
Linda Gregg
The Lightning

The bell ringing has been a great pleasure
for her during these months. But she
had been confused by the many secrets.
The fragments of stories between
upstairs and down. Like when the woman
dressed in such a beautiful white gown
with only one shoe. And that one with
no heel. And the other woman upstairs
and down. Fragments of stories.
She admitted it was her fault because
of her questions. Dreaming her own story
wanting to be part of it. And never explained.
The strange life she would take upstairs
and the waiting. The lightning in the night
over Iowa cornfields. Talking about love
and its dangers. About what happens when
you lay the new image over the old.

Having it Both Ways

I was abandoning the heart for lack
of evidence. The poems I wrote
this summer were far from impressive.
Then the voice said, ‘For God’s sake,
the Mediterranean sunlight is pouring
out each morning through
the balcony door onto white marble.’
It’s the difference between what I have lived
and the thing made. Love depends on something
happening. The monuments to eternity
can be found, picked up, sat upon while the
day dies. Giving in after giving in.
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I Do Not Need the Gods to Return

I do not need the gods to return. I have
seen the fragments. Have weighed them
in my hand, one at a time in the heat.
One at a time, in the dry dirt. Oregano,
sage and thyme. I don’t need Orpheus
to sing. I walk down the esplanade at night.
I pass one loud bar after the other.
On the left the sea, bigger and stronger
after dark. Orpheus put down his lyre
centuries ago. Who knows what the women
believe now that they are not guarded.
Who can tell if it is easier now. The wide fig
trees shade me either way. It has been
suggested that we should go back to the source.
The rain and fire that gave birth to all
of it. The paintings on jars. Burnt things,
and Aphrodite so much like a queen.
The cracking of almonds, the plowing
of the fields. The broken libation cup unbroken.
I don’t need the old gods to be believed.
No Orpheus to sing again.

Greg Delanty
Shopping for a Composter

to my mother 

Rooting around what simply looked like refuse bins 
I sounded out the petite clerk. Opening an exhibit,
she picked up a rotting fruit to expose worms
covering the flesh. She talked of them naturally,
endearingly even. I’ll try to take a leaf from this woman
who spoke of the mass of blood-red worms as if it were a rose,
and you fresh in the grave, and I unable to help
picture you, in your coffin dark, covered with such a posy
all the way from your roman nose to your manicured toes.
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