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“Look for the poetry that grows under your feet."—Rainer Maria Rilke

‘A star danced *
Jr and uqdietr) thar ¥
0
§ 1/1/////amvgfa7]§/<esgergfe %
x Poems x
4 w
: for :
e *
i The Dream Keeper ﬁ'
Langston Hughes 74}{
é" Bring me all of your dreams, S t u d g i
oo ' o
ﬁ Heart melodies '?éf
oo " b
§ g\;v:;l::::ﬂ:e too-rough fingers 7 G ra .ﬂe i
x ELA &
N Miss Winkeisais
4
4 piig
* h
fr i x
A *
4 )i
P i
S b g
%r A
e o
Jr i o
J *
% i
& )
i ) g
*
g
¢
*
¢
*
yi'g
Y ¢

i
I
irg
i
e
%
E%
X
¥

b fo-f e Ao S A e oA e e e Fed At S g A el



Sympathy

Paul Lawrence Dunbar
| KNOW what the caged bird feels, alas!
When the sun is bright on the upland slopes;
When the wind stirs soft through the springing grass,
And the river flows like a stream of glass;
When the first bird sings and the first bud opes,
And the faint perfume from its chalice steals —
| know what the caged bird feels!
| know why the caged bird beats his wing
Till its blood is red on the cruel bars;
For he must fly back to his perch and cling
When he fain would be on the bough a-swing;
And a pain still throbs in the old, old scars
And they pulse again with a keener sting —
| know why he beats his wing!
I know why the caged bird sings, ah me,
When his wing is bruised and his bosom sore,—
When he beats his bars and he would be free;
It is not a carol of joy or glee,
But a prayer that he sends from his heart's deep core,
But a plea, that upward to Heaven he flings —
I know why the caged bird sings!

The above poem was published in Lyrics of the Hearthside by Dodd, Mead and Company in 1899. It was this poem that inspired the title to Maya
Angelou's autobiography / Know Why The Caged Bird Sings.

Mother to Son

Langston Hughes

Well, son, I'll tell you:

Life for me ain't been no crystal stair. i

It's had tacks init,

And splinters, Dreams

And boards torn up, _ Langston Hughes

And places with no carpet on the floor - Hold fast to dreams
Bare. For if dreams die
But all the time Life is a broken-winged bird
I'se been a-climbin’ on That cannot fly.
And reachin’ landin’s,

And turnin’ corners, Hold fast to dreams
And sometimes goin' in the dark For when dreams go
Where there ain't been no light. Life is a barren field
So boy, don't you turn back. _ Froze:.: with snow.

Don't you set down on the steps
‘Cause you finds it's kinder hard.

Don't you fall now — Haiku

For I'se still goin’, honey, Sonia Sanchez

I'se still climbin’, i have lvoked into

And life for me ain't been no crystal stair. my father’s eyes and seen an

african sunset



Women
by Alice Walker

They wre women then
My mama's generation
Husky of voice-Stout of
Step

With fists as well as
Hands

How they battered down
Doors

And ironed

Starched white

Shirts

How they led

Armies

Headragged Generals
Across mined

Fields

Boody-trapped

Ditches

To discover books
Desks

A place for us

How they knew what we
Must Know

Without knowing a page
Of it

Themselves.

Base Stealer
Robert Francis

Poised hetween going on and back, pulled
Both ways taut like a tightrope-walker,
Fingertips pointing the opposites,

Now houncing tiptoe ike a dropped ball
Or a kid skipping rope, come on, come on,
Ruunning a scattering of steps sidewise,
How he teeters, skitters, tingles, teases,
Taunts them, hovers ke an ecstatic bird,
He's only flirting, crowd him, crowd him,
Delicate, deficate, delicate, deficate-now!

The Drum
by Nikki Giavanni

Daddy says the world is
a tirum light and hard
and | tald him

i'm ganna beat

oul my own rhythm.

When the Roses Revolted
Anonymous

The roses were fed up.
They were sick sick sick
of being symbols for love.

One night they revolted,
crept out of flower shops,.
jumped out of windows
and touched the dirt!

They spent that night
drinking real night air,
carousing with clover
boogying with bluebells,
dancing with dandelions,
and in this way they
rediscovered their

roots. Q

Knoxville Tennessee

| always like summer
Best

you can aat fresh cormn
From daddy's garden

And okra

And greens

And cabbage

And lots of

Barbeque

And buttermilk

And homemade ice-cream
At the church picnic

And listen to

Gospel music

Cutside

At the church
Homecoming

And go to the mountains with
Your graadmother

And go barefooted

And be warm

All the time

Not only when you go to bed
And sleep

Nikki Giovanni




Who Am 1?
Felice Holman

The trees ask wme,

And the sky,

And the sea asks me
Wwho am 1?

The grass asks me,

Awnd the sand,

Awnd the vocks as me
Who | am.

The wind tells me
At nightfall,
And the rain tells we

Someone small.

Someone small
Someone small
But 4 piece

of

it

atl.

