
May Sarton, one of Maine’s best-known poets, was adept at poetry in 

forms as well as free verse. In this week’s poem, using a three-beat line and 

haunting rhymes, she links the annual departure of geese to the losses and 

sorrows of women.

The Geese
By May Sarton

The geese honked overhead.

I ran to catch the skein

In a long wavering line.

I caught my breath, alone,

Abandoned like a lover

With winter at the bone

To see the geese go over.

It happens every year

And every year some woman

Haunted by loss and fear

Must take it as an omen,

Must shiver as she stands

Watching the wild geese go,

With sudden empty hands

Before the cruel snow.

Some woman every year

Must catch her breath and weep

With so much wildness near

At all she cannot keep.
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