


Copyright	©	2013	by	Sarah	Plimpton

All	rights	reserved.	This	book	may	not	be	reproduced,	in	whole	or	part,	in	any	form,	except	by	reviewers,	without	the
written	permission	of	the	publisher.

The	Every	Day
by	Sarah	Plimpton

ISBN	978-1-929355-92-1
ePub	ISBN:	978-1-5457-2247-3
Library	of	Congress	Control	Number:	2013904314

Design:The	Grenfell	Press
Cover:	Sarah	Plimpton,	What	Can	I	Do	Now,	aquatint	on	paper

Some	of	these	poems	have	appeared	in:	Partisan	Review;	The	Paris	Review;	Denver	Quarterly;	The	New	York	Review	of
Books;	L’Ire	deskents;	Po&sie;	Le	Mâche-laurier;	L’Etrangère

Pleasure	Boat	Studio	books	are	available	through	the	following:
SPD	(Small	Press	Distribution)	Tel.	800-869-7553,	Fax	510-524-0852
Partners/West	Tel.	425-227-8486,	Fax	425-204-2448
Baker	&	Taylor	800-775-1100,	Fax	800-775-7480
Ingram	Tel	615-793-5000,	Fax	615-287-5429
Amazon.com	and	bn.com

and	through
PLEASURE	BOAT	STUDIO:	A	LITERARY	PRESS
www.pleasureboatstudio.com
201	West	89th	Street
New	York,	NY	10024

Contact	Jack	Estes
Fax:	888-810-5308
Email:	pleasboat@nyc.rr.com

http://Amazon.com
http://bn.com
http://www.pleasureboatstudio.com
mailto:pleasboat@nyc.rr.com


CONTENTS
The	Every	Day

The	Other	Sun

Every	Step

Wherever

Surface

Small	Hands

Knots

Burnt	Vision

Split	Round

Burial

Edges

Your	Color

Black	for	White

Underneath

Thin	Edge

Talking

Questions

Road	Map

Breath

Blue	Intrusion

Walking

Blue	in	an	Instant

Again	and	Again

Box	for	an	Eye

Drifting

Hours	to	Days

Cracks	in	the	Floor

Wall	of	Stars

Buried	Fields

Forgotten



Only	Now

Atelier

Sideways	to	See

Cornflowers

Backwards

Close	Vision

Grounded

Refraction

Now	and	Then

Pressure

You

The	Blue	Face

Straight	Edge

Patches

Edges	are	Steps

Outside

What	Sun?

Pulling	the	Face	off	the	Bone

The	Sun	in	the	Road

A	Shortened	Sky

Ivory	Black

Inside	Out

Blue	on	Blue

Black	as	if	the	Height

Weather

Dusk

As	if	Nothing	Could	be	Said

Just	Now

Black	Palette

Tomorrow

Half	Day

Straight	Up



Words

Fires

Fusion

Field	Flowers

Paint

Afternoon

Sudden	Words

Spilled	Light

Dice

Flares

Visits

Ajar

A	Sky	is	Down

Outside

Masks

Blue	and	Black

Days



THE	EVERY	DAY
twisted	into	the	sky

with	your	hands

I’d	never	seen	that	blue	before

wrung	out	with

the	paper	walls

of	air

until	the	rain

soaked	through

a	smaller	patch	behind	the	grey

I’d	remember	once

and	then	again

like	the	sun

the	every	day



	

THE	OTHER	SUN
a	sudden	light

but	then	you	had	already	gone

the	eye	is	so	straight

looking	behind

a	door	to	shut

and	open

I	had	forgotten	to	ask

looking	only	once

the	whole	sky

was	there

that	bright	blue

as	if	painted	in

the	other	sun



	

EVERY	STEP
I	would	take	your	voice	uphill

in	the	heat

I	had	not	remembered	the	sun

something	had	to	break

when	you	cry	again	and	again

your	head	against	the	sky

beaten

in

to	light

the	night

is	just	as	close



	

WHEREVER
the	eyes	narrowing

in	the	door

round	mouths	of	light

that	shut

the	air

between	the	cracks

of	blue

small	windows

cut	in	the

winters	head

open	upside	down

the	ground



	

SURFACE
I	stumbled

from	the	height

and	fell

against	the	sky

broken	from	the	edge

the	cliff

black	against

the	stars

falling	from	underneath

the	ground	had

disappeared



	

SMALL	HANDS
the	mountain	shades	in	the	sun

blue

pockets	of	air

small	hands

around	the	eye

the	first	green

printed

almost	flat

the	earth



	

KNOTS
the	light

twisted

in

the	head

knotted

behind	the	eye

its	rough	edge

catches	on	the	sun

the	blue	sea	of	air



	

BURNT	VISION
the	night	in	the	head

burning	holes

to	the	sky

stars	on	the	edge

the	charred	wall

hollowed	out

the	face

from	the	sun



	

SPLIT	ROUND
a	larger	face

the	sky

lying	open

in	the	road

split

round	at	the	back

the	blue	earth

of	stones



	

BURIAL
that	bright	edge	of	sky

lined

a	solid	face

packed	in	bones

a	buried	earth

drying	flat

on	the	sheets	of	stone



	

EDGES
an	eye	of	broken	glass

the	sky	on	its	edge

at	the	top	of	the	wall

the	bright	line	of	the	day

splintered

from	the	sun

and	already	dark



	

YOUR	COLOR
I’d	drawn	the	light	into	the	face

as	if	quickly

to	watch	the	whole	sky	once

when	I	think	of	color

putting	it	on	here	and	there

yours

as	if	the	mountain	were	yours

fast	in	the	blue

but	brighter

the	sun

when	it	is	suddenly	cold



	

BLACK	FOR	WHITE
the	black	I	couldn’t	see

your	hand	from	the	page

outlines	the	ink

the	night

its	face

opened	in	white

a	light	is	broken

in	the	back

the	sharp	edge

crosses	the	eye

the	window	is	on	a	hinge

turning	the	night

to	the	other	side



	

UNDERNEATH
the	windows	cut

into	the	road

down	to	the	sky

the	earth

from	underneath

the	night	traveling

already	shut

catching	white

against

the	clouds



	

THIN	EDGE
the	day	stretched	too	thin

tearing	off

to	see

an	eye	you	hadn’t	closed

the	light	would	disappear

pulled	so	tight	with

the	breath

I	held	too	long

shall	I	go	to	look

where	the	broken	blue

has	turned	to

night



	

TALKING
you	talked	so	fast

I	hadn’t	thought

to	walk

and	the	feet

are	always	first

carried	like	children

running	so	fast

the	door	is	open

green

like	the	white	of	the	sun

to	ask

when	I	couldn’t	speak

is	it	to	remember

you	had	already	left
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