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Sonnet XIII

Thou child of Night and Silence, balmy Sleep,
Shed thy soft poppies on my aching brow!
And charm to rest the thoughts of whence, or how
Vanish'd that prlz'd Affection, wont to keep


Each grief of mine from rankling into woe.
Then stern Misfortune from her bended bow
Loos'd the dire strings;-and Care, and anxious Dread
From my cheer'd heart, on sullen pinion fled.


But now, the spell dissolv'd, th' enchantress gone,
Ceaseless those cruel fiends infest my day,
And sunny hours but light them to their prey.
Then welcome midnight shades, when th wish'd boon


May in oblivious dews my eye-lids steep,
Thou child of Night and Silence, balmy Sleep!


William Butler Yeats  (1865 – 1939)

Leda and the Swan

A sudden blow: the great wings beating still

Above the staggering girl, her thighs caressed 

By the dark webs, her nape caught in his bill,

He holds her helpless breast upon his breast.

How can those terrified vague fingers push

The feathered glory from her loosening thighs?

And how can body, laid in that white rush,

But feel the strange heart beating where it lies?

A shudder in the loins engenders there

The broken wall, the burning roof and tower

And Agamemnon dead.





Being so caught up,

So mastered by the brute blood of the air,

Did she put on his knowledge with his power

Before the indifferent beak could let her drop?




Gerard Manley Hopkins  (1844 –1889)

That Nature is a Heraclitean Fire 

and of the Comfort of the Resurrection
Cloud-puffball, torn tufts, tossed pillows flaunt forth, then chevy on an air-

Built thoroughfare: heaven-roysterers, in gay-gangs they throng; they glitter in marches.

Down roughcast, down dazzling whitewash, wherever an elm arches,

Shivelights and shadowtackle in long lashes lace, lance, and pair.

Delightfully the bright wind boisterous ropes, wrestles, beats earth bare

Of yestertempest’s creases; in pool and rut peel parches

Squandering ooze to squeezed dough, crust, dust; stanches, starches

Squadroned masks and manmarks treadmire toil there

Footfretted in it.  Million-fuelèd, nature’s bonfire burns on.

But quench her bonniest, dearest to her, her clearest-selvèd spark

Man, how fast his firedint, his mark on mind, is gone!

Both are in an unfathomable, all is in an enormous dark

Drowned.  O pity and indignation!  Manshape, that shone

Sheer off, disseveral, a star, death blots black out; nor mark 

Is any of him at all so stark

But vastness blurs and time beats level.  Enough!  The Resurrection,

A heart’s-clarion!  Away grief’s gasping, joyless days, dejection.
Across my foundering deck shone

A beacon, an eternal beam.  Flesh fade, and mortal trash

Fall to the residuary worm;  world’s wildfire, leave but ash:  In a flash, at a trumpet crash,

I am all at once what Christ is, since he was what I am, and

This Jack, joke, poor potsherd, patch, matchwood, immortal diamond,



Is immortal diamond.




Carl Sandburg  (1878 – 1967)


Grass

Pile the bodies high at Austerlitz and Waterloo.

Shovel them under and let me work –



I am the grass; I cover all.

And pile them high at Gettysburg

And pile them high at Ypres and Verdun.

Shovel them under and let me work.

Two years, ten years, and passengers ask the conductor:



What place is this?


Where are we now?


I am the grass.


Let me work.

Fog

The fog comes

On little cat feet.

It sits looking 

over harbor and city

on silent haunches

and then moves on.


Edna St. Vincent Millay   (1892 – 1899)

What Lips My Lips Have Kissed, and Where, and Why
Sonnet XLIII 

What lips my lips have kissed, and where, and why, 

I have forgotten, and what arms have lain 

Under my head till morning; but the rain 

Is full of ghosts tonight, that tap and sigh 

Upon the glass and listen for reply, 

And in my heart there stirs a quiet pain 

For unremembered lads that not again 

Will turn to me at midnight with a cry. 

