
You may have imagined this, or dreamed it,

how you somehow fell from its warm embrace

or slipped past its watchful eye.

Now lost and alone, you wander the world

like a stranger without a home. Or,

you peer wistfully into the windows of

other lives, convinced that they have somehow

been given the secret you were denied, the

rules of engagement, or the laws of attraction

or some well-thumbed book that reveals

for anyone who can read it, just how

to be held in the luminous embrace of love.

It doesn’t even have to be with someone, 

a pet will do, or a theory, or a cause 

or even a job. The books fly off the shelves

that promise contentment and delight

in this very life. What is your story of 

the cunning betrayal, the absolute loss,

the one that got away? How you have tried

and tried but still somehow you have 

been forsaken and abandoned. 

Will no one come for you? 

Trembling and bereft you hardly dare cry out,

This is not what I came here for!

It seems an open confession that can only frighten

others, and drive them even farther away,

an admission of your crushed and crushing defeat. 

This morning I woke up early  in my sister’s house,

we had stayed up late talking and 

I was afraid to wake her to drive me to the airport.

But she leapt up brightly, rings of fatigue around her eyes,

and reassured me that she would come right back to bed

when I was off. Her endearing gift is to make 

the great inconveniences I inflict upon her

seem like blessings: refusing my offer to take the train, 

she says, we’ll have more time to talk

in the car! The night before, she and I sat together 

for our portraits—her idea, again, 

while my son, with professional care,

adjusted the lights, the flash umbrella, the special  

large format camera, and playfully joked us

into laughter. I don’t know where the tears

came from, or even when they started until

he asked, do you want a tissue? 

And I could not explain it, the tears would

not stop, you can probably see them 

still glistening there in images I know

will outlast me, outlast this precious moment,

the moment of meeting and parting and 

all the moments we have shared together. 

Just stop. Pay attention. 

You cannot maintain the blind belief that you 

are lacking, that you are without, 

that you alone have been somehow disconnected 

from the unremitting,

timeless, and boundless infinity of love. 

There is no escape; you are

awash in it, a shipwrecked sailor

on an open sea. 

Trapped in the boundless infinity 

of love
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