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Chalice Wine 
If   






I could, I would








cross a dozen borders





to be with woods 






I once knew. If I could







I would swim swollen rivers







to be where skies and a pair









of eyes are the same









        shade of blue, where 




you
            and I would never know 







   what it means to be apart, or








to seal within a letter




the better half 





of a heart. Could 




I but have a second chance





to love a mother gone, could






I but see that dew-eyed glance 







with eyes that knew this distant dawn 








and saw by its orphan light, I would

cherish a love taken for granted 





whose plums I left unpicked 






to perish in the wrinkles







of wise regrets. Now would I





grasp that summer peach







that is, alas, beyond my reach, that








sweetens the ground in which it rots, 









and teaches me to drink






regrets to the dregs







in stout, bitter draughts. Had I



but understood the certainty




      of being torn apart, had I




         felt then the finality






that daily schools my savage heart







then would I have loved as I was able








to the fullest measure of what I feel





instead of leaving love on the table






with a crust of regret 






to nibble for a daily meal. Yet,



what I chanced upon from your past 





softens the daily bread of regret






as if with a gulp of chalice wine. Though  







our time together be forever bathed in sorrow, 





in a far field of yesterday
 we finally meet at last by 
the dawn light
 of a stolen 

tomorrow.

