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Rebirth. New beginnings. Burning sun and beloved night breeze.




More Than Enough

By Marge Piercy

The first lily of June opens its red mouth.
All over the sand road where we walk
multiflora rose climbs trees cascading

white or pink blossoms, simple, intense
the scene drifting like colored mist.

The arrowhead is spreading its creamy
clumps of flower and the blackberries
are blooming in the thickets. Season of
joy for the bee. The green will never
again be so green, so purely and lushly

new, grass lifting its wheaty seedheads
into the wind. Rich fresh wine

of June, we stagger into you smeared
with pollen, overcome as the turtle
laying her eggs in roadside sand.

Adapted from Poetry Foundation Website. Copyright Credit: Marge Piercy's latest
book of poetry is Colors Passing Through Us (Knopf, 2003); her new novel Sex Wars
(Morrow/Harper Collins) will be out in December. Poem copyright © 2003 by Marge
Piercy and reprinted from The Paterson Literary Review with permission of the
author.



One reason I like opera
By Marge Piercy

In movies, you can tell the heroine
because she is blonder and thinner
than her sidekick. The villainess

is darkest. If a woman is fat,
she is a joke and will probably die.

In movies, the blondest are the best
and in bleaching lies not only purity
but victory. If two people are both
extra pretty, they will end up

in the final clinch.

Only the flawless in face and body
win. That is why I treat

movies as less interesting

than comic books. The camera

is stupid. It sucks surfaces.

Let's go to the opera instead.

The heroine is fifty and weighs

as much as a '65 Chevy with fins.
She could crack your jaw in her fist.
She can hit high C lying down.

The tenor the women scream for

wolfs down an eight course meal daily.
He resembles a bull on hind legs.

His thighs are the size of beer kegs.
His chest is a redwood with hair.

Their voices twine, golden serpents.
Their voices rise like the best
fireworks and hang and hang

then drift slowly down descending
in brilliant and still fiery sparks.

The hippopotamus baritone (the villain)



has a voice that could give you

an orgasm right in your seat.

His voice smokes with passion.

He is hot as lava. He erupts nightly.

The contralto is, however, svelte.

She is supposed to be the soprano's

mother, but is ten years younger,

beautiful and Black. Nobody cares.

She sings you into her womb where you rock.

What you see is work like digging a ditch,
hard physical labor. What you hear

s magic as tricky as knife throwing.
What you see is strength like any

great athlete's. What you hear

is still rendered precisely as the best
Swiss watchmaker. The body is
resonance. The body is the cello case.
The body just is. The voice loud

as hunger remagnetizes your bones




What feels like summer for you?

Poetry prompt of the day! You can start with choosing three words, images, anything that
reminds you of summer..
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