                                                                               Shadowland

You of course know the setting,

That childhood road a paved-over cattle path

Which slowly curves:  the usual yews,

Maples, elms, catalpas bending over,

A blotter of fog strewn through generous

Bare branches…

It’s at once a solace & premonitory

How the space opens just as you get close,

Leaving what’s passed to diminish:

The end of a subject unless you look back,

Wondering, unsettled, how much 

Of the familiar is really

Up in the air…

Well, never mind that.

We must roam on, sure & compact as a wallet,

As all those photos hanging out together on

Your mantel, on your desk, those photos which,

Perhaps, when you’re away, start springing to life:

Wiggling loose fillings, playing miniature golf…

Frame after frame, there is a beauty, a mien

Near intimidation with subtleties so vivid, so constant:

The stillness of time’s clockwork inching change

Into faces, the upper lips which become thinner,

Tighter, the mouths whose tips start to slant down…

Is this permanency, memory-----

Smokey, he was such a good dog.

I’ve an embroidered brooch.

I’ve a needle from when I was ten

To keep things in place,

Locked on the speedometer, a windshield

Of images above which tick, whisper

Hold, hold on to us.