Running Away
Karla Kuskin

Running away

From the rest of today

Running away

From you

Running away

From “Don’t do that”

From all of the things

| must constantly do.

| feel too tall

| feel too old

For a hundred helpings of being told.
Packing my head

Taking my feet

Galloping down the familiar street.
My head is a bird.

My heart is free again.

| might come back

When | feel like me again.

Juke Box Love Song
Langston Hughes

| could take the Harlem night

and wrap around you,

Take the neon lights and make a crown,
Take the Lenox Avenue busses,

Taxis, subways,

And for your love song tone their rumble down.
Take Harlem's heartbeat,

Make a drumbeat,

Put it on a record, let it whirl,

And while we listen to it play,

Dance with you till day--

Dance with you, my sweet brown Harlem girl.



| Wandered Lonely as a Cloud
Willlam Wordsworth

| wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once | saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils,

Beslide the lake, beneath the trees
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the Milky Way,

They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw | at a glance
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced, but they
Out-did the sparkling waves In glee: -

A poet could not but be gay

In such a Jocund company:

| gazed -and gazed -but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought.

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or In pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which Is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills
And dances with the daffodils.

Harriet Tubman
Eloise Greenfieid

Harriet Tubman didn’t take no stuff
Wasn't scared of nothing neither

Didn’t come in this world to be no siave
And wasn’t going to stay one either

“Farewell!” she sang to her friends one
night

She was mighty sad to leave them

But she ran away that dark, hot night
Ran looking for her freedom

#8
from Dark Testament

by Pauli Murray

Hope is a crushed stalk

Between clenched fingers.

Hope is a bird's wing

Broken by a stone.

Hope is a word in a tuneless ditty—
A word whispered with the wind,

A dream of forty acres and a mule,
A cabin of one's own and a moment to
rest,

A name and place for one’s children
And children’s children at last...

Hope is a song in a weary throat.

Emily Dicki::son

HOPE is the thing with feathers

That perches in the soul,

And sings the tune without the words,
And never stops at all,

And sweetest in the gale is heard;
And sore must be the storm
That could 3pash the little bird
That kept many so warm.

I've heard it in thechillest land,
And on the strangest sea;

Yet, never, in extremity,

It asked 3 crumb of me.




Theme for English B
By Langston Hughes

The instructor said,

Go home and write

a page tonight.

And let that page come out of you--
Then, it will be true.

| wonder if it's that simple?

| am twenty-two, colored, born in Winston-Salem.
I went to school there, then Durham, then here
to this college on the hill above Harlem.

I am the only colored student in my class.

The steps from the hill lead down intfo Harlem,
through a park, then | cross St. Nicholas,

Eighth Avenue, Seventh, and | come to the Y,
the Harlem Branch Y, where | take the elevator
up to my room, sit down, and write this page:

It's not easy to know what is frue for you or me

at twenty-two, my age. Butf | guess I'm what

| feel and see and hear, Harlem, | hear you:

hear you, hear me--we two--you, me, talk on this page.
(l hear New York, too.) Me--who?

Well, | like to eat, sleep, drink, and be in love.

| like to work, read, learn, and understand life.

I ike a pipe for a Christmas present,

or records--Bessie, bop, or Bach.

I guess b%ing colored doesn't make me not like

the same things other folks like who are other races.
So will my page be colored that | write?

Being me, it will not be white.

But it will be

a part of you, instructor.

You are white--

yet a part of me, as | am a part of you.
That's American.

Sometimes perhaps you don't want to be a part of me.
Nor do | often want to be a part of you.
But we are, that's truel

As | learn from you,

| guess you learn from me--

although you're older--and white--

and somewhat more free.

This is my page for English B.



Winter Forest

The snow falls,

gently, quietly down

to blanket the trees

as nature puts them to bed.

Long, gleaming crystal icicles
hang from my window

like fangs dripping clear blood,
one falls to the ground

and shatters like a glass cup
dropped by the busy housewife.

All is quiet outside

except for the snow falling
gently, quietly down

to blanket the trees.
Nature puts them to bed.

— Lisa

Snowflake

I once found a snowflake in a field

an utterly exquisite crystal from god

and yet I found it odd

that it was unlike all q

in this field

it was without flaw

with lines made out of lace

and nothing out of place

unique by itself

even though very small

about the size of a minute elf

1 shall take it to school with me

and it shall be

the nicest flake they ever beheld

it shall be with me not on a shelf

I shall be the one who holds

the precious flake of glass

but alas

when I got to school the flake was no longer
there

it was just water like any other melted

snowflake

—— Brendan Dickinson, #11

Nature and the Environment

Oda ala noche

Noche,

viniste sola en el aire

como guitarro volante.

Llena de brisas

Que me acariciaban en la noche.
Tus grandes ojos

Me miraban desde la ventana.
Llegaste con pequefias lagrimas
Que refrescaron la natureleza.
Noche,

_ Llegaste oscura y desolada

Como la capa del dfa.

Siempre alumbrada

Por pequefias estrellas brillantes.
Las flores bailaban

Con tu pequeiia brisa.

