Love No Season Knows
- for Mike

They call me May and you December,

but who says we can’t teach the old cliché
new tricks, can’t have some fun and flip

the seasons’ script? Who says we can’t nay-say
the nayers and nix the windvane’s warnings?

Let’s trip the circuit of the astral spheres,
trade youth and age, swap his-and-hers,

and laugh while Galileo spins his gears.

I'll be the Jack Frost to your Freya,

the rimy solstice to your equinox.
You’'ll be the hive queen to my magi,

the foxglove seedling to my silver fox.
We’ll mine-for-yours our cardinal points

around the lunar plane, and yours-for-mine
our sexes and our sextants’ measures

across the axis mundi’s measureless line.

I'll need your skies to turn me vernal,

and you’ll need mine to spread an arctic ache
through you, the burn of northern gusts

and early dark. If bearded bards can shake
the darling buds of May, loot lilacs

bloom’d in dooryard bushes, I can too.
I’ll weave my beard with lilac loot,

send shivers through the darling buds of you.

Vivaldi won’t believe his ears

when we remix the ciclo stagionale,
the pizzicato of my blizzard

in tempo with your danza pastorale.
We'll rattle Kepler when we turn

the tables on his planetary laws,
stun Solomon when we refuse

to let Ecclesiastes give us pause.

If there’s a time for everything,

it’s time to set the actuaries straight.
I’ll be the been-around-the-block

to your new-kid-in-town, the better-late-
than-never to your beginner’s luck.

I'll puff cigars in my Big Poppa chair
while you sit bright-eyed at my feet,

the bushy-tailed to my no-worse-for-wear.



If age is just a number, the years

between my Abelard and your Heloise,
your Jo and my Professor Bhaer,

your Adah and my Dumas (pere, not fils)
add up to nil, same as the sum

that spans my Jean Valjean and your Cosette,
my Colonel and your Marianne,

my Dumas (fils, not pere) and your Henriette.

If time’s the subtle thief of youth,
as Milton claims, and Eliot’s on point
that old men ought to be explorers,
then why not let my Milton case the joint
and thieve your youth with stolen kisses,
my Eliot explore your unmapped reaches?
If Byron’s right that old wine’s sweet,
and Donne’s not being preachy when he preaches

that love no season knows nor clime,

then why not let my Byron pour too much
of his sweet vintage in your glass,

my Donne defy the seasons with his touch?
We'll toss the compass, cross our crosswinds,

cut loose our rills and fluvials from their tether
to the moon, reverse our cutrrents,

as if the more we wear each other’s weather

the less we’ll see the shadow inching

hour by hour around the sundial’s face.
We'll tilt our inlets, flux our tangents,

as if our latitudes aren’t fixed in place.
I'll be the dogsled to your dogwood,

the cabin fever to your fever grass.
You'll be the catkin to my crocus,

the sunrise service to my midnight mass,

as if your nights aren’t growing longer
against the leeward of my lengthening days.
I'll be the polestar to your maypole,
the snowy poplar to your pupal phase,
as if our cosmic cosplay means
that poets can be taken at their words.
You’ll be the cowslip to my cold snap,
the upstream salmon to my southbound birds,



as if the years won’t migrate us

so far apart I'll lose your tidal drifts.
Come watch me shed my arcs and eddies

while I strip off your straits, our seismic shifts
and strata scattered on the floor,

and hold me like the earth’s ellipse depends
on nothing but the disbelief

your body lying next to mine suspends.

- Caitlin Doyle



