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I’m Nobody! Who are you?
Are you – Nobody – too?
Then there’s a pair of  us?
Don’t tell! they’d advertise – you know!

How dreary – to be – Somebody!
How public – like a Frog –
To tell one’s name – the livelong June –
To an admiring Bog!

— Emily Dickinson (1830-1886)

Hymn to Lota

Close, close all night 
the lovers keep. 
They turn together, 
in their sleep, 

close as two pages 
in a book 
that read each other 
in the dark. 

Each knows all 
the other knows, 
learned by heart 
from head to toes.

—Elizabeth Bishop (1911-1979)

Travel

The railroad track is miles away,
 And the day is loud with voices speaking,
Yet there isn’t a train goes by all day
 But I hear its whistle shrieking.

All night there isn’t a train goes by,
 Though the night is still for sleeping and dreaming,
But I see its cinders red on the sky,
 And hear its engine steaming.

My heart is warm with friends I make,
 And better friends I’ll not be knowing;
Yet there isn’t a train I wouldn’t take,
 No matter where it’s going.

— Edna St. Vincent Mllay, 1919

IS LOVE

Midwives and winding sheets
know birthing is hard
and dying is mean
and living’s a trial in between.

Why do we journey, muttering
like rumors among the stars?
Is a dimension lost?
Is it love?

—Maya Angelou, I Shall Not Be Moved (1990)
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DusT of snow

The way a crow
Shook down on me
The dust of  snow
From a hemlock tree

Has given my heart
A change of  mood
And saved some part
Of  a day I had rued.

—Robert Frost, 1923

maggie and milly and molly and may
went down to the beach(to play one day)

and maggie discovered a shell that sang
so sweetly she couldn’t remember her troubles,and

milly befriended a stranded star
whose rays five languid fingers were;

and molly was chased by a horrible thing
which raced sideways while blowing bubbles:and

may came home with a smooth round stone
as small as a world and as large as alone.

For whatever we lose(like a you or a me)
it’s always ourselves we find in the sea

—E. E. Cummings, 1956

The look

Strephon kissed me in the spring,
Robin in the fall,
But Colin only looked at me
And never kissed at all.

Strephon’s kiss was lost in jest,
Robin’s lost in play,
But the kiss in Colin’s eyes
Haunts me night and day.

—Sara Teasdale, 1915

The CrossroaDs

This is the place it happened. It was here.
You might not know it was unless you knew.
All day the cars blow past and disappear.
This is the place it happened. It was here.
Look at the sparkling dust, the oily smear.
Look at the highway marker, still askew.
This is the place it happened. It was here.
You might not know it was unless you knew.

— Joshua Mehigan, 2011
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