With the same melody, and opted so
A Blank To educate, permit, guide, feed, keep warm,
And love a child to be adopted, though

The child was still a blank then on a form.
The year of griefs being through, they had to merge :

In one la§t grief, with one last property: , The blank was flesh now, running on its nerve,
To view itself like loosened cloud lose edge, ; This fair-topped organism dense with charm,
And pull apart, and leave a voided sky. Its braided muscle grabbing what would serve,

His countering pull, his own devoted arm.

Watching Victorian porches through the glass,
From the 6 bus, I caught sight of a friend
Stopped on a corner-kerb to let us pass,

A four-year-old blond child tugging his hand,
Which tug he held against with a slight smile.
I knew the smile from certain passages

Two years ago, thus did not know him well,
Since they took place in my bedroom and his.

A sturdy-looking admirable young man.
He said ‘I chose to do this with my life.’
Casually met he said it of the plan

He undertook without a friend or wife.

Now visibly tugged upon by his decision,
Wayward and eager. So this was his son!
What I admired about his self-permission
Was that he turned from nothing he had done,
Or was, or had been, even while he transposed
The expectations he took out at dark

_— Of Eros playing, features undisclosed —~
Into another pitch, where he might work
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