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Poems India's Care Package for 2022

Every year brings with itself its own bag of experiences, little
marbles of different emotions shuffled anew everyday. And often, art
IS the best company to seek. When there is no one to speak to,
poetry is the only one who listens and while people are hard to find,
language always sits on the front porch, under the windchime
waiting for you to open the door.

We, in this little endeavour, have put together bouquets of poetry in
contrast to every emotion, so when you need someone to lean
against, let them share the bed with you. From something to read
with your morning cup of coffee to your last sip of wine, from poems
that feel like a hug to those that help you to pass through the tunnel
of grief. The various events that await you under the roof of 2022,
hiding like kids under beds and tables, to leap at you out of thin air,
are no longer to be faced alone. Our curated picks of finest poetry
will walk with you at every turn of the road.
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read when yOu are in love



Sonnet by Neil Gaiman

| don’t think that I’'ve been in love as such,
Although | liked a few folk pretty well.

Love must be vaster than my smiles or touch.
For brave men died and empires rose and fell
For love, girls follow boys to foreign lands.

And men have followed women into hell.

In plays and poems someone understands,

There’s something makes us more than blood and bone,
And more than biological demands.

For me love’s like the wind unseen, unknown.

| see the trees are bending where it's been.

| know that it leaves wreckage where it's blown.

| really don’t know what | love you means.

| think it means don’t leave me here alone.



Dear P. by Victoria Chang

Someone will love you many will love

you many will brother you some of these
loves will bother you some will leave you
one might haunt you  huntyou in your
sleep make you weep the tearless kind of
weep the kind of weep that drowns your
organs slowly there are little oars in your body
little boats grab onto them and row and row
someone will tellyou  no but you won’'t know
he is right until you have already wrung your
own heart dry your hands dripping knives until
you have already reached your hands into his
body and put them through his heart loveis

the only thing that isnot an argument



Flowers by Anne Michaels

There's another skin inside my skin

that gathers to your touch, a lake to the light;
that looses its memory, its lost language

into your tongue,

erasing me into newness.

Just when the body thinks it knows
the ways of knowing itself,

this second skin continues to answer.

In the street - café chairs abandoned

on terraces; market stalls emptied

of their solid light,

though pavement still breathes

summer grapes and peaches.

Like the light of anything that grows

from this newly-turned earth,

every tip of me gathers under your touch,
wind wrapping my dress around our legs,

your shirt twisting to flowers in my fists.



For What Binds Us by Jane Hirshfield

There are names for what binds us:
strong forces, weak forces.

Look around, you can see them:

the skin that forms in a half-empty cup,
nails rusting into the places they join,
joints dovetailed on their own weight.
The way things stay so solidly
wherever they've been set down—

and gravity, scientists say, is weak.

And see how the flesh grows back
across a wound, with a great vehemence,
more strong

than the simple, untested surface before.
There's a name for it on horses,

when it comes back darker and raised: proud flesh,

as all flesh,
Is proud of its wounds, wears them
as honors given out after battle,

small triumphs pinned to the chest—



And when two people have loved each other
see how it is like a

scar between their bodies,

stronger, darker, and proud;

how the black cord makes of them a single fabric

that nothing can tear or mend.



What | Didn't Know Before by Ada Limén

What | Didn't Know Before

was how horses simply give birth to other
horses. Not a baby by any means, not

a creature of liminal spaces, but a four-legged
beast hellbent on walking, scrambling after
the mother. A horse gives way to another
horse and then suddenly there are two horses,
just like that. That’s how | loved you. You,

off the long train from Red Bank carrying

a coffee as big as your arm, a bag with two
computers swinging in it unwieldily at your
side. | remember we broke into laughter
when we saw each other. What was between
us wasn'’t a fragile thing to be coddled, cooed

over. It came out fully formed, ready to run.



Snow and Dirty Rain by Richard Siken

Close your eyes. A lover is standing too close

to focus on. Leave me blurry and fall toward me

with your entire body. Lie under the covers, pretending

to sleep, while I'm in the other room. Imagine

my legs crossed, my hair combed, the shine of my boots

in the slatted light. I'm thinking My plant, his chair,

the ashtray that we bought together. I'm thinking This is where
we live. When we were little we made houses out of
cardboard boxes. We can do anything. It's not because

our hearts are large, they're not, it's what we

struggle with. The attempt to say Come over. Bring

your friends. It's a potluck, I'm making pork chops, I'm making
those long noodles you love so much. My dragonfly,

my black-eyed fire, the knives in the kitchen are singing

for blood, but we are the crossroads, my little outlaw,

and this is the map of my heart, the landscape

after cruelty which is, of course, a garden, which is

a tenderness, which is a room, a lover saying Hold me



tight, it's getting cold. We have not touched the stars,
nor are we forgiven, which brings us back

to the hero's shoulders and the gentleness that comes,
not from the absence of violence, but despite

the abundance of it. The lawn drowned, the sky on fire,
the gold light falling backward through the glass

of every room. I'll give you my heart to make a place

for it to happen, evidence of a love that transcends hunger.
Is that too much to expect? That | would name the stars
for you? That | would take you there? The splash

of my tongue melting you like a sugar cube? We've read
the back of the book, we know what's going to happen.
The fields burned, the land destroyed, the lovers left
broken in the brown dirt. And then it's gone.