Thus in winter stands the lonely tree, 

Nor knows what birds have vanished one by one, 

Yet knows its boughs more silent than before: 

I cannot say what loves have come and gone, 

I only know that summer sang in me 

A little while, that in me sings no more.




The Plaid Dress

Strong sun, that bleach

The curtains of my room, can you not render

Colourless this dress I wear?-- 

This violent plaid

Of purple angers and red shames; the yellow stripe

Of thin but valid treacheries; the flashy green of kind deeds done

Through indolence high judgments given here in haste; 

The recurring checker of the serious breach of taste?

No more uncoloured than unmade,

I fear, can be this garment that I may not doff;

Confession does not strip it off,

To send me homeward eased and bare;

All through the formal, unoffending evening, under the clean

Bright hair,

Lining the subtle gown. . .it is not seen, 

But it is there.


William Carlos Williams   (1883 – 1963)

Landscape With The Fall of Icarus 

According to Brueghel

when Icarus fell

it was spring

a farmer was ploughing

his field

the whole pageantry

of the year was

awake tingling

near

the edge of the sea

concerned 

with itself

sweating in the sun

that melted

the wings' wax

unsignificantly

off the coast

there was

a splash quite unnoticed

this was

Icarus drowning




The Lonely Street

School is over. It is too hot 

to walk at ease.  At ease 

in light frocks they walk the streets 

to while the time away.  

They have grown tall.  They hold 

pink flames in their right hands.  

In white from head to foot, 

with sidelong, idle look – 

in yellow, floating stuff, 

black sash and stockings – 

touching their avid mouths 

with pink sugar on a stick – 

like a carnation each holds in her hand – 

they mount the lonely street.




This Is Just to Say 

I have eaten 

the plums 

that were in 

the icebox

and which 

you were probably 

saving 

for breakfast

Forgive me 

they were delicious 

so sweet and 

so cold


T.S. Eliot  (1888 – 1965)




Virginia

Red river, red river,

Slow flow heat is silence

No will is still as a river

Still.  Will hear move

Only through the mocking-bird

Heard once?  Still hills

Wait.  Gates wait.  Purple trees,

White trees, wait, wait,

Delay, decay.  Living, living,

Never moving.  Ever moving

Iron thoughts came with me

And go with me:

Red river, river, river.
Dorothy Parker  (1893 – 1967) 

Harriet Beecher Stowe

The pure and worthy Mrs. Stowe
Is one we all are proud to know
As mother, wife, and authoress-
Thank God, I am content with less!

Men

They hail you as their morning star

Because you are the way you are.

If you return the sentiment,

They’ll try to make you different;

And once they have you, safe and sound,

They want to change you all around.

Your moods and ways they put a curse on;

They’d make of you another person.

They cannot let you go your gait;

They influence and educate.

They’d alter all that they admired.

They make me sick, they make me tired.




Social Note

Lady, lady should you meet

One whose ways are all discreet,

One who murmurs that his wife 

Is the lodestar of his life,

One who keeps assuring you

That he never was untrue,

Never loved another one. . .

Lady, lady, better run!


E.E. Cummings (1894-1962)

 "Forward to an Exhibit: II" (1945)
Why do you paint?
For exactly the same reason I breathe.
That’s not an answer.
There isn’t any answer.
How long hasn’t there been any answer?
As long as I can remember.
And how long have you written?
As long as I can remember.
I mean poetry.
So do I.
Tell me, doesn’t your painting interfere with your writing?
Quite the contrary: they love each other dearly.
They’re very different.
Very: one is painting and one is writing.
But your poems are rather hard to understand, whereas your paintings are so easy.
Easy?
Of course--you paint flowers and girls and sunsets; things that everybody understands.
I never met him.
Who?
Everybody.
Did you ever hear of nonrepresentational painting?
I am.
Pardon me?
I am a painter, and painting is non-representational.
Not all painting.
No: housepainting is representational.
And what does a housepainter represent?
Ten dollars an hour.
In other words, you don’t want to be serious--
It takes two to be serious.
Well let me see...oh yes, one more question: where will you live after this war is over?
In China; as usual.
China?
Of course.
Wherabouts in China? 
Where a painter is a poet.


