ROBERT CHIARITO c.w. BUCKLEY What's that place you see?

Is it far? Is it real?
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Move to one side, will you?
I thought I saw it scamper
past the window

right behind me

Objects in that mirror

are closer than they appear
so keep your hands and feet

inside, OK?

Whatever it is, we moved away
from it, see? So it looks

strange now to everyone, depending
on what we fear

But it recks of the past

That’s what gives it away
Belittling silence, for instance, in
Dad’s beery voice

Or for those with no choice

at all, the coyote’s metal heat, boiling
hope till it’s gone, like the water

that didn’t last

Keep looking. Remember the reason
we all left. Don’t let anyone

settle for less, or make

theirs an idol

Above, and beside all

is that place, calling beneath
and always for you, that only
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we can enter

but whole, and loved, and finally just, now

it makes me yours, you mine
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