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If I go back to the place it begins: a black-and-white  
tom, trains rattling my crib. When I stand,  
I can see to where the tracks disappear. One day  
the cat is gone; gone they say, but somehow I know  
the sad bundle I see between the rails  
is what I have lost. And I bury  
WKH�PHPRU\�IRU�ßIW\�\HDUV�XQWLO�P\�RZQ�GRJ 
goes missing. She is the last thing  
among last things, and I know she has been taken  
E\�WKH�WUDLQV��)RU�VHYHQ�PLOHV�,�ZDON�WKH�WUDFNV��ßQJHULQJ� 
the leather leash in my bag. The rails are higher  
than I imagined, the ties spaced wrong. I expected grass  
WKURXJK�àDW�ßHOGV��QRW�WKHVH�VKDUS�VWRQHV�� 
not steep embankments; not trains bearing down:  
hot metal, the ground shuddering, the whistle’s  
ZHLJKW��3DLQ�LV�D�EDUJDLQ�ZLWK�WKH�JRGV—as if I can resurrect;  
as if that old dog could run the twenty miles, thirty miles, forty,  
ninety miles to home, could follow the tracks, the smell  
of the trains, a whistle echoing what she heard in her sleep  
for so many years. As if that old dog  
could follow her love to me. I call her name  
across pastures and woods, backyards and empty lots,  
picture her running to my voice, 
running toward me down the tracks. I can see  
to the horizon, to the place where the rails come together,  
almost out of sight.
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,�FDQÖW�VWRS�ßQGLQJ�WKLQJV� 
to save:  
the orange kitten I feed with a dropper,  
a painted turtle on the lane, the brown-needled  
saplings in a row along the drive. 
Each morning I carry buckets of water,  
certain I can bring back green. There were winters  
I knocked early snow from the lower limbs  
RI�D����IRRW�ßU��WKLQNLQJ�,�PDWWHUHG�� 
Last summer it was monarchs, dozens of them— 
caterpillars to chrysalides to wings.  
There is no end to the ways

pets need me, plants need me, 
 
men need me   to make things right 
DIWHU�D�EDG�KHDOWK�UHSRUW��D�GLIßFXOW�FROOHDJXH�� 
a lying girlfriend, breast cancer in a true love 
—didn’t see the headlights or the brakelights  
or the semi bearing down; didn’t read the currents  
in the river. Didn’t know the headache was  
the heart racing was the late nights or the slurred  
speech. And how.

Each week, when my sad father calls, I am the good  
girl I have been since childhood, full-on audience  
VLQFH�P\�PRWKHU�GLHG��,�FRXOG�KDYH�ß[HG�KLP 
if he’d let me. Now I am happy just to make him  
happy, to be the rapt mirror for 

his need  because

I know I can save the listless kitten,  
the pencil-thin pines, all those lonely  
men—tell me your story— 
I can hold out  
 my scarred palms  
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to the one who misses me, though we haven’t  
met; the one who’s never felt so fully  
understood; the one who says  
I remind him of his dead mother dead  
ZLIH�IDYRULWH�DXQW�ßUVW�ORYH��6R�ZKHQ�KH�SKRQHV�� 
I answer  
DQG�OLVWHQ��VXUH�WKLV�WLPH�,�FDQ�ßOO

WKDW�XQßOODEOH�KROH�LQ�P\�IDWKHUÖV�KHDUW� 
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Steeped in grief,  
 I longed for even a glimpse  
    of brightness— 
hibiscus chords, hovering;  
   trumpet vines;  
emerald plumes and a ruby      
thrum.  

 I put out sugar water. 

Jazz, the calico,  
 reading my desire  
   in the morning  
laid at the door  
 a perfect blossom: iridescent  
      wings, 
a clotted crimson throat. 

Gift
The meaning of life is that it stops 
           —Kafka
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My daughter in third grade taught me  
about rods and cones, short waves, long waves— 
FRORU�LV�MXVW�OLJKW��UHàHFWHG��she said; a sensation  
in your eyes. Back then, I argued  
 color is color:   
WKH�ßUH�HQJLQHÖV�UHG��WKH�VN\ÖV�EOXH��VXQàRZHU� 
yellow butter yellow lemon mustard canary 
yellow.  Only now, some twenty years on,  
do I read what she tried to explain:    
tetrachromacy, non-spectral color  
and the hues between. Ultraviolet range—

bird vision.�� ������6R�ZKHQ�OLJKW�UHàHFWV� 
on the hummingbird’s throat, belly,  
wing, I see only what I am made for—  
a bull tethered to red, cave cricket, star-nosed  
mole, dog napping in a black-and-white  
world.     The limits of sight.  
I try to conjure that fourth primary,  
        sensation plus:  
the tingle of fern, brush of apricot, chafe 
of magpie. Lilac’s sigh. And my daughter,  
that long scorch of meteor—burning, 
then gone.  

Spectral

Laura Apol 
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