“The Solitary Reaper” by William Wordsworth
Behold her, single in the field,

Yon solitary Highland Lass!

Reaping and singing by herself;

Stop here, or gently pass!

Alone she cuts and binds the grain,

And sings a melancholy strain;

O listen! For the Vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound

No Nightingale did ever chaunt

More welcome notes to weary bands

Of travelers in some shady haunt,

Among Arabian sands:

A voice so thrilling ne’er was heard

In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,

Breaking the silence of the seas

Among the farthest Hebrides.

Will no one tell me what she sings?-

Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow

For old, unhappy, far-off things,

And battles long ago:

Or is it some more humble lay,

Familiar matter of to-day?

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,

What has been, and may be again?

Whate’er the theme, the Maiden sang
As if her song could have no ending;

I saw her singing at her work,
And o’er the sickle bending;-

I listened, motionless and still;

And, as I mounted up the hill,

The music in my heart I bore,

Long after it was heard no more.
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The Affair

He lived in a double-wide and drove a truck,

drank a Pepsi-Cola at every meal,

read the obituaries and comic strips,

meant the center of everything he said,

listened to country music, laughed at jokes,

and bet a little on the football spread.

She lived in a high-rise and practiced law,

had coffee at breakfast, always three and black,

read the obituaries and business news,

meant both sides of everything she said,

listened to new jazz, smiled at wit,

and bet on the futures market, the price spread.

They spoke the same language, more or less,

but not to each other, of course, except for the time

when they were stuck alone in an elevator

for fifty minutes five years ago.
Though each was afraid of needing a bathroom

they both behaved the way they felt befit 

the sudden circumstance. They tried to relax.

She totally missed his jokes and he her wit.
Now, though, making love to the dwindling few,

he thinks of her, the small hands and the scent.

In bed she imagines him, the mouth and the smell,

what he would want her to do, what he would do.

- Miller Williams