Makes you sad. All your friends are gone. Goodbye
Goodbye. No more tears. | would like to meet you all

in Heaven. But there's a litany of dreams that happens
somewhere in the middle. Moonlight spilling

on the bathroom floor. A page of the book where we



transcend the story of our lives, past the taco stands

and record stores. Moonlight making crosses

on your body, and me putting my mouth on every one.
We have been very brave, we have wanted to know
the worst, wanted the curtain to be lifted from our eyes.
This dream going on with all of us in it. Penciling in

the bighearted slob. Penciling in his outstretched arms.
Our father who art in Heaven. Our father who art buried
in the yard. Someone is digging your grave right now.
Someone is drawing a bath to wash you clean, he said,
so think of the wind, so happy, so warm. It's a fairy tale,
the story underneath the story, sliding down the polished
halls, lightning here and gone. We make these
ridiculous idols so we can pray to what's behind them,
but what happens after we get up the ladder?

Do we simply stare at what's horrible and forgive it?
Here is the river, and here is the box, and here are

the monsters we put in the box to test our strength



against. Here is the cake, and here is the fork, and here's
the desire to put it inside us, and then the question

behind every question: What happens next?

The way you slam your body into mine reminds me

I'm alive, but monsters are always hungry, darling,

and they're only a few steps behind you, finding
the flaw, the poor weld, the place where we weren't
stitched up quite right, the place they could almost
slip right through if the skin wasn't trying to

keep them out, to keep them here, on the other side
of the theater where the curtain keeps rising.

| crawled out the window and ran into the woods.

| had to make up all the words myself. The way
they taste, the way they sound in the air. | passed
through the narrow gate, stumbled in, stumbled
around for a while, and stumbled back out. | made

this place for you. A place for you to love me.



If this isn't a kingdom then | don't know what is.

So how would you catalog it? Dawn in the fields?
Snow and dirty rain? Light brought in in buckets?

| was trying to describe the kingdom, but the letters

kept smudging as | wrote them: the hunter's heart,

the hunter's mouth, the trees and the trees and the
space between the trees, swimming in gold. The words
frozen. The creatures frozen. The plum sauce

leaking out of the bag. Explaining will get us nowhere.

| was away, | don't know where, lying on the floor,
pretending | was dead. | wanted to hurt you

but the victory is that | could not stomach it. We have
swallowed him up, they said. It's beautiful. It really is.

| had a dream about you. We were in the gold room
where everyone finally gets what they want.

You said Tell me about your books, your visions made

of flesh and light and | said This is the Moon. This is



the Sun. Let me name the stars for you. Let me take you
there. The splash of my tongue melting you like a sugar
cube... We were in the gold room where everyone
finally gets what they want, so | said What do you

want, sweetheart? and you said Kiss me. Here | am

leaving you clues. | am singing now while Rome

burns. We are all just trying to be holy. My applejack,
my silent night, just mash your lips against me.

We are all going forward. None of us are going back.
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read when you need a hug



Red Brocade by Naomi Shihab Nye

The Arabs used to say,

When a stranger appears at your door,
feed him for three days

before asking who he is,

where he’s come from,

where he's headed.

That way, he’ll have strength

enough to answer.

Or, by then you’ll be

such good friends

you don’t care.

Let’'s go back to that.

Rice? Pine nuts?

Here, take the red brocade pillow.
My child will serve water

to your horse.



No, | was not busy when you came!
| was not preparing to be busy.
That’s the armor everyone put on
to pretend they had a purpose

in the world.

| refuse to be claimed.
Your plate is waiting.
We will snip fresh mint

into your tea.



Small Kindness by Danusha Lameris

I've been thinking about the way, when you walk

down a crowded aisle, people pull in their legs

to let you by. Or how strangers still say “bless you”
when someone sneezes, a leftover

from the Bubonic plague. “Don’t die,” we are saying.
And sometimes, when you spill lemons

from your grocery bag, someone else will help you

pick them up. Mostly, we don’t want to harm each other.
We want to be handed our cup of coffee hot,

and to say thank you to the person handing it. To smile
at them and for them to smile back. For the waitress

to call us honey when she sets down the bowl of clam chowder,
and for the driver in the red pick-up truck to let us pass.
We have so little of each other, now. So far

from tribe and fire. Only these brief moments of exchange.

What if they are the true dwelling of the holy, these



fleeting temples we make together when we say, “Here,

L1 LEAN1]

have my seat,” “Go ahead — you first,” “I like your hat.”



Today We Spoke by Imtiaz Dharker

| needn't have stroked your face.
We knew each other

before fingers.

It could go away quite easily.
Another day you will look at me

and see a wall.

Knowing doesn't make
a straight line.

Another day I'll call
and your voice

will shut the door politely.

There are no guarantees.

Today we woke



In separate countries
to different birds.

Yours sing, mine croak.

Today | broke
a silence.

