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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)

Beale Street

The dream is vague
And all confused
With dice and women
And jazz and booze.

The dream is vague,
Without a name,
Yet warm and wavering
And sharp as flame.

The loss
Of  the dream
Leaves nothing
The same.

— Langston Hughes, Selected Poems (1959)

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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The Shirt

The shirt touches his neck
and smoothes over his back.
It slides down his sides.
It even goes down below his belt—
down into his pants.
Lucky shirt.

—Jane Kenyon, From Room to Room (1978)
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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 fog

The fog comes
on little cat feet.

It sits looking
over harbor and city
on silent haunches
and then moves on.

—Carl Sandburg,  Chicago Poems (1916)

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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