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The sun had made its turn toward fall, 

had finished with the tan on his thin arms, 

the golden shock of hair, 

and sent his thoughts to football 

for his second year, 

smiling in the halls, 

even to the freshmen who couldn’t find their way 

to lockers and the classrooms where they wondered 

what the world was all about; 

he seemed to know already, 

that crooked smirk, the nod, 

the walk that seemed to know where it was bound. 

 

He’d be seventy today 

and who knows what, 

where, how far he might have gone 

if only he had not looked back, 

lost his step forever 

and ended like that summer 

in the shadow of the turning sun. 

  



the bike on which I learned to ride 

 

we found it in a corner of my uncle’s barn, 

dusted with the hay and days 

forgotten like the sun 

rusted next to rakes and shovels 

set there when their work was done, 

abandoned for some other carpet ride, 

 

the creaking-wheeled redeemer of a soul 

that needed sending to the streets 

to seek its balance, 

bought with bloodied knees and feet 

until its liberation came 

and went 

at least as far as I could pedal, 

as far as passing sun would let me see 
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