Wild Nights — Wild Nights!
Were I with thee
Wild Nights should be

Our luxury!
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(i do not know what it is about you that closes
and opens;only something in me understands
the voice of your eyes is deeper than all roses)
nobody,not even the rain,has such small hands

From “somewhere i have never travell
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1% My love has only onelname,
, one form. / Everything disappears.
All mouths cling to that one.

ST e "No, Love It Not Dead"
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The roadside flowers, too wet for the bee,
Expend their bloom in vain.

Come over the hills and far with me,
And be my love in the rain.

From ‘A Line-storm Song” by Robert Frost

Suddenly I realize
That if I stepped out of my body I would break

Into blossom.

From “A Blessing” by James Wright
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