
Women on the Verge: Expectations and Desires 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

III. Snow 
 
Snow doesn’t resemble rain music at all 
No sound, no smell, and no promise 
Its presence is pale and remote 
Its silent falling is interesting, yet scary 
I haven’t thought, even in tales, that I’ll be afraid of snow fall 
It’s sorrow that is better than this traitor white 
No human steps appear out of the window 
Not a fox 
Not even an awaited truck to clear the road 
The only living creatures on the balcony – the now-choked roses, are only what you can see 
Their fine peaks appear begging 
Me, I can’t even reach out to them 
Cold, just as the ferocity of war 
Deprived us of everything, but some slight vapour 
The vapour of our weak breaths 
I realized that it has been so long since I heard music 
I let Sa’adoun sing: 
“How much I was afraid of rain..” 
To music, to this throaty voice, along with the words that seem to have come from ancient times 
I relate the burden of tears 
Tears that will break the eye ‘bars’ 
Tears that, in their way, will step on all false hope I’ve committed against myself and my country 

-Najat Abed Alsamad 
Translated from the Arabic by Marwan El H 

 

Penelope 
Cecilia Livingston 
 
What is it      Darling boy,   
to be waiting?      I breathe 
       the same salt air, 
What is it      the same sun on my hair 
to be waiting 
for you?        When they see the boats 
        from the headland 
Is it         they’ll strike up the band! 
wanting? 
       Darling boy 
Is it       will you ever again 
loving?        hold my hand  
       while we’re sleeping? 
Is it 
moving through me like a fire?    What is it 
       to be waiting? 
 Desire? 
       What is it 
Is it       to be waiting  
loneliness in empty rooms?     for you? 
 
 Stillness…     Is it 
       loving? 
Old-fashioned lovers kiss 
Did they ever miss each other?    Is it 
       loneliness in empty rooms?  
 When will you come home to me? 
 When will I bloom again? 



 
 
 
Blue of the Distance           
Emilie LeBel 

 
 
 
 

Disperses 
this scattered light 

moved 
far edge 

that colour of horizons  
anything far  

away 
 
 
desire 
is full of endless distances 

longing 
a tremendous yearning  
distances you never arrive in 
  
    
This distance 

each other are not separated 
though I do not live there  
the far seeps 
desire 

desire is for 
 longing 

 look across the distance 
this distance  

each other separated 
the far seeps 
 
      

Perspective 
giving depth  

dimension 
toward the horizon 

that extends beyond 
 incongruously 

 
pulling  

is the near 
     
Floated    reflection 
floating     

miles and miles  
reflection 

 
find another way forward 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Sometimes 
sometimes 

sometimes 
sometimes 
pressed way 

lost  
dislocation 

 
everything else falls away 
sometimes  
sometimes 

how 
far away 
lost 

moorings of time 
staring back, staring back 

Lost 
sometimes 

fade crumble disappear 
 

losing 
things cannot be moved 

scatters 
my memory 

Forces 
grown fainter with time  

life of memory  
smaller  

smaller 
more and more, more and more  

more and more 
faded 

going back 
only faraway in time and space 

 
     
No distance      
Absent  

comes with time  
texture of longing  

sorrow 
closer and closer  

usual state is far away 
dissolved 

far  
lost  

lost, far away  
seemed great distance away  

but near  
some things are not lost 

only so long as they are distant. 
 

	
	
	
	



 
 
 
 
 
 
I Never Saw a Moor 
Music: Richard Pearson Thomas  
Poetry: Emily Dickinson  
 
I never  saw a moor, 
I never saw the sea; 
Yet know I how the heather looks, 
And what a wave must be. 
 
I never spoke with God, 
Nor visited in heaven; 
Yet certain am I of the spot 
As if the chart were given. 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Let Evening Come 
Music:   Robert Spillman  
Poetry: Jane Kenyon  

Let the light of late afternoon 
shine through chinks in the barn, moving    
up the bales as the sun moves down. 
Let the cricket take up chafing    
as a woman takes up her needles    
and her yarn. Let evening come. 
Let dew collect on the hoe abandoned    
in long grass. Let the stars appear 
and the moon disclose her silver horn. 
Let the fox go back to its sandy den.    
Let the wind die down. Let the shed    
go black inside. Let evening come. 
To the bottle in the ditch, to the scoop    
in the oats, to air in the lung    
let evening come. 
Let it come, as it will, and don’t    
be afraid. God does not leave us    
comfortless, so let evening come. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
That I did always love 
Music: Logan Skelton  
Poetry: Emily Dickinson  
 
That I did always love, 
I bring thee Proof; 
That til I loved 
I did not live, Enough. 
 
That I will love alway 
I argue thee 
That love is life 
And life hath immortality 
 
This, dost thou doubt,  
Sweet dost thou doubt 
Then have I 
Nothing to show 
But Calvary. 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
A Birthday 
Music: Robert Aldridge 
Poetry: Christina Rossetti 
 
My heart is like a singing bird 
 Whose nest is in a water’d shoot 
My heart is like an apple tree 

Whose boughs are bent with thickset 
fruit; 

My heart is like a rainbow shell 
 That Paddles in a halcyon sea; 
My heart is gladder than all these 
 Because my love is come to me. 
 
Raise me a dais of silk and down; 
 Hang it with vair and purple dyes: 
Carve it in doves and pomegranites, 
 And peacocks with a hundred eyes; 
Work it in gold and silver grapes; 
 In leaves and tiny fleur-de-lys; 
Because the birthday of my life 
 Is come, my love is come to me.  

 
 
	

	
	
	

	


