Rolling clouds, a book of Stieglitz photos

I look out the UC Berkeley Morrison Library window

and notice that the sky is becoming

overcast.  Gray-purple clouds fly overhead.

I put the poetry magazines

back in the stack, then turn

and walk across the thick rug

toward the library door.  It is

time.  I notice on a long table

on my right a flat row of large books.

I glance without purpose across the titles

and front jackets.  I am ready to leave but

the Stieglitz book cover photo catches my eye,

a very large book of his photos.

I open it at random.  Here, this face

looks like a poet friend of mine from

San Francisco.  1911 says the

caption.  My stomach is suddenly

unsettled.  Here's an exquisite

photo of a woman I loved for a moment

in passing on the street just the other day.

1916, it says.  Another, a photo -- myself in

another guise, mustache, straw hat at a rakish angle, small

round black-rimmed glasses, eyes looking directly into

the lens.  The caption: 1918.  My body remembers

my first rollercoaster ride in St. Louis the moment

the car in front pitches over the first peak.  The

people are screaming ahead as, arms waving, hair flying,

they disappear.  I close the book and move silently, quickly

across the library to the hall door.  I come out

the door and, for a moment, sense I am in 

the hallway of my old University of Illinois

library, years ago.  I head for the 

comfortable undergraduate library I remember

directly across the hall.  But the hall becomes

the present and the door across the hall clearly leads,

the sign says, to the Map Room where the lights are

bright and beam out the clear glass panel of that door.

Heels ticking on the white and gray marble, I wander

the halls, glance at an exhibit enumerating the causes

of deterioration of library books.  It features a beautiful

18th century manuscript from which an anonymous time-robber 

has snipped all the pictures out.  I head quickly out the main doors.  

Outside, as I begin walking along deep green paths toward my yellow car, 

I see huge pearl-gray clouds rolling, rolling in the air. 