Y tu hermosa luna brillante

Me acompafiaba en mis suefios.

— Karla Figueroa

Ode to the Night

Night,

You came alone in the air
Like a flying guitar

Full of breezes

That caressed me in the night.
The great eyes

watched me from the window.
You came with small tears
That refreshed nature.

Night,

You came dark and desolate
Like the cape of the day.

Always illuminated by small bright stars.

The flowers danced with your small breeze.
And your beautiful, bright moon came

with me in my dream.

— Karla Figueréa
translated by Josefina Bosch
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Martin Lurher
King Jr.

Gwendolyn Brooks

Martin Luther King, Jr.,
a great civil rights
leader, led a march on
Washington, D.C., in
August 1963. There he
delivered his famous

“|] Have a Dream”
speech to hundreds

of thousands of
Americans, black and
white, who qathered
to show support for
equal rights. Gwendolyn
Brooks’s poem is a .
tribute to this man and

to his ideals.

1 <0 put or rub oil on

2 harriers; obstructions

66 Special People

A man went forth with gifts.

He was a prose poem.
He was a tragic grace.

He was a warm music.

He tried to heal the vivid volcanoes.
His ashes are
reading the world.

His Dream still wishes to anoint*
the barricades? of faith and of control.

His word still burns the center of the sun,
above the thousands and the
hundred thousands.

The word was Justice. It was spoken.

So it shall be spoken.
So it shall be done.
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; | | Bill Neidjie

: Everything on the hot dogs
s i Except pickle lily
JULIE O’CALLAGHAN o Dash those ho dogs
1954~ Into buns and splash on
‘ All that good stuff
(ﬁ Taking my Pen for a Walk i Yellow mustard and onions

And french fries piled on top all

Tonight I took the leash off my pen. Rolled up in a piece of wax

At first it was frightened,

. P fc
looked up at me with confused eyes, tongue panting. ] I: l;curr z;nl;ssto hold hot
Then I said, ‘Go on, run away,’ Quarters on the counter
and pushed its head. . Sit down
Still it wasn’t sure what [ wanted; ] Good hot dogs
it whimpered with its tail between its legs. : We'd eat 8
Sol ycllc.d, ‘You're free, why don’t you run— ; Fast till there was nothing left
you stupid pen, you .sho%ld be glad, But salt and poppy seeds even
now get out of my sight. The little burnt tips

It took a few steps. : : Of e bu
I stamped my foot and threw a stone. Wc’dC:;ct Ties

Suddenly, it realised what I was saying You h i
\ ! umming
and began to run furiously away from me. & | And me swinging my legs

SANDRA CISNEROS BILL NEIDJIE
1954 — : fl. 1987
E:
Good Hot Dogs - This eart’
FOR KIKI | This carth . . .
Fifty cents apiece I never damage,
To eat our lunch I look after.
Wed run Fire is nothing,
Streight from school just clean up.
Insiad of home When you burn,
Two blocks

New grass coming up.

That mean good animal soon . . .

might be goose, long-neck turtle, goanna, 3
Burn him off . . .

new grass coming up,

new life all over,

Then the store

That smelled like steam

You ordered

Because you had the money

Two hot dogs and two pops for here
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In summer stream in gentle rain.

When sunbeams so bright on the falling drops shine,

The rainbow enlivens the show’ I,

And glows in the heavens, a bcaunful sign

That water shall drown us no more,

JANE TAYLOR
1783~1824

The Star

Twinkle, twinkle, little star,
How I wonder what you are!
Up above the world so high,
Like a diamond in the sky.

When the blazing sun is gone,
When he nothing shines upon,
Then you show your little light,
Twinkle, twinkle, ail the night.

Then the traveller in the dark,
Thanks you for your tiny spark,

He could not see which way to go,

If you did not twinkle so.
In the dark blue sky you keep,

And ofien through my curtains pecp,

For you never shut your eye,
Till the sun is in the sky.

As your bright and tiny spark,
Lights the traveller in the dark—
Though I know not what you are,
Twinkle, twinkle, little star.

A

William Hoy

WILLIAM H1
1792—187!

The Wind tn a

The wind one morning sprun;
Saying, ‘Now for a frolic! nov
Now for a mad-cap, galloping
P’ll make a commotion in ever
So it swept with a bustle righ
Creaking the signs, and scatte;
Shutters; and whisking, with 1
Old women’s bonnets and gin
There never was heard a muct
As the apples and oranges tru
And the urchins, that stand wi
For ever on watch, ran off eac

Then away to the field it went

' And the cattle all wondered w

It plucked by their tails the gr:
And tossed the colts’ manes al
Till, offended at such a familia
They all turned their backs, an
So on it went, capering and pl
Whistling with reeds on the by
Puffing the birds as they sat or
Or the traveller grave on the k
It was not too nice to hustle tl
Of the beggar, and flutter his
"Twas so bold, that it feared n
With the doctor’s wig, or the |
Through the forest it roared, :
You sturdy old oaks, I'll make
And it made them bow withot
Or it cracked their great branc
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In moving-slow he has no Peer. ’\ i H 3
You ask him something in his Ear, '
He thinks about it for a Year;

And, then, before he says a Word _ i
There, upside down (unlike a Bird),
He will assume that you have Heard—

A most Ex-as-per-at-ing Lug.
But should you call his manner Smug,
He'll sigh and give his Branch a Hug;:

Then off again to Sleep he goes,
Still swaying gently by his Toes,
And you just krnow he knows he knows.
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The Red Wheelbarrow
William Carlos Williams

so much depends
upon

a red wheel
barrow

glazed with rain
water

beside the white
chickens.

