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Object Lessons

Eavan Boland

It was yours.

Your coffee mug.  Black,

with a hunting scene on the side

(cruel theater as the kettle poured).

Together, we unpacked it

in the new house.

A hunting scene:

Dogs.  Hawking.  Silk.

Linen spread out in a meadow.

Pitchers of wine clouding in the shadow

of beech trees.  Buttermilk.

A huntsman.

A wild rabbit.

A thrush ready to sing.

A lady smiling as the huntsman kissed her:

the way land looks before disaster

strikes or suffering

becomes a habit

was not a feature

of the history we knew.  Now

it opened out before us, bright

as our curtainless October nights

whose street-lit glow

was second nature.  Or

those mornings

we drank white coffee

and shared cake in a kitchen full of

chaos, before we knew the details of

this pastoral were merely

veiled warnings

of the shiver

of the presentiment with which

we found the broken pieces of

the sparrow hawk and the kisses of

the huntsman, the pitcher

and the thrush’s never

to-be-finished

aria, an untouched meal

and the lady and the hunting horn

on the floorboards you and I had sworn

to sand down and seal

with varnish.

