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	       A Certain Lady
 
	

	

	 

Oh, I can smile for you, and tilt my head, 
      And drink your rushing words with eager lips, 
And paint my mouth for you a fragrant red, 
      And trace your brows with tutored finger-tips. 
When you rehearse your list of loves to me,                            5 
     Oh, I can laugh and marvel, rapturous-eyed. 
And you laugh back, nor can you ever see 
    The thousand little deaths my heart has died. 
And you believe, so well I know my part, 
    That I am gay as morning, light as snow,                              10
And all the straining things within my heart 
    You'll never know. 

Oh, I can laugh and listen, when we meet, 
     And you bring tales of fresh adventurings, -- 
Of ladies delicately indiscreet,                                                    15
     Of lingering hands, and gently whispered things. 
And you are pleased with me, and strive anew 
    To sing me sagas of your late delights. 
Thus do you want me -- marveling, gay, and true, 
    Nor do you see my staring eyes of nights.                           20
And when, in search of novelty, you stray, 
    Oh, I can kiss you blithely as you go .... 
And what goes on, my love, while you're away, 
    You'll never know. 

Dorothy Parker 




After the Trial

Hearing the judges’ well-considered sentence,

The prisoner saw long plateaus of guilt,

And thought of all the dismal furnished rooms

The past assembled, the eyes of parents

Staring through walls as though forever


5
To condemn and wound his innocence.

And if I raise my voice, protest my innocence,

The judges won’t revoke their sentence.

I could stand screaming in this box forever,

Leaving them deaf to everything but guilt;


10
All the machinery of law despised by parents

Could not be stopped though fire swept the rooms.

Whenever my thoughts move to all those rooms

I sat alone in, capable of innocence,

I know now I was not alone, that parents


15
Always were there to speak the hideous sentence:

“You are our son; be good; we know your guilt;

We stare through walls and see your thoughts forever.”

Sometimes I wished to go away forever;

I dreamt of strangers and of stranger rooms


20
Where every corner held the light of guilt.

Why do the judges stare? I saw no innocence

In them when they pronounced the sentence;

I heard instead the believing voice of parents.

I can remember evenings when my parents,


25
Settling my future happily forever,

Would frown before they spoke the sentence:

“Someday the time will come to leave these rooms

Where, under our watchful eyes, you have been innocent;

Remember us before you seize the world of guilt.”

30
Their eyes burn. How can I deny my guilt

When I am guilty in the sight of parents?

I cannot think that even they were innocent.

At least I shall not have to wait forever

To be escorted to the silent rooms    



35
Where darkness promises a final sentence.

We walk forever to the doors of guilt,

Pursued by our own sentences and eyes of parents,

Never to enter innocent and quiet rooms.

Weldon Kees
The Altar
A broken ALTAR, Lord thy servant rears,
Made of a heart, and cemented with teares:
Whose parts are as thy hand did frame;
No workmans tool hath touch'd the same
A HEART alone
Is such a stone,
As nothing but
Thy pow'r doth cut.
Wherefore each part
Of my hard heart
Meets in this frame,
To praise thy Name:
That if I chance to hold my peace,
These stones to praise thee may not cease.
O let thy blessed SACRIFICE be mine,
And sanctifie this ALTAR to be thine.

George Herbert

America

America I've given you all and now I'm nothing. 





America two dollars and twenty-seven cents January 17, 1956. 
I can't stand my own mind. 
America when will we end the human war? 
Go fuck yourself with your atom bomb 






5
I don't feel good don't bother me. 
I won't write my poem till I'm in my right mind. 
America when will you be angelic? 
When will you take off your clothes? 
When will you look at yourself through the grave? 





10
When will you be worthy of your million Trotskyites? 
America why are your libraries full of tears? 
America when will you send your eggs to India? 
I'm sick of your insane demands. 
When can I go into the supermarket and buy what I need with my good looks? 

15
America after all it is you and I who are perfect not the next world. 
Your machinery is too much for me. 
You made me want to be a saint. 
There must be some other way to settle this argument. 
Burroughs is in Tangiers I don't think he'll come back it's sinister. 



20
Are you being sinister or is this some form of practical joke? 
I'm trying to come to the point. 
I refuse to give up my obsession. 
America stop pushing I know what I'm doing. 
America the plum blossoms are falling. 






25
I haven't read the newspapers for months, everyday somebody goes on trial for 
murder. 
America I feel sentimental about the Wobblies. 
America I used to be a communist when I was a kid and I'm not sorry. 
I smoke marijuana every chance I get. 






30
I sit in my house for days on end and stare at the roses in the closet. 
When I go to Chinatown I get drunk and never get laid. 
My mind is made up there's going to be trouble. 
You should have seen me reading Marx. 
My psychoanalyst thinks I'm perfectly right. 






35
I won't say the Lord's Prayer. 
I have mystical visions and cosmic vibrations. 
America I still haven't told you what you did to Uncle Max after he came over 
from Russia.

I'm addressing you. 








40
Are you going to let our emotional life be run by Time Magazine? 
I'm obsessed by Time Magazine. 
I read it every week. 
Its cover stares at me every time I slink past the corner candystore. 
I read it in the basement of the Berkeley Public Library. 



45
It's always telling me about responsibility. Businessmen are serious. Movie 
producers are serious. Everybody's serious but me. 
It occurs to me that I am America. 
I am talking to myself again.

Asia is rising against me. 







50
I haven't got a chinaman's chance. 
I'd better consider my national resources. 
My national resources consist of two joints of marijuana millions of genitals 
an unpublishable private literature that goes 1400 miles and hour and 
twentyfivethousand mental institutions. 





55
I say nothing about my prisons nor the millions of underpriviliged who live in 
my flowerpots under the light of five hundred suns. 
I have abolished the whorehouses of France, Tangiers is the next to go. 
My ambition is to be President despite the fact that I'm a Catholic.

America how can I write a holy litany in your silly mood? 



60
I will continue like Henry Ford my strophes are as individual as his 
automobiles more so they're all different sexes 
America I will sell you strophes $2500 apiece $500 down on your old strophe 
America free Tom Mooney 
America save the Spanish Loyalists 






65
America Sacco & Vanzetti must not die 
America I am the Scottsboro boys. 
America when I was seven momma took me to Communist Cell meetings they 
sold us garbanzos a handful per ticket a ticket costs a nickel and the 
speeches were free everybody was angelic and sentimental about the 

70
workers it was all so sincere you have no idea what a good thing the party 
was in 1835 Scott Nearing was a grand old man a real mensch Mother 
Bloor made me cry I once saw Israel Amter plain. Everybody must have 
been a spy. 
America you don'te really want to go to war. 




75
America it's them bad Russians. 
Them Russians them Russians and them Chinamen. And them Russians. 
The Russia wants to eat us alive. The Russia's power mad. She wants to take 
our cars from out our garages. 
Her wants to grab Chicago. Her needs a Red Reader's Digest. her wants our 

80
auto plants in Siberia. Him big bureaucracy running our fillingstations. 
That no good. Ugh. Him makes Indians learn read. Him need big black niggers. 
Hah. Her make us all work sixteen hours a day. Help. 
America this is quite serious. 
America this is the impression I get from looking in the television set. 


85
America is this correct? 
I'd better get right down to the job. 
It's true I don't want to join the Army or turn lathes in precision parts 
factories, I'm nearsighted and psychopathic anyway. 
America I'm putting my queer shoulder to the wheel.
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Allen Ginsberg
American Sonnet
We do not speak like Petrarch or wear a hat like Spenser
and it is not fourteen lines
like furrows in a small, carefully plowed field

but the picture postcard, a poem on vacation,
that forces us to sing our songs in little rooms



5
or pour our sentiments into measuring cups.

We write on the back of a waterfall or lake,
adding to the view a caption as conventional
as an Elizabethan woman's heliocentric eyes.

We locate an adjective for weather.





10
We announce that we are having a wonderful time.
We express the wish that you were here 

and hide the wish that we were where you are,
walking back from the mailbox, your head lowered
as you read and turn the thin message in your hands.


15
A slice of this faraway place, a width of white beach,
a piazza or carved spires of a cathedral
will pierce the familiar place where you remain,

and you will toss on the table this reversible display;
a few square inches of where we have strayed



20
and a compression of what we feel.
Billy Collins

From: Milton

And did those feet in ancient time
Walk upon England's mountains green?
And was the holy Lamb of God
On England's pleasant pastures seen?
And did the Countenance Divine


5
Shine forth upon our clouded hills?
And was Jerusalem builded here
Among these dark Satanic mills?
Bring me my bow of burning gold:
Bring me my arrows of desire:



10
Bring me my spear: O clouds unfold!
Bring me my chariot of fire.
I will not cease from mental fight,
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand
 Till we have built Jerusalem



15
In England's green and pleasant land.
  William Blake

	 Acquainted with the Night
 
	
	 

	I have been one acquainted with the night.
I have walked out in rain -- and back in rain.
I have outwalked the furthest city light.

I have looked down the saddest city lane.
I have passed by the watchman on his beat                                  5
And dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain.

I have stood still and stopped the sound of feet
When far away an interrupted cry
Came over houses from another street,

But not to call me back or say good-bye;                                       10
And further still at an unearthly height,
A luminary clock against the sky

Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right.
I have been one acquainted with the night. 

Robert Frost 



	

	


	     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.

                                                                      Marge Piercy 




Because I could not stop for Death
Because I could not stop for Death,
He kindly stopped for me;
The carriage held but just ourselves
And Immortality.
We slowly drove, he knew no haste, 
And I had put away
My labor, and my leisure too,
For his civility.

We passed the school, where children strove
At recess, in the ring;
We passed the fields of gazing grain,
We passed the setting sun.

Or rather, he passed us;
The dews grew quivering and chill,
For only gossamer my gown,
My tippet only tulle.

We paused before a house that seemed
A swelling of the ground;
The roof was scarcely visible,
The cornice but a mound.

Since then 'tis centuries, and yet each
Feels shorter than the day
I first surmised the horses' heads
Were toward eternity.


Emily Dickinson
The Burglar of Babylon

On the fair green hills of Rio
There grows a fearful stain:
The poor who come to Rio
And can't go home again.

On the hills a million people,
A million sparrows, nest,
Like a confused migration
That's had to light and rest,

Building its nests, or houses,
Out of nothing at all, or air.
You'd think a breath would end them,
They perch so lightly there.

But they cling and spread like lichen,
And people come and come.
There's one hill called the Chicken,
And one called Catacomb;

There's the hill of Kerosene,
And the hill of Skeleton,
The hill of Astonishment,
And the hill of Babylon.

Micuçú was a burglar and killer,
An enemy of society.
He had escaped three times
From the worst penitentiary.


They don't know how many he murdered
(Though they say he never raped),
And he wounded two policemen
This last time he escaped.

They said, "He'll go to his auntie,
Who raised him like a son.
She has a little drink shop
On the hill of Babylon."

He did go straight to his auntie,
And he drank a final beer.
He told her, "The soldiers are coming,
And I've got to disappear."

"Ninety years they gave me.
Who wants to live that long?
I'll settle for ninety hours,
On the hill of Babylon.

"Don't tell anyone you saw me.
I'll run as long as I can.
You were good to me, and I love you,
But I'm a doomed man."

Going out, he met a mulata
Carrying water on her head.
"If you say you saw me, daughter,
You're as good as dead."


There are caves up there, and hideouts,
And an old fort, falling down.
They used to watch for Frenchmen
From the hill of Babylon.

Below him was the ocean.
It reached far up the sky,
Flat as a wall, and on it
Were freighters passing by,

Or climbing the wall, and climbing
Till each looked like a fly,
And then fell over and vanished;
And he knew he was going to die.

He could hear the goats baa-baa-ing.
He could hear the babies cry;
Fluttering kites strained upward;
And he knew he was going to die.

A buzzard flapped so near him
He could see its naked neck.
He waved his arms and shouted,
"Not yet, my son, not yet!"

An Army helicopter
Came nosing around and in.
He could see two men inside it,
but they never spotted him.

The soldiers were all over,
On all sides of the hill,
And right against the skyline
A row of them, small and still.

Children peeked out of windows,
And men in the drink shop swore,
And spat a little cachaça
At the light cracks in the floor.

But the soldiers were nervous, even
with tommy guns in hand,
And one of them, in a panic,
Shot the officer in command.

He hit him in three places;
The other shots went wild.
The soldier had hysterics
And sobbed like a little child.

The dying man said, "Finish
The job we came here for."
he committed his soul to God
And his sons to the Governor.

They ran and got a priest,
And he died in hope of Heaven
--A man from Pernambuco,
The youngest of eleven.

They wanted to stop the search,
but the Army said, "No, go on,"
So the soldiers swarmed again
Up the hill of Babylon.

Rich people in apartments
Watched through binoculars
As long as the daylight lasted.
And all night, under the stars,


Micuçú hid in the grasses
Or sat in a little tree,
Listening for sounds, and staring
At the lighthouse out at sea.

