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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
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ALL YOU NEED IS LOVE
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a collection of love poems
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HOW DO I 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.

Barbara Schweitzer © 2010



