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The river was smooth here, and quiet, but 
then the canyon tilted sharply, stretching 
the river until its surface ruptured in a series 
of descending grottos.

Native trout spawned above the falls. An-
der had fi shed for them since he was seven 
years old, with his stepfather, Ramiro—after 
his own father had been killed in Bilbao.

Ramiro brought Ander here on weekends. 
The upper river was an easy two-hour walk 
from the small house Ramiro had inherited in 
Sahún.

Ramiro and Ander walked that morning—
just as they had for the last nine years—into 
the upper canyon, to fi sh, to put breakfast 
and dinner on the table for another week. 
Ramiro owned a car, but he only drove it 
for work or to move Ander and his mother 
for a few weeks while he worked away from 
Sahún—hand-digging and building rock foun-
dations for vacation homes in the Spanish 
Pyrenees. Ander and his mother and Ramiro 
lived in a canvas tent while traveling from 
job to job. “Gypsies,” Ramiro would say to 
them. “You are Gypsies. Or Basques. All the 
same. I’m the one to keep you both alive. 
The Spaniard does all the work.”

On this morning Ramiro cast his weighted 
line across the clear, calm water. Ander bait-
ed his hook with a piece of chicken cartilage 
and cast his line, well below Ramiro. But as 
he cast, the line caught a loose loop in the 
reel. Ander stared at the tangled mass of 
monofi lament. The baited hook drifted in 
the slow current, gently pulling on the tan-
gled line. He looked upriver. Ramiro watched 

him.
“Are you tangled again, Ander?” Ramiro 

called. “Are you making rat’s nests, while 
you should be catching fi sh?”

Ander didn’t respond, but put the pole 
under his arm and reached into his pocket, 
feeling for his knife. He would cut out the 
tangle and rig the pole with whatever line 
remained on the reel, but the knife wasn’t 
in his pocket. He felt his back pockets. No 
knife.

“Fishing, Ander,” Ramiro called. “I’ll have 
to tell your mother we have so few fi sh be-
cause you were fi ddling rather than fi shing.”

Ander put down the pole, still off ering no 
response to his step-father’s teasing. But the 
teasing annoyed him. This was more than 
teasing. Ramiro was taunting him, trying 
him. He did the same thing at home when 
Ander’s mother was near. “He is only playing 
with you,” she would say. “Don’t be angry 
with him.”

Ramiro had provoked Ander once to clench 
his fi st and swing at his step-father. He was 
eleven then, and had missed Ramiro’s jaw 
and had spun and fallen. His mother had 
comforted him, even as Ramiro had mocked 
him.

Ander walked along the gravel shore to his 
tackle box. He rifl ed through the trays and 
compartments. The midday sun warmed his 
back as he squatted, looking for his knife.

“I need your knife,” Ander said, reluctant-
ly.

“You’ve lost yours?” Ramiro asked.
“It might be at home.”

“You are a foolish one, to come out here 
without a knife.”

“I need your knife,” Ander repeated.
Ramiro unclipped a long, fi xed-blade 

knife and sheath from his belt and handed 
it to Ander. “Attach it to your belt, Ander,” 
Ramiro said. “I don’t want you to lose my 
knife too.”

“Thank you,” Ander said. It was a genuine 
thank you, though dutiful, and one that let 
Ramiro know that Ander would not be pro-
voked. Now, sixteen years old, Ander had 
learned to conceal the resentment he har-
bored for his step-father.

In a year, Ander thought, I’ll be free of 
this man. But Ander worried about his moth-
er and how she would fare under Ramiro’s 
belittling and mocking tone. Who will defend 
her? Ander often asked himself. Who will 
remind her of her strength and dignity?

Katalin had volunteered in an orphanage 
for Basque children when she was married to 
Ander’s father. It was demanding work and 
emotionally complex. Through it, she had 
grown both strong and gentle—two elements 
that Ramiro considered contradictory. She 
had remarried quickly after the death of 
Ander’s father.

Ander attached the sheath to his belt and 
walked toward his fi shing pole, but the pole 
lurched across the gravel bank and into the 
river, dragged by a fi sh that had taken the 
chicken cartilage.

“Don’t lose my pole, boy,” Ramiro bel-
lowed.

