
A Man 
 
'Living a life'- 
the beauty of deep lines 
dug in your cheeks. 
 
The years gather by sevens 
to fashion you. They are blind, 
but you are not blind. 
 
Their blows resound, 
they are deaf, those laboring 
daughters of the Fates, 
 
but you are not deaf, 
you pick out 
your own song from the uproar 
 
line by line, 
and at last throw back 
your head and sing it. 
 
-- Denise Levertov           
     


