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			NIGHT SCENE

			I leave your house, turn back

			Away from night’s blind black

			Toward that pale window where

			I see your loved face stare:

			Dear dazzle whose live white

			In that ecstatic night

			Shames the electric light.

			You do not know I see

			Your eyes that look for me.

			You find night empty, stand

			And wave your empty hand:

			Then, like a child, but slow

			As if in fear, you blow

			A kiss to the dark and go.

			I do not know why such

			Brief act without warm touch

			Should stop a man stone still

			And shake him like a chill

			On one warm summer night:

			A woman’s gesture, slight

			And quick as sudden light.

			So in that empty air

			I fill with rage that there

			I left the wonder of

			Your silhouetted love:

			Bewilderment of eye

			More passionate than cry

			Where touching lovers lie.

		

	
		
			BABE RUTH

			While Babe Ruth hit those homers I was a kid

			Staggering up to the plate in my own bold stance:

			Smile, feet wide, swinging the way he did,

			Swaggering Babe, whose shoulders leapt in a dance.

			June, when a diamond glittered the vacant lot,

			Gang with me, bare feet or spikes, too scared to spit:

			Noon, the ninth, I’m up, hearing the hot

			Clang of the crowd yelling—Hit, kid, hit!

			Pitch—a pop fly to short—I throw my bat,

			Smugger than ever, playing the crowd, salt

			Itch of the sweat of shame on my hands. I spat.

			Fanning the air, now, on another bench,

			Slugger gone sluggish, my hands in their love’s fault,

			Planning no pride, merely clench and unclench.

		

	
		
			THE WEARING ROUGH

			This is not time, this always

			Moving of immortal light

			On mountain, field and dark

			Narrow of night.

			Nor is the plunge of earth

			Time, its forever fall

			Downward in silence, no

			Cry or bird call.

			Time is the wearing rough

			Of the smooth brow, the gray

			Gathered in ruddy cheek

			By day on day.

			Even a simpler thing:

			The interval of space

			Traveled by my bare hand

			Finding your face.

		

	
		
			YOU WERE WRONG

			You said I would forget you, forget your lithe

			Body thrusting the night-black water, lifted

			On the long swell of the current, the strong feet beating;

			Forget you, brown as the granite-crumbled beach,

			Running on the wave-hard sand; forget

			The way down river with our paddles flinging

			Wild and flashing moonlight.

			You were wrong,

			For always now I see you, always swimming

			With body supple as a diving otter’s

			Churning a wake of pale foam in the torn

			And tideless estuaries of my mind

			Where the shy fish of memory leap and shatter

			The quiet water, their dark scales gleaming.

		

	
		
			CHAMELEON

			Chameleon, knowing I am near,

			Runs the brown leaf in his brown fear,

			Dark as dread and light as light

			His swiftness doubles with his fright,

			Nimble toe and narrow tongue

			Leap with the excited lung,

			Long tail astonishes the air

			Lashing at nothing, nothing there,

			Then jumps to a green leaf that’s near

			And turns to green in his green fear.

			My eyes blink in that altering light

			As if his fright were my own fright,

			Unwilled and yet aware toe, tongue

			Move with my excited lung,

			And I am changed in colored air

			By his change, live and sudden there.

			I have watched you, slight animal,

			On the long stalk of daylight crawl,

			Letting the languid noonlight run

			On hair so burned and quick with sun—

			Brown dazzle over your brown face—

			It gave that light a living grace,

			And watched you, startled I was near,

			Leap up in mingled love and fear,

			And let your hand, slight animal,

			Over my trembling body crawl.

			So close did we together run

			Touching earth was touching sun,

			Change to change and face to face

			I moved with greed and you with grace.

			Shocked that two could be so near

			We feared a love so like a fear.

		

	
		
			WOMAN AND MAN

			We do not know what plan

			Our long-shared years have taken,

			Each morning yet we waken

			A woman and a man.

			No way our living took

			Is clear enough to find,

			We have not left behind

			Quick hand or the loved look.

			Still we face each day

			Intimate and eager,

			Mouth has not grown meager,

			Still the tongue can say:

			Let memory have such

			Passionate recall

			That we remember all

			Worn life as warm as touch.

		

	
		
			TO LOVE:

			OUR DOOM AND OUR DELIGHT
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