FROM MEMORIES OF CHILDHOOD

Hd-fashioned cabbage-roses, pink and
warm as a woman's fHesh; blue paling
fences.  Periwinkle and bhird.  Balsams.
Everywlwere, beetles Llike green beads; bees
Black and crange buoiterflies; clover; a
pateh of daksies like a childs pale face,
Saturday morning. Suoburbia.  Someone’s

back-yard.

Suddenly, 1 am ten vears old again, wading
through sgeas of brawn and yellow nasturtioms;
watching sunlight, like water, moving

AT E:J'I-.i'-'-l"r}' Zrdss. '[-.'-]imht'ng camphor-laure]
trees, hands scratched and knees.  Sometimes,
falling out of branches. Somersaulting,
Finding the carth, lke a comn, gold

and hard.
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