And the lighthouse stared back at him,
til finally it was dawn.
He was soaked with dew, and hungry,
On the hill of Babylon.

The yellow sun was ugly,
Like a raw egg on a plate--
Slick from the sea. He cursed it,
For he knew it sealed his fate.

He saw the long white beaches
And people going to swim,
With towels and beach umbrellas,
But the soldiers were after him.

Far, far below, the people
Were little colored spots,
And the heads of those in swimming
Were floating coconuts.

He heard the peanut vendor
Go peep-peep on his whistle,
And the man that sells umbrellas
Swinging his watchman's rattle.

Women with market baskets
Stood on the corners and talked,
Then went on their way to market,
Gazing up as they walked.

The rich with their binoculars
Were back again, and many
Were standing on the rooftops,
Among TV antennae.

It was early, eight or eight-thirty.
He saw a soldier climb,
Looking right at him. He fired,
And missed for the last time.

He could hear the soldier panting,
Though he never got very near.
Micuçú dashed for shelter.
But he got it, behind the ear.

He heard the babies crying
Far, far away in his head,
And the mongrels barking and barking.
Then Micuçú was dead.

He had a Taurus revolver,
And just the clothes he had on,
With two contos in the pockets,
On the hill of Babylon.

The police and the populace
Heaved a sigh of relief,
But behind the counter his auntie
Wiped her eyes in grief.

"We have always been respected.
My shop is honest and clean.
I loved him, but from a baby
Micuçú was mean.


"We have always been respected.
His sister has a job.
Both of us gave him money.
Why did he have to rob?

"I raised him to be honest,
Even here, in Babylon slum."
The customers had another,
Looking serious and glum.

But one of them said to another,
When he got outside the door,
"He wasn't much of a burglar,
He got caught six times--or more."

This morning the little soldiers
are on Babylon hill again;
Their gun barrels and helmets
Shine in a gentle rain.


Micuçú is buried already.
They're after another two,
But they say they aren't as dangerous
As the poor Micuçú.

On the green hills of Rio
There grows a fearful stain:
The poor who come to Rio 

And can't go home again.

There's the hill of Kerosene,
And the hill of the Skeleton,
The hill of Astonishment,
And the hill of Babylon. 
                      Elizabeth Bishop

Burning the Cat
In the spring, by the big shuck-pile
Between the bramble-choked brook where the copperheads
Curled in the first sun, and the mud road,
All at once it could be no longer ignored.
The season steamed with an odor for which
There has never been a name, but it shouted above all.
When I went near, the wood-lice were in it's eyes
And a nest of beetles in the white fur of its armpit.
I built a fire there by the shuck-pile
But it did no more then pop the beetles
And singe the damp fur, raising a stench
Of burning hair that bit through the sweet day-smell.
Then thinking how time leches after indecency,
Since both grief is indecent and the lack of it,
I went away and fetched a newspaper,
And wrapped it in dead events, days and days,
Soaked it in kerosene and put it in
With the garbage on a heaped nest of sticks:
It was harder to burn than the peels of oranges,
Bubbling and spitting, and the reek was like
Rank cooking that drifted with the smoke out
Through the budding woods and clouded the shining dogwood.
But I became stubborn: I would consume it
Though the pyre should take me a day to build
And the flames rise over the house. And hours I fed
That burning, till I was black and streaked with sweat;
And poked it out then, with charred meat still clustering
Thick around the bones. And buried it so
As I should have done in the first place, for
The earth is slow, but deep, and good for hiding;
I would have used it if I had understood
How nine lives can vanish in the flash of a dog's jaws,
A car, or a copperhead, and yet one small
Death, however reckoned, is hard to dispose of. 





W.S. Merwin
Cherrylog Road

Off Highway 106 

At Cherrylog Road I entered 

The ’34 Ford without wheels, 

Smothered in kudzu, 

With a seat pulled out to run 

Corn whiskey down from the hills, 

And then from the other side 

Crept into an Essex 

With a rumble seat of red leather 

And then out again, aboard 

A blue Chevrolet, releasing 

The rust from its other color, 

Reared up on three building blocks. 

None had the same body heat; 

I changed with them inward, toward 

The weedy heart of the junkyard, 

For I knew that Doris Holbrook 

Would escape from her father at noon 

And would come from the farm 

To seek parts owned by the sun 

Among the abandoned chassis, 

Sitting in each in turn 

As I did, leaning forward 

As in a wild stock-car race 

In the parking lot of the dead. 

Time after time, I climbed in 

And out the other side, like 

An envoy or movie star 

Met at the station by crickets. 

A radiator cap raised its head, 

Become a real toad or a kingsnake 

As I neared the hub of the yard, 

Passing through many states, 

Many lives, to reach 

Some grandmother’s long Pierce-Arrow 

Sending platters of blindness forth 

From its nickel hubcaps 

And spilling its tender upholstery 

On sleepy roaches, 

The glass panel in between 

Lady and colored driver 

Not all the way broken out, 

The back-seat phone 

Still on its hook. 

I got in as though to exclaim, 

“Let us go to the orphan asylum, 

John; I have some old toys 

For children who say their prayers.” 

I popped with sweat as I thought 

I heard Doris Holbrook scrape 

Like a mouse in the southern-state sun 

That was eating the paint in blisters 

From a hundred car tops and hoods. 

She was tapping like code, 

Loosening the screws, 

Carrying off headlights, 

Sparkplugs, bumpers, 

Cracked mirrors and gear-knobs, 

Getting ready, already, 

To go back with something to show 

Other than her lips’ new trembling 

I would hold to me soon, soon, 

Where I sat in the ripped back seat 

Talking over the interphone, 

Praying for Doris Holbrook 

To come from her father’s farm 


And to get back there 

With no trace of me on her face   
To be seen by her red-haired father 

Who would change, in the squalling barn, 

Her back’s pale skin with a strop, 

Then lay for me 

In a bootlegger’s roasting car 

With a string-triggered I2-gauge shotgun 

To blast the breath from the air. 

Not cut by the jagged windshields, 

Through the acres of wrecks she came 

With a wrench in her hand, 

Through dust where the blacksnake dies 

Of boredom, and the beetle knows 

The compost has no more life. 

Someone outside would have seen 

The oldest car's door inexplicably 

Close from within: 

I held her and held her and held her, 

Convoyed at terrific speed 

By the stalled, dreaming traffic around us, 

So the blacksnake, stiff 

With inaction, curved back 

Into life, and hunted the mouse 

With deadly overexcitement, 

The beetles reclaimed their field 

As we clung, glued together, 

With the hooks of the seat springs 

Working through to catch us red-handed 

Amidst the gray breathless batting 

	Directive

Back out of all this now too much for us,

Back in a time made simple by the loss

Of detail, burned, dissolved, and broken off

Like graveyard marble sculpture in the weather, 

There is a house that is no more a house

Upon a farm that is no more a farm

And in a town that is no more a town.

The road there, if you'll let a guide direct you

Who only has at heart your getting lost, 

May seem as if it should have been a quarry—

Great monolithic knees the former town

Long since gave up pretense of keeping covered.

And there's a story in a book about it:

Besides the wear of iron wagon wheels

The ledges show lines ruled southeast-northwest,

The chisel work of an enormous Glacier

That braced his feet against the Arctic Pole.

You must not mind a certain coolness from him

Still said to haunt this side of Panther Mountain.

Nor need you mind the serial ordeal

Of being watched from forty cellar holes

As if by eye pairs out of forty firkins.

As for the woods' excitement over you

That sends light rustle rushes to their leaves,

Charge that to upstart inexperience.

Where were they all not twenty years ago? 

They think too much of having shaded out

A few old pecker-fretted apple trees.

Make yourself up a cheering song of how

Someone's road home from work this once was,

Who may be just ahead of you on foot

Or creaking with a buggy load of grain.

The height of the adventure is the height

Of country where two village cultures faded

Into each other. Both of them are lost.

And if you're lost enough to find yourself

By now, pull in your ladder road behind you

And put a sign up CLOSED to all but me.

Then make yourself at home. The only field

Now left's no bigger than a harness gall.

First there's the children's house of make-believe,

Some shattered dishes underneath a pine,

The playthings in the playhouse of the children.

Weep for what little things could make them glad.

Then for the house that is no more a house,

But only a belilaced cellar hole,

Now slowly closing like a dent in dough.

This was no playhouse but a house in earnest.

Your destination and your destiny's

A brook that was the water of the house,

Cold as a spring as yet so near its source,

Too lofty and original to rage.

(We know the valley streams that when aroused

Will leave their tatters hung on barb and thorn.)

I have kept hidden in the instep arch

Of an old cedar at the waterside

A broken drinking goblet like the Grail

Under a spell so the wrong ones can't find it,

So can't get saved, as Saint Mark says they mustn't.

(I stole the goblet from the children's playhouse.)

Here are your waters and your watering place.

Drink and be whole again beyond confusion.

	
	




Robert Frost

 
Sonnet LXI: Since There’s no help

Since there's no help, come, let us kiss and part, 
Nay, I have done, you get no more of me, 
And I am glad, yea, glad with all my heart, 
That thus so cleanly I myself can free. 
Shake hands for ever, cancel all our vows, 
And when we meet at any time again 
Be it not seen in either of our brows 
That we one jot of former love retain. 
Now at the last gasp of Love's latest breath, 
When, his pulse failing, Passion speechless lies, 
When Faith is kneeling by his bed of death, 
And Innocence is closing up his eyes, 
Now, if thou wouldst, when all have giv'n him over, 
From death to life thou might'st him yet recover. 

                                                         Michael Drayton

First Snow in Alsace

The snow came down last night like moths

Burned on the moon; it fell till dawn,

Covered the town with simple cloths.

Absolute snow lies rumpled on

What shellbursts scattered and deranged,

Entangled railings, crevassed lawn.

As if it did not know they'd changed,

Snow smoothly clasps the roofs of homes

Fear-gutted, trustless and estranged.

The ration stacks are milky domes;

Across the ammunition pile

The snow has climbed in sparkling combs.

You think: beyond the town a mile

Or two, this snowfall fills the eyes

Of soldiers dead a little while.

Persons and persons in disguise,

Walking the new air white and fine,

Trade glances quick with shared surprise.

At children's windows, heaped, benign,

As always, winter shines the most,

And frost makes marvelous designs.

The night guard coming from his post,

Ten first-snows back in thought, walks slow

And warms him with a boyish boast:

He was the first to see the snow.

Richard Wilbur

From the Dark Tower
We shall not always plant while others reap
The golden increment of bursting fruit,
Not always countenance, abject and mute,
That lesser men should hold their brothers cheap;
Not everlastingly while others sleep
Shall we beguile their limbs with mellow flute,
Not always bend to some more subtle brute;
We were not made to eternally weep. 
The night whose sable breast relieves the stark,
White stars is no less lovely being dark,
And there are buds that cannot bloom at all
In light, but crumple, piteous, and fall;
So in the dark we hide the heart that bleeds,
And wait, and tend our agonizing seeds. 
                                                            Countee Cullen

Hackett Avenue

I used to like connections:

Leaves floating on the water

Like faces floating on the surface of a dream,

On the surface of a swimming pool

Once the holocaust was complete.

And then I passed through stages of belief

And unbelief, desire and restraint.

I found myself repeating certain themes

Ad interim, until they began to seem quaint

And I began to feel myself a victim of coincidence,

Inhabiting a film whose real title was my name --

Inhabiting a realm of fabulous constructions

Made entirely of words, all words

I should have known, and should have connected

Until they meant whatever I might mean.

But they're just fragments really,

No more than that.

                 A coast away,

And then across an ocean fifty years away,

I felt an ashen figure gliding through the leaves

-- Bewitchment of intelligence by leaves -- 

A body floating clothed, facedown,

A not-so-old philosopher dying in his bed

-- At least I thought I felt those things.

But then the line went dead

And I was back here in the cave, another ghost

Inhabiting the fourth part of the soul

And waiting, and still waiting, for the sun to come up.

Tell them I've had a wonderful life.

Tell Mr. DeMille I'm ready for my close-up.


John Koethe (pronounced Katy)

Hanging Fire

I am fourteen 

and my skin has betrayed me 

the boy I cannot live without 

still sucks his thumb 

in secret 

how come my knees are 

always so ashy 

what if I die 

before morning 

and momma's in the bedroom 

with the door closed. 

I have to learn how to dance 

in time for the next party 

my room is too small for me 

suppose I die before graduation 

they will sing sad melodies 

but finally 

tell the truth about me 

There is nothing I want to do 

and too much 

that has to be done 

and momma's in the bedroom 

with the door closed. 

Nobody even stops to think 

about my side of it 

I should have been on Math Team 

my marks were better than his 

why do I have to be 

the one 

wearing braces 

I have nothing to wear tomorrow 

will I live long enough 

to grow up 

and momma's in the bedroom 

with the door closed.