You cut the blindfolds off my words.
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read when you can"r Sleep



Variation on the Word Sleep by Margaret Atwood

| would like to watch you sleeping,
which may not happen.

| would like to watch you,

sleeping. | would like to sleep

with you, to enter

your sleep as its smooth dark wave

slides over my head

and walk with you through that lucent
wavering forest of bluegreen leaves

with its watery sun & three moons

towards the cave where you must descend,

towards your worst fear

| would like to give you the silver
branch, the small white flower, the one

word that will protect you



from the grief at the center

of your dream, from the grief

at the center. | would like to follow
you up the long stairway

again & become

the boat that would row you back
carefully, a flame

in two cupped hands

to where your body lies

beside me, and you enter

it as easily as breathing in

| would like to be the air
that inhabits you for a moment
only. | would like to be that unnoticed

& that necessary.



Sleeping in the Forest by Mary Oliver

| thought the earth

remembered me, she

took me back so tenderly, arranging

her dark skirts, her pockets

full of lichens and seeds. | slept

as never before, a stone

on the riverbed, nothing

between me and the white fire of the stars
but my thoughts, and they floated

light as moths among the branches

of the perfect trees. All night

| heard the small kingdoms breathing
around me, the insects, and the birds
who do their work in the darkness. All night

| rose and fell, as if in water, grappling



with a luminous doom. By morning
| had vanished at least a dozen times

into something better.
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read when you are
coping Through 10ss
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Death ain't nothin' but a Song by Donte Collins

my mother moved out

of her body decided it

was no longer worthy

it couldn't contain her laughter
she couldn't obey the house
rules of human her spirit

that young & fresh fever wanted
to call the night her dance club
wanted to try on new clothes
stay out later

my mother now wears the world
dresses herself with the tall grass
blushes her cheeks with red clay
she laughs & a forest fire awakens

she laughs & every mountain bows



to her sharp thunder she laughs

and each cicada begins to sing last
night Saint Paul was cloaked in steam:
fog traveled from some distant heat
no, i think you've got it all wrong
someone must have asked my mother

to dance.



When Great Trees Fall by Maya Angelou

When great trees fall,

rocks on distant hills shudder,
lions hunker down

in tall grasses,

and even elephants

lumber after safety.

When great trees fall

in forests,

small things recoil into silence,
their senses

eroded beyond fear.

When great souls die,

the air around us becomes



light, rare, sterile.

We breathe, briefly.

Our eyes, briefly,

see with

a hurtful clarity.

Our memory, suddenly sharpened,
examines,

gnaws on kind words

unsaid,

promised walks

never taken.

Great souls die and

our reality, bound to
them, takes leave of us.
Our souls,

dependent upon their



nurture,

now shrink, wizened.

Our minds, formed

and informed by their

radiance, fall away.

We are not so much maddened

as reduced to the unutterable ignorance of
dark, cold

caves.

And when great souls die,
after a period peace blooms,
slowly and always
irregularly. Spaces fill

with a kind of

soothing electric vibration.
Our senses, restored, never

to be the same, whisper to us.



They existed. They existed.
We can be. Be and be

better. For they existed.



| measure every Grief | meet by Emily Dickinson

| measure every Grief | meet
With narrow, probing, eyes —
| wonder if It weighs like Mine —

Or has an Easier size.

| wonder if They bore it long —
Or did it just begin —
| could not tell the Date of Mine —

It feels so old a pain —

| wonder if it hurts to live —
And if They have to try —
And whether — could They choose between —

It would not be — to die —

| note that Some — gone patient long —

At length, renew their smile —



An imitation of a Light

That has so little Oil —

| wonder if when Years have piled —
Some Thousands — on the Harm —
That hurt them early — such a lapse

Could give them any Balm —

Or would they go on aching still
Through Centuries of Nerve —
Enlightened to a larger Pain —

In Contrast with the Love —

The Grieved — are many — | am told —

There is the various Cause —

Death — is but one — and comes but once —

And only nails the eyes —



There's Grief of Want — and grief of Cold —
A sort they call "Despair" —
There's Banishment from native Eyes —

In sight of Native Air —

And though | may not guess the kind —
Correctly — yet to me
A piercing Comfort it affords

In passing Calvary —

To note the fashions — of the Cross —
And how they're mostly worn —
Still fascinated to presume

That Some — are like my own —



Kindness by Naomi Shihab Nye

Kindness

Before you know what kindness really is
you must lose things,

feel the future dissolve in a moment

like salt in a weakened broth.

What you held in your hand,

what you counted and carefully saved,
all this must go so you know

how desolate the landscape can be
between the regions of kindness.

How you ride and ride

thinking the bus will never stop,

the passengers eating maize and chicken

will stare out the window forever.



Before you learn the tender gravity of kindness

you must travel where the Indian in a white poncho

lies dead by the side of the road.

You must see how this could be you,

how he too was someone

who journeyed through the night with plans

and the simple breath that kept him alive.

Before you know kindness as the deepest thing inside,
you must know sorrow as the other deepest thing.

You must wake up with sorrow.

You must speak to it till your voice

catches the thread of all sorrows

and you see the size of the cloth.

Then it is only kindness that makes sense anymore,



only kindness that ties your shoes

and sends you out into the day to gaze at bread,

only kindness that raises its head

from the crowd of the world to say

It is | you have been looking for,
and then goes with you everywhere

like a shadow or a friend.



In the Shed by Mary Logue

While we are gone,

our neighbor finds

a long-dead buck in our shed,
steeped in snow and wood.

