
THE GREAT TAMING FORCE 
(originally published in Sequoia/The Stanford Literary Magazine) 

As a child, he ran with horses, 
cradled a young bull before it sprung horns, and watched:  

the moon paint herself with leaf and feather, 
the moon cry out in shadows and owls,  
and how Heaven, that sad, blue beast 

blessed him with rain and no rain.  
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