
 
 
 
 
Skywriting 
 
By Miriam Sagan 
 
 
September courtyard 

Bound in cloud, sunset, contrail 

The tiny plane 

Shaped like a new 

Hard edged consonant 

And the yellow cowpen daisies 

That replicate-- 

And every phrase 

A missionary 

To convert you  

To beauty. 

 

Set by hand, 

Read upsidedown, 

Italic Perpetua 

For an intimate quarrel, a lover’s endearment 

Lydian bold, sans serif 

As if without angels 

Or cat’s paws 

Or little feet to run away on... 

Newland chiseled like the rock 

And the day’s words, bound so they won’t escape 

In snakeskin, spume, or snail slime. 

 



Printing at night 

In the back 

Rebellion, and the call 

To uprising, or change 

Of season-- 

In the dark, 

Running off 

The secret manifestos 

Of the heart. 
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