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Snout

In the 70’s, when | shared a house

two of my roommates

came back from Maine with a box that grunted.
We fixed up a place in the basement.

I don’t remember where we got the straw.

What | remember most about lvan was his snout.

He shoved hard against your hand.
You felt the pressure of another mind,
the close work

of scrutiny.

Everything was new for him.

He snouted his way

into contact with the world,

a physical intelligence

both pushy and discerning.
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Now, in my sixties,

I'm slowly losing my sight.

Glaucoma, mainly.

| could use some of that exploratory

and delicate

physical intelligence.

| think of my old roommate,

his snout out ahead of him,

puzzling

against the next thing he needed to know.





