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Something for a Friend at Sea

Sentient in a ship’s bow I see you,
Beautiful and grave you bulk
Beneath the stars,

Motionless

In the movement of the sea,

Pent on the rush-gush-slide of splitting waves.

Again, I see you

Sentient

On your watch.

Legs spread, feet planted, throat full of joy.
Up, up

You gaze.

The moon

Agazing down,

Casts silver pallor on your bronzéd brow.

You sing!

I'm with you, see?
I see you thus

And glory with you in your solitude.

Sitting alone in this night-lighted park,
Watching the play of brown half-naked youths
Arclighted on the lawn —

Fantastic sight,

Exotic elsewhere seen —

I hear the city mumble of desires

Yet frustrate but soon sated for them all.
I feel the teem and tumult and delight
Of this man-glutted world, —

And am alone,

Somehow with you.

Are you with me in this so-sultry dark
Or I with you with salt wind in my head?
How are two so together when apart?

Luther Allen.
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