Robert Graves  (1895 – 1985)

The Face in the Mirror

Grey haunted eyes, absent-mindedly glaring

From wide, uneven orbits; one brow drooping

Somewhat over the eye

Because of a missile fragment still inhering,

Skin deep, as a foolish record of old-world fighting.

Crookedly broken nose – low tackling caused it;

Cheeks, furrowed; coarse grey hair, flying frenetic;

Forehead, wrinkled and high;

Jowls, prominent;ears, large; jaw, pugilistic;

Teeth, few; lips, full and ruddy; mouth, ascetic.

I pause with razor poised, scowling derision

At the mirrored man whose beard needs my attention,

And once more ask him why

He still stands ready, with a boy’s presumption,

To court the queen in her high silk pavilion.


Langston Hughes  (1902 – 1967) 

Harlem

What happens to a dream deferred?

Does it dry up 
like a raisin in the sun? 
Or fester like a sore-- 
And then run? 
Does it stink like rotten meat? 
Or crust and sugar over-- 
like a syrupy sweet?

Maybe it just sags 
like a heavy load.

Or does it explode?

Bring me all of your dreams

Bring me all of your dreams,

You dreamers,

Bring me all of your

Heart melodies

That I may wrap them

In a blue cloud-cloth

Away from the too-rough fingers

Of the world.

Wystan Hugh Auden   (1907 – 1973)

Musée des Beaux Arts

About suffering they were never wrong,

The Old Masters: how well they understood

Its human position; how it takes place

While someone else is eating or opening a window or just walking dully along;

How, when the aged are reverently, passionately waiting

For the miraculous birth, there always must be

Children who did not specially want it to happen, skating

On a pond at the edge of the wood:

They never forgot

That even the dreadful martyrdom must run its course

Anyhow in a corner, some untidy spot

Where the dogs go on with their doggy life and the torturer’s horse

Scratches its innocent behind on a tree.

In Brueghel’s Icarus, for instance: how everything turns away

Quite leisurely from the disaster; the ploughman may 

Have heard the splash, the forsaken cry.

But for him it was not an important failure; the sun shone

As it had to on the white legs disappearing into the green

Water; and the expensive delicate ship that must have seen

Something amazing, a boy falling out of the sky,

Had somewhere to get to and sailed calmly on.


Randall Jarrell  (1914 – 1965)




The Death of the Ball Turret Gunner
From my mother’s sleep I fell into the State,

And I hunched in its belly till my wet fur froze.

Six miles from earth, loosed from its dream of life,

I woke to black flak and the nightmare fighters.

When I died they washed me out of the turret with a hose.


Dylan Thomas   (1914 – 1953)

Do not go Gentle into that Good Night

Do not go gentle into that good night,

Old age should burn and rave at close of day;

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,

Because their words have forked no lightning they

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright

Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,

And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight

Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

And you, my father, there on the sad height,

Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

In my Craft or Sullen Art

In my craft or sullen art

Exercised in the still night

When only the moon rages

And the lovers lie abed

With all their griefs in their arms,

I labour by singing light

Not for ambition or bread

Or the strut and trade of charms

On the ivory stages

But for the common wages

Of their most secret heart.

Not for the proud man apart

From the raging moon I write

On these spindrift pages

Nor for the towering dead

With their nightingales and psalms

But for the lovers, their arms

Round the griefs of the ages

Who pay no praise or wages

Nor heed my craft or art.


Charlotte Zolotow  (1915 – )




Change

The summer 

still hangs

heavy and sweet

with sunlight

as it did last year.

The autumn 

still comes

showering gold and crimson

as it did last year.

The winter

still stings

clean and cold and white

as it did last year.

