


Spring, Passover, Anniversary, In That Order 

You haven't changed, you weigh the same, 

look the san1e. Yes, age, gray, the usual 

way bones lose their heft and shrink 

a little. Otherwise, hard and soft still. 

Two exceptions: you didn't have a 

n1oustache then; you didn't have a 

scar fro1n the hollow in your neck 

to the bottom of your rib cage. 

But I've changed, haven't I? A new 

shape every ten years or so, I've been 

thin ,vith smoke and deprivation, 

bland and round as a jar, hair short, 

clothes sleek, I've followed every fad, 
sat at the feet of gurus, pursued mystics, 

fallen in love ,vith analysts, soul 
hungry. I begin to know me, 

but who are we? Maypole and 

dancer, North Star and seeker? Once 

my poems ,vere so obscure, I 

,vrote them on graph paper. Those who 

understood them didn't, and those 

who didn't, did. I hid desire like an 

afikomen on Passover, the seder incomplete 

until a child found the missing piece. 

I dream a young girl comes to me and tells me 

who she is. She always knew. I chose you 

thirty-two years ago, myself hidden from self 

like the sons in the story too insufficient 

to ask the question, too sitnple to call it 
love, too ·wicked to admit it. 

The wise child hides behind the door, 

listens to the voices, plots her life. 

- Florence Weinberger












































































































































































































































































