
THE CHRISTENING 
 
Some go lovely, 
Learning to desire 
Symbolism of water; 
Others, like myself, 
Frocked and anchored 
To delight’s dirty deeds, 
Stride to the church 
For the Episcopal christening 
Of my God-daughter. 
 
Adjacent 
To our narrow walk, 
A small damned bird 
Clings to fern. 
A tufted titmouse? 
Perhaps. How should I know 
One animal from another? 
Yet, what I know of breathing 
Is scribbled in  its bones. 
 
O gray bird 
Of white face 
With whiskers of cat, 
You refuse to be startled, 
Clinging indecently 
To whatever will hold you. 
Come as close as I dare, 
You do not fly away. 
As you stand still, 
Your feathers are lax. 
As I peer down your throat, 
There is a skein of misery 



 
Uniting our small hearts. 
Your orange beak 
Stutters  
All morning long. 
I am told you are dying. 
If you nip me, 
What bird disease 
Shall I come down with? 
If I touch you, 
Your mother,  
Not like the human mother inside 
With her human child, 
Will refuse you. 
 
My God-child 
Is being sealed, sealed 
By water 
To Christ & Christ’s fellowship. 
Sprinkled with water, 
She does not cry. 
The minister stutters, 
But my eye, like a wedge, 
Is deep in the fern 
Where there is water too, 
Where the world’s brightness 
Tightens about us. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
      Mortality in hedge, 
      In stone, in water, 
      As it always has been. 
      O Titmouse, my God-daughter, 
      What other animals have feathers? 
      If this were a fairy-tale, 
      All animals would be 
      But princes transformed, 
      For we are all changelings, 
      Substituted 
      With imperfect desires. 
 
      Considering 
      The Fates we beckon, 
      Grace we grant anew, 
      I hold you in my arms 
      & you do not fly away. 
      I study  
      Your scrunched invisible neck, 
      Your fine fuzz of hair. 
      Yes, we are sealed, 
      Sealed to a matrix 
      Of lightweight bone, 
      Curled & clutching 
      Discourses of skin, 
      Sealed to lives intertwined 
 
      That we cannot help 
      But cherish. 
 
 
      (1975) 
        



      
 
 
THE ACT OF SEEING IS A MORAL CHOICE 
 

The grace of seeing, 
Sight under pressure, 
The leisure 

Of the eye      roving 

 

Or being fixed, turned 

Upon itself, its pupil 
Still, 
Motionless,     burned 

 

By saturation, by tone: 
Petals leap to yellow; 
Below 

The greenery    stone- 
 

White shadows nuzzle 

The eye, while visceral 
Motions fill 
The brain.       Hazel. 
 

Nutmeg brown, earth mold 

Above/below us, 
& what is 

Love but how we    hold 

 

Each other in memory’s 

Eye: a startled glance 

As our beings dance. 
Relief as our eyes 



 

 
 
Behold the naked flesh. 
Let aesthetics unravel 
As my nerves travel 
Over your form.    I wish 

 

That sight was forever. 
My eye darts through 

You, beyond you, 
Follows you. Let me    savor 
 
the act of the eye seeing, 
Never brought to focus 
Within us. 
Cells glide under    being, 
 
Momentarily freed, undone, 
Then fixed.  We know 
We are possessed now 
In more ways than        one. 
 
    (l968) 



SWELLING IS AT THE HEART OF THINGS 
 
 Swelling is at the heart of things, 
“the imaginative exaggeration 
 Of  a correct feeling,” 
 The way a foot might swell 
 When turned or twisted, 
 Sinews out of place, 
 Muscles enlarged 
 & the pain grotesque. 
 
 A correct feeling is of the eye 
Magnified through a goldfish bowl, 
Focused through water & glass, 
As a midnight lake 
Might stretch the moon 
With all its border shine 
Into rivulets 
Plummeting white luster everywhere. 
 
A storm-cock might exaggerate the weather, 
Rain first, then hurricane, 
As rose stems swell 
In a glass, thrusting jet 
Reds blue purple 
Into shadowed rooms. 
The ocean rises to wave 
& friends imagine death upon parting, 
Wind ballooning out a shroud. 
 



Love, grow large 
That I might see you. 
  
 
      (1972) 
  

** 
 

FINAL WALK WITH MY MOTHER 

 

               The Skeetball game at the State Fair: 

My 89 yr old mother 

Cannot not roll the lightweight ball  

Up the lane into numbered holes. 

 

No body strength, no strength left 

In her upper arms.  

She asks the same question over & over, 

Pete & Repeat, my brother-in-law says. 

 

My mother & I walk one half a block. 

She suggests we turn back. 

How difficult to understand 

The point of anything. Why bother? 

 

A few steps more, I urge. 

I point to a house whose windows 

Are covered with plywood. 

Let’s turn back, she says. 

 

 

 

(l998) 

  



     WINDCHIMES 
 
How delicate the windchimes 
When, in early morning, 
A light breeze crosses the porch. 
It is the sound I shd like 
My words to make in your mind 
When, late at night, 
You lie in bed,  
Thinking about the meaning of your life. 
  





METEOR SHOWER 
 
I cannot squeeze happiness out of my character. 
Last night, a meteor shower 
Illuminated our summer lake. 
“Where do they go?” my wife asked. 
I do not know. I never know. 
Perhaps they blaze inside of us & die. 
 
 
 
 

(1981) 
 
 

 
    THE DOWAGER 
 
 The dowager arrived with her guest list, 
 But when the musicians played 
 “Hello Darkness, my old friend,” 
 I stood up & walked out. List! O List. 
 
 Darkness never will be my old friend. 
 Darkness took my son from me 
 & left me with half a heart to love with. 
 Anyone who takes darkness as a friend 
 
 Will never be my friend. Let the music 
 Be fast or slow, let the dancers sit 
 Or leap, let the chandeliers be lit  
 Or not lit. The singular refrain, the music 
 



 I listen for comes from a long way off, 
 From a mouth that can never kiss. 





 


