
Ode to the Unbroken World, Which Is Coming

Thomas Lux
It must be coming, mustn’t it? Churches

and saloons are filled with decent humans.

A mother wants to feed her daughter,

fathers to buy their children things that break.

People laugh, all over the world, people laugh.

We were born to laugh, and we know how to be sad;

we dislike injustice and cancer,

and are not unaware of our terrible errors.

A man wants to love his wife.

His wife wants him to carry something.

We’re capable of empathy, and intense moments of joy.

Sure, some of us are venal, but not most.

There’s always a punchbowl, somewhere,

in which floats a…

Life’s a bullet, that fast, and the sweeter for it.

It’s the same everywhere: Slovenia, India,

Pakistan, Suriname—people like to pray,

or they don’t,

or they like to fill a blue plastic pool

in the back yard with a hose

and watch their children splash. 

Or sit in cafes, or at table with family.

And if a long train of cattle cars passes

along West Ridge

it’s only the cattle from East Ridge going to the abattoir.

The unbroken world is coming,

(it must be coming!), I heard a choir,

there were clouds, there was dust,

I heard it in the streets, I heard it

announced by loudhailers

mounted on trucks.
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Charles Simic

Heavy mirror carried

Across the street

I bow to you

And to everything that appears in you,

Momentarily

And never again the same way;

This street with its pink sky,

Row of gray tenements,

A lone dog,

Children on rollerskates,

Women buying flowers,

Someone looking lost.

In you, mirror framed in gold

And carried across the street

By someone I can’t even see,

To whom, too, I bow.

Truly the autumn has come

I was convinced

by my sneeze

· Buson

Early autumn

the evening shower becomes 

a night of rain



- Taigi

Haiku by soji

feathers glisten 

the crow bows three times

before dining

  yesterday 

mingles with today

butterfly dreams

dark street

the echo of my steps

the only sound

sunday morning

sounds of a distant bell

and cricket songs

traffic slows

a yellow kite soars 

above the freeway

the whisper

of the waves

those forgotten words
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