Love's Vernal Equinox 
There is a time, early,
in the meeting-mating dance
of soon-to-be lovers
when the heart rises up
in earnest, full and aching,
open as a petal blossom.
When lips leap to say, "I love you"
but pull back, furling those words
like the fronds
of sweet, young
fiddlehead ferns.

While the ice lets go
and smelts start their nightly runs,
two hearts race in unison--
two minds drink in possibility.

Love is stirring
as ardently as spring.
It arrives just as suddenly,
with a warming breeze and the joy
of longer light on evening waters.

Be still and wait.

If it comes,
it will be in a rush of birdsinging,
frogpeeping, rainspattering,
crocusbursting, budswelling,
riverrunning, mudstomping,
fieldburning, grassgrowing,
sunwarming, groundsoftening,
daylengthening
splendor
that you cannot miss.









This Moment in April

Just past the railroad tracks in Unity, Maine, 
I hear the peepers sing, and I sit, engine idling,
headlights splicing the darkness, 
fatigue and the long drive ahead 
dissipating in a single wash of joy 
after so much silence.
Winter’s memory fades as

day after day, crocuses open 
and close in syncopation with the sun. 
Overhead—tight whirls of red maple, 
flowerets of summer’s full-leaf promise.
 Along a southern foundation—brilliant dandelion faces.
Amidst tawny autumn lawn—clumps of green grass.
All in brilliant contrast to hills still brushed with winter’s grey. 

So much of the in-between in this moment in April. 
Even the early bloomers—willows, forsythias and magnolias—
stand at half bloom, awaiting the signal for release into summer.
Months from now, I’ll think back on this moment. 
Already, I feel the wistfulness to come.  




















Contemplating Divorce

Early Saturday morning, as the sun cleared 
the tree line over Long Island, my dog and I 
crested the rise above our beach. Below us 
a flock of gulls, fifty or more, banded together 
against wind, soaking up winter sunshine.

I released the dog.

The rush of his body through frozen field grass
set the gulls to flight. They arose, as one, then split 
into two bands of wings beating in a frenzy of escape.

The instinct to unite is strong. It holds marriages together
to silver-wedding status long past their instinctive ends.
We measure out priceless days in frozen dinners
do our laundry, pay bills, tune each other out
as we tune into the nightly news, our screens, 
anything but each other. 

It’s time to move on now.
Release the gulls.
Release ourselves.













The Weight They Carry

What sadness people shoulder—
Van Gogh sipping absinthe 
to ward off madness—
Woolf, stones in pockets,
wading into the River Ouse—
Plath, head in oven,
cookies and milk ready for
her darling children.

I met a man whose wife bled out 
among autumn leaves, white mittens 
mistaken for a flag, now seeping red.

And dear Emma, childhood
annihilated by her father’s abuse,
is surprised to hear a daughter 
of mine bears a similar burden.

Everywhere, people peruse 
grocery aisles, idle unseen
at traffic lights, pass 
on sidewalks. A veneer 
of coping screens
their pain. 

Will we ever know
the weight they carry
and sometimes drop 
into ripples that flat line 
to calm?

