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Mistake Maybe 
 
Once again — typing a note 
or some other slight thing —  
I’ve noted how the words 
 
live and love get inter- 
changed by chance  
but I hesitate to correct 
 
the error, simply seeing  
the beyond-words  
simple justice of it 
 
and leave it at that. 
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Gulls Above Our Garden 
 
All morning the gulls (which must have known) 
were wailing their ululations over our home 
and peaceful garden, and so I stand still there  
 
till the wren emerges wide awake  
from its safe retreat in the white hydrangea hedge 
and the day goes back to its old round  
 
of fears, anxieties and edgy agitations, its ever  
readiness for escape, as any scared  
but gamesome hare with straight-up ears  
 
will all of a sudden dash for cover, always aware  
like the rest of us, we live in a threatened  
ever-restless world where a white butterfly  
 
flickers this minute at the beck of a light  
breeze shaking a gaudy yellow bed  
of dandy dandelions, while the gulls still  
 
cry out (as if there were no end  
to their sorrow) their own shrill variations on  
the two words that keep chiming  
 
in my half-asleep head: Lost! they cry out  
over and over, and Alas! 
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Sketch 
 
Then there he is 
again: failing  
into silence again  
  
while truth lies  
close and ready  
and simple as standing  
 
under this  
tall maple tree’s  
spreading shadow  
 
and safe  
from this hard rain  
still falling — as if  
 
all had been 
set long ago  
among the stars.   
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On Reflection 
 
Who’s that? he mutters — 
half-afraid  
and gazing straight  
into the bathroom glass  
 
at the daily stranger  
growing stranger daily  
to gaze back at him  
again from  
 
beyond the crossroads. 
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