A broken leg took him down
and he found refuge.

The deer that had wandered the hills,
had run in front of a car.

This is the story we make up to
understand how he got there.
It's sad, the part about dying.

It scares us, we want to turn
our faces away, drag the deer
back to the forest.

But there is something else



we should look at—

a small gladness that he found

shelter close to our house,

that he came out of the wind and snow
to curl up near the wood pile.

All deer die.

This one is a testament.
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read when you are having
cO¢fee early in The morning



Invitation by Mary Oliver

Oh do you have time
to linger
for just a little while

out of your busy

and very important day
for the goldfinches
that have gathered

in a field of thistles

for a musical battle,
to see who can sing
the highest note,

or the lowest,

or the most expressive of mirth,

or the most tender?



Their strong, blunt beaks

drink the air

as they strive
melodiously
not for your sake

and not for mine

and not for the sake of winning
but for sheer delight and gratitude —
believe us, they say,

it is a serious thing

just to be alive

on this fresh morning

in the broken world.

| beg of you,



do not walk by
without pausing
to attend to this

rather ridiculous performance.

It could mean something.
It could mean everything.
It could be what Rilke meant, when he wrote:

You must change your life.



| Go Back to the House for a Book by Billy Collins

| turn around on the gravel

and go back to the house for a book,
something to read at the doctor's office,
and while | am inside, running the finger
of inquisition along a shelf,

another me that did not bother

to go back to the house for a book
heads out on his own,

rolls down the driveway,

and swings left toward town,

a ghost in his ghost car,

another knot in the string of time,

a good three minutes ahead of me?

a spacing that will now continue

for the rest of my life.



Sometimes | think | see him

a few people in front of me on a line

or getting up from a table

to leave the restaurant just before | do,
slipping into his coat on the way out the door.
But there is no catching him,

no way to slow him down

and put us back in synch,

unless one day he decides to go back

to the house for something,

but | cannot imagine

for the life of me what that might be.

He is out there always before me,
blazing my trail, invisible scout,
hound that pulls me along,

shade | am doomed to follow,



my perfect double,

only bumped an inch into the future,

and not nearly as well-versed as |
in the love poems of Ovid?
| who went back to the house

that fateful winter morning and got the book.



The Quiet World by Jeffrey Mcdaniel

In an effort to get people to look

into each other’s eyes more,

and also to appease the mutes,

the government has decided

to allot each person exactly one hundred

and sixty-seven words, per day.

When the phone rings, | put it to my ear
without saying hello. In the restaurant
| point at chicken noodle soup.

| am adjusting well to the new way.

Late at night, I call my long distance lover,
proudly say | only used fifty-nine today.

| saved the rest for you.



When she doesn’t respond,

| know she’s used up all her words,
so | slowly whisper | love you
thirty-two and a third times.

After that, we just sit on the line

and listen to each other breathe.



The Traveling Onion by Naomi Shihab Nye

When | think how far the onion has traveled
just to enter my stew today, | could kneel and praise
all small forgotten miracles,

crackly paper peeling on the drainboard,

pearly layers in smooth agreement,

the way the knife enters onion

and onion falls apart on the chopping block,

a history revealed.

And | would never scold the onion

for causing tears.

It is right that tears fall

for something small and forgotten.

How at meal, we sit to eat,

commenting on texture of meat or herbal aroma

but never on the translucence of onion,



now limp, now divided,

or its traditionally honorable career:
For the sake of others,

disappear.



Welcome Morning by Anne Sextion

There is joy

in all:

in the hair | brush each morning,

in the Cannon towel, newly washed,
that | rub my body with each morning,
in the chapel of eggs | cook

each morning,

in the outcry from the kettle

that heats my coffee

each morning,

in the spoon and the chair

that cry “hello there, Anne”

each morning,

in the godhead of the table

that | set my silver, plate, cup upon

each morning.



All this is God,

right here in my pea-green house
each morning

and | mean,

though often forget,

to give thanks,

to faint down by the kitchen table

in a prayer of rejoicing

as the holy birds at the kitchen window

peck into their marriage of seeds.

So while I think of it,
let me paint a thank-you on my palm
for this God, this laughter of the morning,

lest it go unspoken.

The Joy that isn’t shared, I've heard,

dies young.
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Insha’Allah BY DANUSHA LAMERIS

| don’t know when it slipped into my speech
that soft word meaning, “if God wills it.”
Insha’Allah | will see you next summer.
The baby will come in spring, insha’Allah.

Insha’Allah this year we will have enough rain.

So many plans I've laid have unraveled

easily as braids beneath my mother’s quick fingers.

Every language must have a word for this. A word
our grandmothers uttered under their breath

as they pinned the whites, soaked in lemon,

hung them to dry in the sun, or peeled potatoes,

dropping the discarded skins into a bowl.



Our sons will return next month, insha’Allah.

Insha’Allah this war will end, soon. Insha’Allah

the rice will be enough to last through winter.

How lightly we learn to hold hope,

as if it were an animal that could turn around
and bite your hand. And still we carry it

the way a mother would, carefully,

from one day to the next.



