
        
            
                
            
        


		
			Praise for Patrick O’Leary

			“Patrick O’Leary’s new poetry collection, Obviously I love you but if I were a bird, sonnets and free verse, has all the strengths I came to love in his novels and stories — wonderful imagery, imagination, humor and depth.”

			     — Jeffrey Ford, author of Ahab’s Return

 

			“Obviously I love you begins with an autobiography in sonnet form giving voice to existential questions as well as to intimately observed and felt moments of delight and grief. Outrage at injustice and tenderness for the vulnerable weave the sonnet sequence and the free verse into a coherent tapestry of human experience.”

				 — Anca Vlasopolos 

 

				     author of Late Pearlescence

			“In the pages of Obviously I love you but if I were a bird, we meet the many facets of Patrick O’Leary: proud patriarch, disappointed patriot, a man intent on relearning the stranger he meets in the mirror. Here is the sore tenderness of a poet at peak linguistic performance, contemplating his own mortality. Birth, divorce, children, devotion, books, memory, bitterness, beauty: his poems range abroad a spectrum of nuanced emotion and experience. O’Leary ‘medicate[s] the darkness with [his] hope’ and praises what lights it, while never neglecting to methodically and acerbically examine the monsters crouching there, both without and within.”

			     — C. S. E. Cooney 

				     author of Saint Death’s Daughter
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			Everyone takes a swing at the sonnet: Shakespeare, E.E.Cummings, John Berryman, Marilyn Hacker. The form is irresistible. A sonnet is character, monologue, imagery, philosophy, dance, seduction & revelation. It includes everything & excludes nothing. Infinitely adaptable, it permeates whatever story is imposed. 

			My first publication was a sequence of sonnets in India, Indian Scholar Magazine, 1980. 

			Sonnets became for me a comfort form, the last vestige of sanity in a vertigo world. At least we have rhyme. 

			At least that makes sense.

			Thanks to the editors & readers who liked these poems.

							P.O. 5/2024
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			SONNETS

 

		


			“I know you will tell me I am a crazy old man to write sonnets—but since many people say that I have become gaga, I have to live up to my reputation.”

						—Michelangelo

		


		
			Waiting for Michelangelo

 

			The cozy sonnet is an assumption,


			a homecoming which makes a poem welcome,


			a bright frame to limit our perception


			(to make it legible), a fine custom

 


			which (when accepted & obeyed) spares us


			the exhausting task of recreating


			ourselves every second.  The muse stares us


			down on demand, but it thrives on waiting.

 


			What it lacks in daring it quite provides


			in discipline. What it loses alone


			in novelty, neatness supplies. It hides


			like a used skeleton asleep in stone

 


			waiting for Michelangelo to break,


			to carve a dinosaur & watch it wake!






			Turtles all the way down

 

			I stop for a small turtle in the road


			to speed its deadly pilgrimage across.


			It hisses as I lift it & I gog


			& drop it. A very hostile hiss, Dude.

 


			Triggering a memory of gore:


			A cornered snapping turtle in a bog.


			We teased it with sticks which bore


			the marks left by his whip neck & sharp beak.

 


			I pick up the turtle. We don’t speak.


			I take him to the other side. A cross


			old woman yells at me, “Not there! The dog!”


			Her happy poodle yapping at the door.

 


			The road. The dog. The ditch. Dude, life is pain.


			I can’t look down at the turtle again.
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