Tercets for Romeo
the balcony has many roses

laid there by doves

and ironsmiths with precise fire.

she has dark hair that understandably

could be confused with storm

approaching in the western sky.

almonds in her palms,

orioles where her eyes would be,

her ears in need of the dew of song.

and you with a round-back mandolin,

long leather coat and high

leather boots—sing now, sing now.

he hand is white as an asphodel and

can only reach so far—the rest

is up to you.

reach for an apple, learn the curves

of a pear from spain, drum upon

a goat-skin seer. see her.

as the night falls and blackens the sky,

bringing out the beautiful stars

lighting up that sky,

you revel in the paradox, the paradise,

the Pandora’s box, this love;

and note how the stars, having

incorporated her into their constellations,

have stopped moving…
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