The spring 

still comes 

like a whisper in the dark night.

It is only I

who have changed.

Keith Douglas   (1920 – 1944)

How to Kill

Under the parabola of a ball,

a child turning into a man,

I looked into the air too long.

The ball fell in my hand, it sang

in the closed fist:  Open Open

Behold a gift designed to kill.
Now in my dial of glass appears

the soldier who is going to die.

He smiles, and moves about in ways

his mother knows, habits of his.

The wires touch his face: I cry

NOW.  Death, like a familiar, hears

and look, has made a man of dust

of a man of flesh.  This sorcery

I do.  Being damned, I am amused

to see the centre of love diffused

and the waves of love travel into vacancy.

How easy it is to make a ghost.

The weightless mosquito touches

her tiny shadow on the stone,

and with how like, how infinite

a lightness, man and shadow meet.

They fuse.  A shadow is a man 

when the mosquito death approaches.

Vergissmeinnicht

Three weeks gone and the combatants gone

returning over the nightmare ground

we found the place again, and found

the soldier sprawling in the sun.

The frowning barrel of his gun

overshadowing.  As we came on

that day, he hit my tank with one

like the entry of a demon.

Look.  Here in the gunpit spoil

the dishonoured picture of his girl

who has put:  Steffi.  Vergissmeinnicht
in a copybook gothic script.

We see him almost with content

abased, and seeming to have paid

and mocked at by his own equipment

that’s hard and good when he’s decayed.

But she would weep to see today

how on his skin the swart flies move;

the dust upon the paper eye

and the burst stomach like a cave.

For here the lover and killer are mingled

who had one body and one heart.

And death who had the soldier singled

has done the lover mortal hurt.

Max Fatchen  (1920 – )





Just Fancy That

‘Just fancy that!’ my parents say

at anything I mention.

They always seem so far away

And never pay attention.

‘Just fancy that,” their eyes are glazed.

It grows so very wearing.

‘Just fancy that’ is not a line

for which I’m really caring.

And so today I’m telling them

I threw a cricket bat.

I broke a windowpane at school.

They murmur, ‘Fancy that.’

I wrote a message on the fence.

I spoke a wicked word.

The way the vicar hurried past,

I’m positive he heard.

‘Just fancy that.’  Then suddenly

Their eyes are sticking out,

Their words are coming in a rush

Their voices in a shout.

‘You naughty child, you shameless boy.

It’s time WE had a chat.’

Hurrah, they’ve noticed me at last.

My goodness, fancy that!

Thom Gunn   (1929 – 2004)

On the Move   

     ‘Man, you gotta Go’

The blue jay scuffling in the bushes follows

Some hidden purpose, and the just of birds

That spurts across the field, the wheeling swallows, 

Have nested in the trees and undergrowth.

Seeking their instinct, or their poise, or both, 

One moves with an uncertain violence 

Under the dust thrown by a baffled sense

Or the dull thunder of approximate words.

On motorcycles, up the road, they come:

Small, black, as flies hanging in heat, the Boys,

Until the distance throws them forth, their hunm

Bulges to thunder held by calf and thigh.

In goggles, donned impersonality,

In gleaming jackets trophied with the dust,

They strap in doubt – by hiding it, robust –

And almost hear a meaning in their noise.

Exact conclusion of their hardiness

Has no shape yet, but from known whereabouts

They ride, direction where the tires press.

They scare a flight of birds across the field:

Much that is natural, to the will must yield.

Men manufacture both machine and soul,

And use what they imperfectly control

To dare a future from the taken routes.

It is a part solution, after all.

One is not necessarily discord

One earth; or damned because, half animal,

One lacks direct instinct, because one wakes

Afloat on movement that divides and breaks.

One joins the movement is a valueless world,

Choosing it, till, both hurler and the hurled,

One moves as well, always toward, toward.

A minute holds them, who have come to go:

The self-defined, astride the created will

They burst away; the towns they travel through

Are home for neither bird nor holiness,

For birds and saints complete their purposes.

