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First Hours of Fall

Sitting beside you

on an afternoon in early fall

evoked memories

of sitting beside you

on pleasant afternoons in spring

and of missing you all summer

when you sat beside another.

What a long miserable summer it was.

Fall afternoons

have brought you back.

Where will we be 

when winter winds 

begin to sigh?

Where will we spend our winter? 

*****

I Wonder

Black, black hair.

Shoulder length.

Cascading.

Undulating.

Reflecting sunny highlights.

Would I still be attracted

if I saw her face?

*****
THE WALK

Mid afternoon on a fine fall day

Overcast and humid after a quick shower

Footfalls muffled by damp leaves

A jay screams in the distance 

An acorn falls shattering the heavy stillness

We walk not speaking

Holding hands where the path is wide enough

To a log on the edge of a clearing

Sitting and watching cardinals flit

Through the changing and thinning leaves

Holding hands

Memorizing worn knuckles

Scarred fingers, age spots, and bluish veins

Until we silently agree it’s time to return

Up the silent path through the half light

*****
MIND PICTURES

I'll paint a picture from my mind -

the most desirable face in womankind;

a sexy philosopher with an orderly mind;

luscious boobs and a pert behind -

on a canvas of silk oh so fine.

Then I'll look and see what I can find

remembering that looks is just the rind.





*****
Donde

It is cool.

A Sarah Vaughn vinyl LP plays

with hisses and scratches.

Lights are low.

Donde?  Where are you?

Spring and overcast.

Quiet trail through blooming

azaleas and dogwoods.

A wooden bridge and a robin call.

Where are you?

On a tropical beach at sunset.

Pina coladas.

Lobster on the grill.

A tarpon rolls and mullet scatter.

Where are you?

A sampan skims across the South China Sea.

On the Nile a dhow drifts 

with creaking ropes and planks

Mist rises and clouds form

hiding Machu Pichu.

Where are you?

Where are you?

With me always
wherever you may be.

*****
Glimpses

I saw her in a Christmas crowd

But she vanished in a sea of bobbing heads

I called to her in the Plaka in Athens

But she turned and spoke to me in Bulgarian

I bought her favorite drink from across a bar in St Louis

But she was gone before the waiter arrived

Countless glimpses of her over fifty years

In airports, on busy city streets, on passing busses

She must be gone

Consumed by time, absorbed in space

Existing only in a tiny corner of memory

Unchanged in fifty years

As I grow old alone
*****
A MEMORY PROD

Driving through the city park

for the first time in years

I saw an old oak tree with one low-hanging branch

that had a distinct dip about mid-way along its length.

I remembered a girl back in our high school days

posing on this dip

arms crossed on the rough bark

chin resting on overlapping hands

head tilted with a sly smile.
The tree was still there

but where is the girl

of a half century past?

Her and the beguiling smile

*****

Full Moon

A full moon and setting sun.
The red and orange of sunset

contrast the pastel gold of moonrise

like chrome and pewter.

I have watched five hundred risings of the moon


-floating over sparse spruce and aspen forests


  and cranberry bogs of the arctic;


-surfacing from long tranquil fetches of open ocean
-leaping over waves crashing into coral reefs;


-swinging out of steamy jungle green in the sudden tropical night;


-eerily lighting the ruins of a hundred dead or dying civilizations;


-moon washing maize and squash patches; 


 Montane valleys; desert vistas;


-from aircraft where rising and setting of the sun or 


 moon can be played like a yo-yo; 


-peeking through buildings in crowded cities.

The best and most exciting full moons 

have been and will be

in your company.

*****

Jogger

brown pony tail

whipping left 
then whipping right

in counterpoint to her hips

She personifies the Big Bopper song

“That’s what I like”.

*****

SUNS IN ORBIT

In another young and boundless world

we swam in the surf

 and dried in the sun

nibbled sparkling salt crystals

from tanned flesh 

rinsed in a rainwater pool

with gentle touches.

There was intensity 

of the sun

the touches

the wonder of being young.

In another universe

on another night 

the owl called through an open window

and we had picked persimmons

that cool evening in the fall

and moonlight made 

tan skin look alabaster.

Another pot of tea is brewing

and you are 

friend and lover

day and night

beginning and end.

*****
Three-Gallon Churn

(A Cheapskates Valentine)

On Valentine's Day 

we were poking through antique shops

holding hands and

making snide comments in a whisper

when I found a priceless 

brown Meyer three-gallon churn

(without lid and dasher)

A faint reflection in its dark brown glaze

showed us me as a child 

on Saturday morning

sitting on a tall kitchen chair 

with the cool churn between my bare feet

cool cream waiting to become butter.

I stroked the dasher up and down

and listened to Let's Pretend on the radio

hoping the butter would hurry

so I could get a glass of cool fresh buttermilk

and go out and play.

Two hundred dollars!!

Memories are worth a lot

but not for just an old brown pot.



*****

TIME, SHE HAS CHANGED

It was once that any time my hand

touched her thigh

or caressed her  hip

or stroked her breast

that my Chica would 
satisfy my manly needs.

I am still macho and the need is still there

but time, she has changed.

Mi Chica now she acts like the gringas

I knew when I played Sancho.

The gringas often said "No"

and would fight like they meant "No".

Now when I touch mi Chica it is like a spark.

It makes her jump away like my hand was hot.

I am still macho and I still have my needs

but many times I am left like a stallion 

on a hot summer day

with his macanudo displayed

just cooling himself.

Time and mi Chica, they are changing.

Sancho has gotten old and the gringas,

they say "No" more often .

But they don't understand that I am macho

They think I must change like the time.

But I am MACHO.

*****

White Bat

Plums had set on the old gnarled tree

when a hoary white bat found us,

circled round us 

and gave us a thousand years.

The plums have ripened

and time is held in a polished ironwood box

carved with a peach

and bats on the four corners.

The box sits on a table between our chairs.

Take my hand and I will keep you as warm

as our kung and two mau taan

until the owl cries out in the night.

*****
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WEST SIDE ONE
The old man sits on the front steps

of the white shiplap house 

on south Alamo St,

the house he grew up in.

He sits and listens

to the summer cicada in the hackberry tree

and the rumble of trucks and busses.

He is comfortable in a plain white T-shirt

and a weeks growth of white beard.

His bad fitting dentures sit in the kitchen.

He and the house are getting old.

*****

