Looking Back




by J. Weintraub

“Embrace it," he said, “like a lover’s kiss

or your child when he throws his arms

‘round your neck to climb safe from harm.

Inhale it,” he said, “like the perfumed mists

of winter melting into early spring,

and read it like a poem’s secret turns

whose meanings once disclosed are sure to bring

you truths forever. Hold it close and learn

from its touch before it disappears

like the taste of summer banquets years

ago and like the rhythms of yesterday’s dance.”

You should have held him closer when given the chance.

You should have listened when he said, his voice so low

you hardly heard his words, “Don’t let this moment go.”
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