Ander kicked off  his shoes and went into 



the water. Knee-deep at fi rst, then up to his 
thighs. Sunlight fl ickered off  the shiny metal 
reel. The pole and reel bounced on the bot-
tom, moving farther from the bank. Ander 
inhaled suddenly as he went chest-deep into 
the cold water. The current, however slow 
here, pushed him into deeper water, and he 
lost his footing. But swimming presented no 
challenge to Ander; his father had taught 
him to fl oat and then swim before he could 
walk.

He bent at the waist and dove. When he 
surfaced, pole in hand, he was surprised to 
see how far the current had carried him. 
He watched Ramiro running along the bank, 
shouting something about the knife and the 
reel. Ander held the pole in one hand and 
swung his other arm, pulling at the water. 
The fi sh still tugged at the line.

“You know I can’t swim,” Ramiro shouted. 
“Can you stand?”

Ander didn’t use his strength to answer. 
He swept one leg down through the water, 
pointing his toes, feeling for the bottom. 
The water was deeper here. The river nar-
rowed and the current swept him farther 
from Ramiro.

The bank, once fl at and approachable, 
was now broken by two narrow rock out-
croppings and then cliff s. Ander let go of the 
pole and began swimming in earnest. Ramiro 
scrambled up and over the fi rst outcropping, 
jumping down to the last fl at bank above 
the falls. “Don’t worry about the pole,” he 
yelled. “We’ll look for it later.”

In a year I’ll be free of this man.
A cliff  rose above him, and he lost sight of 

Ramiro. The canyon walls narrowed. He lay 
on his back, pulling at the water with both 
arms, gazing into a perfectly blue sky.

Ramiro appeared at the top of a low cliff . 

“Right here, Ander!” Ramiro yelled, reaching 
down with a long branch.

But the branch was too short. Ramiro 
threw it down and stumbled as he climbed 
the slope above the cliff . The current carried 
Ander deeper into the canyon. The roar of 
the falls resonated in his head.

Who will defend her? 
The walls were now as narrow as a hall-

way and the water rushed and dropped 
beneath him.

Who will remind her of her strength and 
dignity?

*****
Ramiro ran upriver and picked up his pole 

and the tackle box. Ander’s knife was there, 
under the box.

What would he tell Katalin?
But Ander didn’t have to get the pole. 

He didn’t have to go in. And the branch was 
long enough. Why didn’t he grab the branch?

Ramiro half-walked and half-ran down the 
road. The steep mountainside blocked access 
to the lower river for a kilometer.

Why didn’t we drive today? Ramiro cursed 
himself as he ran along the road, still carry-
ing the pole and tackle box.

The mountainside gave way to a wide 
meadow. Ramiro stashed the pole and tackle 
box under a bush. He crossed the meadow, 
running at fi rst until the ground became soft. 
He walked to where the river spilled out, 
fl at and slow, and then went along the bank, 
upriver, until the mountain came down in a 
shear wall that stopped him from going any 
farther. Here he waited, anticipating Ander’s 
lifeless body to fl oat into the early afternoon 
sunlight.

An hour passed, then two. Ramiro re-
traced his steps. Downriver. The water 
became shallow. A body should get caught in 

these rocks.
The sun fell behind the mountain, and 

Ramiro pulled his jacket collar around his 
neck and ears. In the waning light of the 
lower valley, Ramiro could no longer diff er-
entiate the bank from the moving water. He 
retraced his steps across the meadow and 
found the road leading back to Eriste and 
the highway. He hitchhiked the two kilome-
ters to Sahún and then walked slowly up the 
hill to his house. And to Katalin.

He had rehearsed the words, replaying 
them over in his head. They had felt suffi  -
cient on the river when he was alone, but 
now, as he braced himself to share them 
with Katalin, his words were heavy with 
disappointment, devoid of sadness. Katalin 
would search his face for sadness.

But Ander didn’t have to get the pole. 
He didn’t have to go in. And the branch was 
long enough. Why didn’t he grab the branch?

Katalin was inconsolable. She hugged 
Ramiro, then broke the embrace and slapped 
him hard in the mouth.

Ramiro stood still. Before this day he 
would have stopped her. He would have 
grabbed her wrists and yelled at her, shaken 
her, but now he only bowed his head. He 
ran his tongue along his lower lip and tasted 
blood.

*****
After midnight, a six-man team of civil 

guardsmen arrived in Sahún in a marked 
van, blue and red lights fl ashing. These were 
members of the Mountain Rescue and Inter-
vention Group, a specialized search, and 
rescue team out of Huesca, the provincial 
capital.