At worst, one is in motion; and at best,

Reaching no absolute, in which to rest,

One is always nearer by not keeping still.

California


The Discovery of the Pacific

They lean against the cooling car, backs pressed

Upon the dusts of a brown continent,

And watch the sun, now Westward of their West, 

Fall to the ocean.  Where it led they went.

Kansas to California.  Day by day

They travelled emptier of the things they knew.

They improvised new habits on the way,

But lost the occasions, and then lost them too.

One night, no-one and nowhere, she had woken

To resin-smell and to the fir’s slight sound,

And through their sleeping-bag had felt the broken

Tight-knotted surfaces of the naked ground.

Only his lean quiet body cupping hers

Kept her from it, the extreme chill.  By degrees

She fell asleep.  Around them in the firs

The wind probed, tiding through forked estuaries.

And now their skin is caked with road, the grime

Merely reflecting sunlight as it fails.

They leave their clothes among the rocks they climb,

Blunt leaves of iceplant nuzzle at their soles.

Now they stand chin-deep in the sway of ocean,

Firm west, two stringy bodies face to face,

And come, together, in the water’s motion,

The full caught pause of their embrace.


Ted Hughes  (1930 – 1998)

Hawk Roosting

I sit in the top of the wood, my eyes closed.

Inaction, no falsifying dream

Between my hooked head and hooked feet:

Or in sleep rehearse perfect kills and eat.

The convenience of the high trees!

The air’s buoyancy and the sun’s ray

Are of advantage to me;

And the earth’s face upward for my inspection.

My feet are locked upon the rough bark.

It took the whole of Creation

To produce my foot, my each feather:

Now I hold Creation in my foot

Or fly up, and revolve it all slowly –

I kill where I please because it is all mine.

There is no sophistry in my body:

My manners are tearing off heads –

The allotment of death.

For the one path of my flight is direct

Through the bones of the living.

No arguments assert my right:

The sun is behind me.

Nothing has changed since I began.

My eye has permitted no change.

I am going to keep things like this.

Sylvia Plath   (1932 – 1963)

Lady Lazarus

I have done it again.

One year in every ten

I manage it –

A sort of walking miracle, my skin

Bright as a Nazi lampshade,

My right foot

A paperweight,

My face a featureless, fine

Jew linen.

Peel off the napkin

O my enemy.

Do I terrify? –

The nose, the eye pits, the full set of teeth?

The sour breath

Will vanish in a day.

Soon, soon the flesh 

The grave cave ate will be

At home on me

And I a smiling woman.

I am only thirty.

And like the cat I have nine times to die.

This is Number Three.

What a trash

To annihilate each decade.

What a million filaments.

The peanut-crunching crowd

Shoves in to see

Them unwrap me hand and foot –

The big strip tease.

Gentlemen, ladies

These are my hands

My knees.

I may be skin and bone,

Nevertheless, I am the same, identical woman.

The first time it happened I was ten.

It was an accident.

The second time I meant

To last it out and not come back at all.

I rocked shut

As a seashell.

They had to call and call

And pick the worms off me like sticky pearls.

Cying

Is an art, like everything else.

I do it exceptionally well.

I do it so it feels like hell.

I do it so it feels real.

I guess you could say I’ve a call.

It’s easy enough to do it in a cell.

It’s easy enough to do it and stay put.

It’s the theatrical

Comeback in broad day

To the same place, the same face, the same brute

Amused shout:

‘A miracle!’

That knocks me out.

There is a charge

For the eyeing of my scars, there is a charge

For the hearing of my heart – 

It really goes.

And there is a charge, a very large charge

For a word or a touch

Or a bit of blood

Or a piece of my hair or my clothes.

So, so, Herr Doktor.

So, Herr Enemy.

I am your opus,

I am your valuable,

The pure gold baby

That melts to a shriek.

I turn and burn.

Do not think I underestimate your great concern.

Ash, ash –

You poke and stir.

