
 
 
 
This Love 
 
 
This love is as good 
as oil and honey to the throat, 
as linen to the body, 
as fine garments to the gods, 
as incense to the worshipers 
when they enter in, 
as the little seal ring  
to my finger. 
It is like a ripe pear 
in a man’s hand, 
it is like the dates 
we mix with wine, 
it is like the seeds 
the baker adds to bread. 
We will be together  
even when old age comes. 
And all the days in between 
will be as food set before us, 
dates and honey, bread and wine. 
 
  —Ancient Egyptian 
   circa 1200 BC 
  Translated by Michael V. Fox 
   (adapted by Robert Hass) 



 
 
 
 
Four Quatrains 
 
 
36 
 
When I am with you, we stay up all night. 
When you’re not here, I can’t go to sleep. 
 
Praise God for these two insomnias! 
And the difference between them. 
 
 
82       
 
Today, like every other day, we wake up empty 
and frightened. Don’t open the door to the study 
and begin reading. Take down a musical instrument. 
 
Let the beauty we love be what we do. 
There are hundreds of ways to kneel and kiss the ground. 
 
     
388 
 
I would love to kiss you. 
The price of kissing is your life. 
 
Now my loving is running toward my life shouting, 
What a bargain, let’s buy it. 
 
 
914 
 
Come to the orchard in Spring. 
There is light and wine and sweethearts in the pomegranate flowers. 
If you do not come, these do not matter. 
If you do come, these do not matter. 
 
    —Rumi 
    Translated by Coleman Barks 



 
 
 
Meditation at Lagunitas 
 
 
All the new thinking is about loss. 
In this it resembles all the old thinking. 
The idea, for example, that each particular erases 
the luminous clarity of a general idea. That the clown- 
faced woodpecker probing the dead sculpted trunk 
of that black birch is, by his presence, 
some tragic falling off from a first world 
of undivided light. Or the other notion that, 
because there is in this world no one thing 
to which the bramble of the blackberry corresponds, 
a word is elegy to what it signifies. 
We talked about it late last night and in the voice 
of my friend, there was a thin wire of grief, a tone 
almost querulous. After a while I understood that, 
talking this way, everything dissolves: justice 
pine, hair, woman, you and I. There was a woman 
I made love to and I remembered how, holding 
her small shoulders in my hands sometimes, 
I felt a violent wonder at her presence 
like a thirst for salt, for my childhood river 
with its island willows, silly music from the pleasure boat, 
muddy places where we caught the little orange-silver fish  
called pumpkinseed. It hardly had to do with her. 
Longing, we say, because desire is full  
of endless distances. I must have been the same to her. 
But I remember so much, the way her hands dismantled bread, 
the thing her father said that hurt her, what 
she dreamed. There are moments when the body is as numinous  
as words, days that are the good flesh continuing. 
Such tenderness, those afternoons and evenings, 
saying blackberry, blackberry, blackberry. 
         

—Robert Hass 



  

  

Morning Song  

 
Love set you going like a fat gold watch. 
The midwife slapped your footsoles, and your bald cry 
Took its place among the elements. 
 
Our voices echo, magnifying your arrival. New statue. 
In a drafty museum, your nakedness 
Shadows our safety. We stand round blankly as walls. 
 
I'm no more your mother 
Than the cloud that distills a mirror to reflect its own slow 
Effacement at the wind's hand. 
 
All night your moth-breath 
Flickers among the flat pink roses. I wake to listen: 
A far sea moves in my ear. 
 
One cry, and I stumble from bed, cow-heavy and floral 
In my Victorian nightgown. 
Your mouth opens clean as a cat's. The window square 
 
Whitens and swallows its dull stars. And now you try 
Your handful of notes; 
The clear vowels rise like balloons. 
 
         —Sylvia Plath 



 
 
 
 
Firescribbling 
 
 
During the dismal months, my life sparkled only when I made love with you. 
As the firefly ignites and then goes out, ignites, goes out—one can  follow  

its flight by glimpses 
in the dark night among the olive trees. 
 
During the dismal months the soul sat shrunken and lifeless, 
but the body took the straight path to you. 
The night sky bellowed. 
By stealth we milked the cosmos and survived. 
 
         —Thomas Transtromer 
         Translated by John F. Deane 
 


