Daystar
She wanted a little room for thinking: 
but she saw diapers steaming on the line, 
a doll slumped behind the door. 

So she lugged a chair behind the garage 
to sit out the children's naps. 

Sometimes there were things to watch—
the pinched armor of a vanished cricket, 
a floating maple leaf. Other days 
she stared until she was assured 
when she closed her eyes 
she'd see only her own vivid blood. 

She had an hour, at best, before Liza appeared 
pouting from the top of the stairs. 
And just what was mother doing 
out back with the field mice? Why, 

building a palace. Later 
that night when Thomas rolled over and 
lurched into her, she would open her eyes 
and think of the place that was hers 
for an hour—where
she was nothing, 
pure nothing, in the middle of the day. 
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THE LAKE ISLE OF INNISFREE

By William Butler Yeats

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree, 
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made; 
Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for the honeybee, 
And live alone in the bee-loud glade. 

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow, 
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings; 
There midnight's all a-glimmer, and noon a purple glow, 
And evening full of the linnet's wings. 

I will arise and go now, for always night and day 
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore; 
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements gray, 
I hear it in the deep heart's core. 
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