Flesh, bone, there is nothing there –

A cake of soap, 

A wedding ring,

A gold filling.

Herr God, Herr Lucifer

Beware

Beware.

Out of the ash 

I rise with my red hair

And I eat men like air.


Marge Piercy  (1936 – )

Barbie Doll

This girlchild was born as usual
and presented dolls that did pee-pee
and miniature GE stoves and irons
and wee lipsticks the color of cherry candy.
Then in the magic of puberty, a classmate said:
You have a great big nose and fat legs. 

She was healthy, tested intelligent,
possessed strong arms and back,
abundant sexual drive and manual dexterity.
She went to and fro apologizing.
Everyone saw a fat nose on thick legs. 
She was advised to play coy,
exhorted to come on hearty,
exercise, diet, smile and wheedle.
Her good nature wore out
like a fan belt.
So she cut off her nose and her legs
and offered them up. 
In the casket displayed on satin she lay
with the undertaker's cosmetics painted on,
a turned-up putty nose,
dressed in a pink and white nightie.
Doesn't she look pretty? everyone said.
Consummation at last.
To every woman a happy ending.

Billy Collins  (1941 – )


Introduction to Poetry
I ask them to take a poem
and hold it up to the light
like a color slide
or press an ear against its hive.
I say drop a mouse into a poem
and watch him probe his way out,
or walk inside the poem's room
and feel the walls for a light switch.
I want them to waterski
across the surface of a poem
waving at the author's name on the shore.
But all they want to do
is tie the poem to a chair with rope
and torture a confession out of it.
They begin beating it with a hose
to find out what it really means.

Nikki Giovanni  (1960 – )




A Poem of Friendship

We are not lovers

because of the love 

we make

but the love

we have

We are not friends

because of the laughs

we spend

but the tears

we save

I don’t want to be near you

for the thought we share

but the words we never have

to speak

I will never miss you

because of what we do

but what we are

together


Tony Tost  (1975 – )

Excerpts from Invisible Bride

For years, irate mothers’ groups have demanded playground reform as child-guidance experts, educators, architects and artists formulated the exact number of dangerous illusions in the world. For openers, the lakes appear to be sheathed in glass while it is in fact the dreary expanses of asphalt that are stuffed with it. 

Two swing-sets are nearly touching. 

A playground lets our children dash about?willing, laughing, suspending, breaking each other’s bones?as the thinkers make fools of us. The playground spins our thoughts around and extends a hospitable welcome to those who want to avail themselves of a chance to walk in the shade of some excellent exterior landscaping. This month, I will explore playground reform as an intuitive response aiming to produce and promote ideal gender identities in children.

A child’s body itself is a playground in which gender identities can be monitored and produced, compelling reformers to locate them in public, visible settings. Like a cloud, I am meant to serve a large population. A playground should be a sort of truce between the tunnels and twilights of childhood. A playground should be rippling at its outermost branches. According to the Consumer Product Safety Commission, about 120,000 playground injuries are treated in U.S. hospitals each year. 

A playground should remain in a child’s heart, even as that child, years later, awakes, in his or her own clothes, on a beach, bruised (in a “pool of bruises” in fact), blue-veined and delivered from his or her indolence into an outdoor, multi-use play area of a completely different sort, one that acknowledges a community’s commitment to its children and the future they will inherit. 

A playground, above all else, should be the first blossom and wintry ground, the fuzzy, distant shore and the whale’s belly, the physical soup and the philosophical skin that agrees to mouth adult expectations concerning aesthetics and safety, even as it swallows them. 

Winona Baker






On Mona’s Smile

I know what brought

That expression to her face.

During one of her sittings

Leo said to her, ‘You know, Mona

you’re very intelligent

for a woman.’


