Maine Light

(For Howard)

From the trail I see the last yellow glow
of evening set on a house and 

make its walls and windows blaze, but
to one side the shadow of leaves

cluster in dim patterns. All this
as the cove’s broad spit of sand lies

exposed and narrow. You
and I sit and watch, beside each other, as 

the whole sky fades and night makes
its approach in swirls of aqua waves 

and by degrees darkness
descends. The air’s still warm with summer

and I smell the scent
of the inland woods. Years we have 

lived in a city busy with 
plans, having known friends

we closely loved and then had die. The inlet 
is now momentary green, 

lined by tall marsh reeds. 
The water rushes in covering its paleness.
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