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.

Carl Sandburg
Fog

The fog comes

On little cat feet.

It sits looking 

over harbor and city

on silent haunches

and then moves on.


William Carlos Williams
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

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?

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.



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.

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.
 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.

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.

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.


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

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.
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