Audre Lorde
Holy Sonnet 10

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;
For those, whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow,
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.
From rest and sleep, which but thy picture[s] be,
Much pleasure, then from thee much more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee do go,
Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.
Thou'rt slave to Fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,
And poppy, or charms can make us sleep as well,
And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then?
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,
And Death shall be no more, Death, thou shalt die.

· John Donne

How to Write the Great American Indian Novel
All of the Indians must have tragic features: tragic noses, eyes, and arms.
Their hands and fingers must be tragic when they reach for tragic food.
The hero must be a half-breed, half white and half Indian, preferably
from a horse culture. He should often weep alone. That is mandatory.
If the hero is an Indian woman, she is beautiful. She must be slender
and in love with a white man. But if she loves an Indian man
then he must be a half-breed, preferably from a horse culture.
If the Indian woman loves a white man, then he has to be so white
that we can see the blue veins running through his skin like rivers.
When the Indian woman steps out of her dress, the white man gasps
at the endless beauty of her brown skin. She should be compared to nature:
brown hills, mountains, fertile valleys, dewy grass, wind, and clear water.
If she is compared to murky water, however, then she must have a secret.
Indians always have secrets, which are carefully and slowly revealed.
Yet Indian secrets can be disclosed suddenly, like a storm.
Indian men, of course, are storms. They should destroy the lives
of any white women who choose to love them. All white women love
Indian men. That is always the case. White women feign disgust
at the savage in blue jeans and T-shirt, but secretly lust after him.
White women dream about half-breed Indian men from horse cultures.
Indian men are horses, smelling wild and gamey. When the Indian man
unbuttons his pants, the white woman should think of topsoil.
There must be one murder, one suicide, one attempted rape.
Alcohol should be consumed. Cars must be driven at high speeds.
Indians must see visions. White people can have the same visions
if they are in love with Indians. If a white person loves an Indian
then the white person is Indian by proximity. White people must carry
an Indian deep inside themselves. Those interior Indians are half-breed

and obviously from horse cultures. If the interior Indian is male
then he must be a warrior, especially if he is inside a white man.
If the interior Indian is female, then she must be a healer, especially if she is inside
a white woman. Sometimes there are complications.
An Indian man can be hidden inside a white woman. An Indian woman
can be hidden inside a white man. In these rare instances,
everybody is a half-breed struggling to learn more about his or her horse culture.
There must be redemption, of course, and sins must be forgiven.
For this, we need children. A white child and an Indian child, gender
not important, should express deep affection in a childlike way.
In the Great American Indian novel, when it is finally written,
all of the white people will be Indians and all of the Indians will be ghosts.

                                               Sherman Alexie

Howl (an excerpt)

For Carl Solomon 


I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by 

madness, starving hysterical naked, 

dragging themselves through the negro streets at dawn 

looking for an angry fix, 

angelheaded hipsters burning for the ancient heavenly 

connection to the starry dynamo in the machin-

ery of night, 

who poverty and tatters and hollow-eyed and high sat 

up smoking in the supernatural darkness of 

cold-water flats floating across the tops of cities 

contemplating jazz, 

who bared their brains to Heaven under the El and 

saw Mohammedan angels staggering on tene-

ment roofs illuminated, 

who passed through universities with radiant cool eyes 

hallucinating Arkansas and Blake-light tragedy 

among the scholars of war, 

who were expelled from the academies for crazy & 

publishing obscene odes on the windows of the 

skull, 


who cowered in unshaven rooms in underwear, burn-

ing their money in wastebaskets and listening 

to the Terror through the wall, 

who got busted in their pubic beards returning through 

Laredo with a belt of marijuana for New York, 

who ate fire in paint hotels or drank turpentine in 

Paradise Alley, death, or purgatoried their 

torsos night after night 

with dreams, with drugs, with waking nightmares, al-

cohol and cock and endless balls, 

incomparable blind; streets of shuddering cloud and 

lightning in the mind leaping toward poles of 

Canada & Paterson, illuminating all the mo-

tionless world of Time between, 

Peyote solidities of halls, backyard green tree cemetery 

dawns, wine drunkenness over the rooftops, 

storefront boroughs of teahead joyride neon 

blinking traffic light, sun and moon and tree 

vibrations in the roaring winter dusks of Brook-

lyn, ashcan rantings and kind king light of mind, 

who chained themselves to subways for the endless 

ride from Battery to holy Bronx on benzedrine 

until the noise of wheels and children brought 

them down shuddering mouth-wracked and 

battered bleak of brain all drained of brilliance 

in the drear light of Zoo, 

who sank all night in submarine light of Bickford's 

floated out and sat through the stale beer after

noon in desolate Fugazzi's, listening to the crack 

of doom on the hydrogen jukebox, 

who talked continuously seventy hours from park to 

pad to bar to Bellevue to museum to the Brook-

lyn Bridge, 

lost battalion of platonic conversationalists jumping 

down the stoops off fire escapes off windowsills 

off Empire State out of the moon, 

yacketayakking screaming vomiting whispering facts 

and memories and anecdotes and eyeball kicks 

and shocks of hospitals and jails and wars, 

whole intellects disgorged in total recall for seven days 

and nights with brilliant eyes, meat for the 

Synagogue cast on the pavement, 

who vanished into nowhere Zen New Jersey leaving a 

trail of ambiguous picture postcards of Atlantic 

City Hall, 

suffering Eastern sweats and Tangerian bone-grind-

ings and migraines of China under junk-with-

drawal in Newark's bleak furnished room, 

who wandered around and around at midnight in the 

railroad yard wondering where to go, and went, 

leaving no broken hearts, 

who lit cigarettes in boxcars boxcars boxcars racketing 

through snow toward lonesome farms in grand-

father night, 

who studied Plotinus Poe St. John of the Cross telep-

athy and bop kabbalah because the cosmos in-

stinctively vibrated at their feet in Kansas, 

who loned it through the streets of Idaho seeking vis-

ionary indian angels who were visionary indian 

angels, 

who thought they were only mad when Baltimore 

gleamed in supernatural ecstasy, 

who jumped in limousines with the Chinaman of Okla-

homa on the impulse of winter midnight street

light smalltown rain, 

who lounged hungry and lonesome through Houston 

seeking jazz or sex or soup, and followed the 

brilliant Spaniard to converse about America 

and Eternity, a hopeless task, and so took ship 

to Africa, 

who disappeared into the volcanoes of Mexico leaving 

behind nothing but the shadow of dungarees 

and the lava and ash of poetry scattered in fire

place Chicago, 

who reappeared on the West Coast investigating the 

F.B.I. in beards and shorts with big pacifist 

eyes sexy in their dark skin passing out incom-

prehensible leaflets, 

who burned cigarette holes in their arms protesting 

the narcotic tobacco haze of Capitalism, 

who distributed Supercommunist pamphlets in Union 

Square weeping and undressing while the sirens 

of Los Alamos wailed them down, and wailed 

down Wall, and the Staten Island ferry also 

wailed, 

who broke down crying in white gymnasiums naked 

and trembling before the machinery of other 

skeletons, 



Allen Ginsberg
Hymn to Intellectual Beauty


By Percy Bysshe Shelley

The awful shadow of some unseen Power
    Floats through unseen among us, - visiting
    This various world with as inconstant wing
As summer winds that creep from flower to flower--
Like moonbeams that behind some piny mountain shower,             5
    It visits with inconstant glance



                   
    Each human heart and countenance;
Like hues and harmonies of evening--
    Like clouds in starlight widely spread--
    Like memory of music fled--                                                                 10
    Like aught that for its grace may be
Dear, and yet dearer for its mystery.

Spirit of Beauty, that dost consecrate
    With thine own hues all thou dost shine upon
    Of human thought or form - where art thou gone?

15
Why dost thou pass away and leave our state,
This dim vast vale of tears, vacant and desolate?
    Ask why the sunlight not for ever
    Weaves rainbows o'er yon mountain-river,
Why aught should fail and fade that once is shown,


20
    Why fear and dream and death and birth
    Cast on the daylight of this earth
    Such gloom - why man has such a scope
For love and hate, despondency and hope?

No voice from some sublimer world hath ever


            25
    To sage or poet these responses given--
    Therefore the names of Demon, Ghost, and Heaven,
Remain the records of their vain endeavour,
Frail spells - whose uttered charm might not avail to sever,
    From all we hear and all we see,




30
    Doubt, chance, and mutability.
Thy light alone - like mist o'er the mountains driven,
    Or music by the night-wind sent
    Through strings of some still instrument,
    Or moonlight on a midnight stream,




35
Gives grace and truth to life's unquiet dream.

Love, Hope, and Self-esteem, like clouds depart
    And come, for some uncertain moments lent.
    Man were immortal, and omnipotent,
Didst thou, unknown and awful as thou art,



40
Keep with thy glorious train firm state within his heart.
    Thou messenger of sympathies,
    That wax and wane in lovers' eyes--
Thou - that to human thought art nourishment,
    Like darkness to a dying flame!




45
    Depart not as thy shadow came,
    Depart not - lest the grave should be,
Like life and fear, a dark reality.

While yet a boy I sought for ghosts, and sped
    Through many a listening chamber, cave and ruin,

50
    And starlight wood, with fearful steps pursuing
Hopes of high talk with the departed dead.
I called on poisonous names with which our youth is fed;
    I was not heard - I saw them not -
    When musing deeply on the lot




55
Of life, at that sweet time when winds are wooing
    All vital things that wake to bring
    News of birds and blossoming--
    Sudden, thy shadow fell on me;
I shrieked, and clasped my hands in ecstasy!



60

I vowed that I would dedicate my powers
    To thee and thine - have I not kept the vow?
    With beating heart and streaming eyes, even now
I call the phantoms of a thousand hours
Each from his voiceless grave: they have in visioned bowers
65
    Of studious zeal or love's delight
    Outwatched with me the envious night--
They know that never joy illumed my brow
    Unlinked with hope that thou wouldst free
    This world from its dark slavery,




70
    That thou - O awful Loveliness,
Wouldst give whate'er these words cannot express.

The day becomes more solemn and serene
    When noon is past - there is a harmony
    In autumn, and a lustre in its sky,




75
Which through the summer is not heard or seen,
As if it could not be, as if it had not been!
    Thus let thy power, which like the truth
    Of nature on my passive youth
Descended, to my onward life supply




80
    Its calm - to one who worships thee,
    And every form containing thee,
    Whom, Spirit fair, thy spells did bind
To fear himself, and love all human kind.




Percy Shelley
		I Am Waiting
 
	

	

	 
I am waiting for my case to come up 
and I am waiting
for a rebirth of wonder 
and I am waiting 
for someone to really discover America 
and wail
and I am waiting 
for the discovery
of a new symbolic western frontier 
and I am waiting
for the American Eagle 
to really spread its wings 
and straighten up and fly right 
and I am waiting
for the Age of Anxiety 
to drop dead 
and I am waiting 
for the war to be fought
which will make the world safe 
for anarchy
and I am waiting 
for the final withering away 
of all governments 
and I am perpetually awaiting 
a rebirth of wonder

I am waiting for the Second Coming 
and I am waiting
for a religious revival
to sweep through the state of Arizona 
and I am waiting
for the Grapes of Wrath to be stored 
and I am waiting
for them to prove 
that God is really American 
and I am waiting
to see God on television 
piped’ onto church altars 
if only they can find 
the right channel 
to tune in on 
and I am waiting
for the Last Supper to be served again 
with a strange new appetizer 
and I am perpetually awaiting 
a rebirth of wonder

I am waiting for my number to be called 
and I am waiting
for the Salvation Army to take over 
and I am waiting
for the meek to be blessed
and inherit the earth 
without taxes and I am waiting 
for forests and animals 
to reclaim the earth as theirs 
and I am waiting 
for a way to be devised 
to destroy all nationalisms 
without killing anybody
and I am waiting
for linnets and planets to fall like rain 
and I am waiting for lovers and weepers 
to lie down together again
in a new rebirth of wonder

I am waiting for the Great Divide to ‘be crossed 
and I am anxiously waiting
for the secret of eternal life to be discovered 
by an obscure general practitioner 
and I am waiting
for the storms of life 
to be over 
and I am waiting 
to set sail for happiness 
and I am waiting 
for a reconstructed Mayflower 
to reach America 
with its picture story and tv rights 
sold in advance to the natives 
and I am waiting 
for the lost music to sound again 
in the Lost Continent 
in a new rebirth of wonder

I am waiting for the day 
that maketh all things clear 
and I am awaiting retribution 
for what America did
to Tom Sawyer 
and I am waiting 
for the American Boy 
to take off Beauty’s clothes 
and get on top of her 
and I am waiting 
for Alice in Wonderland 
to retransmit to me 
her total dream of innocence 
and I am waiting 
for Childe Roland to come 
to the final darkest tower 
and I am waiting 
for Aphrodite
to grow live arms 
at a final disarmament conference 
in a new rebirth of wonder

I am waiting 
to get some intimations 
of immortality 
by recollecting my early childhood 
and I am waiting 
for the green mornings to come again 
youth’s dumb green fields come back again 
and I am waiting 
for some strains of unpremeditated art 
to shake my typewriter 
and I am waiting to write
the great indelible poem
and I am waiting
for the last long careless rapture 
and I am perpetually waiting 
for the fleeing lovers on the Grecian Urn 
to catch each other up at last 
and embrace
and I am waiting 
perpetually and forever 
a renaissance of wonder 

                                 Lawrence Ferlinghetti 



I, Being Born a Woman and Distressed

I, being born a woman and distressed 
By all the needs and notions of my kind,
Am urged by your propinquity to find
Your person fair, and feel a certain zest
To bear your body's weight upon my breast:
So subtly is the fume of life designed,
To clarify the pulse and cloud the mind,
And leave me once again undone, possessed.
Think not for this, however, the poor treason
Of my stout blood against my staggering brain,
I shall remember you with love, or season
My scorn with pity, -- let me make it plain:
I find this frenzy insufficient reason
For conversation when we meet again. 