Ramiro rode with them, to Eriste and then 
to the lower river, where local police had al-
ready set up a generator and fl oodlights. Two 



guardsmen stayed at the lower river. One, 
with the help of the police, set up a heavy 
net across the river. The second guards-
man crisscrossed the shallows, attended by 
a Belgian Malinois, a trailing dog that had 
spent the time between Sahún and the river 
scenting Ander’s pillowcase and a shirt from 
his hamper. The dog pulled hard against her 
harness, moving quickly downriver. Katalin 
arrived in Ramiro’s car and walked across 
the meadow to the fl oodlights and net.

The other four guardsmen drove with 
Ramiro to the upper river. They punched 
holes in the rock with gas-powered hammer 
drills and installed steel anchors above the 
fi rst set of falls. Three of the guardsmen 
donned drysuits, full-body harnesses, masks, 
regulators, and air tanks. Their searchlights 
threw giant shadows on the canyon walls as 
they dropped into the fi rst grotto.

The remaining guardsman asked Ramiro 
the same questions he had asked on the 
drive from Sahún.

“What time did Ander go into the river?”
“11:30 this morning. Maybe 11:00.”
“What was he wearing?”
“Dark blue pants. No shoes. A belt. He 

wore a belt. And a knife on his belt. In a 
leather sheath. A tee-shirt. Grey, I think. 
Light-colored. I don’t remember.”

“Ander is 16?”
“Yes, 16.”
Here, Ramiro anticipated the next ques-

tions. He had answered them twice already.
“Taller than I am. 184 centimeters by his 

mother’s account. 75 kilograms.”
The guardsman called on his radio. “Same. 

Full-grown youth male. Light shirt. Dark 
pants.”

*****
At dawn, as the eastern horizon turned 

from ink-blue to rose, three guardsmen 
emerged from the dark gap in the cliff s, 
where the lower river spilled into the mead-
ow.

Katalin stood with the two guardsmen who 
had been searching the shallows all night. 
The trailing dog sat upright next to her han-
dler, ears pointed, muzzle batting the air, at-
tentive. She whined when she saw the three 
guardsmen in the breaking light, a distressed 
sound, nearly a cry.

Katalin bowed her head and then went to 
her knees, sobbing. The trailing dog leaned 
into Katalin’s shoulder. Fifteen minutes later, 
Ramiro and the other guardsman arrived in 
the van.

One of the three guardsmen spoke, apol-
ogetically, almost reverently: “The upper 
canyon is fi lled with debris. A logjam. We 
searched every place. He was likely caught 
deep inside the logjam. We’ll go back when 
the sun is up and search the entire canyon 
again.” He held up the broken handle of a 
fi berglass fi shing pole, attached to a metal 
spinning reel.

“Yes. This is his,” Ramiro said, taking the 
pole and reel and holding it for Katalin to 
see.

After a mid-morning breakfast of sand-
wiches and many cups of espresso, the 
guardsmen began another search of the falls 
and the canyon. Ramiro and Katalin drove 
home, where Ramiro slept into the late 
afternoon. Katalin went to visit her friend—a 
woman whose own son had befriended Ander 
when they arrived in Sahún so many years 
before.

“We haven’t found Ander,” she told Fabi.
Fabi held Katalin and didn’t say a word. 

They sat in a large bay window, where the 
sunlight warmed their faces. Katalin shared 

a story about Ander when he was younger 
when they still lived in Bilbao. Fabi thought 
of asking how Ramiro was doing. But Katalin 
hadn’t spoken once of him, and so she didn’t 
ask.

“He was a strong boy,” Fabi said, after 
a particularly long silence. “He was always 
so kind to you. And to my little Raúl. And to 
me.”

“Strong and kind,” Katalin repeated Fabi’s 
words. “Yes. And your not-so-little Raúl? 
Where is he today?”

“Pamplona. Working with his uncle.”
Katalin nodded. Fabi held her hand and 

looked out the window.
*****
For three days the guardsmen searched 

the canyon and the river all the way to the 
lake. They found the rest of the broken 
fi shing pole at the bottom of the deepest 
grotto. 

Ramiro returned twice to the lower river 
that summer, with a borrowed metal de-
tector. He searched the shallows for a large 
hunting knife with a handle made of ibex 
horn. Dark. It would not be noticed easily in 
the river.

