
Three Poems by George Lober
 

 
Poem for the Next Generation 
 
Time was when you had to guess the light,  
when the starkness of shadows, cloud cover,  
the height of the sun all factored,  
 
and the film you loaded had to match the day; 
when the f-stop and shutter speed were adjusted 
by hand, and after the shot you rolled  
 
your film in blackness, developing it  
with chemicals you prepared yourself 
before moving to the enlarger to filter,  
 
burn, and dodge, and turn to the developer  
tray to wait for an image, an apparition  
out of whiteness—dancer in mid-leap,  
 
the ball suspended before a fielder’s glove—  
when you waited until the grays peaked  
and you pulled the paper into the stop and fix  
 
before hanging it on a line, certain that what  
you had just created in that dim light,  
you created with all the time it really took. 
 
  



Take a Moment 
 
Take a moment, or better yet,  
if that’s too much to ask, 
 
take this one. Take the next 
sixty seconds of this poem  
 
as a gift, no strings, no  
expectations, except maybe  
 
that you use them to take  
one breath that isn't deadline  
 
driven by a task undone, 
or laced with work and worry  
 
at the thought of what is waiting  
for you at the job tomorrow;  
 
one breath that isn't wracked 
by the eight things you still  
 
have to do if only the day  
will cut you some slack.  
 
And don't worry. This is not  
going to become be a spiritual  
 
poem; no one is going to tell  
you everything in its own time,  
 
or whenever you're ready.  



We both know things could  
 
be better, you could be better,  
but this is about understanding,  
 
about what it means to shoulder  
the weight of each day and shift  
 
it from sore hip to sore hip, only  
to get up tomorrow and do  
 
it again. So take a moment.  
Take one breath and let it  
 
out slowly This poem knows  
you'll start again soon enough.  
 
Concourse de Exception 
 
If the voice of Jesus travels  
through the stars tonight,  
then so too, I believe, the voice  
of my neighbor John, who ten  
years ago strode up Madison  
Avenue in Monterey in work  
boots and overalls, barrel chest  
and shoulders bare to the world,  
screaming, "It’s been thirty-nine 
months, and I still can't find a job!”  
And if Christ's words of love  
linger in the air we breathe,  
then so too, I think, John's fury  
that afternoon, strong enough  



to crack the sun, but not  
the mystery of how a man  
could work faithfully for  
twenty-eight years until  
his plant closed, and then  
be  unfit the next day for any  
work at all.  This was my neighbor  
who cared for a dystrophic wife,  
two feral cats, and now with time  
on his hands, the classic Chevy  
of his father—and so if his voice  
chained in anger, then maybe 
so too the joyous voices  
of other men, the “Yes!”  
of the auction winner in town 
that same week, who for six  
million added  a third Ferrari  
to his collection, and later  
the laughter of the seller  
who in a single morning made  
millions simply by selling  
a car in a land where Jesus  
is remembered and everything  
is possible, and a man can  
have anything he wants, unless,  
of course, he’s a man like John.  
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