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Bio from her website:  
Ada Limón is the author of five books of poetry, 
including Bright Dead Things, which was named a finalist 
for the 2015 National Book Award in Poetry, a finalist 
for the Kingsley Tufts Poetry Award, a finalist for the 
2016 National Book Critics Circle Award, and one of the 
Top Ten Poetry Books of the Year by The New York Times. 
Her other books include Lucky Wreck, This Big 
Fake World, and Sharks in the Rivers. She serves on the 
faculty of Queens University of Charlotte Low Residency 
M.F.A program, and the 24Pearl Street online program for 
the Provincetown Fine Arts Work Center. She also works 
as a freelance writer in Lexington, Kentucky. Her new 
collection, The Carrying, will be released by Milkweed 
Editions in August of 2018. 
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The Carrying (2017) 
The sky’s white with November’s teeth, 
and the air is ash and woodsmoke. 
A flush of color from the dying tree, 
a cargo train speeding through, and there, 
that’s me, standing in the wintering 
grass watching the dog suffer the cold 
leaves. I’m not large from this distance, 
just a fence post, a hedge of holly. 
Wider still, beyond the rumble of overpass, 
mares look for what’s left of green 
in the pasture, a few weanlings kick 
out, and theirs is the same sky, white 
like a calm flag of surrender pulled taut. 
A few farms over, there’s our mare, 
her belly barrel-round with foal, or idea 
of foal. It’s Kentucky, late fall, and any 
mare worth her salt is carrying the next 
potential stake’s winner. Ours, her coat 
thicker with the season’s muck, leans against 
the black fence and this image is heavy 
within me. How my own body, empty, 
clean of secrets, knows how to carry her, 
knows we were all meant for something. 
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Instructions on Not Giving Up (2017) 
 
More than the fuchsia funnels breaking out 
of the crabapple tree, more than the neighbor’s 
almost obscene display of cherry limbs shoving 
their cotton candy-colored blossoms to the slate 
sky of Spring rains, it’s the greening of the trees 
that really gets to me. When all the shock of white 
and taffy, the world’s baubles and trinkets, leave 
the pavement strewn with the confetti of aftermath, 
the leaves come. Patient, plodding, a green skin 
growing over whatever winter did to us, a return 
to the strange idea of continuous living despite 
the mess of us, the hurt, the empty. Fine then, 
I’ll take it, the tree seems to say, a new slick leaf 
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The Leash (2016) 
After the birthing of bombs of forks and fear, 

the frantic automatic weapons unleashed, 

the spray of bullets into a crowd holding hands, 

that brute sky opening in a slate metal maw 

that swallows only the unsayable in each of us, what’s 

left? Even the hidden nowhere river is poisoned 

orange and acidic by a coal mine. How can 

you not fear humanity, want to lick the creek 

bottom dry to suck the deadly water up into 

your own lungs, like venom? Reader, I want to 

say, Don’t die. Even when silvery fish after fish 
comes back belly up, and the country plummets 

into a crepitating crater of hatred, isn’t there still 

something singing? The truth is: I don’t know. 

But sometimes, I swear I hear it, the wound closing 

like a rusted-over garage door, and I can still move 

my living limbs into the world without too much 

pain, can still marvel at how the dog runs straight 

toward the pickup trucks break-necking down 

the road, because she thinks she loves them, 

because she’s sure, without a doubt, that the loud 

roaring things will love her back, her soft small self 

alive with desire to share her goddamn enthusiasm, 
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until I yank the leash back to save her because 

I want her to survive forever. Don’t die, I say, 
and we decide to walk for a bit longer, starlings 

high and fevered above us, winter coming to lay 

her cold corpse down upon this little plot of earth. 

Perhaps, we are always hurtling our body towards 

the thing that will obliterate us, begging for love 

from the speeding passage of time, and so maybe 

like the dog obedient at my heels, we can walk together 

peacefully, at least until the next truck comes. 
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Before (2015) 
No shoes and a glossy 

red helmet, I rode 

on the back of my dad’s 

Harley at seven years old. 

Before the divorce. 

Before the new apartment. 

Before the new marriage. 

Before the apple tree. 

Before the ceramics in the garbage. 

Before the dog’s chain. 

Before the koi were all eaten 

by the crane. Before the road 

between us, there was the road 

beneath us, and I was just 

big enough not to let go: 

Henno Road, creek just below, 

rough wind, chicken legs, 

and I never knew survival 

was like that. If you live, 

you look back and beg 

for it again, the hazardous 

bliss before you know 

what you would miss. 
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The Conditional (2013) 
Say tomorrow doesn’t come. 

Say the moon becomes an icy pit. 

Say the sweet-gum tree is petrified. 

Say the sun’s a foul black tire fire. 

Say the owl’s eyes are pinpricks. 

Say the raccoon’s a hot tar stain. 

Say the shirt’s plastic ditch-litter. 

Say the kitchen’s a cow’s corpse. 

Say we never get to see it: bright 

future, stuck like a bum star, never 

coming close, never dazzling. 

Say we never meet her. Never him. 

Say we spend our last moments staring 

at each other, hands knotted together, 

clutching the dog, watching the sky burn. 

Say, It doesn’t matter. Say, That would be 

enough. Say you’d still want this: us alive, 

right here, feeling lucky. 

 

   


