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DENISE LEVERTOV

I thought I had found 2 swan
but it was a migrating snow-goose:

I thought I was linked invisibly t0 another’s life

but I found myself more alone with him than without him.

I thought I had found a fire )
but it was the play of light on QR stonas.

I thought I was wounded to the core
but I was only bruised.
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Ere long you too

The days fly
will grow old.
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7 O YOUTH
JOHN WEAVER

This [ say to you: C .

Be arrogant! Be true!

True to April’s lust that sings

Through your veins. These sharp Springs
Matter most . . . After years

Will be time enough to sleep - - -
Carefulness . . . and tears . . .

Now while life is raw and new,

Drink it clear, drink it deep!

Let the moonlight’s lunacy

Tear away your cautions.

Be proud, and mad, and young, and free!
Grasp a comet! Kick at stars

Laughingly! Fight! Dare!

Never fear, Age will catch you,
Slow you down, ere it i you
To your long and solemn quiet . - -
What will matter then the riot
Of the lilacs in the wind?
What will mean—then—the crush
Of lips at hours when birds hush?
Purple, green and flame will end
In a calm, gray blend.
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