Ronald Koertge

Sidekicks

They were never handsome and often came
with a hormone imbalance manifested by corpulence,
a yodel of a voice or ears big as kidneys.
But each was brave. More than once a sidekick
has thrown himself in front of our hero in order
to receive the bullet or blow meant for that
perfect face and body.
Thankfully, heroes never die in movies and leave
the sidekick alone. He would not stand for it.
Gabby or Pat, Pancho or Andy remind us of a part
of ourselves,
the dependent part that can never grow up,
the part that is painfully eager to please,
always wants a hug and never gets enough.
Who could sit in a darkened theatre, listen
to the organ music and watch the best
of ourselves lowered into the ground while
the rest stood up there, tears pouring off
that enormous nose.
Geraldine Connolly (1947 – )

The Summer I Was Sixteen

The turquoise pool rose up to meet us,
its slide a silver afterthought down which
we plunged, screaming, into a mirage of bubbles.
We did not exist beyond the gaze of a boy.
Shaking water off our limbs, we lifted
up from ladder rungs across the fern-cool
lip of rim. Afternoon. Oiled and sated,
we sunbathed, rose and paraded the concrete,
danced to the low beat of "Duke of Earl".
Past cherry colas, hot-dogs, Dreamsicles,
we came to the counter where bees staggered
into root beer cups and drowned. We gobbled
cotton candy torches, sweet as furtive kisses,
shared on benches beneath summer shadows.
Cherry. Elm. Sycamore. We spread our chenille
blankets across grass, pressed radios to our ears,
mouthing the old words, then loosened
thin bikini straps and rubbed baby oil with iodine
across sunburned shoulders, tossing a glance
through the chain link at an improbable world.

Jane Kenyon

The Blue Bowl

Like primitives we buried the cat
with his bowl. Bare-handed
we scraped sand and gravel
back into the hole.
                               They fell with a hiss
and thud on his side,
on his long red fur, the white feathers
between his toes, and his
long, not to say aquiline, nose.
We stood and brushed each other off.
There are sorrows keener than these.
Silent the rest of the day, we worked,
ate, stared, and slept. It stormed
all night; now it clears, and a robin
burbles from a dripping bush
like the neighbor who means well
but always says the wrong thing.
Martha Collins (1940 – )

Lines

Draw a line. Write a line. There.
Stay in line, hold the line, a glance
between the lines is fine but don't
turn corners, cross, cut in, go over
or out, between two points of no
return's a line of flight, between
two points of view's a line of vision.
But a line of thought is rarely
straight, an open line's no party
line, however fine your point.
A line of fire communicates, but drop
your weapons and drop your line,
consider the shortest distance from x
to y, let x be me, let y be you.

Dave Etter

Marcus Millsap: School Day Afternoon
I climb the steps of the yellow school bus,
move to a seat in back, and we're off,
bouncing along the bumpy blacktop.
What am I going to do when I get home?
I'm going to make myself a sugar sandwich
and go outdoors and look at the birds
and the gigantic blue silo
they put up across the road at Motts'.
This weekend we're going to the farm show.
I like roosters and pigs, but farming's no fun.
When I get old enough to do something big,
I'd like to grow orange trees in a greenhouse.
Or maybe I'll drive a school bus
and yell at the kids when I fee l mad:
"Shut up back there, you hear me?"
At last, my house, and I grab my science book
and hurry down the steps into the sun.
There's Mr. Mott, staring at his tractor.
He's wearing his DeKalb cap
with the crazy winged ear of corn on it.
He wouldn't wave over here to me
if I was handing out hundred dollar bills.
I'll put brown sugar on my bread this time,
then go lie around by the water pump,
where the grass is very green and soft,
soft as the body of a red-winged blackbird.
Imagine, a blue silo to stare at,
and Mother not coming home till dark! 


John Foster

War Games

In a Star Wars T-shirt,

Armed with an Airfix bomber,

The young avenger

Crawls across the carpet

To blast the wastepaper basket 

Into oblivion.

Later,

Curled on the sofa,

He watches unflinching

An edited version

Of War of the Day,

Only half-listening

As the newsreader

Lists the latest statistics.

