
Three Poems by Mercedes Lawry 

 
 
Resurrection 

 

Blue-green-yellow, whatever the color  

of my Easter coat, snow predicted, 

everything a risk. I surrender to the Virgin. 

 

I am the anxious girl. 

I look at the beautiful, look and look 

and worry. How big is my brain, I wonder. 

 

Can it save me? The restless are dangerous. 

The shades that snap up on tall windows. 

The hooks to bring them down, clink on glass. 

 

It all takes coordination. Jugglers are one up 

on the universe. I could practice but what’s the point? 

I am the good girl, waiting to emerge. 

 

Good is close to god, god is fast fading. 

Now it’s dark matter swirling around my bed. 

The pulse that raced through the house 

 

when my husband died, breeding static on the phone. 

I was in no mood for talking. 

The crocus puddled in the yard: purple, yellow, white. 

 

 

 

  



Longing  

 

All or nothing. The fly 

at the window provides no clue. 

Those white, bulbous clouds, 

ethereal temptation on the other side of the glass. 

Puff, puff, could someone dwell 

in that sky, dwell in the archaic sense 

with tea cozies and damask? 

Let’s go back to wings and buzzing. 

All of what might happen.  

Nothing that did or would. 

Studies in morphology on dusty shelves 

as backdrop to further investigation, 

even dissection, this fly, should he fall 

exhausted and desiccate on the windowsill 

in abstract beauty. Highly suspect, 

such allure to the pale man who sits 

watching the fly, unable to move 

beyond his eyelids or think 

beyond the schism of this incessant world. 

 

 

  



My Inescapable Fury 

Yes, I was furious at the nothing 

that you became, and the place this was 

and the why, the lack of why, 

 

And how time is measured, 

erratically, with no caution, 

 

And the everywhere of a glorious day 

with or without animal songs, 

 

And pretense and lies, the shameless, 

the frivolous, the gleeful, the safe. 
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