angular shape. All at once there,  
quiet as sculpture. 
 
The terror of its arrival settles to wonder. 
Our hearts slow.  He’s close enough  
to touch.  We’re nearer death now, 
two sisters, a daughter carrying the rest  
of our picnic lunch, and death  
turns out to be less  
 
punctual, less startling than this bird  
alighting in a storm of wings – is turning  
out, in fact, to be piecemeal, partial 
in the way it gnaws our knees, chews 
away our father’s flesh, worrying him 
to a falter,  
 
a stick figure in a cartoon life 
strewn with pieces of what 
he used to be.  For now we stand  
among unhurried towers of sequoia,  
a continent away from loss in the long  
light of a summer evening, 
flowers blooming at our backs. 
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