Edna St. Vincent Millay
I Sing the Body Electric

1 

I sing the body electric, 
The armies of those I love engirth me and I engirth them, 
They will not let me off till I go with them, respond to them, 
And discorrupt them, and charge them full with the charge of the soul. 

Was it doubted that those who corrupt their own bodies conceal themselves? 
And if those who defile the living are as bad as they who defile the dead? 
And if the body does not do fully as much as the soul? 
And if the body were not the soul, what is the soul? 

2 

The love of the body of man or woman balks account, the body itself 
balks account, 
That of the male is perfect, and that of the female is perfect. 

The expression of the face balks account, 
But the expression of a well-made man appears not only in his face, 
It is in his limbs and joints also, it is curiously in the joints of 
his hips and wrists, 
It is in his walk, the carriage of his neck, the flex of his waist 
and knees, dress does not hide him, 
The strong sweet quality he has strikes through the cotton and broadcloth, 
To see him pass conveys as much as the best poem, perhaps more, 
You linger to see his back, and the back of his neck and shoulder-side. 

The sprawl and fulness of babes, the bosoms and heads of women, the 
folds of their dress, their style as we pass in the street, the 
contour of their shape downwards, 
The swimmer naked in the swimming-bath, seen as he swims through 
the transparent green-shine, or lies with his face up and rolls 
silently to and from the heave of the water, 
The bending forward and backward of rowers in row-boats, the 
horse-man in his saddle, 
Girls, mothers, house-keepers, in all their performances, 
The group of laborers seated at noon-time with their open 
dinner-kettles, and their wives waiting, 
The female soothing a child, the farmer's daughter in the garden or 
cow-yard, 
The young fellow hosing corn, the sleigh-driver driving his six 
horses through the crowd, 
The wrestle of wrestlers, two apprentice-boys, quite grown, lusty, 
good-natured, native-born, out on the vacant lot at sundown after work, 
The coats and caps thrown down, the embrace of love and resistance, 
The upper-hold and under-hold, the hair rumpled over and blinding the eyes; 
The march of firemen in their own costumes, the play of masculine 
muscle through clean-setting trowsers and waist-straps, 
The slow return from the fire, the pause when the bell strikes 
suddenly again, and the listening on the alert, 
The natural, perfect, varied attitudes, the bent head, the curv'd 
neck and the counting; 
Such-like I love--I loosen myself, pass freely, am at the mother's 
breast with the little child, 
Swim with the swimmers, wrestle with wrestlers, march in line with 
the firemen, and pause, listen, count. 

3 

I knew a man, a common farmer, the father of five sons, 
And in them the fathers of sons, and in them the fathers of sons. 

This man was a wonderful vigor, calmness, beauty of person, 
The shape of his head, the pale yellow and white of his hair and 
beard, the immeasurable meaning of his black eyes, the richness 
and breadth of his manners, 
These I used to go and visit him to see, he was wise also, 
He was six feet tall, he was over eighty years old, his sons were 
massive, clean, bearded, tan-faced, handsome, 
They and his daughters loved him, all who saw him loved him, 
They did not love him by allowance, they loved him with personal love, 
He drank water only, the blood show'd like scarlet through the 
clear-brown skin of his face, 
He was a frequent gunner and fisher, he sail'd his boat himself, he 
had a fine one presented to him by a ship-joiner, he had 
fowling-pieces presented to him by men that loved him, 
When he went with his five sons and many grand-sons to hunt or fish, 
you would pick him out as the most beautiful and vigorous of the gang, 
You would wish long and long to be with him, you would wish to sit 
by him in the boat that you and he might touch each other. 

4 

I have perceiv'd that to be with those I like is enough, 
To stop in company with the rest at evening is enough, 
To be surrounded by beautiful, curious, breathing, laughing flesh is enough, 
To pass among them or touch any one, or rest my arm ever so lightly 
round his or her neck for a moment, what is this then? 
I do not ask any more delight, I swim in it as in a sea. 

There is something in staying close to men and women and looking 
on them, and in the contact and odor of them, that pleases the soul well, 
All things please the soul, but these please the soul well. 

5 

This is the female form, 
A divine nimbus exhales from it from head to foot, 
It attracts with fierce undeniable attraction, 
I am drawn by its breath as if I were no more than a helpless vapor, 
all falls aside but myself and it, 
Books, art, religion, time, the visible and solid earth, and what 
was expected of heaven or fear'd of hell, are now consumed, 
Mad filaments, ungovernable shoots play out of it, the response 
likewise ungovernable, 
Hair, bosom, hips, bend of legs, negligent falling hands all 
diffused, mine too diffused, 
Ebb stung by the flow and flow stung by the ebb, love-flesh swelling 
and deliciously aching, 
Limitless limpid jets of love hot and enormous, quivering jelly of 
love, white-blow and delirious nice, 
Bridegroom night of love working surely and softly into the prostrate dawn, 
Undulating into the willing and yielding day, 
Lost in the cleave of the clasping and sweet-flesh'd day. 

This the nucleus--after the child is born of woman, man is born of woman, 
This the bath of birth, this the merge of small and large, and the 
outlet again. 

Be not ashamed women, your privilege encloses the rest, and is the 
exit of the rest, 
You are the gates of the body, and you are the gates of the soul. 

The female contains all qualities and tempers them, 
She is in her place and moves with perfect balance, 
She is all things duly veil'd, she is both passive and active, 
She is to conceive daughters as well as sons, and sons as well as daughters. 

As I see my soul reflected in Nature, 
As I see through a mist, One with inexpressible completeness, 
sanity, beauty, 
See the bent head and arms folded over the breast, the Female I see. 

6 

The male is not less the soul nor more, he too is in his place, 
He too is all qualities, he is action and power, 
The flush of the known universe is in him, 
Scorn becomes him well, and appetite and defiance become him well, 
The wildest largest passions, bliss that is utmost, sorrow that is 
utmost become him well, pride is for him, 
The full-spread pride of man is calming and excellent to the soul, 
Knowledge becomes him, he likes it always, he brings every thing to 
the test of himself, 
Whatever the survey, whatever the sea and the sail he strikes 
soundings at last only here, 
(Where else does he strike soundings except here?) 

The man's body is sacred and the woman's body is sacred, 
No matter who it is, it is sacred--is it the meanest one in the 
laborers' gang? 
Is it one of the dull-faced immigrants just landed on the wharf? 
Each belongs here or anywhere just as much as the well-off, just as 
much as you, 
Each has his or her place in the procession. 

(All is a procession, 
The universe is a procession with measured and perfect motion.) 

Do you know so much yourself that you call the meanest ignorant? 
Do you suppose you have a right to a good sight, and he or she has 
no right to a sight? 
Do you think matter has cohered together from its diffuse float, and 
the soil is on the surface, and water runs and vegetation sprouts, 
For you only, and not for him and her? 

7 

A man's body at auction, 
(For before the war I often go to the slave-mart and watch the sale,) 
I help the auctioneer, the sloven does not half know his business. 

Gentlemen look on this wonder, 
Whatever the bids of the bidders they cannot be high enough for it, 
For it the globe lay preparing quintillions of years without one 
animal or plant, 
For it the revolving cycles truly and steadily roll'd. 

In this head the all-baffling brain, 
In it and below it the makings of heroes. 

Examine these limbs, red, black, or white, they are cunning in 
tendon and nerve, 
They shall be stript that you may see them. 

Exquisite senses, life-lit eyes, pluck, volition, 
Flakes of breast-muscle, pliant backbone and neck, flesh not flabby, 
good-sized arms and legs, 
And wonders within there yet. 

Within there runs blood, 
The same old blood! the same red-running blood! 
There swells and jets a heart, there all passions, desires, 
reachings, aspirations, 
(Do you think they are not there because they are not express'd in 
parlors and lecture-rooms?) 

This is not only one man, this the father of those who shall be 
fathers in their turns, 
In him the start of populous states and rich republics, 
Of him countless immortal lives with countless embodiments and enjoyments. 

How do you know who shall come from the offspring of his offspring 
through the centuries? 
(Who might you find you have come from yourself, if you could trace 
back through the centuries?) 

8 

A woman's body at auction, 
She too is not only herself, she is the teeming mother of mothers, 
She is the bearer of them that shall grow and be mates to the mothers. 

Have you ever loved the body of a woman? 
Have you ever loved the body of a man? 
Do you not see that these are exactly the same to all in all nations 
and times all over the earth? 

If any thing is sacred the human body is sacred, 
And the glory and sweet of a man is the token of manhood untainted, 
And in man or woman a clean, strong, firm-fibred body, is more 
beautiful than the most beautiful face. 

Have you seen the fool that corrupted his own live body? or the fool 
that corrupted her own live body? 
For they do not conceal themselves, and cannot conceal themselves. 

9 

O my body! I dare not desert the likes of you in other men and 
women, nor the likes of the parts of you, 
I believe the likes of you are to stand or fall with the likes of 
the soul, (and that they are the soul,) 
I believe the likes of you shall stand or fall with my poems, and 
that they are my poems, 
Man's, woman's, child, youth's, wife's, husband's, mother's, 
father's, young man's, young woman's poems, 
Head, neck, hair, ears, drop and tympan of the ears, 
Eyes, eye-fringes, iris of the eye, eyebrows, and the waking or 
sleeping of the lids, 
Mouth, tongue, lips, teeth, roof of the mouth, jaws, and the jaw-hinges, 
Nose, nostrils of the nose, and the partition, 
Cheeks, temples, forehead, chin, throat, back of the neck, neck-slue, 
Strong shoulders, manly beard, scapula, hind-shoulders, and the 
ample side-round of the chest, 
Upper-arm, armpit, elbow-socket, lower-arm, arm-sinews, arm-bones, 
Wrist and wrist-joints, hand, palm, knuckles, thumb, forefinger, 
finger-joints, finger-nails, 
Broad breast-front, curling hair of the breast, breast-bone, breast-side, 
Ribs, belly, backbone, joints of the backbone, 
Hips, hip-sockets, hip-strength, inward and outward round, 
man-balls, man-root, 
Strong set of thighs, well carrying the trunk above, 
Leg-fibres, knee, knee-pan, upper-leg, under-leg, 
Ankles, instep, foot-ball, toes, toe-joints, the heel; 
All attitudes, all the shapeliness, all the belongings of my or your 
body or of any one's body, male or female, 
The lung-sponges, the stomach-sac, the bowels sweet and clean, 
The brain in its folds inside the skull-frame, 
Sympathies, heart-valves, palate-valves, sexuality, maternity, 
Womanhood, and all that is a woman, and the man that comes from woman, 
The womb, the teats, nipples, breast-milk, tears, laughter, weeping, 
love-looks, love-perturbations and risings, 
The voice, articulation, language, whispering, shouting aloud, 
Food, drink, pulse, digestion, sweat, sleep, walking, swimming, 
Poise on the hips, leaping, reclining, embracing, arm-curving and tightening, 
The continual changes of the flex of the mouth, and around the eyes, 
The skin, the sunburnt shade, freckles, hair, 
The curious sympathy one feels when feeling with the hand the naked 
meat of the body, 
The circling rivers the breath, and breathing it in and out, 
The beauty of the waist, and thence of the hips, and thence downward 
toward the knees, 
The thin red jellies within you or within me, the bones and the 
marrow in the bones, 
The exquisite realization of health; 
O I say these are not the parts and poems of the body only, but of the soul, 
O I say now these are the soul!





Walt Whitman
I died for beauty, but was scarce

I died for beauty, but was scarce
Adjusted in the tomb,
When one who died for truth was lain
In an adjoining room. 

He questioned softly why I failed?
"For beauty," I replied.
"And I for truth - the two are one;
We brethren are," he said. 

And so, as kinsmen met a-night,
We talked between the rooms,
Until the moss had reached our lips,
And covered up our names. 


Emily Dickinson
Into My Own

One of my wishes is that those dark trees,
So old and firm they scarcely show the breeze,
Were not, as 'twere, the merest mask of gloom,
But stretched away unto the edge of doom.

I should not be withheld but that some day
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Into their vastness I should steal away,
Fearless of ever finding open land,
Or highway where the slow wheel pours the sand.