Psalm by Jericho Brown

Some folks fool themselves into believing,
But | know what | know once, at the height
Of hopeless touching, my man and | hold

Our breaths, certain we can stop time or maybe

Eliminate it from our lives, which are shorter
Since we learned to make love for each other
Rather than doing it to each other. As for praise

And worship, | prefer the latter. Only memory

Makes us kneel, silent and still. Hear me?
Thunder scares. Lightning lets us see. Then,
Heads covered, we wait for rain. Dear Lord,

Let me watch for his arrival and hang my head

And shake it like a man who's lost and lived.

Something keeps trying, but I'm not killed yet



Prayer in the park by Imitiaz Dharker

They're out with their socks off

and skirts up, shirtless,

letting the sun and air trampoline

on bouncy sheets of bare

pink, acres of back and rolling buttocks,
toe-forests, himalayan ranges

of knees.

Oh please,
let not one cloud cross this

rollick of humanity.

For one more day

let the neighbours and their in-laws
drink white wine and Sprite

out of acrylic cups, let the children

waddle with duck-babies and



floppy pups splash with the swimmers

in the Serpentine.

(I'll pretend their peace is mine)

And let all the unwanted bits

of clothing rise up into the sky,
laughing and singing out loud,

link sleeves, lock trouser legs

and fly off across the abandoned city
sky divers in a maypole dance

around the OXO tower and the GPO.

Oh
let no shadow fall
on this happy day,

(this angelic crowd).



Poemsindia

read when yOu are waifing
£0r your frain 10 arrive
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WAITING by Robert Pinsky

When the trains go by

The frozen ground shivers
Inwardly like an anvil.

The sky reaches down
Stiffly into the

spaces

Among houses and trees.
A wisp of harsh air snakes
Upward between glove
And cuff, quickening

The sense of the life
Elsewhere of things, the things
You touched, maybe, numb

Handle of a rake: stone

Of a peach; soiled

Band-Aid; book, pants



Or shirt that you touched
Once in a store ... less

The significant fond junk

Of someone's garage, and less
The cinder out of your eye-
Still extant and floating

In Sweden or a bird's crop-
Than the things that you
noticed

Or not, watching from a train:
The cold wide river of things,
Going by like the cold

Children who stood by the tracks

Holding for no reason sticks
Or other things, waiting

For no reason for the trains.
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what you see in the mirror



My body is not an apology by Sonya Renee Taylor

The body is not an apology.

Let it not be forget-me-not fixed to mattress when night threatens
to leave the room empty as the belly of a crow.

The body is not an apology. Present it not as disassembled rifle
when he has yet to prove himself more than common intruder.
The body is not an apology. Let it not be common as oil, ash, or toilet.
Let it not be small as gravel, stain, or teeth.

Let it not be mountain when it is sand.

Let it not be ocean when it is grass.

Let it not be shaken, flattened, or razed in contrition.

The body is not an apology. Do not give it as confession,
communion. Do not ask for it to be pardoned as criminal.

The body is not a crime, is not a gun.

The body is not a spill to be contained. It is not

a lost set of keys, a wrong number dialed. It is not

the orange burst of blood to shame white dresses.



The body is not an apology. It is not the unintended granules
of bone beneath wheel. The body is not Kill.

It is not unkempt car.

It is not a forgotten appointment.

Do not speak it vulgar.

The body is not soiled. Is not filth to be forgiven.The body is not an apology.
It is not father’s backhand,

is not mother’s dinner late again wrecked jaw howl.

It is not the drunken sorcery of contorting steel round tree.

It is not calamity. The body is not a math test.

The body is not a wrong answer.

The body is not a failed class.

You are not failing.

The body is not a cavity, is not hole to be filled, to be yanked out.
It is not a broken thing to be mended, be tossed.

The body is not prison, is not sentence to be served.

It is not pavement, is not prayer.



The body is not an apology.

Do not give the body as gift. Only receive it as such.

The body is not to be prayed for, is to be prayed to.

So, for the evermore tortile tenth grade nose,

Hallelujah.

For the shower song throat that crackles like a grandfather’s Victrola,
Hallelujah.

For the spine that never healed, for the lambent heart that didn'’t either,
Hallelujah.

For the sloping pulp of back, hip, belly,

Hosanna.

For the errant hairs that rove the face like a pack of Acheronian
wolves.Hosanna,

for the parts we have endeavored to excise.
Blessed be
the cancer, the palsy, the womb that opens like a trap door.

Praise the body in its blackjack magic, even in this.



For the razor wire mouth.

For the sweet god ribbon within it.

Praise.

For the mistake that never was.

Praise.

For the bend, twist, fall, and rise again,

fall and rise again. For the raising like an obstinate Christ.
For the salvation of a body that bends like a baptismal bowl.
For those who will worship at the lip of this sanctuary.
Praise the body, for the body is not an apology.

The body is deity. The body is God. The body is God:

the only righteous love that never need repent.



The Thing is by Paul Hostovsky

All the things that can go wrong with a body

could fill a book. Lots of books. A whole medical library.
But the thing is, there's no point in naming them here -
names that are sometimes long and sometimes short,
sometimes Greek and sometimes Latin, and sometimes
the person who first noticed, studied, and isolated a thing
that went wrong with a body ends up giving his name

to that thing. And thenceforth the people whose bodies
have that thing are given that name for the thing they have.
Which is a nameless thing, really. Nameless as a thousand
dialects of pain. Nevertheless, people are sometimes
made to feel better when given a name for the thing

they have. At least it's a thing, they think. It wasn't just

in their heads. But everything is a thing before it is given

a name. Even the body you have, or, more accurately, are,



was a body before it was named. And it goes back to being one.