Copyright © 1962 by William Carlos Williams. Used with
permission of New Directions Publishing Corporation. All
rights reserved. No part of this poem may be reproduced
in any form without the written consent of the publisher.

Copyright © 1997-2003 by The Academy of American
Poets
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Brooklyn Collegé Academy
Sarah Babbitt, Instructor

POEM TO BE READv AT 3AM

Excepting the diner
On the outskirts.

The town of Ladora
At 3 am.

Was dark but

For my headlights
And up in

One second-story room
A single light :
Where someone

Was sick or

Perhaps reading

As I drove past

At seventy

Not thinking,

This poem

Is for whoever

Had the light on

‘—~Donald Jﬁstice

- Juliana Rbgers, Principal
English 8
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breat Pitches

J. Patrick Lewis

The fastball

that you hope to poke
is smoke

The curveball

that you thought was there

is air

The knuckler
wobbling up to you
can dipsy-do

The screwball
an ironic twist
hits your fist

The sinker

comes as some surprise:
it dies

The let-up pitch

you can't resist?
You missed

The spitball

that by law's forbidden
(is hidden)
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SONNET XVIII1
William Shakespeare

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date:
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimn’d:
And every fair from fair sometime declines,
By chance, or nature’s changing course untrimm’d;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade,
Nor lose possession oi that fair thou ow’st,
Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his shade,
When in eternal lines; to time thou grow’st;
So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

Read at the White House, April 30, 1963
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THE RED WHEELBARROW
William Carlos Williams

so much depends
upon

a red wheel

barrow

glazed with rain
water

beside the white
chickens.

My son Jack chose this poem.

64
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: : Activities
| up impression

1. When you have thought about the poem for a while, write a brief report of your
reading. Note what you think the poem is about, and how you arrived at this

ernative ' reading . . : .
tanza b . 2. Share your report with others in your group or class, and discuss the following
e in ea);h points. What meanings have members of your group made from this text? What
> | ' , parts of the text did each person focus on? Wias it the title? the shape and pattern
mal statement

cision, e.g., “1 of the text? the meanings of the letters? Whar information from ‘outside” the

: s LB i b

planation of ‘ text helped you make sense of the poem?

- your deci- . .

poem.) Constructing a Reading

Below are the readings two students produced in response to this poem. They have
explained what they thought the poem was saying and how they produced this
reading. Compare these responses with how you read the poem.

‘ Reading 1

- unusual

truction of ‘ [ think the poem is about how relationships come and go, and how people can become
- entirely of obsessed by another person. At the beginning, in the first line, the person is totally

: wrapped up in herself, and the poem shows it by repeating “i, i, i. . . .” It is as if the

poem is recording her thoughts or outlook on the world. In the second line it shows
that she has mer someone special and started to include him in her life and thoughts a

Stucying Poetry
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For the Love of the Game
Michael Jordan and Me

by Eloise Greenfield

When he was just a little boy
when he was just a kid
Michael saw a basketball
and this is what he did ...

FROM NORTH CAROLINA,
AT GUARD, SIX-SIX,
MI - CHAEL JORDAN!

For the love of the game
he rises from the chair
he steps to the court

he greets his team

he takes his stance

he makes his move

he slaps the ball

from clutching hands
snaps it to a friend
helps his team to win
he forget to obey

the law of gravity
jumps not up and down

but up and up
an up, then stops

stands right there

on a little piece of air

will he shoot for the left

or shoot from the right?

which hand will he use tonight?
he sails higher, holds the ball
above the bucket, and slam!

before he lands, smooth
as a gliding plane, then
turns and smiles

at the memory of flying.

For the love of the game
of life

I rise from my bed

and greet the world

I am  here!

The sun has risen

but barely

in the pale light

I see a world of many paths
partly hidden by trees

and shadows of trees

it is a puzzle

of power and beauty

and I must see more
someday I will choose a path
and go

But I hear the voices
naysayers

You can't, too hard,
You can’t

I hear the voice
Of doomsayers
Danger! All is danger!
and I am afraid

under what tree lie the roots
that will trip me?

In which shadow hide the holes
that will swallow me?




Then through the din of voices
I hear the chanting of people
who love me

If you fall you will

rise again

[ breathe their words

I feel the strength

Of my spirit

If I fall [ will rise again
The sun is at midmorning
The time to prepare

is now.

In the game of life

I choose to choose

the path that I will take
[ listen to my heart
beating my rhythm

I take my stance
I make my move.