I do not see why I should e'er turn back,
Or those should not set forth upon my track
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To overtake me, who should miss me here
And long to know if still I held them dear.

They would not find me changed from him they knew--
Only more sure of all I thought was true.



Robert Frost
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. 


Billy Collins

Journey of the Magi

“A cold coming we had of it, 
Just the worst time of the year 
For a journey, and such a long journey: 
The ways deep and the weather sharp, 
The very dead of winter.”
And the camels galled, sore-footed, refractory, 
Lying down in the melting snow. 
There were times we regretted 
The summer palaces on slopes, the terraces, 
And the silken girls bringing sherbet. 
Then the camel men cursing and grumbling 
And running away, and wanting their liquor and women, 
And the night-fires going out, and the lack of shelters, 
And the cities hostile and the towns unfriendly 
And the villages dirty and charging high prices: 
A hard time we had of it. 
At the end we preferred to travel all night, 
Sleeping in snatches, 
With the voices singing in our ears, saying 
That this was all folly. 

Then at dawn we came down to a temperate valley, 
Wet, below the snow line, smelling of vegetation; 
With a running stream and a water-mill beating the darkness, 
And three trees on the low sky, 
And an old white horse galloped away in the meadow. 
Then we came to a tavern with vine-leaves over the lintel, 
Six hands at an open door dicing for pieces of silver, 
And feet kicking the empty wine-skins. 
But there was no information, and so we continued 
And arrived at evening, not a moment too soon 
Finding the place; it was (you may say) satisfactory. 

All this was a long time ago, I remember, 
And I would do it again, but set down 
This set down 
This: were we led all that way for 
Birth or Death? There was a Birth, certainly, 
We had evidence and no doubt. I had seen birth and death, 
But had thought they were different; this Birth was 
Hard and bitter agony for us, like Death, our death. 
We returned to our places, these Kingdoms, 
But no longer at ease here, in the old dispensation, 
With an alien people clutching their gods. 
I should be glad of another death.

· T.S. Eliot

Lady Lazurus
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 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. 
Gentleman , 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. 

Dying 
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 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 on 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.

Sylvia Plath

Lines Composed a Few Miles Above Tintern Abbey

Five years have past; five summers, with the length
Of five long winters! and again I hear
These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs
With a soft inland murmur. Once again
Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs,
That on a wild secluded scene impress
Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect
The landscape with the quiet of the sky.
The day is come when I again repose
Here, under this dark sycamore, and view
These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,
Which at this season, with their unripe fruits,
Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves
'Mid groves and copses. Once again I see
These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines
Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral farms,
Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke
Sent up, in silence, from among the trees!
With some uncertain notice, as might seem
Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,
Or of some Hermit's cave, where by his fire
The Hermit sits alone. 

                              These beauteous forms,
Through a long absence, have not been to me
As is a landscape to a blind man's eye:
But oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them,
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart;
And passing even into my purer mind
With tranquil restoration: - feelings too
Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps,
As have no slight or trivial influence
On that best portion of a good man's life,
His little, nameless, unremembered, acts
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,
To them I may have owed another gift,
Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood,
In which the burthen of the mystery,
In which the heavy and the weary weight
Of all this unintelligible world,
Is lightened: - that serene and blessed mood,
In which the affections gently lead us on--
Until, the breath of this corporeal frame
And even the motion of our human blood
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep
In body, and become a living soul:
While with an eye made quiet by the power
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,
We see into the life of things. 

                                              If this
Be but a vain belief, yet, oh! how oft--
In darkness and amid the many shapes
Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart--
How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee,
O sylvan Wye! thou wanderer thro' the woods,
How often has my spirit turned to thee! 

And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought,
With many recognitions dim and faint,
And somewhat of a sad perplexity,
The picture of the mind revives again:
While here I stand, not only with the sense
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts
That in this moment there is life and food
For future years. And so I dare to hope,
Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when first
I came among these hills; when like a roe
I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides
Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams,
Wherever nature led: more like a man
Flying from something that he dreads, than one
Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days
And their glad animal movements all gone by)
To me was all in all. - I cannot paint
What then I was. The sounding cataract
Haunted me like a passion: the tall rock,
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,
Their colours and their forms, were then to me
An appetite; a feeling and a love,
That had no need of a remoter charm,
By thought supplied, not any interest
Unborrowed from the eye. - That time is past,
And all its aching joys are now no more,
And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this
Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur; other gifts
Have followed; for such loss, I would believe,
Abundant recompense. For I have learned
To look on nature, not as in the hour
Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes
The still sad music of humanity,
Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt
A presence that disturbs me with the joy
Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime
Of something far more deeply interfused,
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,
And the round ocean and the living air,
And the blue sky, and in the mind of man:
A motion and a spirit, that impels
All thinking things, all objects of all thought,
And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still
A lover of the meadows and the woods
And mountains; and of all that we behold
From this green earth; of all the mighty world
Of eye, and ear, - both what they half create,
And what perceive; well pleased to recognize
In nature and the language of the sense
The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul
Of all my moral being. 

                                          Nor perchance,
If I were not thus taught, should I the more
Suffer my genial spirits to decay:
For thou art with me here upon the banks
Of this fair river; thou my dearest Friend,
My dear, dear Friend; and in thy voice I catch
The language of my former heart, and read
My former pleasures in the shooting lights
Of thy wild eyes. Oh! yet a little while
May I behold in thee what I was once,
My dear, dear Sister! and this prayer I make,
Knowing that Nature never did betray
The heart that loved her; 'tis her privilege,
Through all the years of this our life, to lead
From joy to joy: for she can so inform
The mind that is within us, so impress
With quietness and beauty, and so feed
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men,
Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all
The dreary intercourse of daily life,
Shall e'er prevail against us, or disturb
Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold
Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk;
And let the misty mountain-winds be free
To blow against thee: and, in after years,
When these wild ecstasies shall be matured
Into a sober pleasure; when thy mind
Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,
Thy memory be as a dwelling-place
For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then,
If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief,
Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts
Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,
And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance--
If I should be where I no more can hear
Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams
Of past existence - wilt thou then forget
That on the banks of this delightful stream
We stood together; and that I, so long
A worshipper of Nature, hither came
Unwearied in that service: rather say
With warmer love - oh! with far deeper zeal
Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget,
That after many wanderings, many years
Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs,
And this green pastoral landscape, were to me
More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake!



William Wordworth
Lines Composed Over Three Thousand Miles Away from Tintern Abbey

I was here before, a long time ago, 
and now I am here again 
is an observation that occurs in poetry 
as frequently as rain occurs in life. 

The fellow may be gazing 
over an English landscape, 
hillsides dotted with sheep, 
a row of tall trees topping the downs, 

or he could be moping through the shadows 
of a dark Bavarian forest, 
a wedge of cheese and a volume of fairy tales 
tucked into his rucksack. 

But the feeling is always the same. 
It was better the first time. 
This time it is not nearly as good. 
I'm not feeling as chipper as I did back then. 

Something is always missing— 
swans, a glint on the surface of a lake, 
some minor but essential touch. 
Or the quality of things has diminished. 

The sky was a deeper, more dimensional blue, 
clouds were more cathedral-like, 
and water rushed over rock 
with greater effervescence. 

From our chairs we have watched 
the poor author in his waistcoat 
as he recalls the dizzying icebergs of childhood 
and mills around in a field of weeds. 

We have heard the poets long dead 
declaim their dying 
from a promontory, a riverbank, 
next to a haycock, within a copse. 

We have listened to their dismay, 
the kind that issues from poems 
the way water issues forth from hoses, 
the way the match always gives its little speech on fire. 

And when we put down the book at last, 
lean back, close our eyes, 
stinging with print, 
and slip in the bookmark of sleep, 

we will be schooled enough to know 
that when we wake up 
a little before dinner 
things will not be nearly as good as they once were. 

Something will be missing 
from this long, coffin-shaped room, 
the walls and windows now 
only two different shades of gray, 

the glossy gardenia drooping 
in its chipped terra-cotta pot. 
And on the floor, shoes, socks, 
the browning core of an apple. 

Nothing will be as it was 
a few hours ago, back in the glorious past 
before our naps, back in that Golden Age 
that drew to a close sometime shortly after lunch.



Billy Collins

	Living in Sin
 
	

	

	 

She had thought the studio would keep itself;
no dust upon the furniture of love.
Half heresy, to wish the taps less vocal,
the panes relieved of grime. A plate of pears,
a piano with a Persian shawl, a cat
stalking the picturesque amusing mouse
had risen at his urging.
Not that at five each separate stair would writhe
under the milkman's tramp; that morning light
so coldly would delineate the scraps
of last night's cheese and three sepulchral bottles;
that on the kitchen shelf among the saucers
a pair of beetle-eyes would fix her own---
envoy from some village in the moldings . . .
Meanwhile, he, with a yawn,
sounded a dozen notes upon the keyboard,
declared it out of tune, shrugged at the mirror,
rubbed at his beard, went out for cigarettes;
while she, jeered by the minor demons,
pulled back the sheets and made the bed and found
a towel to dust the table-top,
and let the coffee-pot boil over on the stove.
By evening she was back in love again,
though not so wholly but throughout the night
she woke sometimes to feel the daylight coming
like a relentless milkman up the stairs. 

Adrienne Rich 




London

I wandered through each chartered street,
Near where the chartered Thames does flow,
A mark in every face I meet,
Marks of weakness, marks of woe.

In every cry of every man,
In every infant's cry of fear,
In every voice, in every ban,
The mind-forged manacles I hear:

How the chimney-sweeper's cry
Every blackening church appals,
And the hapless soldier's sigh
Runs in blood down palace-walls.

But most, through midnight streets I hear
How the youthful harlot's curse
Blasts the new-born infant's tear,
And blights with plagues the marriage-hearse. 

William Blake

	        
	The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock
S’io credesse che mia risposta fosse

	
	A persona che mai tornasse al mondo,

	
	Questa fiamma staria senza piu scosse.

	
	Ma perciocche giammai di questo fondo

	
	Non torno vivo alcun, s’i’odo il vero,

	
	Senza tema d’infamia ti rispondo.

	 
	


	 


	LET us go then, you and I,

	
	When the evening is spread out against the sky

	
	Like a patient etherised upon a table;

	
	Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets,

	
	The muttering retreats

	        5

	Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels

	
	And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells:

	
	Streets that follow like a tedious argument

	
	Of insidious intent

	
	To lead you to an overwhelming question …

	        10

	Oh, do not ask, “What is it?”

	
	Let us go and make our visit.

	
	 

	
	In the room the women come and go

	
	Talking of Michelangelo.

	
	 

	
	The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes,

	        15

	The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes

	
	Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening,

	
	Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains,

	
	Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys,

	
	Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap,

	        20

	And seeing that it was a soft October night,

	
	Curled once about the house, and fell asleep.

	
	 

	
	And indeed there will be time

	
	For the yellow smoke that slides along the street,

	
	Rubbing its back upon the window-panes;

	        25

	There will be time, there will be time

	
	To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet;

	
	There will be time to murder and create,

	
	And time for all the works and days of hands

	
	That lift and drop a question on your plate;

	        30

	Time for you and time for me,

	
	And time yet for a hundred indecisions,

	
	And for a hundred visions and revisions,

	
	Before the taking of a toast and tea.

	
	 

	
	In the room the women come and go

	        35

	Talking of Michelangelo.

	
	 

	
	And indeed there will be time

	
	To wonder, “Do I dare?” and, “Do I dare?”

	
	Time to turn back and descend the stair,

	
	With a bald spot in the middle of my hair—

	        40

	[They will say: “How his hair is growing thin!”]

	
	My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin,

	
	My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin—

	
	[They will say: “But how his arms and legs are thin!”]

	
	Do I dare

	        45

	Disturb the universe?

	
	In a minute there is time

	
	For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse.

	
	 

	
	For I have known them all already, known them all:—

	
	Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons,

	        50

	I have measured out my life with coffee spoons;

	
	I know the voices dying with a dying fall

	
	Beneath the music from a farther room.

	
	  So how should I presume?

	
	 

	
	And I have known the eyes already, known them all—

	        55

	The eyes that fix you in a formulated phrase,

	
	And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin,

	
	When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall,

	
	Then how should I begin

	
	To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways?

	        60

	  And how should I presume?

	
	 

	
	And I have known the arms already, known them all—

	
	Arms that are braceleted and white and bare

	
	[But in the lamplight, downed with light brown hair!]

	
	It is perfume from a dress

	        65

	That makes me so digress?

	
	Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl.

	
	  And should I then presume?

	
	  And how should I begin?
      .      .      .      .      .

	
	Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through narrow streets

	        70

	And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes

	
	Of lonely men in shirt-sleeves, leaning out of windows?…

	
	 

	
	I should have been a pair of ragged claws

	
	Scuttling across the floors of silent seas.
      .      .      .      .      .

	
	And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so peacefully!

	        75

	Smoothed by long fingers,

	
	Asleep … tired … or it malingers,

	
	Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me.

