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Neighbor, I Can Still Recall

Neighbor from the village, I can still recall
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The white house where we lived, at peace, though it was small;
Its old Pomona, and its Venus effigies

Hiding plaster limbs in puny stands of trees;

The evening sun, magnificent and dripping, too,

Behind the window, where his sheaf was breaking, who

Appeared to contemplate, with great and widened eye,

Our long and silent dinners, from the curious sky,

To spread the lovely light of candles in a swath

Across the drapes of serge and frugal tablecloth.



The Owls

Beneath the shelter of black yews,
The owls keep tidy, each some odd,
Extraordinary, red-eyed god.

With darting looks, they muse.

There they will stand, and never stir,
Until that hour of discontent
In which, the sun pushed at a bent,

The darkness will occur.

Their attitude towards the wise
Communicates necessity
To shun this world’s activity,

The fall, the sink, the rise.

The man made drunk by passing traces
0f shadow pays a penalty

For having wanted to trade places.
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