
William Carlos Will iams

The Lonely Street

School  is  over .  I t  is  too hot  
to  walk  at  ease.   At  ease 
in  l ight  f rocks they walk  the st reets 
to  whi le  the t ime away.   
They have grown ta l l .   They hold 
p ink f lames in  the i r  r ight  hands.   
In  whi te  f rom head to  foot ,  
wi th  s ide long,  id le  look – 
in  ye l low,  f loat ing stuf f ,  
b lack sash and stock ings – 
touching the i r  avid  mouths 
wi th  p ink sugar  on a st ick – 
l ike a carnat ion each holds in  her  hand – 
they mount  the lonely s t reet .

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,
fl inging herself down the stairs.
I am thinking of a fairy tale,
Hansel and Great,
Repoundsel,
Bounty and the Beast,
where the beauty
has a pil lowed 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. 
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Roger McGough

I  explain quietly

I  exp la in  qu iet ly.   You
hear me shout ing.   You
try  a  new tack.   I
fee l  o ld  wounds reopen.

You  see both  s ides.   I
see your  bl inkers.   I
am p lacatory.   You
sense a new sel f ishness.

I  am a dove.   You
recognize the hawk.   You
of fer  an ol ive branch.   I  
fee l  the thorns.

You  b leed.   I  
see crocodi le  tears.   I
wi thdraw.   You
reel  f rom the impact .

Langston Hughes

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.
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Roger McGough

Nooligan

I 'm a nooligan
dont give a toss
in our class
I'm the boss
(well, one of them)

I'm a nooligan
got a nard'head
step out of l ine
and youre dead
(well, bleedin)

I'm a nooligan
I spray me name
all over town
footballs me game
(well, watchin)

I'm a nooligan
violence is fun
gonna be a nassassin
or a nired gun
(well, a soldier)

Randal l  Jarre l l   (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 ti ll  my wet fur froze.
Six miles from earth, loosed from its dream of l ife,
I woke to black flak and the nightmare fighters.
When I died they washed me out of the turret with a hose.
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