Katalin also returned to the river—without 
Ramiro—to the upper canyon, where Ander 
had gone in. She stood on the bank and 
listened to the river as it plunged into the 
grottos. She leaned out and looked downri-
ver, where the cliff s grew closer together. 
Once, when the sun was low and the late-af-
ternoon shadows fell across the river, she 
took off  her sweater and shoes and went into 
the water up to her knees.

A gentle breeze carried a small white 
feather, moving upriver from the falls. 
Katalin watched it tumble and fall until the 
water seized it. She stepped forward, up 



to her hips, and let her hands hang in the 
water. The current is so gentle here. Ander 
could have swum without any trouble.

The fl ow of water and the countering 
canyon breeze held the feather still on the 
water’s surface, giving the impression that 
the river was not moving at all.

Katalin pushed her toes into the gravel, 
lifting and letting the rocks fall through the 
water. She went in up to her waist and then 
to her shoulders, fi nally lifting her feet and 
letting the river carry her. She faced upriver, 
sweeping her arms and hands in a circular 
motion below her, pushing against the gen-
tle current. The breeze, moving around her 
head, formed an eddy in front of her face, 
trapping the feather within arm’s reach.

She closed her eyes for a few moments, 
and when she opened them, the feather was 
still close to her face. She closed her eyes 
again, for nearly a minute.

The falls grew louder—to a vibration that 
moved through the water and through her 
body. She opened her eyes, surprised to see 
how far she had drifted from her shoes and 
sweater.

She rolled onto her front and began swim-
ming, intending to reach to the low bank 
above the fi rst rock outcropping. But the 
river had narrowed and the current ran more 
swiftly here. The outcropping came down 
to the water as a narrow fi n. She grasped 
it with both hands and the passing current 
swung her body toward the shore, where she 
left the water and sat, watching the feather 
fl oat toward the falls.

 The current is still gentle, even here. 
Ander could have made the shore without 
any trouble.

Katalin brought her knees up to her 
breasts and wrapped her hands around her 

shins. She rocked back and forth, head 
down, attentive to the sound of the falls. 
When she started to shiver, she walked up-
river and found her shoes and sweater in the 
failing light.

She went back each year, each time let-
ting the river carry her a little closer to the 
falls.

*****
Ramiro drank gin on Saturday nights. He 

had started the year after they married. 
When Ander was still a boy, Katalin soothed 
Ramiro, talking softly, getting the bottle, 
and then the shot glass away from him while 
he drifted in and out of his stupor. He had 
grabbed her wrist once, and bruises ap-
peared on her olive skin—four marks close 
together and a fi fth mark off set like the 
dewclaw of a wild animal. After this she took 
young Ander on long walks, returning when 
she knew Ramiro would be passed out on the 
sofa or fl oor. She put an afghan over him and 
let him sleep where he was.

On one Saturday night—seven years to the 
day Ander had disappeared—Katalin went 
out for a walk. The sun was just down and 
Ramiro already had drunk enough gin to pro-
voke him to shout and complain of gypsies 
and Basques and Turks. Now he lay on the 
fl oor, eyes glazed and half-closed.

Katalin pulled the front door closed, 
quietly, pausing on the stoop. The new 
moon hung low in the west, a sliver of white 
against a darkening sky. A large sedan pulled 
onto the street. Katalin had seen this car 
before, but only in the last week. She leaned 
forward, looking through the windshield, but 
the light was not good, and the car went on.

She stepped away from the house. The 
road dropped, steeply at fi rst, and then 
leveled off  at the narrow highway. Katalin 

crossed the pavement and found the foot-
path leading to the river. From here she 
could see her own house. It meant nothing 
that the lights were still on; Ramiro would 
fall asleep either way.

She listened to the water moving over the 
rocks and through the overhanging branches, 
to the wind coming up the canyon. These el-
ements—water, rock, wood, air—they synthe-
sized voices along the water’s edge.

Starlight refl ected on the river’s surface. 
She imagined Ander’s body, trapped and 
broken in the upper canyon. His very soul is 
in this river.

She turned away for a moment, looking up 
the hill. The town was quiet. Her street was 
dark, except for the lights at her own house.