And that's all that's ever wrong with a body. That's the thing.
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read when yOu are somewhere
that seems hard 10 get away ¢rom



Wait by Galway Kinnell

Wait, for now.

Distrust everything if you have to.

But trust the hours. Haven't they

carried you everywhere, up to now?

Personal events will become interesting again.
Hair will become interesting.

Pain will become interesting.

Buds that open out of season will become interesting.
Second-hand gloves will become lovely again;
their memories are what give them

the need for other hands. The desolation

of lovers is the same: that enormous emptiness
carved out of such tiny beings as we are

asks to be filled; the need

for the new love is faithfulness to the old.



Wait.

Don’t go too early.

You're tired. But everyone’s tired.

But no one is tired enough.

Only wait a little and listen:

music of hair,

music of pain,

music of looms weaving our loves again.

Be there to hear it, it will be the only time,
most of all to hear your whole existence,

rehearsed by the sorrows, play itself into total exhaustion.



Monsoon Words by Imtiaz Dharker

The best words come

like skilful monsoons.

They are the ones that jump and bounce,
fall off the page

on to my mouth,

and cause singing.

If they're worth saying
they run distances, lift
themselves off pages,
and out of phones.

Your words are like that:
they have hands.

Kok

On the street, a man

counts eggs like gifts.



Someone laughs behind the wall.
A girl runs, sandal-flapping,
down the chattering road.

A child picks up a stone.

The stone opens one eye,

and blinks.

Kok

This madness is our main road.
Look away, and the rain will fall
on to your mouth.

The city's seashore drifts

a few words to the left.

We belong in this time,

after all.



A Litany for Survival by Audre Lorde

For those of us who live at the shoreline
standing upon the constant edges of decision
crucial and alone

for those of us who cannot indulge

the passing dreams of choice

who love in doorways coming and going
in the hours between dawns

looking inward and outward

at once before and after

seeking a now that can breed

futures

like bread in our children’s mouths

so their dreams will not reflect

the death of ours;

For those of us

who were imprinted with fear



like a faint line in the center of our foreheads
learning to be afraid with our mother’s milk
for by this weapon

this illusion of some safety to be found

the heavy-footed hoped to silence us

For all of us

this instant and this triumph

We were never meant to survive.

And when the sun rises we are afraid

it might not remain

when the sun sets we are afraid

it might not rise in the morning

when our stomachs are full we are afraid

of indigestion

when our stomachs are empty we are afraid

we may never eat again



when we are loved we are afraid
love will vanish

when we are alone we are afraid
love will never return

and when we speak we are afraid
our words will not be heard

nor welcomed

but when we are silent

we are still afraid

So it is better to speak
remembering

we were never meant to survive.



Yellow Glove BY NAOMI SHIHAB NYE

What can a yellow glove mean in a world of motorcars and
governments?

| was small, like everyone. Life was a string of precautions: Don't kiss the
squirrel before you bury him, don’t suck candy, pop balloons, drop
watermelons, watch TV. When the new gloves appeared one Christmas,
tucked in soft tissue, | heard it trailing me: Don’t lose the yellow gloves.

| was small, there was too much to remember. One day, waving at a
stream—the ice had cracked, winter chipping down, soon we would sail
boats and roll into ditches—I let a glove go. Into the stream, sucked
under the street. Since when did streets have mouths? | walked home on
a desperate road. Gloves cost money. We didn’t have much. | would tell
no one. | would wear the yellow glove that was left and keep the other
hand in a pocket. | knew my mother’s eyes had tears they had not cried
yet, | didn’t want to be the one to make them flow. It was the prayer |
spoke secretly, folding socks, lining up donkeys in windowsills. To be
good, a promise made to the roaches who scouted my closet at night. If
you don’t get in my bed, | will be good. And they listened. | had a lot to
fulfill.



The months rolled down like towels out of a machine. | sang and drew
and fattened the cat. Don’t scream, don't lie, don’t cheat, don’t fight—you

could hear it anywhere. A pebble could show you how to be smooth, tell
the truth. A field could show how to sleep without walls. A stream could
remember how to drift and change—next June | was stirring the stream
like a soup, telling my brother dinner would be ready if he’d only hurry up
with the bread, when | saw it. The yellow glove draped on a twig. A
muddy survivor. A quiet flag.

Where had it been in the three gone months? | could wash it, fold it in my
winter drawer with its sister, no one in that world would ever know. There
were miracles on Harvey Street. Children walked home in yellow light.
Trees were reborn and gloves traveled far, but returned. A thousand
miles later, what can a yellow glove mean in a world of bankbooks and
stereos?

Part of the difference between floating and going down.



YA §IPR varig

[ Bl
G ST g o

Sald o]

39 & ST bl
3R 3Ee™ daT fawr
MY &1 Ugdl aR]
BIHI &R b

Te! 3 G R
3R o9 31 e off

TT Tt @
Ugd 4 3 Hogd fhar g
I G’ 4 Ugd B!




