
Poem: Considering Old Photographs of a Nearby Place 

Eric Edwards 

Everyrhing in ir is gone, 

excepr whar rhe lighr caused. 

The roms rhar hal f-fed rhe crunk 

againsr whose skin rhis woman is leaning, 

invisibly disappeared inco darkness ... 

or perhaps some parr of rhis was reborn 

inco somerhing else, o r some one, 

or simply weighs down rhe air 

we are brearhing roward rhe picrure. 

From (he Hibbard/Romer Family Album. ca. \925. 

T hose crazy phorons 

zipping ar maximum speed 

all over rhe place 

agirared silver ro rhe quick ­

and rhe dead live on, hauming. 

The phorograph is such a rhin 

sheer, like a magical unleavened cracker, 

ir causes hunger. 



We cannOt ret ie the bow 

in this young girl 's hai r. .. 

or press down the cowlick on his head. 

Was th is really a good picnic 

after the pose? 

Was it a long, beauti ful day? 

Do we get to say 

to our own children 

"you are as they were, 

happy in the light' " 

No one in these photographs ex ists anymo re. 

And if love fa iled them 

at some pOint 

From the Hibbard/Romer Fami ly Album. ca . 1925. 
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yet will they not be saved a little 

by yo ur loving regard now. 

Their likeness is to Peter Pan 

and Wendy-

all we touch is the dust 

some beli eving fairy glued 

OntO this page 

that lets us Ay beyo nd yesterday. 

If o nly we could eve r say, 

staring into the past so cleanly, 

"we are looking at the future." 

Eric Edwards is a Woods Hole poer 