For the love of the game
of my life
[live.



Or purple with green rings,

Or green with vellow rings,

Or vellow wirh blue rings,

None of them are strange,

With socks of lace

And beaded ceintures.

People are not going

To dream of baboons and periwinkles.
Only, here and there, an old sailor,
Drunk and asteep in his boots,
Catches tigers

In red weather

Wallace Stevens, 1879-19585
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The Ice Worm

You can take away that net.

I'm not much of a performer,

one of those that struts and shines,
delivering my personal angst

in easy technicolor rhymes.

I'm from the old school

where poets named things, told the truth —
the hard truths nobody wanted to hear.
When they created beauty,

by God, people were stunned.

When they failed,

they took the fall.

Truth, beauty, the arcane lore,

what are they against People magazine,

USA Today, CNN, and a tying president?

Mass production, the glory and the curse of the
20th century,

replays words, picrures. politics, and bad art

until it all seeps in like an Eskimo winter,

and sometimes the anly way to clear the
synapses

is a vigorous cranial wallbanger—or a good
poem,

So let me tell you something | remember.

Maybe you've seen it, too.

At four or five years old,

when | was starting to lose my imagination,

had stopped coloring dogs’ tongues orange and
cats’ feet purple,

I must have been home from school sick

and bored with staying inside the lines,

when | saw something where nothing should
have been,

Atop a bare sycamore branch

where the sun should have melted it away,

a piece of ice moved.

It humped itself up like an inchworm

and moved along,

humped and moved,

humped and moved..

When it got to the end of the branch,

its head searched and couldn't find anywhere to
g0, . .

so it humped off the end of the branch and fell

with a couple of tumbling flashes into a
snowbank below.-
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Sample Poems

He Wishes for the
Cloths of Heaven

Had I the heavens’
embroidered cloths,
Enwrought with golden
and silver light,

The blue and the dim
and the dark cloths

Of night and light and
the half-light,

I would spread the
cloths under your feet:
But I, being poor, have
only my dreams;

I have spread my dreams
under your feet;

Tread softly because
you tread on my dreams.

-William
Butler Yeats

Red Light

The only thing we know is the thing
We turn out to be, I don’t care what
You think, it’s true, now you think
Your way out of this.

- LeRoi Jones

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

- William Carlos
. Williams
632

The Brain — is wider than the Sky—
For - put them side by side —

The one the other will contain
With ease — and You ~beside

The Brain is deeper than the sea —
For -- hold them - Blue to Blue -
The one the other will absorb -
As Sponges ~ Buckets - do -

The Brain is just the weight of God ~
For ~Heft them - Pound for Pound -~
And they will differ - if they do -
As Syllable from Sound -

-Emily Dickinson

The Red Wheelbarrow
sc much depends
upon

a red wheel

barrow

glazed with rain
water

beside the white
chickens

- William Carlos
Williams






THE HIPPOPOTAMUS

Behold the hippopotamus!

We laugh at how he looks to us,
And yet in moments dank and grim,
I wonder how we look to him.
Peace, peace, thou hippopotamus!
We really look all right to us,

As you no doubt delight the eye

Of other hippopotami.

-Ogden Nash
Incident
(For Eric Walrond)

Once riding in old Baltimore,

Heart-filled, head-filled with glee,
| saw a Baltimorean

Keep looking straight at me.

Now | was eight and very small,
And he was no whit bigger,
And so | smiled, but he poked out
His tongue, and called me, “Nigger.”

| saw the whole of Baltimore
From May until December;
Of all the things that happened there
That's all that | remember.

- Countee Cullen

The Road Not Taken

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood
And sorry I could not ravel both

And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down ass far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I —
I'took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

- Robert Frost

‘And the days are not full enough’

And the days are not full enough
And the nights are not full enough
And life slips by like a field mouse
Not shaking the grass.

-Ezra Pound

The Octopus

Tell me, O Octopus, | begs,

Is those things arms, or is they legs?
I marvel at thee, Octopus;

If | were thou, I'd call me Us.

Ned - Ogden Nash
=-jNcdo

Beel I'm Expecting You

Beel I'm expecting youl
Was saying Yesterday
To Somebody you know
That you were due—

The Frogs got Home last week -
Are settled, and at work -
Birds, mostly back -

The Clover warm and thick -

You'll get my Letter by
The seventeenth; Reply
Or better, be with me ~
Yours, Fly.






- Emily Dickidsen when dreams go
Life is a barren field

Sea- Weed Frozen with snow.
Sea-weed sways and sways and - Langston Hughes
swirls

as if swaying were its form While watching a pigeon fly by,

of stillness; I got something white in my eye.
and it flushes against fierd@w Ididn't moan,
rock But said with a groan,

it slips over it as shadows "I'm just glad that milk cows can't fly!"
do, without hurting itself.

-Anonymous
-D.H. Lawrence

First autumn morning: First Visit to the Ocean
The mirror I stare into
Shows my father’s face. She's lost

inside her laugh

-Basho before the rising tide
that reaches out to tickle her
) . bare toes.

