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Foems and Rea&iﬂgs
“| jtany” by Billy Collins

You are the bread and the l(nti,
the crﬂstal goblct and the wine.

You are the dew on the morning grass
and the buming wheel of the sun.

You are the white apron of the baker,
and the marsh birds suclc{enlg in qught.

[However, you are not the wind in the orchard,

the Plums on the counter,

or the house of cards.

And you are cer‘tain]g not the Pine~sccnte& air.
There is_just no way that you are the Pine—sccntec{ air.

Jtis Possiblc that you are the fish under the bridge,
magbc even the Pigcon on the gencra|‘s hcac{,
but you are not even close

to }Jeing the field of cornflowers at dusk.
And a quick look in the mirror will show
that you are neither the boots in the corner

nor the boat aslcep in its boathouse.

Jt miglﬂt interest you to know,
spcaking of the Plcnthcul imagery of the world,
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that I am the sound of rain on the roof.

] also happen to be the shooting star,
the evcning paper Howing down an a”eg
and the basket of chestnuts on the kitchen table.

l am also the moon in the trees

and the blind woman's tea cup.

But don't worry, ]‘m not the bread and the knife.
You are still the bread and the knife.

You will alwags be the bread and the knife,

not to mention the crgs’ca| gob!et and — somehow — the wine.

"New Bcginnings," Barbara Crooker

“Mag this be a day of new beginnings

the sun, like a )Cragrant aPPle; the summer air,
soft on your hands as the kiss of a child.
Mag berries melt like honeg on your tongue.
Mag your heart rise in wonder

at the clouds clrhcting across the skg.

May the trails under your boots

be covered in Pine qui”s,

let the leaves rain down

like memories

in the autumn of your heart.

Mag the snow beneath your skis

run as fast as watered silk,

may the cold air kiss your cheeks,

turn them red as summer's roses.

Mag the rivers alwags fow

with their unexpectec[ bcautg,

the first freshets of snowmelt,

the rush of early spring, Mag you alwags walk in gladncss
through whatever Path or highwag;

may you alwags walk within the go[den circle of your love.”
00

1ln One Another's Souls,” Rumi

“The moment ] heard my first love story
| started lookfng for you,

not knowing how useless that was.
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Lovers dor’t meet somewhere a!ong the way.

Tl‘xcg’re in one anothers souls all along.”

"]n Your Light | Lcarn How to Lovc," Rumi

“In 3ourlight] learn how to love.
]n your }Dcautg, how to make poems.
You dance inside my chest, where no one sees you,

but sometimes | do, and that sight becomes this art.”

“At Night{:a“," Chatles Hanson T owne

“] need so much the quict o{:gour love
After the c]ag’s loud strife;

] need your calm all other ’chings above
After the stress of life.

| crave the haven that in your dear heart lies,
After all toil is done;

I need the star shine oucgour heavenlg eyes,

A)Cter the c]aﬂ’s great sun.”

"Starclust," La ng Leav

”H:gou came to me with a face | have not seen, with a name | have never heard, | would still know you. I ven if
centuries seParatec{ us, ] would still feel you. Somewl‘nere between the sand and the stardust, tl’xrougl’r every

co”apsc and creation, there is a Pu|se that echoes of you and I

W]"IC‘I’I we leave this world, we give up all our Posscssions and our memories. | ove is the only ’El"liﬂg we take

with us. Jtis all we carry from one life to the next.”

Time Travcucrs by Terah Cox

May you take on the world together with all your hoPes and &reams,

mag \leU be eacl’l OthCI’JS anchor in smoot}w or I"OC‘(E 5€as.

Ma\lj you bend to the world’s winds and brave stalls and storms,

may you find common ground inall its cl’langing forms.

May you cross stubborn boundaries and turn many a stone,

mag 9OU ]CI’HC{ haven ]COF 9our SOUIS, m85 5OU have l'meart and home.

Aﬂd I]C some dags are grcg and some IWig!‘!tS are Iong and cold,

Mag you be each other’s sun and moon as your destinies unfold.
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And should you lose sigl’xt of each other and start to drift apart, may you circle back bg Fo”owing the

compass OF 3our l'lcarts‘

Wild Awa‘cc }33 Hi|ar3 T. Smith

F’coplc are like cities: \We all have a”cys and gardens and secret rooxctops and Placcs where daisies sprout
between the sidewalk cracks, but most of the time all we let each otherseeisis a Postcarcl g|impsc of a
sk\tjlinc ora Polishec{ square. | ove lets you find those hidden Placcs in another person, even the ones thcy

didn’t know were there, even the ones tl’ley wouldr’t have tl’lought to call beautiful themselves.

o]

“From Bcginning to [ ndv bg Robert Fulghum

Tl’xc sgmbolic vows that you are about to make are a way of saging to one anotl’xer, “You know all those
tlﬁings we've Promised and l’xoPecl and dreamed—we”, I meant it a”, every word." Look at one another and
remember this moment in time. Pefore this moment you have been many tl’nings to one another—
acquaintance, Fricnc{, companion, Iover, dancing Partner, and even teacher, for you have learned much from
one another in these last few years. Now you shall say a few words that take you across a threshold of Ihcc,
and things will never quitc be the same between you. For after these vows, you shall say to the world, this—is

my l’wusbanc{, this—is my wife.

"Janc E_Hrc" 173 Charlottc Bronts

] have for the first time found what ] can truly love——] have found you. You are my sgmpathg«mg better self—
my good ange|—] am bound to you with a strong attachment. ] think you gooc{, ghctecl, love]g; a )Ccrventj a
solemn Passiorx is conceived in my heart; it leans to you, draws you to my centre and spring of life, wrap my

existence about gou—an&, l(inc”ing in pure, Powchu| flame, fuses you and me in one.

o]

"Untit]ccl" by R.M. Drakc

You will be the clouds
and I will be the skg.
you will be the ocean
and | will be the shore.

you will be the trees
and | will be the wind.

whatever we are, you and ]

will alwags collide.
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