A night bird made its way upriver toward 
Katalin. She watched the silhouette against 
the starry sky until the bird set its wings and 
lighted on a gravel bar just below where 
she stood. She could just discern the curved 
white neck and the long black crest. A grey 
heron. The bird stood motionless, looking 
into the shallows.

In the periphery of her memory, Katalin 
saw Ander, a little boy then, standing where 
the heron now stood. She and her son had 
walked here on summer evenings. Ander 
had pulled off  his shoes and waded up to his 
knees.

His very soul is in this river.
Katalin stepped back from the bank. The 

heron turned its head but didn’t startle. She 
retraced her steps along the footpath and 
made her way back to the highway.

As she walked along her street her 
thoughts turned from the river and from 
Ander to Ramiro. He had gone back to the 
lower river each year, and each time he 
returned home he apologized to Katalin. A 



half-apology, a half exculpatory plea.
At fi rst, she had taken Ramiro in her arms, 

had reassured him, but after the second 
summer, she no longer cared if Ramiro was 
pained. She no longer consoled him. She no 
longer allowed Ramiro’s grief to displace 
the memory of her son. Soon she no longer 
allowed Ramiro himself to occupy her memo-
ry. She questioned her purpose for staying in 
Sahún, her reasons for staying with Ramiro. 
Her thoughts distilled into single words.

Convenient. Stable. Predictable.
Soulless. Empty.
Now, seven years since Ander’s disappear-

ance, Katalin wanted more than just a long 
walk away from Ramiro. She wanted to be 
alone. To grieve alone.

As she neared the lighted house, she 
saw the dark form of Ramiro seated on the 
lowest stair, legs stretched across the nar-
row sidewalk. She stopped and stepped back 
slowly, retreating into the shadow cast by 
another house. He didn’t look up. He hadn’t 
seen her.

Her heart raced. He rarely came outside 
like this—after an evening of drinking. He 
should have been passed out on the fl oor, 
ready for Katalin to cover him for the night.

She peered from behind the house and 
watched. The shape was wrong. His neck was 
longer and the shoulders sat higher. Katalin 
leaned forward and blinked. The man on her 
stairs was not Ramiro. Her heart raced faster 
and she thought to knock on the neighbor’s 
door. But she would be in plain sight if she 
left her hiding place.

The man sat straight and stretched his 
arms over his head, as though he had been a 
long time waiting there. He folded his arms 
and looked up into the night sky. His face 
remained in the shadows.

A light came on across the street. Diego’s 
house. He was an elderly man who lived 
alone and kept a mastiff  as a guard dog. 
Diego opened his door, unaware of Katalin 
or the man sitting on her stairs, and let his 
dog into the street. The giant dog paused, 
nose up, batting the air, and began walking 
straight for the man.

Katalin leaned back, watching. For all his 
size and strength, the mastiff  was always 
gentle with Katalin and others who lived on 
that street. He was only a puppy when she 
and Ander had come to Sahún. Now he was 
a 15-year-old dog—let out at night to relieve 
himself—but still aggressive and fearless with 
strangers.

As the dog approached the man on the 
stairs, Katalin was sure the man would star-
tle and the dog might chase him off . But the 
man extended his arms and the dog nuzzled 
his face and neck, smelling him, whining. 
The man patted the dog on the withers and 
drew him closer, but the dog was already 
pulling away, satisfi ed that the man was no 
threat, that he was familiar. He put his nose 
up and batted the air again, looking toward 
Katalin. She pressed herself against the wall, 
into the shadow, but the dog had found her 
and barked as he went to her.

The man stood and followed the dog, 
moving from shadow to light and to shad-
ow again. She pressed herself more tightly 
against the wall, willing herself to be invis-
ible, but the dog pushed against her legs 
and whined and wagged his tail. The man 
stopped, one step away, looking into her 
face.

“I have built a home near Bilbao,” he said. 
“Come with me. Get away from here.”

Katalin caught her breath and pressed 
both hands over her heart. 

“Let me get a few things from the house,” 
she said.

“Don’t wake Ramiro. I don’t want him to 
see my car. I’ll walk Diego’s dog home.”

Katalin carefully turned the round brass 
handle and pushed the door just enough to 
see into the front room. Ramiro lay on the 
fl oor, face-up, mouth wide open. Whenever 
Katalin found him this way, she rolled him 
onto his side. Otherwise, he would wake 
himself from his own snoring. He took a deep 
breath and rubbed his face. She thought he 
would wake, but he only turned his head to 
one side and let his arms fall limp on the 
fl oor.

