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Anima of the sea

Singer of salt

Keeper of wrecks and secrets
Silent storm beneath

The cool skin of moonbeam waves

Hair curling and spilling

Over ripe breasts

Undulating midriff flowing
Into a swim of fins and scales
Even Odysseus cannot resist
Your wordless call

James B. Rosenberg © 2010

vyVvey

ey Poany Prefed

0T0T @ 3|1!12909 31uuAq

‘9W SS9J1SIp 01
S9WJ1Xd 03 duod

-uled yans- asned p,noA

Aym Sunspuom

paJels ajdoad se

-ouim Aw Suiddis

2J9Y3 -Suiiem -1ya| aq o1 Ajuo
‘noA ssaudwi 01

S9WJ1Xd 03 duod

sysiys Aw p,audojod

s3a) Aw paneys

~+saka Aw paiun

-sdi] Aw pagnou
Jeamiapun padse| aiom
-passaud -pasamoys
-2J4e2-3upjels-uled 001 |

(INAVM HO4)
MOHS ON / SNOAZ3IAN3Y JHL

All You Need is Love

March 14, 2010
a collection of /ove poems

THE TOWERS

Podss

Nancy Brown
Barbara Schweitzer
Bill Sullivan
James Penha
Lynnie Gobeille
Lori Desrosiers
James B. Rosenberg

0T0Z @ eYuad sawef

‘op 03
as|a 8uiyiou si auay3

‘noA 1noqe

S9UI| 9593 1M | OS puy "dulW S| )l pue
St

A3Jaua s| sia11eW 1BYM

91UM | JI puy ‘SwylAya sy

Jaaw | moy sl

9SJ9AIUN BY} Ul

SJ911ew leym os puy “uaded o3
uad wouy saul|

Suiddup Aw s

ssaulaams Aysaj) su ojul g | se
uiyd Aw umop a2inf duiddup
9q42sap | yoead ay os puy

JAO0T NI DY3IANISITH

HOW DO | LOVE?

Does the moon

So love the earth that

It never turns away?
Does the mountain

So love the sky that

It forever reaches for it?
Does the river

So love the sea that

It rushes past boulders
To embrace the tide?
Does this puny word love
Mean all this and still

It cannot mean all

| feel and need to say.

Nancy Brown © 2010
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GRAVITY

What holds a life to the planet we're told
is the weakest force and yet each of us
knows the inexhaustible arguments

that hold us one to the other, the lines
that tangle like unkempt hair, rasta knots
that begin to melt the separate shafts
into nests invincible to the comb.

We've known gravity in a different

realm, this realm of relating, of what? — love?
I've known love that bored holes through sense,

love that set fire to empty phrases,

love that leapt out of windows locked shut
for the season. We all know these stories,
we thrive on these stories; they gather us
into tribes of well-meaning believers:

that love’s bond is crazy glue all the way,
greater than gravity, greater than gods.
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