
Volume 11
Issue 3 Spring Article 27

3-15-1992

The Man When He Has Grown Old: A Love Poem
for My Husband
M. Luhra Tivis

Follow this and additional works at: https://dc.swosu.edu/westview

This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by the Journals at
SWOSU Digital Commons. It has been accepted for inclusion in Westview
by an authorized administrator of SWOSU Digital Commons. For more
information, please contact phillip.fitzsimmons@swosu.edu.

Recommended Citation
Tivis, M. Luhra (1992) "The Man When He Has Grown Old: A Love Poem for My Husband," Westview: Vol. 11 : Iss. 3 , Article 27.
Available at: https://dc.swosu.edu/westview/vol11/iss3/27

https://dc.swosu.edu/westview?utm_source=dc.swosu.edu%2Fwestview%2Fvol11%2Fiss3%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://dc.swosu.edu/westview?utm_source=dc.swosu.edu%2Fwestview%2Fvol11%2Fiss3%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://dc.swosu.edu/westview/vol11?utm_source=dc.swosu.edu%2Fwestview%2Fvol11%2Fiss3%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://dc.swosu.edu/westview/vol11/iss3?utm_source=dc.swosu.edu%2Fwestview%2Fvol11%2Fiss3%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://dc.swosu.edu/westview/vol11/iss3/27?utm_source=dc.swosu.edu%2Fwestview%2Fvol11%2Fiss3%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://dc.swosu.edu/westview?utm_source=dc.swosu.edu%2Fwestview%2Fvol11%2Fiss3%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://dc.swosu.edu/westview/vol11/iss3/27?utm_source=dc.swosu.edu%2Fwestview%2Fvol11%2Fiss3%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:phillip.fitzsimmons@swosu.edu
https://www.swosu.edu/?utm_source=dc.swosu.edu%2Fwestview%2Fvol11%2Fiss3%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://www.swosu.edu/?utm_source=dc.swosu.edu%2Fwestview%2Fvol11%2Fiss3%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages


INTER-RELATIONSHIPS

THE MAN WHEN HE HAS CROWN OLD: 
A LOVE POEM FOR MY HUSBAND

by M. Luhra Tivis

The man with leaves in his hair 
walks by;
his shirt is gray; there's 
a marigold stuck in his button­
hole.
Paisley patches on his elbows 
clash with
Irish tweed. There are no birds— 
the wood
is quiet, but for the footsteps of 
the man with leaves in his hair. 
He pauses to light his weed, 
breathes in
a deep breath, and holds. He 
loves
the autumn and the growing 
herbs.
The light in his eyes is gold; he 
dreams
in the filtered light of the wood; 
he
dreams of the light in her eyes. 
Smoke
wreathes his face; he knocks the 
ash to the moss— 
the smoke breathes slowly out 
and dissipates. ■

illustration by Mongo Allen
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