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    August in Paris


    
      
        
          I have stopped here on the rue des coles


          just off the boulevard St-Germain


          to look over the shoulder of a man


          in a flannel shirt and a straw hat


          who has set up an easel and a canvas chair


          on the sidewalk in order to paint from a droll angle


          a side-view of the Church of Saint Thomas Aquinas.


          But where are you, reader,


          who have not paused in your walk


          to look over my shoulder


          to see what I am jotting in this notebook?


          Alone in this city,


          I sometimes wonder what you look like,


          if you are wearing a flannel shirt


          or a wraparound blue skirt held together by a pin.


          But every time I turn around


          you have fled through a crease in the air


          to a quiet room where the shutters are closed


          against the heat of the afternoon,


          where there is only the sound of your breathing


          and every so often, the turning of a page.
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    Brightly Colored Boats Upturned

    on the Banks of the Charles


    
      
        
          What is there to say about them


          that has not been said in the title?


          I saw them near dawn from a glassy room


          on the other side of that river,


          which flowed from some hidden spring


          to the sea; but that is getting away from


          the brightly colored boats upturned


          on the banks of the Charles,


          the sleek racing sculls of a college crew team.


          They were beautiful in the clear early light


          red, yellow, blue and green


          is all I wanted to say about them,


          although for the rest of the day


          I pictured a lighter version of myself


          calling time through a little megaphone,


          first to the months of the year,


          then to the twelve apostles, all grimacing


          as they leaned and pulled on the long wooden oars.

        

      

    




  

    
      
    


    Searching


    
      
        
          I recall someone once admitting


          that all he remembered of Anna Karenina


          was something about a picnic basket,


          and now, after consuming a book


          devoted to the subject of Barcelona


          its people, its history, its complex architecture


          all I remember is the mention


          of an albino gorilla, the inhabitant of a park


          where the Citadel of the Bourbons once stood.


          The sheer paleness of her looms over


          all the notable names and dates


          as the evening strollers stop before her


          and point to show their children.


          These locals called her Snowflake,


          and here she has been mentioned again in print


          in the hope of keeping her pallid flame alive


          and helping her, despite her name, to endure


          in this poem where she has found another cage.


          Oh, Snowflake,


          I had no interest in the capital of Catalonia


          its people, its history, its complex architecture


          no, you were the reason


          I kept my light on late into the night


          turning all those pages, searching for you everywhere.

        

      

    




  

    
      
    


    High


    
      
        
          On that clear October morning,


          I was only behind a double espresso


          and a single hit of anti-depressant,


          yet there, on the shore of the reservoir


          with its flipped-over rowboats,


          I felt like I was walking with Jane Austen


          to borrow the jargon of the streets.


          Yes, I was wearing the crown,


          as the drug addicts like to say,


          knitting a bonnet for Charlie,


          entertaining the troops,


          sitting in the study with H. G. Wells


          so many ways to express that mood


          of royal goodwill


          when the gift of sight is cause enough for jubilation.


          And later in the afternoon


          when I finally came down,


          a lexicon was waiting for me there, too.


          In my upholstered chair by a window


          with dusk pouring into the room,


          I appeared to be doing nothing,


          but inside I was busy riding the marble,


          as the lurkers like to put it,


          talking to Marco Polo,


          juggling turtles,


          going through the spin cycle,


          ormy favorite, if I had to have oneout of milk.

        

      

    




  

    
      
    


    The Four-Moon Planet


    
      
        
          I have envied the four-moon planet.


          The Notebooks of Robert Frost


          Maybe he was thinking of the song


          What a Little Moonlight Can Do


          and became curious about


          what a lot of moonlight might be capable of.


          But wouldnt this be too much of a good thing?


          and what if you couldnt tell them apart


          and they always rose together


          like pale quadruplets entering a living room?


          Yes, there would be enough light


          to read a book or write a letter at midnight,


          and if you drank enough tequila


          you might see eight of them roving brightly above.


          But think of the two lovers on a beach,


          his arm around her bare shoulder,


          thrilled at how close they were feeling tonight


          while he gazed at one moon and she another.

        

      

    




  

    
      
    


    Evasive Maneuvers


    
      
        
          I grew up hiding from the other children.


          I would break off from the pack


          on its patrol of the streets every Saturday


          and end up alone behind a hedge


          or down a dim hallway in a strange basement.


          No one ever came looking for me,


          which only added to the excitement.


          I used to hide from adults, too,


          mostly behind my mothers long coat


          or her floral dress depending on the season.


          I tried to learn how to walk


          between my fathers steps while he walked


          like the trick poodle I had seen on television.


          And I hid behind books,


          usually one of the volumes of the encyclopedia


          that was kept behind glass in a bookcase,


          the letters of the alphabet in gold.


          Before I knew how to read,


          I sat in an armchair in the living room


          and turned the pages, without a clue


          about the worlds that were pressed


          between D and F, M and O, W and Z.


          Maybe this explains why


          I looked out the bedroom window


          first thing this morning


          at the heavy trees, low gray clouds,


          and said the word gastropod out loud,


          and having no idea what it meant


          went downstairs and looked it up


          then hid in the woods from my wife and our dog.
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