
1 
 

After Making Love We Hear Footsteps, Galway Kinnell  

 

For I can snore like a bullhorn 
or play loud music 
or sit up talking with any reasonably sober Irishman 
and Fergus will only sink deeper 
into his dreamless sleep, which goes by all in one flash,    
but let there be that heavy breathing 
or a stifled come-cry anywhere in the house 
and he will wrench himself awake 
and make for it on the run—as now, we lie together, 
after making love, quiet, touching along the length of our bodies,    
familiar touch of the long-married, 
and he appears—in his baseball pajamas, it happens, 
the neck opening so small he has to screw them on— 
and flops down between us and hugs us and snuggles himself to sleep, 
his face gleaming with satisfaction at being this very child. 
 
In the half darkness we look at each other 
and smile 
and touch arms across this little, startlingly muscled body— 
this one whom habit of memory propels to the ground of his making, 
sleeper only the mortal sounds can sing awake, 
this blessing love gives again into our arms. 
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One Hundred Love Sonnets: XVII, by Pablo Neruda, Translated by Mark Eisner  

 

I don’t love you as if you were a rose of salt, topaz,    

or arrow of carnations that propagate fire:    

I love you as one loves certain obscure things,    

secretly, between the shadow and the soul. 

 

I love you as the plant that doesn’t bloom but carries    

the light of those flowers, hidden, within itself,    

and thanks to your love the tight aroma that arose    

from the earth lives dimly in my body. 

 

I love you without knowing how, or when, or from where,    

I love you directly without problems or pride: 

I love you like this because I don’t know any other way to love, 

except in this form in which I am not nor are you,    

so close that your hand upon my chest is mine,    

so close that your eyes close with my dreams. 
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Fragment 16, Sappho 

Some say a force of horsemen, some say infantry 

and others say a fleet of ships is the loveliest 

thing on the dark earth, but I say it is 

the one you love 

  

It is altogether simple to make this understood 

since she whose beauty outmatched all, 

Helen, left her husband 

a most noble man 

  

And went sailing to Troy 

Without a thought for her child and dear parents 

[Love] made her completely insane 

And led her astray 

  

This reminds me of absent Anactoria 

  

I would rather watch her lovely walk 
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and see the shining light of her face 

than Lydian chariots followed by 

infantrymen in arms 
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WE TWO, HOW LONG WE WERE FOOL'D, Walt Whitman 
 

WE two, how long we were fool'd, 
Now transmuted, we swiftly escape as Nature escapes, 
We are Nature, long have we been absent, but now we return, 
We become plants, trunks, foliage, roots, bark, 
We are bedded in the ground, we are rocks, 
We are oaks, we grow in the openings side by side, 
We browse, we are two among the wild herds spontaneous as 

any, 
We are two fishes swimming in the sea together, 
We are what locust blossoms are, we drop scent around lanes 

mornings and evenings, 
We are also the coarse smut of beasts, vegetables, minerals, 
We are two predatory hawks, we soar above and look down, 
We are two resplendent suns, we it is who balance ourselves orbic 

and stellar, we are as two comets, 
We prowl fang'd and four-footed in the woods, we spring on 

prey, 
We are two clouds forenoons and afternoons driving overhead, 
We are seas mingling, we are two of those cheerful waves rolling 

over each other and interwetting each other, 
We are what the atmosphere is, transparent, receptive, pervious, 

impervious, 
We are snow, rain, cold, darkness, we are each product and 

influence of the globe, 
We have circled and circled till we have arrived home again, we 

two, 
We have voided all but freedom and all but our own joy. 

 

 

 

 


