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Grateful acknowledgement is made to

these poems first appeared, sometimes in

earlier versions: Sukoon (“Blue Rhino”); Red
Paint Hill Poetry Journal (“The Name of the
Rain”); 1947 (“Birdman on the Moon”); and

Vine Leaves Literary Journal (the first of the
Hoopoe poems).
o
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Kim Peter Kovac
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THE NAME OF THE RAIN
Tell me your name, says the clear deep water at the top of the Red Sea, the warm, oily,
and brackish water of the Dead Sea, the dark blue water of the Mediterranean Sea.

Tell me your name, says the rain to the red-ochre cliffs of Wadi Rum, the wind to the
high plateau of the Negev desert, the olive tree to the rocky soil of the orchard.

Tell me your name, says the girl to the gazelle, the boy to the honeybee, the man to
the hoopoe.

As the rain splashes on her olive skin, the lithe young woman lifts her emerald-green
eyes to the sky and whispers, tell me your name.



