B. W. JORGENSEN

OPENING LUNCH
ON GETTING TO
THE OFFICE

The sun this morning
through a peanutbutter jar of
frozen lemonade
blows a thistlehead of light
across my desk
and turns the mind
a moment

out of time.

WEIGHT OF GLORY

Those I must leave
Are all that I would have

When [ ascend
Alone into love.
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