	
	Should I, after tea and cakes and ices,

	
	Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis?

	        80

	But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed,

	
	Though I have seen my head [grown slightly bald] brought in upon a platter,

	
	I am no prophet—and here’s no great matter;

	
	I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker,

	
	And I have seen the eternal Footman hold my coat, and snicker,

	        85

	And in short, I was afraid.

	
	 

	
	And would it have been worth it, after all,

	
	After the cups, the marmalade, the tea,

	
	Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me,

	
	Would it have been worth while,

	        90

	To have bitten off the matter with a smile,

	
	To have squeezed the universe into a ball

	
	To roll it toward some overwhelming question,

	
	To say: “I am Lazarus, come from the dead,

	
	Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all”—

	        95

	If one, settling a pillow by her head,

	
	  Should say: “That is not what I meant at all.

	
	  That is not it, at all.”

	
	 

	
	And would it have been worth it, after all,

	
	Would it have been worth while,

	        100

	After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled streets,

	
	After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts that trail along the floor—

	
	And this, and so much more?—

	
	It is impossible to say just what I mean!

	
	But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on a screen:

	        105

	Would it have been worth while

	
	If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl,

	
	And turning toward the window, should say:

	
	  “That is not it at all,

	
	  That is not what I meant, at all.”
      .      .      .      .      .

	        110

	No! I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be;

	
	Am an attendant lord, one that will do

	
	To swell a progress, start a scene or two,

	
	Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool,

	
	Deferential, glad to be of use,

	        115

	Politic, cautious, and meticulous;

	
	Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse;

	
	At times, indeed, almost ridiculous—

	
	Almost, at times, the Fool.

	
	 

	
	I grow old … I grow old …

	        120

	I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled.

	
	 

	
	Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a peach?

	
	I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach.

	
	I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each.

	
	 

	
	I do not think that they will sing to me.

	        125

	 

	
	I have seen them riding seaward on the waves

	
	Combing the white hair of the waves blown back

	
	When the wind blows the water white and black.

	
	 

	
	We have lingered in the chambers of the sea

	
	By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown

	        130

	Till human voices wake us, and we drown.

	
	 

	

	




T.S. Eliot

	      Love Poem
 
	

	

	 

I want to write you
a love poem as headlong
as our creek
after thaw
when we stand
on its dangerous
banks and watch it carry
with it every twig
every dry leaf and branch
in its path
every scruple
when we see it
so swollen
with runoff
that even as we watch
we must grab
each other
and step back
we must grab each
other or
get our shoes
soaked we must
grab each other 

Linda Pastan 




Excerpts from The Marriage of Heaven and Hell

From The Argument and the Voice of the Devil:
Without Contraries is no progression. Attraction and Repulsion, Reason and Energy, Love and Hate, are necessary to Human existence.

From these contraries spring what the religious call Good & Evil. Good is the passive that obeys Reason. Evil is the active springing from Energy.

Good is Heaven. Evil is Hell

The Voice of the Devil

All Bibles or sacred codes, have been the causes of the following Errors.
1. That Man has two real existing principles Viz: a Body & a Soul.
2. That Energy, call'd Evil, is alone from the Body, & that Reason, call'd Good, is alone from the Soul.
3. That God will torment Man in Eternity for following his Energies.

But the following Contraries to these are True.
1. Man has no Body distinct from his Soul; for that call'd Body is a portion of Soul discern'd by the five Senses, the chief inlets of Soul in this age.
2. Energy is the only life and is from the Body and Reason is the bound or outward circumference of Energy.
3. Energy is Eternal Delight.
~

Those who restrain desire, do so because theirs is weak enough to be restrained; and the restrainer of reason usurps its place & governs the unwilling.

And being restrain'd it by degrees becomes passive till it is only the shadow of desire.

The history of this written in Paradise Lost, & the Governor of Reason is call'd Messiah.

And the original Archangel or possessor of the command of the heavenly host, is call'd the Devil or Satan and his children are call'd Sin & Death.

But in the Book of Job Miltons Messiah is call'd Satan.

For this history has been adopted by both parties.

It indeed appear'd to Reason as if Desire was cast out, but the Devils account is that the Messiah fell, & formed a heaven of what he stole from the Abyss.

This is shewn in the Gospel, where he prays to the Father to send the comforter or Desire that Reason may have Ideas to build on, the Jehovah of the Bible being no other than he who dwells in flaming fire.

Know that after Christs death, he became Jehovah.

But in Milton' the Father is Destiny, the Son, a Raio of the five senses, & the Holy-ghost, Vacuum!

Note. The reason Milton wrote in fetters when he wrote of Angels & God, and at liberty when of Devils & Hell, is because he was a true Poet and of the Devils party without knowing it.

The Proverbs of Hell 

In seed time learn, in harvest teach, in winter enjoy.

Drive your cart and your plow over the bones of the dead.

The road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom.

Prudence is a rich ugly old maid courted by Incapacity.

He who desires but acts not, breeds pestilence.

The cut worm forgives the plow.

Dip him in the river who loves water.

A fool sees not the same tree that a wise man sees.

He whose face gives no light, shall never become a star.

Eternity is in love with the productions of time.

The busy bee has no time for sorrow.

The hours of folly are measur'd by the clock, but of wisdom: no clock can measure.

All wholsom food is caught without a net or a trap.

Bring out number weight & measure in a year of dearth.

No bird soars too high, if he soars with his own wings.

A dead body, revenges not injuries.

The most sublime act is to set another before you.

If the fool would persist in his folly he would become wise.

Folly is the cloke of knavery.

Shame is Prides cloke.

~

Prisons are built with stones of Law, Brothels with bricks of Religion.

The pride of the peacock is the glory of God.

The lust of the goat is the bounty of God.

The wrath of the lion is the wisdom of God.

The nakedness of woman is the work of God.

Excess of sorrow laughs. Excess of joy weeps.

The roaring of lions, the howling of wolves, the raging of the stormy sea, and the

   destructive sword, are portions of eternity too great for the eye of man.

The fox condemns the trap, not himself.

Joys impregnate. Sorrows bring forth.

Let man wear the fell of the lion, woman the fleece of the sheep.

The bird a nest, the spider a web, man friendship.

The selfish smiling fool, & the sullen frowning fool, shall be both thought wise, that

   they may be a rod.

What is now proved was once, only imagin'd.

The rat, the mouse, the fox, the rabbit: watch the roots; the lion, the tyger, the horse,

   the elephant, watch the fruits.

The cistern contains; the fountain overflows.

One thought, fills immensity.

Always be ready to speak your mind, and a base man will avoid you.

Every thing possible to be believ'd is an image of truth.

The eagle never lost so much time, as when he submitted to learn of the crow.

~

The fox provides for himself, but God provides for the lion.

Think in the morning. Act in the noon. Eat in the evening. Sleep in the night.

He who has suffer'd you to impose on him knows you.

As the plow follows words, so God rewards prayers.

The tygers of wrath are wiser than the horses of instruction.

Expect poison from the standing water.

You never know what is enough unless you know what is more than enough.

Listen to the fools reproach! it is a kingly title!

The eyes of fire, the nostrils of air, the mouth of water, the beard of earth.

The weak in courage is strong in cunning.

The apple tree never asks the beech how he shall grow, nor the lion, the horse,

   how he shall take his prey.

The thankful reciever bears a plentiful harvest.

If others had not been foolish, we should be so.

The soul of sweet delight, can never be defil'd.

When thou seest an Eagle, thou seest a portion of Genius, lift up thy head!

As the catterpiller chooses the fairest leaves to lay her eggs on, so the priest

   lays his curse on the fairest joys.

To create a little flower is the labour of ages.

Damn, braces: Bless relaxes.

The best wine is the oldest, the best water the newest.

Prayers plow not! Praises reap not!

Joys laugh not! Sorrows weep not!

~

The head Sublime, the heart Pathos, the genitals Beauty, the hands &

   feet Proportion.

As the air to a bird of the sea to a fish, so is contempt to the contemptible.

The crow wish'd every thing was black, the owl, that every thing was white.

Exuberance is Beauty.

If the lion was advised by the fox, he would be cunning.

Improvement makes strait roads, but the crooked roads without Improvement,

   are roads of Genius.

Sooner murder an infant in its cradle than nurse unacted desires.

Where man is not nature is barren.

Truth can never be told so as to be understood, and not be believ'd.

Enough! or Too much!




William Blake

Midsummer: XLI

The camps hold their distance—brown chestnuts and gray smoke

that coils like barbed wire.  The profit in guilt continues.

brown pigeons goose step, squirrels pile up acorns like little

    shoes

and moss, voiceless as smoke, hushes the peeled bodies

like abandoned kindling.  In the clear pools, fat

trout rising to lures bubble in umlauts. 

Forty years gone, in my island childhood, I felt that

The gift of poetry had made me one of the chosen,

That all experience was kindling to the fire of the Muse.

Now I see her in autumn on that pine bench where she sits,

their nut brown ideal, in gold plaits and lederhosen,

the blood drops of poppies embroidered on her white bodice,

the spirit of autumn to every Hans and Fritz.

whose gaze raked the stubble fields when the smoky cries

of rooks were nearly human. They placed their cause in
her cornsilk crown, her cornflower iris,

winnower of chaff for whom the swastikas flash

in skeletal harvests. But had I known then

that the fronds of my island were harrows, its sand the ash

of distant camps, would I have broken my pen

because this century’s pastorals were being written

by the chimneys of Dachau, of Auschwitz, of Sachsenhausen?

                           Derek Walcott

Midsummer, Tobago

Broad sun-stoned beaches.

White heat.
A green river.

A bridge,
scorched yellow palms

from the summer-sleeping house
drowsing through August.

Days I have held,
days I have lost,

days that outgrow, like daughters,
my harbouring arms.

Derek Walcott


Mirror 
 
I am silver and exact. I have no preconceptions.
Whatever I see, I swallow immediately.
Just as it is, unmisted by love or dislike
I am not cruel, only truthful –
The eye of a little god, four-cornered.
Most of the time I meditate on the opposite wall.
It is pink, with speckles. I have looked at it so long
I think it is a part of my heart. But it flickers.
Faces and darkness separate us over and over.
 
Now I am a lake. A woman bends over me.
Searching my reaches for what she really is.
Then she turns to those liars, the candles or the moon.
I see her back, and reflect it faithfully
She rewards me with tears and an agitation of hands.
I am important to her. She comes and goes.
Each morning it is her face that replaces the darkness.
In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me an old woman
Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible fish.
My Last Duchess

 
By Robert Browning

That's my last Duchess painted on the wall,

Looking as if she were alive. I call

That piece a wonder, now: Frà Pandolf's hands

Worked busily a day, and there she stands.

Will 't please you sit and look at her? I said

'Frà Pandolf' by design, for never read

Strangers like you that pictured countenance,

The depth and passion of its earnest glance,

But to myself they turned (since none puts by

The curtain I have drawn for you, but I)

And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst,

How such a glance came there; so, not the first

Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, 't was not

Her husband's presence only, called that spot

Of joy into the Duchess' cheek: perhaps

Frà Pandolf chanced to say, 'Her mantle laps

Over my lady's wrist too much,' or 'Paint

Must never hope to reproduce the faint

Half-flush that dies along her throat:' such stuff

Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough

For calling up that spot of joy. She had

A heart -- how shall I say? -- too soon made glad,

Too easily impressed; she liked whate'er

She looked on, and her looks went everywhere.

Sir, 't was all one! My favour at her breast,

The dropping of the daylight in the West,

The bough of cherries some officious fool

Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule

She rode with round the terrace -- all and each

Would draw from her alike the approving speech,  

Or blush, at least. She thanked men, -- good! but thanked

Somehow -- I know not how -- as if she ranked

My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name

With anybody's gift. Who'd stoop to blame

This sort of trifling? Even had you skill

In speech -- (which I have not) -- to make your will

Quite clear to such an one, and say, 'Just this

Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss,

Or there exceed the mark' -- and if she let

Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set

Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse,

-- E'en then would be some stooping; and I choose

Never to stoop. Oh, sir, she smiled, no doubt,

Whene'er I passed her; but who passed without

Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands;

Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands

As if alive. Will 't please you rise? We'll meet

The company below then. I repeat,

The Count your master's known munificence

Is ample warrant that no just pretence

Of mine for dowry will be disallowed;

Though his fair daughter's self, as I avowed

At starting, is my object. Nay, we'll go

Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though,

Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity,

Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me!

My Life had stood - a Loaded Gun -
In Corners - till a Day
The Owner passed - identified -
And carried Me away -
And now We roam in Sovereign Woods -
And now We hunt the Doe -
And every time I speak for Him -
The Mountains straight reply -

And do I smile, such cordial light
Upon the Valley glow -
It is as a Vesuvian face
Had let its pleasure through -

And when at Night - Our good Day done -
I guard My Master's Head -
'Tis better than the Eider-Duck's
Deep Pillow - to have shared -

To foe of His - I'm deadly foe -
None stir the second time -
On whom I lay a Yellow Eye -
Or an emphatic Thumb -

Though I than He - may longer live
He longer must - than I -
For I have but the power to kill,
Without—the power to die—

        Emily Dickinson

The Naked and the Nude

For me, the naked and the nude
(By lexicographers construed
As synonyms that should express
The same deficiency of dress
Or shelter) stand as wide apart
As love from lies, or truth from art.