American History
Those four black girls blown up - Jeanne Kessler
in that Alabama church
remind me of five hundred
middle passage blacks,

in a net, under water

in Charleston Harbor

so redcoats wouldn’t find them.
Can’t find what you can’t see
Can you?

- Michael Harper

Dreams

Hold fast to dreams

For if dreams die

Life is a broken-winged bird
That cannot fly.

Hold fast to dreams
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"I'll take your watches.
Oh, that's a nice wedding ring."

"I'm in no hurry ma'am,

n bright blurred shoot, | want any gold coins
lf'cg;?‘ drounded off silver, every last nickel and
made in ae
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but willed the transformation taste not a Copper!
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silent cauing it S mivch - Brian Ellis
magical, one shimmering
moment only insatiable
accumulatin;
melting dribbling, about ;o
the s itself cone  to drop
the mhape cardboard
a test . . the surface
an admission sticky as plastic
the recognition immediate and
d:cewm the mind unknown
the lettenng on the rim trivial

argumg sugar crystals enormous

tant, gummy, b
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imepn;ifying gl

outline
curling its
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to draw, to take
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point

"All right! Nobody act like a hero
and we all walk out of here
alive!”

"I'll take your ones, your fives,
tens, twenties, and fifties,

one hundreds and of course
any thousand dollar

bilis.”

"Empty the registers, the cash drawers,

and vaults.”

moist

JONATHAN PRICE






[ Untitled ]

(For Margaret Danner)

one ounce of truth benefits

like ripples on a pond

one ounce of truth benefits like a ripple
on a pond

one ounce of truth

benefits like ripples on

a pond

as things change remember my smile

the old man said my time is getting near
the old man said my time

is getting near

he looked at his dusty cracked boots to say
sister my time is getting near

and when i’m gone remember i smiled
when i'm gone remember

i smiled

i'm glad my time is getting there

the baby cried wanting some milk
the baby cried needing some milk
the baby he cried for wanting
his mother kissed him gently

38

when 1 came they sang a song
when i was born they sang a song
when i was saved they sang a song
remember i smiled when i’'m gone
remember 1 smiled when i’'m gone
sing a good song when i’m gone
we ain’t got long to stay

[28 feb 72 ]
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[N JUST-SPRING
E E Cummings

in Just-
spring
juscious the lictle

Jame balloonman

when the world is mud-

whistles far and wee

and eddieandbill come
running from marbles and
piracies and it’s

spring

when the world is puddle-wonderful

the queer
old balloonman whistles

far  and wee
and bettyandisbel come dancing

from hop-scotch and jump-rope and
it's
spring
and
the
goat-footed

balloonman whistles

far
and

wee
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AN UPWARD LOOK

sown with salt
occupier

O heart green acre
by the departing

lay down your gallant
Salt of the earth

spears of wheat
each stellar pinch

flung in blind
now takes its toll

defiance backwards
Up from his quieted

colder and wiser
finds the world turning

quarry the lover
hauling himself

toxins into
the living come
How did it happen

toys triumphs
this vast facility
dearest to die in

In bright alternation
within the thinking

minutely mirrored
of each and every

mortal creature halves of a clue
approach the earthlights Morning star

evening star
First the grave

salt of the sky
dissolving into dawn

then the crucial
from inmost depths

recrystallizing
of clear dark blue
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MOTHER TO SON

Langston Hughes

Well, son, 'l tell you:

Life for me ain’t been no crystal stair.

It’s had tacks in it,

And splinters,

And boards torn up,

And places with no carpet on the floor—
Bare.

But all the time

I’se been a-climbin’ on,

. And reachin’ landin’s,

And turnin’ corners,

And sometimes goin’ in the dark
Where there ain’t been no light.
So, boy, don’t you turn back.
Don’t you set down on the steps
"Cause you finds it’s kinder hard.
Don’t you fall now—

For I'se still goin’, honey,

I’se still climbin’,

And life for me ain’t been no crystal stair.
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HOPE IS THE THING WITH FEATHERS
Emily Dickinson

Hope is the thing with feathers

That perches in the soul,

And sings the tune without the words,
And never stops at all,

And sweetest in the gale is heard;
And sore must be the storm
That could abash the little bird
That kept so many warm.

I've heard it in the chillest land,
And on the strangest sea;
Yet, never, in extremity,

It asked a crumb of me.

62

THOEie ) e







| wonr't <ry

So (/\z)y 7[(]

| )'us( smile

TI\Q7 90 wld

Life doesn't frg/xfen e

2 i e NV
oL NE % Y %f”’w f

afua((






Sample Poems

He Wishes for the
Cloths of Heaven

Had I the heavens’
embroidered cloths,
Enwrought with golden
and silver light,

The blue and the dim
and the dark cloths

Of night and light and
the half-light,

I would spread the
cloths under your feet:
But I, being poor, have
only my dreams;

I have spread my dreams
under your feet;

Tread softly because
you tread on my dreams.

