
Poetic Imagery

Sometimes I like to cover my eyes while I read poems, and discover what they make me feel.

No more thy fire- light shall my life- line be,
En- snared in dark- ness I’ll not leave a- live.

Though I may learn my way, I’ll ne’er be free.

I’ll log my o- dys- sey through night’s vise- grip;
By writ- ing, might the glimpse I spy of life
re- turn? In sooth, no, bet- ter bite my lip.

Thy par’ dise lost, I’ll find no orb, I dread,
That can by some means shine u- pon my strife:
Kind light, like ros- y- fin- gered dawn might shed.

I’ve made my dry lines here, the rhymes I speak,
De- ny my joy. E’en so, I know de- light,

Though low- ered now: my highs lie past this pique.

Which poem?


