
"Big Wind" by Theodore Roethke 

Where were the greenhouses going,  
Lunging into the lashing  
Wind driving water  
So far down the river  
All the faucets stopped?—  
So we drained the manure-machine  
For the steam plant,  
Pumping the stale mixture  
Into the rusty boilers,  
Watching the pressure gauge  
Waver over to red,  
As the seams hissed  
And the live steam  
Drove to the far  
End of the rose-house,  
Where the worst wind was,  
Creaking the cypress window-frames,  
Cracking so much thin glass  
We stayed all night,  
Stuffing the holes with burlap;  
But she rode it out,  
That old rose-house,  
She hove into the teeth of it,  
The core and pith of that ugly storm,  
Ploughing with her stiff prow,  
Bucking into the wind-waves  
That broke over the whole of her,  
Flailing her sides with spray,  
Flinging long strings of wet across the roof-top,  
Finally veering, wearing themselves out, merely  
Whistling thinly under the wind-vents;  
She sailed until the calm morning,  
Carrying her full cargo of roses.  

(Audio) Source:  https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/big-wind/ 
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"Afterglow" by Jorge Luis Borges 

Sunset is always disturbing 
whether theatrical or muted, 
but still more disturbing 
is that last desperate glow 
that turns the plain to rust 
when on the horizon nothing is left 
of the pomp and clamor of the setting sun. 
How hard holding onto that light, so tautly drawn and different,  
that hallucination which the human fear of the dark  
imposes on space  
and which ceases at once  
the moment we realize its falsity,  
the way a dream is broken  
the moment the sleeper knows he is dreaming. 

Source:  https://thepassengertimes.com/2012/01/31/jorge-luis-borges-afterglow-english-version/ 

“Loss” by A.R. Ammons 
 
When the sun 
falls behind the sumac 
thicket the 
wild 
yellow daisies 
in diffuse evening shade 
lose their 
rigorous attention 
and 
half-wild with loss 
turn 
any way the wind does 
and lift their 
petals up 
to float 
off their stems 
and go. 

A.R. Ammons, from Collected Poems: 1951-1971. W. W. Norton & Company. 
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