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Brennende Liebe
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Dearest love:  The roses are in bloom again,

cream and rose, to either side of the brick walk.

I pass among them with my white umbrella

as the sun beats down upon the oval plots like pools

in the grass, willows and the grove

of statuary.  So the days go by.  Fine days

I take my tea beneath the elm

half turned, as though you were beside me saying

Flowers that could take your breath away. . . .

And always on the tray

a rose, and always the sun branded on the river

and the men in summer suits, in linen, and the girls,

their skirts circled in shadow. . . .  Last night

I dreamed that you did not return.

Today is fair.  The little maid filled a silver bowl

shaped like a swan with roses for my bedside,

with the dark red they call Brennende Liebe,

which I find so beautiful.

The Apple Trees
Your son presses against me

his small intelligent body.

I stand beside his crib

as in another dream

you stood among trees hung

with bitten apples

holding our your arms.

I did not move

but saw the air dividing

into panes of color—at the very last

I raised him to the window saying

See what you have made
and counted out the whittled ribs,

the heart on its blue stalk

as from among the trees

the darkness issued:

In the dark room your son sleeps.

The walls are green, the walls

are spruce and silence.

I wait to see how he will leave me.

Already on his hand the map appears

as though you carved it there,

the dead fields, women rooted to the river.

The Letters
It is night for the last time.

For the last time your hands

gather on my body.

Tomorrow it will be autumn.

We will sit together on the balcony

watching the dry leaves drift over the village

like the letters we will burn,

one by one, in our separate houses.

Such a quiet night.

Only your voice murmuring

You're wet, you want to
and the child

sleeps as though he were not born.

In the morning it will be autumn.

We will walk together in the small garden

among stone benches and the shrubs

still sheeted in mist

like furniture left for a long time.

Look how the leaves drift in the darkness.

We have burned away

all that was written on them.