-William
Butler Yeats

Red Light

The only thing we know is the thing
We turn out to be, I don’t care what
You think, it’s true, now you think
Your way out of this.

- LeRoi Jones

This Is Just To Say

| 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

- William Carlos
Williams
632

The Brain - is wider than the Sky —
For - put them side by side -

The one the other will contain
With ease —~ and You -beside

The Brain is deeper than the sea —
For -- hold them - Blue to Blue -
The one the other will absorb —
As Sponges - Buckets — do -

The Brain is just the weight of God ~
For ~Heft them - Pound for Pound —
And they will differ - if they do —
As Syllable from Sound -

-Emily Dickinson

The Red Wheelbarrow
so much depends
upon

a red wheel

barrow

glazed with rain
water

beside the white
chickens

- William Carlos
Williams






THE HIPPOPOTAMUS

Behold the hippopotamus!

We laugh at how he looks to us,
And yet in moments dank and grim,
I wonder how we look to him.
Peace, peace, thou hippopotamus!
We really look all right to us,

As you no doubt delight the eye

Of other hippopotami.

-Ogden Nash
Incident
(For Eric Walrond)

Once riding in oid Baltimore,

Heart-filled, head-filled with glee,
| saw a Baltimorean

Keep looking straight at me.

Now | was eight and very small,
And he was no whit bigger,
And so | smiled, but he poked out
His tongue, and called me, “Nigger.”

| saw the whole of Baltimore
From May untii December;
Of all the things that happened there
That's alt that | remember.

- Countee Cullen

The Road Not Taken

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood
And sorry I could not ravel both

And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down ass far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I —
I'took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

- Robert Frost

‘And the days are not full enough’

And the days are not full enough
And the nights are not full enough
And life slips by like a field mouse
Not shaking the grass.

-Ezra Pound

The Octopus

Tell me, O Octopus, | begs,

Is those things arms, or is they legs?
I marvel at thee, Octopus;

If | were thou, I'd call me Us.

Ned - Ogden Nash
=-jNcdo

Beel I'm Expecting You

Bee! I'm expecting youl
Was saying Yesterday
To Somebody you know
That you were due—

The Frogs got Home last week -
Are settled, and at work -
Birds, mostly back -

The Clover warm and thick -

You'll get my Letter by
The seventeenth; Reply
Or better, be with me -
Yours, Fly.






- Emily Dickid$on when dreams go
Life is a barren field

Sea- Weed Frozen with snow.
Sea-weed sways and sways and - Langston Hughes
swirls

as if swaying were its form While watching  pigeon fly by,

of stillness; I got something white in my eye.
and it flushes against fiera@w Ididn't moan,

rock But said with a groan,
it slips over it as shadows 'Tm justglad that milk cows can't fly!"
do, without hurting itself.

-Anonymous
-D.H. Lawrence
First autumn morning: First Visit to the Ocean
The mirror I stare into
Shows my father’s face. She's lost
inside her laugh
-Basho before the rising tide
that reaches out to tickle her
bare toes.
American History
. -J Kessl
Those four black girls blown up canne Bessler
in that Alabama church
remind me of five hundred
middle passage blacks,

in a net, under water

in Charleston Harbor

so redcoats wouldn’t find them.
Can’t find what you can’t see

Can you?

- Michael Harper
Dreams
Hold fast to dreams

For if dreams die
Life is a broken-winged bird
That cannot fly.

Hold fast to dreams






“I'll take your watches.

ice cream
i scream
ice cream np
bright
c:hoa;en“gh blurred
Tucent d:o'unded oﬂ;_
ma m ane
sharp The side
uneven nubbled
curving the image syrup-siow
but willed the transformation taste
jagged L glyceride
eating it the memo!
silent smirche
magical, one shimmering
moment only insatiable
Jei accumulating,
melng dnt'll::ling, about :ro
the shape itself cone  to drop
the !expt:m cardboard
a test . . the surface
an admission sticky as plastic
the recognition immediate and
deceiving the mind unknown
the lettering on the rim trivial

a!:-lgamng sugar crystals, enormous

tant, gummy, broken
the patchwork gri moist
hw]:la?ifying gl still
curving firm
outline
curling its d!s-et
fingers appear-
around, g
and down
possessing
to draw, to take
in the hand,
to crunch
its one
point

JONATHAN PRICE

"All right! Nobody act like a hero
and we all walk out of here
alive!"

"I'll take your ones, your fives,
tens, twenties, and fifties,
one hundreds and of course

bills.”

any thousand dollar

"Empty the registers, the cash drawers,

and vaults.”

Oh, that's a nice wedding ring."

m in no hurry ma‘'am,
shoot, | want any golid coins

silver, every last nickel and

Copper? Oh no,
not a Copper!

