Robert Service  (1874 – 1958)

Just Think!

Just think! Some nights the stars will gleam

Upon a cold, grey stone,

And trace a name with silver beam,

And lo! ‘twill be your own.

The night is speeding on to greet

Your epitaphic rhyme,

Your life is but a little beat

Within the heart of Time.

A little gain, a little pain,

A laugh, lest you may moan;

A little blame, a little fame,

A star-gleam on a stone.
Rebecca Perry      (1986 -  )

The sky is darkening. 
How to explain the sadness
I feel in winter, which is a sadness 
inextricable from winter. A sadness specific to the cold, 
which sickens my skin. 
Winter-sorrow, 
when the bed is an iceberg at sea.

*

Of course your preferences present 
themselves quietly in the layouts 
of rooms. The few things you left 
are shadowy objects at the 
edges of a Renaissance painting, 
waiting to catch the light 
when I’m weak.

*

The feeling of remembered love
is so easy to put in the oven and heat up. 
It’s your ears I long for
when my hands are empty.
