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The Squaw Valley Community of Writers Poetry Workshop takes
place every summer in California’s Sierra Nevada mountains.
Each participant and each staff poet writes a poem every day and
presents it at the following morning’s workshop. The support of a
community of like-minded poets, all struggling with similar
doubts and fears, makes possible this daily act of courage and
trust. This anthology contains work written and workshopped at
the 2000 poetry program.
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Melisa Cabnmann
Inspiration

May the dog drop it wet

and alive at your feet,

may it aim like archers for dust

in a cluster of bees. May moonstring lift it
in lanterns above crescent pillows

that sleep between lashes and cheeks.
May it steep in the company

of teacups or sit

on a trivet to cool. May it come

like laughter in pennies or weeping

on brownstones, huddled together

like brothers in winter, when

pine needles still glimmer

and carry it like sparklers

on Fourth of July. May it even come

in a room full of terrible

or buried in beach sand with the heaviest parts,
a head-hole left for it

to breathe.