Lovers without reproach will gaze
On bodies naked and ablaze;
The Hippocratic eye will see
In nakedness, anatomy;
And naked shines the Goddess when
She mounts her lion among men.

The nude are bold, the nude are sly
To hold each treasonable eye.
While draping by a showman's trick
Their dishabille in rhetoric,
They grin a mock-religious grin
Of scorn at those of naked skin.

The naked, therefore, who compete
Against the nude may know defeat;
Yet when they both together tread
The briary pastures of the dead,
By Gorgons with long whips pursued,
How naked go the sometime nude!
                     Robert Graves

O Captain! My Captain

O CAPTAIN! my Captain! our fearful trip is done;
The ship has weather'd every rack, the prize we sought is won;
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring:
But O heart! heart! heart!
O the bleeding drops of red,
Where on the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;
Rise up--for you the flag is flung--for you the bugle trills; 10
For you bouquets and ribbon'd wreaths--for you the shores a-crowding;
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;
Here Captain! dear father!
This arm beneath your head;
It is some dream that on the deck,
You've fallen cold and dead.

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still;
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will;
The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed and done;
From fearful trip, the victor ship, comes in with object won; 20
Exult, O shores, and ring, O bells!
But I, with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead. 

                                                               Walt Whitman

Odysseus

For George Kirstein 
Always the setting forth was the same,
Same sea, same dangers waiting for him
As though he had got nowhere but older.
Behind him on the receding shore
The identical reproaches, and somewhere
Out before him, the unraveling patience
He was wedded to. There were the islands
Each with its woman and twining welcome
To be navigated, and one to call "home."
The knowledge of all that he betrayed
Grew till it was the same whether he stayed
Or went. Therefore he went. And what wonder
If sometimes he could not remember
Which was the one who wished on his departure
Perils that he could never sail through,
And which, improbable, remote, and true,
Was the one he kept sailing home to?
      W. S. Merwin

Old Ladies Home

Sharded in black, like beetles,
Frail as antique earthenwear
One breath might shiver to bits,
The old women creep out here
To sun on the rocks or prop
Themselves up against the wall
Whose stones keep a little heat.

Needles knit in a bird-beaked
Counterpoint to their voices:
Sons, daughters, daughters and sons,
Distant and cold as photos,
Grandchildren nobody knows.
Age wears the best black fabric
Rust-red or green as lichens.

At owl-call the old ghosts flock
To hustle them off the lawn.
From beds boxed-in like coffins
The bonneted ladies grin.
And Death, that bald-head buzzard,
Stalls in halls where the lamp wick
Shortens with each breath drawn.




Sylvia Plath

Oil & Steel
My father lived in a dirty dish mausoleum,

watching a portable black-and-white television,

reading the Encyclopedia Britannica,

which he preferred to Modern Fiction.

One by one, his schnauzers died of liver disease,

except the one that guarded his corpse

found holding a tumbler of Bushmills.

"Dead is dead," he would say, an anti-preacher.

I took a plaid shirt from the bedroom closet

and some motor oil—my inheritance.

Once, I saw him weep in a courtroom—

neglected, needing nursing—this man who never showed

me much affection but gave me a knack

for solitude, which has been mostly useful.

                                Henri Cole

One Art

The art of losing isn't hard to master; 
so many things seem filled with the intent
to be lost that their loss is no disaster,

Lose something every day. Accept the fluster
of lost door keys, the hour badly spent.
The art of losing isn't hard to master.

Then practice losing farther, losing faster:
places, and names, and where it was you meant
to travel. None of these will bring disaster.

I lost my mother's watch. And look! my last, or
next-to-last, of three loved houses went.
The art of losing isn't hard to master.

I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster,
some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent.
I miss them, but it wasn't a disaster.

- Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture
I love) I shan't have lied. It's evident
the art of losing's not too hard to master
though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster. 

Elizabeth Bishop

On My First Son
Farewell, thou child of my right hand, and joy;
My sin was too much hope of thee, loved boy.
Seven years thou wert lent to me, and I thee pay,
Exacted by thy fate, on the just day.

Oh, could I lose all father now! For why
Will man lament the state he should envy?
To have so soon 'scaped world's and flesh's rage,
And if no other misery, yet age!

Rest in soft peace, and asked, say, Here doth lie
Ben Jonson his best piece of poetry.
For whose sake henceforth all his vows be such
As what he loves may never like too much. 

Benjamin Jonson
The Outlaw 

Kelly's kept an unlicensed bull, well away 
From the road: you risked fine but had to pay 

The normal fee if cows were serviced there. 
Once I dragged a nervous Friesian on a tether 

Down a lane of alder, shaggy with catkin, 
Down to the shed the bull was kept in. 

I gave Old Kelly the clammy silver, though why 
I could not guess. He grunted a curt 'Go by 

Get up on that gate'. And from my lofty station 
I watched the business-like conception. 

The door, unbolted, whacked back against the wall. 
The illegal sire fumbled from his stall 

Unhurried as an old steam engine shunting. 
He circled, snored and nosed. No hectic panting, 

Just the unfussy ease of a good tradesman; 
Then an awkward, unexpected jump, and 

His knobbed forelegs straddling her flank, 
He slammed life home, impassive as a tank, 

Dropping off like a tipped-up load of sand. 
'She'll do,' said Kelly and tapped his ash-plant 

Across her hindquarters. 'If not, bring her back.' 
I walked ahead of her, the rope now slack 

While Kelly whooped and prodded his outlaw 
Who, in his own time, resumed the dark, the straw.

                                          Seamus (Shame-us) Heaney
Pantoum of the Great Depression
Our lives avoided tragedy
Simply by going on and on,
Without end and with little apparent meaning.
Oh, there were storms and small catastrophes.

Simply by going on and on
We managed. No need for the heroic.
Oh, there were storms and small catastrophes.
I don't remember all the particulars.

We managed. No need for the heroic.
There were the usual celebrations, the usual sorrows.
I don't remember all the particulars.
Across the fence, the neighbors were our chorus.

There were the usual celebrations, the usual sorrows
Thank god no one said anything in verse.
The neighbors were our only chorus,
And if we suffered we kept quiet about it.

At no time did anyone say anything in verse.
It was the ordinary pities and fears consumed us,
And if we suffered we kept quiet about it.
No audience would ever know our story.

It was the ordinary pities and fears consumed us.
We gathered on porches; the moon rose; we were poor.
What audience would ever know our story?
Beyond our windows shone the actual world.

We gathered on porches; the moon rose; we were poor.
And time went by, drawn by slow horses.
Somewhere beyond our windows shone the actual world.
The Great Depression had entered our souls like fog.

And time went by, drawn by slow horses.
We did not ourselves know what the end was.
The Great Depression had entered our souls like fog.
We had our flaws, perhaps a few private virtues.

But we did not ourselves know what the end was.
People like us simply go on.
We had our flaws, perhaps a few private virtues,
But it is by blind chance only that we escape tragedy.

And there is no plot in that; it is devoid of poetry.
                                             Donald Justice

 Rat Song
When you hear me singing 

you get the rifle down 

and the flashlight, aiming for my brain, 

but you always miss 

and when you set out the poison 

I piss on it 

to warn the others. 

You think: That one’s too clever, 

she’s dangerous, because 

I don’t stick around to be slaughtered 

and you think I’m ugly too 

despite my fur and pretty teeth 

and my six nipples and snake tail. 

All I want is love, you stupid 

humanist. See if you can. 

Right, I’m a parasite, I live off your 

leavings, gristle and rancid fat, 

I take without asking 

and make nests in your cupboards 

out of your suits and underwear. 

You’d do the same if you could, 

if you could afford to share 

my crystal hatreds. 

It’s your throat I want, my mate 

trapped in your throat. 

Though you try to drown him 

with your greasy person voice, 

he is hiding / between your syllables 

I can hear him singing.

                        Margaret Atwood
Recreation

Coming together 

it is easier to work 

after our bodies 

meet 

paper and pen 

neither care nor profit 

whether we write or not 

but as your body moves 

under my hands 

charged and waiting 

we cut the leash 

you create me against your thighs 

hilly with images 

moving through our word countries 

my body 

writes into your flesh 

the poem 

you make of me. 

Touching you I catch midnight 

as moon fires set in my throat 

I love you flesh into blossom 

I made you 

and take you made 

into me.



Audre Lord
The Rime of the Ancient Mariner


By Samuel Taylor Coleridge

ARGUMENT
How a Ship having passed the Line was driven by storms to the cold Country towards the South Pole ; and how from thence she made her course to the tropical Latitude of the Great Pacific Ocean ; and of the strange things that befell ; and in what manner the Ancyent Marinere came back to his own Country. 

PART I

An ancient Mariner meeteth three Gallants bidden to a wedding-feast, and detaineth one.

It is an ancient Mariner,
And he stoppeth one of three.
`By thy long beard and glittering eye,
Now wherefore stopp'st thou me ? 

The Bridegroom's doors are opened wide,
And I am next of kin ;
The guests are met, the feast is set :
May'st hear the merry din.'

He holds him with his skinny hand,
`There was a ship,' quoth he.
`Hold off ! unhand me, grey-beard loon !'
Eftsoons his hand dropt he.

The Wedding-Guest is spell-bound by the eye of the old seafaring man, and constrained to hear his tale. 

He holds him with his glittering eye--
The Wedding-Guest stood still,
And listens like a three years' child :
The Mariner hath his will. 

The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone :
He cannot choose but hear ;
And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.

`The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared,
Merrily did we drop
Below the kirk, below the hill,
Below the lighthouse top.

The Mariner tells how the ship sailed southward with a good wind and fair weather, till it reached the Line. 

The Sun came up upon the left,
Out of the sea came he !
And he shone bright, and on the right
Went down into the sea. 

Higher and higher every day,
Till over the mast at noon--'
The Wedding-Guest here beat his breast,
For he heard the loud bassoon.

The Wedding-Guest heareth the bridal music ; but the Mariner continueth his tale. 

The bride hath paced into the hall,
Red as a rose is she ;
Nodding their heads before her goes
The merry minstrelsy. 

The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast,
Yet he cannot choose but hear ;
And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.

The ship driven by a storm toward the south pole. 

`And now the STORM-BLAST came, and he
Was tyrannous and strong :
He struck with his o'ertaking wings,
And chased us south along. 

With sloping masts and dipping prow,
As who pursued with yell and blow
Still treads the shadow of his foe,
And forward bends his head,
The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,
The southward aye we fled.

And now there came both mist and snow,
And it grew wondrous cold :
And ice, mast-high, came floating by,
As green as emerald.

The land of ice, and of fearful sounds where no living thing was to be seen. 

And through the drifts the snowy clifts
Did send a dismal sheen :
Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken--
The ice was all between. 

The ice was here, the ice was there,
The ice was all around :
It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,
Like noises in a swound !

Till a great sea-bird, called the Albatross, came through the snow-fog, and was received with great joy and hospitality. 

At length did cross an Albatross,
Thorough the fog it came ;
As if it had been a Christian soul,
We hailed it in God's name. 

It ate the food it ne'er had eat,
And round and round it flew.
The ice did split with a thunder-fit ;
The helmsman steered us through !

And lo ! the Albatross proveth a bird of good omen, and followeth the ship as it returned northward through fog and floating ice. 

And a good south wind sprung up behind ;
The Albatross did follow,
And every day, for food or play,
Came to the mariner's hollo ! 

In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,
It perched for vespers nine ;
Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,
Glimmered the white Moon-shine.'

The ancient Mariner inhospitably killeth the pious bird of good omen. 

`God save thee, ancient Mariner !
From the fiends, that plague thee thus !--
Why look'st thou so ?'--With my cross-bow
I shot the ALBATROSS.

                                         PART II

The Sun now rose upon the right :
Out of the sea came he,
Still hid in mist, and on the left
Went down into the sea. 

And the good south wind still blew behind,
But no sweet bird did follow,
Nor any day for food or play
Came to the mariners' hollo !

His shipmates cry out against the ancient Mariner, for killing the bird of good luck. 

And I had done an hellish thing,
And it would work 'em woe :
For all averred, I had killed the bird
That made the breeze to blow.
Ah wretch ! said they, the bird to slay,
That made the breeze to blow !

But when the fog cleared off, they justify the same, and thus make themselves accomplices in the crime. 

Nor dim nor red, like God's own head,
The glorious Sun uprist :
Then all averred, I had killed the bird
That brought the fog and mist.
'Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,
That bring the fog and mist.

The fair breeze continues ; the ship enters the Pacific Ocean, and sails northward, even till it reaches the Line. 

