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Four Songs 
By Robert K. Johnson 

 

 

* 

After every play’s last act 

comes every play’s last act: 

 

As the lights begin to darken, 

silent women, dressed in shadows, 

 

walk through the rows of seats 

and bag what’s left behind 

 

to make the theater ready 

for tomorrow’s live audience. 

 

 

* 

Have I lived too long? 

 

Am I at a party 

where all the other guests 

have quietly drifted out 

 

of our host’s home and found–– 

someplace I don’t know–– 

a party that’s just begun? 
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* 

Tossing, in my midnight bed 

I see my widowed mother–– 

her gray face puffed with sadness–– 

 

who, hovering close, begs me 

to stay up with her and watch 

a late-night tv show. 

 

And I shout, “Yes yes! Of course.”–– 

   not 

what I said to her in life. 

 

 

* 

(for R. P.) 

 

Even worse 

than when your email had to tell me 

you could not come today 

 

and instant disappointment 

spread through me 

like a spill of heat from hot water–– 

 

even worse 

was that right afterwards 

and on through the rest of the day 

 

I felt in every room 

I walked into 

 the heavy presence 

of the absence of you. 

 