=

Poemsindia

read when you have
a bad day



The Suitor by Jane Kenyon

We lie back to back. Curtains

lift and fall,

like the chest of someone sleeping.
Wind moves the leaves of the box elder;
they show their light undersides,

turning all at once

like a school of fish.

Suddenly I understand that | am happy.
For months this feeling

has been coming closer, stopping

for short visits, like a timid suitor.
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when you need sOme’rhing 10
read with your glass of wine
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read when ifs raining
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Rain by Philip Booth

It's raining where | am,
where I'm waiting for rain

to let up, and come home.

As any man, come finally home
to himself, beyond rain,

mipht make a poem of his name,

I’m not far from that poem.

I’d wait it out, and begin

by writing my name: I'm

a man in rain beyond home
(and beyond myself, and rain,

a man who might write a poem);



but the name of this poem

IS not mine, but rain

Its the distance fom home

| still am, the rain I'm
not, but im, by which | learn

to become, and write to begin.



April Rain Song by Langston Hughes

Let the rain kiss you

Let the rain beat upon your head with silver liquid drops
Let the rain sing you a lullaby

The rain makes still pools on the sidewalk

The rain makes running pools in the gutter

The rain plays a little sleep song on our roof at night

And | love the rain.
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when yOu want 10 laugh
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read when you feel lonely



The Rider by Naomi Shihab Rye

A boy told me

If he roller-skated fast enough

his loneliness couldn’t catch up to him,
the best reason | ever heard

for trying to be a champion.

What | wonder tonight

pedaling hard down King William Street

Is if it translates to bicycles.

A victory! To leave your loneliness
panting behind you on some street corner
while you float free into a cloud of sudden azaleas,
pink petals that have never felt loneliness,

no matter how slowly they fell.



Morning Song by Sara Teasdale

A diamond of a morning
Waked me an hour too soon;
Dawn had taken in the stars

And left the faint white moon.

O white moon, you are lonely,
It is the same with me,
But we have the world to roam over,

Only the lonely are free.
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read when you first notice
the leaves are changing color
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Night thinks it’s crying again by Kelli Russell Agodon

and | keep listening to a song about autumn
where an apple tastes like longing and every leaf
in the maple tree tries to explain loss

through a series of colors—hectic orange,
indifferent red, a kind of gold that speaks
directly to God or moonbeams and in the dark
as | drive down wet roadways watching for deer
the only things | can see clearly

are the yellow leaves christening

my windshield and | think how we are taught
not to love too many, too much, the night,

the darkness, and | believe | am crying but it is

only rain.



Day in Autumn by Rainer Maria Rilke
TRANSLATED BY Mary Kinzie

After the summer's yield, Lord, it is time
to let your shadow lengthen on the sundials

and in the pastures let the rough winds fly.

As for the final fruits, coax them to roundness.
Direct on them two days of warmer light
to hale them golden toward their term, and harry

the last few drops of sweetness through the wine.

Whoever's homeless now, will build no shelter;
who lives alone will live indefinitely so,

waking up to read a little, draft long letters,
and, along the city's avenues,

fitfully wander, when the wild leaves loosen.



read when its your birthday



Birthday by Lucille Clifton

today we are possible.

the morning, green and laundry-sweet,
opens itself and we enter

blind and mewling.

everything waits for us:

the snow kingdom

sparkling and silent

in its glacial cap,

the cane fields

shining and sweet

in the sun-drenched south.



as the day arrives

with all its clumsy blessings

what we will become

waits in us like an ache.
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read when you need a
reason 10 hold on



| Am Offering this Poem by Jimmy Santiago Baca

| am offering this poem to you,
since | have nothing else to give.
Keep it like a warm coat

when winter comes to cover you,
or like a pair of thick socks

the cold cannot bite through,

| love you,

| have nothing else to give you,
so it is a pot full of yellow corn

to warm your belly in winter,

it is a scarf for your head, to wear

over your hair, to tie up around your face,

| love you,



Keep it, treasure this as you would

if you were lost, needing direction,

in the wilderness life becomes when mature;
and in the corner of your drawer,

tucked away like a cabin or hogan

in dense trees, come knocking,

and | will answer, give you directions,

and let you warm yourself by this fire,

rest by this fire, and make you feel safe

| love you,

It's all | have to give,

and all anyone needs to live,
and to go on living inside,

when the world outside

no longer cares if you live or die;

remember,

| love you.



To Be Alive by Gregory Orr

To be alive: not just the carcass
But the spark.

That's crudely put, but...

If we're not supposed to dance,

Why all this music?



| Am Not Ready To Die Yet by Aracelis Girmay

| am not ready to die yet: magnolia tree

going wild outside my kitchen window

& the dog needs a house, &, by the way,

| just met you, my sisters & |

have things to do, & | need

to talk on the phone with my brother. Plant a tree.

& all the things | said I'd get better at.

In other words, | am not ready to die yet
because didn’t we say we’d have a picnic
the first hot day, | mean,

the first really, really hot day?

Taqueria. & swim, kin,

& mussel & friend, don’t you go, go, no.



Today we saw the dead bird, & stopped for it.