Cushioned by distance,

How can he comprehend

The real score?


Max Garland

Because You Left Me A Handful of Daffodils

I suddenly thought of Brenda Hatfield, queen
of the 5th grade, Concord Elementary.
A very thin, shy girl, almost
as tall as Audrey Hepburn,
but blond.
She wore a dress based upon the principle
of the daffodil: puffed sleeves,
inflated bodice, profusion
of frills along the shoulder blades
and hemline.
A dress based upon the principle of girl
as flower; everything unfolding, spilling
outward and downward: ribbon, stole,
corsage, sash.
It was the only thing I was ever
elected. A very short king.
I wore a bow tie, and felt
like a third-grader.
Even the scent of the daffodils you left
reminds me. It was a spring night.
And escorting her down the runway
was a losing battle, trying to march
down among the full, thick folds
of crinoline, into the barrage of her
father's flashbulbs, wading



the backwash of her mother's
perfume: scared, smiling,
tiny, down at the end
of that long, thin, Audrey Hepburn arm,
where I was king. 

Jane Yolen (1939 – )

Fat Is Not a Fairy Tale

I am thinking of a fairy tale,
Cinder Elephant,
Sleeping Tubby,
Snow Weight,
where the princess is not
anorexic, wasp-waisted,
flinging herself down the stairs.
I am thinking of a fairy tale,
Hansel and Great,
Repoundsel,
Bounty and the Beast,
where the beauty
has a pillowed breast,
and fingers plump as sausage.
I am thinking of a fairy tale
that is not yet written,
for a teller not yet born,
for a listener not yet conceived,
for a world not yet won,
where everything round is good:
the sun, wheels, cookies, and the princess. 
 

Roger McGough

Once Upon a Love

once upon a love

we spent our nights 

blowing kisses across

the pillow

now we spend them

throwing plates across the kitchen

Conservation Piece

The countryside must be preserved!

(Preferably miles away from me.)

Neat hectares of the stuff reserved

For those in need of flower or tree.

I’ll make do with landscape painting

Film documentaries on TV.

And when I need to escape, panting,

The open-mouthed I’ll head for the sea.

Let others stroll and take their leisure,

In grasses wade up to their knees,

For I derive no earthly pleasure

From the green green rash that makes me sneeze.

      40      – 
Love
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couple

playing
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Sacrifices

I was forever hearing about the sacrifices

My parents made.

Little ones almost daily

Big ones when required

Having me meant sacrifices.  Going without.

And then to cap it all, the Scholarship:

School uniforms, violin lessons.

Elocution, extra tuition.

‘If it’s not one thing it’s another.

I hope you’re worth it.’  But was I?

The dictionary confirmed my doubts:

‘Sacrifice, a ritual killing of a person

or animal with the intention of pleasing a deity.’

Sacrifice.  No, I wasn’t worth it.

All that blood for a few O-levels.

Roger McGough
You and I

I explain quietly.  You

hear me shouting.  You

try a new tack.  I

feel old wounds reopen.

You see both sides.  I

see your blinkers.  I

am placatory.  You

sense a new selfishness.

I am a dove.  You

recognize the hawk.  You

offer an olive branch.  I 

feel the thorns.

You bleed.  I 

see crocodile tears.  I

withdraw.  You

reel from the impact.


Survivor

Everyday

I think about dying.

About disease, starvation,

violence, terrorism, war,

the end of the world.

It helps

keep my mind off things

Donald Rumsfield

The Unknown

As we know,
There are known knowns.
There are things we know we know.
We also know
There are known unknowns.
That is to say
We know there are some things
We do not know.
But there are also unknown unknowns,
The ones we don't know
We don't know.

Anonymous Indian Song

The Corn Grows Up

The corn grows up.


The waters of the dark clouds drop, drop.

The rain descends.


The waters from the corn leaves drop, drop.

The rain descends.


The waters from the plant drop, drop.

The corn grows up.


The waters of the dark mists drop, drop.
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