The Farmer's Wife --Anne Sexton






From the hodge porridge
of their country lust,
their local life in Illinois,
where all their acres look
like a sprouting broom factory,
they name just ten years now
that she has been his habit;
as again tonight he'll say
honey bunch let's go
and she will not say how there
must be more to living
than this brief bright bridge
of the raucous bed or even
the slow braille touch of him
like a heavy god grown light,
that old pantomime of love
that she wants although
it leaves her still alone,
built back again at last,
mind's apart from him, living
her own self in her own words
and hating the sweat of the house
they keep when they finally lie
each in separate dreams
and then how she watches him,
still strong in the blowzy bag
of his usual sleep while
her young years bungle past
their same marriage bed
and she wishes him cripple, or poet,
or even lonely, or sometimes,
better, my lover, dead.
“VALEDICTION” -- Seamus Heaney

Lady with the frilled blouse 
And simple tartan skirt, 
Since you left the house 
Its emptiness has hurt 
All thought. In your presence 
Time rode easy, anchored 
On a smile; but absence 
Rocked love's balance, unmoored 
The days. They buck and bound 
Across the calendar, 
Pitched from the quiet sound 
Of your flower-tender 
Voice. Need breaks on my strand; 
You've gone, I am at sea. 
Until you resume command, 
Self is in mutiny.
“Getting Through” -- Deborah Pope

Like a car stuck in gear,

a chicken too stupid to tell

its head is gone,

or sound ratcheting on

long after the film

has jumped the reel,

or a phone

ringing and ringing

in the house they have all

moved away from,

through rooms where dust

is a deepening skin,

and the locks unneeded,

so I go on loving you

my heart blundering on.

a muscle spilling out

what is no longer wanted,

and my words hurtling past,

like a train off its track,

toward a boarded-up station,

closed for years,

like some last speaker

of a beautiful language
no one else can hear
