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When I was eleven or twelve, 
I was easy to make fun of. 
I was tall and comically thin. 
I wore glasses, thick ones that made 
my eyes protrude like a frog’s eyes. 
I had buckteeth and a big nose. 
On rainy or near-rainy days, 
I had to wear rubber overshoes. 
I was called “four-eyes” most often, 
I was called “the frog-face” sometimes, 
and once or twice “four-eyes frog-face.” 
Once some older kids following 
me home, punched me hard in the back. 
I heard one say to the others, 
“Hey guys, look, four-eyes can take it.” 
Three days later Mrs. Pogrow 
told the class to bring in something 
special. Because I couldn’t think 
of anything, my mother put 
a pomegranate in a brown 
bag and told me it was the real 
apple that Adam and Eve ate 
in the Garden of Eden. On 
my way to school, I took it out 
to look at. It was ruby-red 
and heavy and hard as granite. 
I thought that’s how it got its name. 
I ran the remaining four blocks, 
busting to set the record straight 
about Genesis and the fruit 
all of the Bronx had gotten wrong. 
Arriving at the playground gate, 
I saw the puncher and his friends 
waiting for me, smiling those small, 
feared, hated smiles. I paused. And then, 
my secret weapon gripped fiercely 
in my hand, I charged in. I was 
Samson slaying the Philistines 

Pomegranate
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with jawbone of pomegranate, 
I was Thor swinging his magic 
pomegranate hammer, I was 
Superman punching bad guys flat 
with steely pomegranate fist. 
So lightning bolts flashed from frog eyes, 
thunderbolts boomed from bony arm. 
It was the only time they did. 
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I often walk to the end of the road 
to look at the abandoned farm. 
I like to look at the field 
as it goes back to wilderness again. 
I like to look at the grass grow 
higher and thicker around the barn, 
embrace it with its hairy arms 
as though welcoming back the wood. 
I like to look at the barn turn more 
and more gray. It sags in the middle. 
It reminds me of the last old horse 
that years ago stood as still as a barn. 
I like to watch the earth at work. 
So slowly, so patiently, so deliberately 
the earth works. I like to watch 
the earth turn the blue farm machines 
to brown rust, turn the red farm 
machines to brown rust, turn 
the green farm machines to brown rust. 
I like to look at her work with metal, 
which is mortal like us. “No hurry,” 
the earth smiles at me as I watch 
her work. How patient she is 
with them, with the hay wain, 
with the tractor, with the plow. 
“No hurry,” she smiles. “No hurry.” 

 

 

 

 

 

I Often Walk to the End of  The Road
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My neighbor’s mailbox has a broken jaw. 
It hangs there. It can’t be closed. 
Which means when I pass by, 
I can see if there’s mail in it or not. 
Most of the time there isn’t. 
When there is, it’s one or two envelopes. 
White or blue. Flat. They look like bills. 
Never a newspaper. Never even a catalog. 
I envy him. But I also feel sorry for him. 
I keep telling myself I’ll write him a letter. 
Just so he’d get something other than 
those flat blue and white envelopes. 
But I never do. What would I write? 
Dear neighbor, This is just a note so you 
could get something other than those blue 
and white envelopes. Sincerely, Your 
neighbor. I think I’ll just keep doing 
what I’ve been doing all these years. 
Return his broken wave with my broken wave. 
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When I heard on the radio 
that the student who was asked 
by the college interviewer, “If 
you could be an inanimate 
object, what would you choose?” 
had answered, “A revolver,” 
I first thought of Emily Dickinson’s 
My life had stood a loaded gun, 
and then I thought how I would 
have answered. “A telescope,” 
I said out loud, to no one, for I was 
alone in the car driving home. 
“A telescope is both phallic and 
an instrument for advancing man’s 
knowledge,” I said, once again out 
loud, offering the reasons for my choice. 
At home, I asked my wife, “If you 
could be an inanimate object, what 
would you choose?” “A basket,” 
she answered, which surprised me 
because my wife is an accomplished 
classical pianist, and I was sure she 
would answer, “A piano.” At night, 
in bed, in the dark, we lay next to one 
another, my telescopic hand in the 
basket of her palm and fingers, 
the only sound the clicking of an 
insect’s wings against the window 
screen, like an empty revolver. 

 

 

When I Heard on the Radio