- Brian Ellis
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breat Pitches

J. Patrick Lewis

The fastball
that you hope to poke
is smoke
The curveball
that you thought was there
is air
The knuckler
wobbling up to you
can dipsy-do

The screwball
an ironic twist
hits your fist

The sinker
comes as some surprise:
it dies

The let-up pitch
you can't resist?
You missed

The spitball
that by law’s forbidden
(is hidden)
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SONNET XVIII
William Shakespeare

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date:
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimm’d:
And every fair from fair sometime declines,
By chance, or nature’s changing course untrimm’d;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade,
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st,
Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st;

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

Read at the White House, April 30, 1963







THE RED WHEELBARROW
William Carlos Williams

so much depends

upon

a red wheel

barrow

glazed with rain

water

beside the white
chickens.

My son Jack chose this poem.
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The Affair

Alan Riddell
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Activities

1.

Constructing a Reading
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When you have thought about the poem for a while, write a brief report of your
reading. Note what you think the poem is about, and how you arrived art this

reading,

Share your report with others in your group or class, and discuss the following
points. What meanings have members of your group made from this text? What
parts of the text did each person focus on? Was it the title? the shape and pattern
of the text? the meanings of the letters? What information from ‘outside” the

text helped you make sense of the poem?

Below are the readings two students produced in response to this poem. They have
explained what they thought the poem was saying and how they produced this
reading. Compare these responses with how you read the poem.

Reading 1

[ think the poem is about how relationships come and go, and how people can become
obsessed by another person. At the beginning, in the first line, the person is totally

wrapped up in herself, and the poem shows it by repeating “i,

i, i....7 Tt is as if the

poem is recording her thoughts or outlook on the world. In the second line it shows
that she has met someone special and started to include him in her life and thoughts a

Studying Poetry
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For the Love of the Game
Michael Jordan and Me

by Eloise Greenfield

When he was just a little boy
when he was just a kid
Michael saw a basketball
and this is what he did ...

FROM NORTH CAROLINA,
AT GUARD, SIX-SIX,
MI - CHAEL JORDAN!

For the love of the game
he rises from the chair
he steps to the court

he greets his team

he takes his stance

he makes his move

he slaps the ball

from clutching hands
snaps it to a friend
helps his team to win
he forget to obey

the law of gravity
jumps not up and down

but up and up
an up, then stops

stands right there

on a little piece of air

will he shoot for the left

or shoot from the right?

which hand will he use tonight?
he sails higher, holds the ball
above the bucket, and slam!

before he lands, smooth
as a gliding plane, then
turns and smiles

at the memory of flying.

For the love of the game
of life

I rise from my bed

and greet the world -

I am  here!l

The sun has risen

but barely

in the pale light

I see a world of many paths
partly hidden by trees

and shadows of trees

it is a puzzle

of power and beauty

and I must see more
someday I will choose a path
and go

But I hear the voices
naysayers

You can’t, too hard,
You can’t

I hear the voice
Of doomsayers
Danger! All is danger!
and I am afraid

under what tree lie the roots
that will trip me?

In which shadow hide the holes
that will swallow me?







Then through the din of voices
I hear the chanting of people
who love me

If you fall you will

rise again

I breathe their words

I feel the strength

Of my spirit

If I fall I will rise again
The sun is at midmorning
The time to prepare

1s now.

In the game of life
I choose to choose
the path that I will take
I listen to my heart
beating my rhythm

I take my stance
I make my move.

For the love of the game
of my life
[ive.
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Or vellow with blue rings.

None of them are strange,

With socks of lace

And beaded ceintures.

People are not going

To dream of baboons and periwinkles.
Only, here and there, an old suilor,
Drunk and asleep in his boots,
Catches tigers

In red weather

Wallace Stevens, 1879-1955

THE GREAT
FIGURE

Among the rain

and lights

I saw the figure 5

in gold

on a red

firetruck

moving

tense

unheeded

to gong clangs

siren howls

and wheels rumbling
through the dark city.

William Carfos Williams
18831963
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The Ice Worm

You can take away that net.

I'm not much of a performer,

one of those that struts and shines,
delivering my personal angst

in easy technicolor rhymes.

I'm from the old school

where poets named things, told the truth—
the hard truths nobody wanted to hear.
When they created beauty,

by God, people were stunned.

When they failed,

they took the fall.

Truth, beauty, the arcane lore,

what are they against People magazine,

USA Today, CNN, and a lying president?

Mass production, the glory and the curse of the
20th century,

replays words, pictures, politics, and bad art

untit it all seeps in like an Eskimo winter,

and sometimes the only way to clear the
synapses

is a vigorous cranial wallbanger—or a good
poem,

So tet me tell you something | remember.

Maybe you've seen it, too.

At four or five years old,

when | was starting to lose my imagination,

had stopped coloring dogs’ tongues orange and
cats’ feet purple,

I must have been home from school sick

and bored with staying inside the lines,

when | saw something where nothing should
have been.

Atop a bare sycamore branch

where the sun should have melted it away,

a piece of ice moved.

It humped itself up like an inchworm

and moved along,

humped and moved,

humped and moved.

When it got to the end of the branch,

its head searched and couldn’t find anywhere to
g0,

so it humped off the end of the branch and fell

with a couple of tumbling flashes into a
snowbank below,
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the spoken word revolution
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