She went to the bedroom and opened 
her dresser. What will Ramiro think if I have 
taken all my things? Will he look for me if he 
knows I left willingly?

 She ran her hand against her front pocket 
and felt her identifi cation card there. Her 
hands shook and her knees became weak. 
She pulled off  her sweater and put on a 
clean shirt and went into the kitchen to fi nd 
a canvas grocery bag. Ramiro won’t miss 
a grocery bag. She reached into the lower 
shelf of the pantry and retrieved a blue glass 
jar. The lid was tight and she held her breath 
and winced as she unscrewed it. Ramiro had 
never known that she saved money this way. 
She pulled the thick roll of bills from the jar 
and pushed them into her back pocket. 

She walked softly into the bedroom again 
and stuff ed the bag with two changes of 
clothes. Just two. He’ll not notice. The iden-
tifi cation card troubled her. She pulled it out 
of her pocket, considering it for a moment, 
before laying it on the dresser. Only then did 
she realize she had been holding her breath. 
She exhaled and stepped away from the 
dresser, worried she might change her mind 



if she deliberated over the card any longer.
As she went to the front room again, she 

stopped to gaze on her drunken husband. 
She set the bag of clothes by the front door 
and went to Ramiro. He breathed heavily 
again. She put one hand under his shoul-
der and the other under his hip and slowly 
pushed him up onto his side. She pushed his 
knees and legs forward so he was bent at the 
waist, stable on his side.

She thought to put the afghan over him, 
but tonight she left Ramiro without it. She 
left the light on as she picked up the bag 
and pulled the front door closed.

The car was running, lights off , only a few 
steps from the door. Katalin looked across 
the street. Diego’s lights were off  now. The 
whole street was dark except for her own 
front room light. She got into the car and 
looked straight ahead, at once incredulous 
and hopeful.

As they entered the highway, she listened 
to the familiar voice. “You have a grand-
daughter now. Three years old. And a grand-
son will be here before Christmas.”

*****
Ramiro rubbed his eyes and blinked at the 

sunlight streaming onto his face. He went 
into the bathroom fi rst and then the kitchen.

“Katalin.”
He went back to the front room and no-

ticed the folded afghan on the sofa.
“Katalin.”
After he had gone through the whole 

house, he went into the kitchen again to see 
if she had left a note.

Nothing.
Sometimes she went into Eriste for Sunday 

Mass. But the car was still in the driveway. 
Sometimes Fabi took her.

Ramiro sat on the sofa, grasping at the 

edge of memory—wondering if Katalin had 
rolled him onto his side last night, or if the 
memory was just a muddled composite of a 
hundred other Saturday nights.

He fell asleep and didn’t wake again until 
noon. After phoning Fabi and learning that 
she hadn’t taken Katalin to Mass, he went 
and stood on the stoop. Diego walked slowly 
in the street, his hand resting on his dog’s 
neck. He looked up at Ramiro, and they 
waved to each other.

Only when he sat on the upper step and 
looked down toward the sidewalk did he no-
tice the slender leather case at the bottom 
of his steps. He stood slowly and went to 
pick it up. The leather was a deep chestnut 
color, rubbed with oil. The stitching was new 
and the single brass snap showed no signs of 
wear.

Ramiro glanced along the street and then 
at the case. He turned it in the midday sun, 
feeling pleasure in such a well-fi nished piece 
of leather. He instinctively put his thumb 
under the fl ap and pushed against the snap. 
It held fi rmly for a moment and then yield-
ed. The case held a large hunting knife. He 
drew it out and hefted it in his hand. The 
blade was old and had been sharpened many 
times, but it was also well-maintained and 
recently polished. The handle felt familiar. 
He gripped it and turned it in his hand until 
it seemed to seat itself against his palm. 
The handle was made of ibex horn. Dark. It 
would not be noticed easily in the river.

NO PROOF FOR LOVE
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My mind 
is not Galileo’s mind
to understand 
creation’s center 
is not here.
 
Not 
a Zen priest’s mind
to understand the world is
and is not, 
all at once.

All I know 
is the second
we stop reaching 
for each other 
love ends.
 
I’m ill equipped
for a world 
where God made both 
samsara and my hands
to hold it,

leaving only my heart
to recognize,
within its own 
slow chaos.
what love should be.