& the airplanes glided above us. & the wind

lifted the dead bird’s feathers.

| am not ready to die yet.

| want to live longer knowing that wind
still moves a dead bird’s feathers.

Wind doesn’t move over & say That thing
can’t fly. Don’t go there. It's dead.

No, it just blows & blows lifting

what it can. | am not ready

to die yet. No.

| want to live longer.
| want to love you longer, say it again,
| want to love you longer

& sing that song



again. & get pummeled by the sea

& come up breathing & hot sun
& those walks & those kids
& hard laugh, clap your hands.

| am not ready to die yet.

Give me more dreams. To taste the fig.
To hear the coyote, closer.

| am not ready to die yet.

But when | go, I'll go knowing

there will be a next time. | want

to be like the cactus fields

| drove through in Arizona.

If | am a cactus, be the cactus
| grow next to, arms up,

every day, let me face you,



every day of my cactus life.
& when | go or you go,
let me see you again somewhere,

Oor you see me.

Isn’t that you, old friend, my love?

you might say, while swimming in some ocean

to the small fish at your ankle.

Or, Weren’t you my sister once?

| might say to the sad, brown dog who follows me down
the street. Or to the small boy

or old woman or horse eye

or to the tree. | know | knew | know you, too.

I’'m saying, could this be what makes me stop

in front of that dogwood, train whistle, those curtains

blowing in that window. See now,



there go some eyes you knew once

riding the legs of another animal,

wearing its blue sky, magnolia,

wearing its bear or fine

or wolf-wolf suit, see,

somewhere in the night a mouth is singing

You remind me You remind me

& the heart flips over in the dusky sea of its chest
like a fish signaling Yes, yes it was me!

& yes, it was, & you were there, & are here now,
yes, honey, yes hive, yes | will, Jack,

see you again, even if it's a lie, don’t

let me know, not yet, not ever, | need to think

I'll see you, oh,

see you

again.



Someday I'll Love Ocean Vuong by Ocean Vuong

Ocean, don’t be afraid.

The end of the road is so far ahead

it is already behind us.

Don’t worry. Your father is only your father
until one of you forgets. Like how the spine
won'’t remember its wings

no matter how many times our knees

kiss the pavement. Ocean,

are you listening? The most beautiful part
of your body is wherever

your mother's shadow falls.

Here's the house with childhood

whittled down to a single red trip wire.
Don't worry. Just call it horizon

& you'll never reach it.

Here's today. Jump. | promise it's not



a lifeboat. Here's the man

whose arms are wide enough to gather
your leaving. & here the moment,

just after the lights go out, when you can still see
the faint torch between his legs.

How you use it again & again

to find your own hands.

You asked for a second chance

& are given a mouth to empty out of.

Don't be afraid, the gunfire

Is only the sound of people

trying to live a little longer

& failing. Ocean. Ocean —

get up. The most beautiful part of your body
Is where it's headed. & remember,

loneliness is still time spent

with the world. Here's

the room with everyone in it.



Your dead friends passing

through you like wind

through a wind chime. Here's a desk
with the gimp leg & a brick

to make it last. Yes, here's a room
so warm & blood-close,

| swear, you will wake —

& mistake these walls

for skin.
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read On a full moon night
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FULL MOON, RISING by Jonathan Holden

So low it used to seem almost

perverse, like the risen dome of some dead
city, the full moon, rising, might have been

an omen—a public event

looming so great all roads would lead to it.
Whichever way I'd turn

on the small playground

| could not avoid it,

I'd find myself walking toward the moon,
though it is long since, now, that | have learned
what the full moon portends-

nothing, except that when you notice it

you're apt to be alone.

A name, someone Yyou still love, comes to mind.

You remember, just then, that the earth is turning,



and feel, for a moment, certain

that as you notice it

you are the only one.



FULL MOON: THE GORGE by Ben Belitt

for Sibyl Myron

With the moon at full, its blind side

falls toward the Gorge, two flint-stones kindling

a glare in sidereal trash: tin-tops, bottles and glasses
starring the foliage with the constellation of The Pair-
a pubis of blackening mangrove on a pubis of ash,

a mating of firmaments, fatal and beautiful there.

All absent things move toward their fullness now:

all shaping artifacts, essences, human similitudes,
briny or bloody deluges, sweat-drops, semen and air,
all troubled tossings of parturitive foam

or fiery paradigms that work in the perishing

flesh to dazzle the pulses and sparkle like mustard seeds
for the bird in the animal excrement, the ammoniac

singer-



toward that zenith warmed by the sunlight, the egg

in the down

of exorbitant dark: light's underside

where the of the pottering flyer fails on Canaveral

and, one after one, the universes disclose themselves

in the gravitational swamps, as noonday burns to its socket
cry

and is night. Night. Night as | would have it,

night that | sought in its festival guises as sun-stone,
planetary rose, salt with its faceted enigmas, fern,

fires of the sexual whale saying: | am. | made it. in
catastrophic sperm, love's underside, love's failings, tears-
yes, love's ignominious reversals that my heart's starvation
would have reversed if it could: night with its names for
powers,

dominations, fears: houses, Homeric fictions: Dante astray



in the tiger-taken wood: Hell with its vortical vengeances:
and night, night without respite or guile, the light of

common day.



care package

with love,
£r0m poems india



