Elizabeth McKim

When We Love

We love strongly

And we are not alone

We come as guests

And we don’t know when to leave.

We never learned that. We

Never got instruction on that matter,

And now we are strangely alone

And strangers to ourselves

And our selves are a whole fleet

Of small crafts setting sail

To a faraway country

We can only smell

We can only name through our blind lids
We can only hear at night

When there is a small bell ringing

We can only taste in a tiny berry, or a person
At the first and final eye/blink

Of hello/goodby/hello
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