Autumn Begins in Martins Ferry, Ohio


    —James Wright
In the Shreve High football stadium,
I think of Polacks nursing long beers in Tiltonsville,
And gray faces of Negroes in the blast furnace at Benwood,
And the ruptured night watchman of Wheeling Steel,
Dreaming of heroes.

All the proud fathers are ashamed to go home.
Their women cluck like starved pullets,
Dying for love.

Therefore,
Their sons grow suicidally beautiful
At the beginning of October,
And gallop terribly against each other's bodies.

scar 








     —Lucille Clifton

we will learn

to live together.

i will call you

ribbon of hunger

and desire

empty pocket flap

edge of before and after

and you

what will you call me? 

woman i ride

who cannot throw me

and i will not fall off. 

Talking in Bed 






—Phillip Larkin
Talking in bed ought to be easiest,

Lying together there goes back so far,

An emblem of two people being honest.

Yet more and more time passes silently.

Outside, the wind’s incomplete unrest

Builds and disperses clouds about the sky,

And dark towns heap up on the horizon.

None of this cares for us. Nothing shows why

At this unique distance from isolation

It becomes still more difficult to find

Words at once true and kind,

Or not untrue and not unkind.

Black Sea







—Mark Strand

One clear night while the others slept, I climbed

the stairs to the roof of the house and under a sky

strewn with stars I gazed at the sea, at the spread of it,

the rolling crests of it raked by the wind, becoming

like bits of lace tossed in the air. I stood in the long

whispering night, waiting for something, a sign, the approach

of a distant light, and I imagined you coming closer,

the dark waves of your hair mingling with the sea,

and the dark became desire, and desire the arriving light.

The nearness, the momentary warmth of you as I stood

on that lonely height and watching the slow swells of the sea

break on the shore and turn briefly into glass and disappear … 
Why did I believe you would come out of nowhere? Why with all

that the world offers would you come only because I was here?
Toy Factory






       —Charles Simic
 

 

My mother is here,

And so is my father. 

 

They work the night shift. 

At the end of the assembly line, 

They wind toys

To inspect their springs.

 

Here's a mechanical 

Firing squad. 

They point their rifles.

They lower them. 

 

The condemned man

Falls and gets up,

Falls and gets up.

He wears a plastic blindfold.

 

The china doll gravediggers

Don't work so well.

The spades are too heavy.

The spades are much too heavy. 

 

Perhaps, that's how

It's supposed to be. 

Portrait of My Father as a Young Man   



—Rainer Maria Rilke 
(trans. Stephen Mitchell)
In the eyes: dream. The brow as if it could feel

something far off. Around the lips, a great

freshness—seductive, though there is no smile. 

Under the rows of ornamental braid

on the slim Imperial officer’s uniform: 

the saber’s basket-hilt. Both hands stay

folded upon it, going nowhere, as if they

were the first to grasp the distance and dissolve.

And all the rest so curtained with itself,

so cloudy, that I cannot understand

this figure as it fades into the background—.

Oh quickly disappearing photograph

in my more slowly disappearing hand. 

Wood Splitting






—Samuel Green


Why spend so much 

careful time with the file

on the axe, shaping

the steel to that exact

bevel, & then the rough

stone with oil, honing

& honing & honing,

switching to the fine stone, 

the silkier feel,

then finally the leather

to take away the burr,

when nearly always

I use the heavy maul, 

blunt, clumsy, dull & depending

on a sort of cold fury?
Elegy on Toy Piano





           —Dean Young

You don't need a pony
to connect you to the unseeable
or an airplane to connect you to the sky.

Necessary it is to die
if you are a living thing
which you have no choice about. 

Necessary it is to love to live
and there are many manuals
but in all important ways
one is on one's own. 

You need not cut off your hand.
No need to eat a bouquet.
Your head becomes a peach pit.
Your tongue a honeycomb.

Necessary it is to live to love,
to charge into the burning tower
then charge back out
and necessary it is to die.
Even for the grass, even for the pony 
connecting you to what can't be grasped.

The injured gazelle falls behind the 
herd. One last wild enjambment. 

Because of the sores in his mouth,
the great poet struggles with a dumpling.
His work has enlarged the world
but the world is about to stop including him.
He is the tower the world runs out of.

When something becomes ash,
there's nothing you can do to turn it back.
About this, even diamonds do not lie.
The Kingdom of Heaven




 — Pattiann Rogers


inside of which careen
the wrecked suns of obliterating
stellar furies and smelting quasars
ejecting the seething matter of stars
in piercing shocks wrenching and spewing
blasted flares and ash of incinerated
planets whose roaring eruptions
and scorching thunders, in the slightest
proximity, would boil and melt the ear
to spent char long before those sounds
could ever reach the ear as sound
inside of which exist
the serenities of this fading summer
evening, the motion of wind in slow,
shifting passions down from redcedar
and netleaf, across the easy flight
of creeks and bluegrasses, within
the peace of possibilities created
by a single cricket in his place,
the assurance of blindness behind
my eyes closed on this hillside,
earth pressing against my body
inside of which wheel
fine solar particles and microscopic
constellations issuing and collapsing,
waging transformations, gatherings
and dissolutions through bones and veins,
circling and spinning in pursuits and purposes
with bloody powers and strategies
inside of which is one
deity proven by the faith of sleep
and the imagination to exist throughout
these realms of such measured light
and destruction
Aunt Jennifer’s Tigers
   



 —Adrienne Rich
Aunt Jennifer's tigers prance across a screen,




Bright topaz denizens of a world of green.





They do not fear the men beneath the tree;




They pace in sleek chivalric certainty.





Aunt Jennifer's fingers fluttering through her wool



Find even the ivory needle hard to pull.




The massive weight of Uncle's wedding band




Sits heavily upon Aunt Jennifer's hand.




When Aunt is dead, her terrified hands will lie




Still ringed with ordeals she was mastered by.



The tigers in the panel that she made





Will go on prancing, proud and unafraid.











—E.E. Cummings
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