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Some things
you know all your life.They are so simple and true
they must be said withoutelegance,meter,andrhyme,
they must be laid on the table beside the salt shaker,
the glass of water, the absence of light gathering
in the shadows of picture frames, they must be
naked and alone, they must stand for themselves.
My friend Henri and | arrived at this together in 1965
before | went away, before he began to kill himself,
and the two of us to betray our love. Can you taste
what I'm saying? It is onions or potatoes, a pinch
of simple salt, the wealth of melting butter, it is obvious,
it stays in the back of your throat like a truth
you never uttered because the time was always wrong,
it stays there for the rest of your life, unspoken,
made of that dirt we call earth, the metal we call salt,
in a form we have no words for,and you live on it.
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1- Philip Levine 2- Wayne State University 3- Detroit 4- On the Edge
5- Not This Pig  6- University of Iowa 7- Robert Lowell 8- John
Berryman 9- Jones Fellowship 10- Stanford University 11- California
State University in Fresno 12- Columbia 13- Princeton 4-Brown
15- Berkeley 16- NYU 17- Tufts 18- Paul Gray 19- David Baker
20-The Simple Truth 21-The Bread of time: Toward an Autobiography
22-Yvor Winters 23- Breath 24- News of the World
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