Magnolia

The white bloom of magnolia
Could not hide your scent, or

Bring to bear more beauty

Than that of your elegant stride,

The bloom of your aging eyes.

I could sit by you for hours and days,

Let the summer come, summer fade,

Postpone everything but time with you,
Time with you that opens a bloom

At the tip of every branch, time that

Becomes leaves hard and golden

Scattered on the earth in winter

And I will be there, still, my back

Leaned against your back, our 

Changing forms filled with flowers, 
Filled with love, with sweet, all-encompassing.