The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,
The furrow followed free ;
We were the first that ever burst
Into that silent sea.

The ship hath been suddenly becalmed. 

Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,
'Twas sad as sad could be ;
And we did speak only to break
The silence of the sea ! 

All in a hot and copper sky,
The bloody Sun, at noon,
Right up above the mast did stand,
No bigger than the Moon.

Day after day, day after day,
We stuck, nor breath nor motion ;
As idle as a painted ship
Upon a painted ocean.
And the Albatross begins to be avenged. 

Water, water, every where,
And all the boards did shrink ;
Water, water, every where,
Nor any drop to drink. 

The very deep did rot : O Christ !
That ever this should be !
Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs
Upon the slimy sea.

About, about, in reel and rout
The death-fires danced at night ;
The water, like a witch's oils,
Burnt green, and blue and white.

A Spirit had followed them ; one of the invisible inhabitants of this planet, neither departed souls nor angels ; concerning whom the learned Jew, Josephus, and the Platonic Constantinopolitan, Michael Psellus, may be consulted. They are very numerous, and there is no climate or element without one or more. 

And some in dreams assuréd were
Of the Spirit that plagued us so ;
Nine fathom deep he had followed us
From the land of mist and snow. 

And every tongue, through utter drought,
Was withered at the root ;
We could not speak, no more than if
We had been choked with soot.

The shipmates, in their sore distress, would fain throw the whole guilt on the ancient Mariner : in sign whereof they hang the dead sea-bird round his neck. 

Ah ! well a-day ! what evil looks
Had I from old and young !
Instead of the cross, the Albatross
About my neck was hung.

PART III

There passed a weary time. Each throat
Was parched, and glazed each eye.
A weary time ! a weary time !
How glazed each weary eye,
When looking westward, I beheld
A something in the sky.

The ancient Mariner beholdeth a sign in the element afar off. 

At first it seemed a little speck,
And then it seemed a mist ;
It moved and moved, and took at last
A certain shape, I wist. 

A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist !


And still it neared and neared :
As if it dodged a water-sprite,
It plunged and tacked and veered.

At its nearer approach, it seemeth him to be a ship ; and at a dear ransom he freeth his speech from the bonds of thirst. 

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
We could nor laugh nor wail ;
Through utter drought all dumb we stood !
I bit my arm, I sucked the blood,
And cried, A sail ! a sail !

A flash of joy ; 

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
Agape they heard me call :
Gramercy ! they for joy did grin,
And all at once their breath drew in,
As they were drinking all.

And horror follows. For can it be a ship that comes onward without wind or tide ? 

See ! see ! (I cried) she tacks no more !
Hither to work us weal ;
Without a breeze, without a tide,
She steadies with upright keel ! 

The western wave was all a-flame.
The day was well nigh done !
Almost upon the western wave
Rested the broad bright Sun ;
When that strange shape drove suddenly
Betwixt us and the Sun.

It seemeth him but the skeleton of a ship. 

And straight the Sun was flecked with bars,
(Heaven's Mother send us grace !)
As if through a dungeon-grate he peered
With broad and burning face.

And its ribs are seen as bars on the face of the setting Sun. 

Alas ! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)
How fast she nears and nears !
Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,
Like restless gossameres ?

The Spectre-Woman and her Death-mate, and no other on board the skeleton ship. 

And those her ribs through which the Sun
Did peer, as through a grate ?
And is that Woman all her crew ?
Is that a DEATH ? and are there two ?
Is DEATH that woman's mate ?

Like vessel, like crew !

Her lips were red, her looks were free,
Her locks were yellow as gold :
Her skin was as white as leprosy,
The Night-mare LIFE-IN-DEATH was she,
Who thicks man's blood with cold.

Death and Life-in-Death have diced for the ship's crew, and she (the latter) winneth the ancient Mariner. 

The naked hulk alongside came,
And the twain were casting dice ;
`The game is done ! I've won ! I've won !'
Quoth she, and whistles thrice.

No twilight within the courts of the Sun. 

The Sun's rim dips ; the stars rush out :
At one stride comes the dark ;
With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea,
Off shot the spectre-bark.

At the rising of the Moon, 

We listened and looked sideways up !
Fear at my heart, as at a cup,
My life-blood seemed to sip !
The stars were dim, and thick the night,
The steerman's face by his lamp gleamed white ;
From the sails the dew did drip--
Till clomb above the eastern bar
The hornéd Moon, with one bright star
Within the nether tip.

One after another, 

One after one, by the star-dogged Moon,
Too quick for groan or sigh,
Each turned his face with a ghastly pang,
And cursed me with his eye.

His shipmates drop down dead. 

Four times fifty living men,
(And I heard nor sigh nor groan)
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,
They dropped down one by one.

But Life-in-Death begins her work on the ancient Mariner. 

The souls did from their bodies fly,--
They fled to bliss or woe !
And every soul, it passed me by,
Like the whizz of my cross-bow !

PART IV

The Wedding-Guest feareth that a Spirit is talking to him ; 

`I fear thee, ancient Mariner !
I fear thy skinny hand !
And thou art long, and lank, and brown,
As is the ribbed sea-sand.

I fear thee and thy glittering eye,
And thy skinny hand, so brown.'--
Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest !
This body dropt not down.

But the ancient Mariner assureth him of his bodily life, and proceedeth to relate his horrible penance. 

Alone, alone, all, all alone,
Alone on a wide wide sea !
And never a saint took pity on
My soul in agony.

He despiseth the creatures of the calm, 

The many men, so beautiful !
And they all dead did lie :
And a thousand thousand slimy things
Lived on ; and so did I.

And envieth that they should live, and so many lie dead. 

I looked upon the rotting sea,
And drew my eyes away ;
I looked upon the rotting deck,
And there the dead men lay. 

I looked to heaven, and tried to pray ;
But or ever a prayer had gusht,
A wicked whisper came, and made
My heart as dry as dust.

I closed my lids, and kept them close,
And the balls like pulses beat ;
For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky
Lay like a load on my weary eye,
And the dead were at my feet.

But the curse liveth for him in the eye of the dead men. 

The cold sweat melted from their limbs,
Nor rot nor reek did they :
The look with which they looked on me
Had never passed away. 

An orphan's curse would drag to hell
A spirit from on high ;
But oh ! more horrible than that
Is the curse in a dead man's eye !
Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse,
And yet I could not die.

In his loneliness and fixedness he yearneth towards the journeying Moon, and the stars that still sojourn, yet still move onward ; and every where the blue sky belongs to them, and is their appointed rest, and their native country and their own natural homes, which they enter unannounced, as lords that are certainly expected and yet there is a silent joy at their arrival. 

The moving Moon went up the sky,
And no where did abide :
Softly she was going up,
And a star or two beside—

Her beams bemocked the sultry main,
Like April hoar-frost spread ;
But where the ship's huge shadow lay,
The charméd water burnt alway
A still and awful red.

By the light of the Moon he beholdeth God's creatures of the great calm. 

Beyond the shadow of the ship,
I watched the water-snakes :
They moved in tracks of shining white,
And when they reared, the elfish light
Fell off in hoary flakes. 

Within the shadow of the ship
I watched their rich attire :
Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,
They coiled and swam ; and every track
Was a flash of golden fire.

Their beauty and their happiness. 

He blesseth them in his heart.

O happy living things ! no tongue
Their beauty might declare :
A spring of love gushed from my heart,
And I blessed them unaware :
Sure my kind saint took pity on me,
And I blessed them unaware.

The spell begins to break. 

The self-same moment I could pray ;
And from my neck so free
The Albatross fell off, and sank
Like lead into the sea.

PART V

Oh sleep! it is a gentle thing,
Beloved from pole to pole!
To Mary Queen the praise be given!
She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven,
That slid into my soul.

By grace of the holy Mother, the ancient Mariner is refreshed with rain. 

The silly buckets on the deck,
That had so long remained,
I dreamt that they were filled with dew;
And when I awoke, it rained. 

My lips were wet, my throat was cold,
My garments all were dank;


Sure I had drunken in my dreams,
And still my body drank.

I moved, and could not feel my limbs :
I was so light--almost
I thought that I had died in sleep,
And was a blesséd ghost.

He heareth sounds and seeth strange sights and commotions in the sky and the element. 

And soon I heard a roaring wind :
It did not come anear ;
But with its sound it shook the sails,
That were so thin and sere. 

The upper air burst into life !
And a hundred fire-flags sheen,
To and fro they were hurried about !
And to and fro, and in and out,
The wan stars danced between.

And the coming wind did roar more loud,
And the sails did sigh like sedge ;
And the rain poured down from one black cloud ;
The Moon was at its edge.

The thick black cloud was cleft, and still
The Moon was at its side :
Like waters shot from some high crag,
The lightning fell with never a jag,
A river steep and wide.

The bodies of the ship's crew are inspired, and the ship moves on ; 

The loud wind never reached the ship,
Yet now the ship moved on !
Beneath the lightning and the Moon
The dead men gave a groan. 

They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose,
Nor spake, nor moved their eyes ;
It had been strange, even in a dream,
To have seen those dead men rise.

The helmsman steered, the ship moved on ;
Yet never a breeze up-blew ;
The mariners all 'gan work the ropes,
Where they were wont to do ;
They raised their limbs like lifeless tools--
We were a ghastly crew.

The body of my brother's son
Stood by me, knee to knee :
The body and I pulled at one rope,
But he said nought to me.

But not by the souls of the men, nor by dæmons of earth or middle air, but by a blessed troop of angelic spirits, sent down by the invocation of the guardian saint. 

`I fear thee, ancient Mariner !'
Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest !
'Twas not those souls that fled in pain,
Which to their corses came again,
But a troop of spirits blest :

For when it dawned--they dropped their arms,
And clustered round the mast ;
Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths,
And from their bodies passed.

Around, around, flew each sweet sound,
Then darted to the Sun ;
Slowly the sounds came back again,
Now mixed, now one by one.

Sometimes a-dropping from the sky
I heard the sky-lark sing ;
Sometimes all little birds that are,
How they seemed to fill the sea and air
With their sweet jargoning !

And now 'twas like all instruments,
Now like a lonely flute ;
And now it is an angel's song,
That makes the heavens be mute.

It ceased ; yet still the sails made on
A pleasant noise till noon,
A noise like of a hidden brook
In the leafy month of June,
That to the sleeping woods all night
Singeth a quiet tune. 

Till noon we quietly sailed on,
Yet never a breeze did breathe :
Slowly and smoothly went the ship,
Moved onward from beneath.

The lonesome Spirit from the south-pole carries on the ship as far as the Line, in obedience to the angelic troop, but still requireth vengeance. 

Under the keel nine fathom deep,
From the land of mist and snow,
The spirit slid : and it was he
That made the ship to go.
The sails at noon left off their tune,
And the ship stood still also. 

The Sun, right up above the mast,
Had fixed her to the ocean :
But in a minute she 'gan stir,
With a short uneasy motion--
Backwards and forwards half her length
With a short uneasy motion.

Then like a pawing horse let go,
She made a sudden bound :
It flung the blood into my head,
And I fell down in a swound.

The Polar Spirit's fellow-dæmons, the invisible inhabitants of the element, take part in his wrong ; and two of them relate, one to the other, that penance long and heavy for the ancient Mariner hath been accorded to the Polar Spirit, who returneth southward. 

How long in that same fit I lay,
I have not to declare ;
But ere my living life returned,
I heard and in my soul discerned
Two voices in the air.

`Is it he ?' quoth one, `Is this the man ?
By him who died on cross,
With his cruel bow he laid full low
The harmless Albatross.

The spirit who bideth by himself
In the land of mist and snow,
He loved the bird that loved the man
Who shot him with his bow.'

The other was a softer voice,
As soft as honey-dew :
Quoth he, `The man hath penance done,
And penance more will do.'

PART VI

FIRST VOICE 

`But tell me, tell me ! speak again,
Thy soft response renewing--
What makes that ship drive on so fast ?
What is the ocean doing ?'

SECOND VOICE

`Still as a slave before his lord,
The ocean hath no blast ;
His great bright eye most silently
Up to the Moon is cast--

If he may know which way to go ;
For she guides him smooth or grim.
See, brother, see ! how graciously
She looketh down on him.'

The Mariner hath been cast into a trance ; for the angelic power causeth the vessel to drive northward faster than human life could endure. 

FIRST VOICE 

`But why drives on that ship so fast,
Without or wave or wind ?'

SECOND VOICE

`The air is cut away before,
And closes from behind.

Fly, brother, fly ! more high, more high !
Or we shall be belated :
For slow and slow that ship will go,
When the Mariner's trance is abated.'

The supernatural motion is retarded ; the Mariner awakes, and his penance begins anew. 

I woke, and we were sailing on
As in a gentle weather :
'Twas night, calm night, the moon was high ;
The dead men stood together. 

All stood together on the deck,
For a charnel-dungeon fitter :
All fixed on me their stony eyes,
That in the Moon did glitter.

The pang, the curse, with which they died,
Had never passed away :
I could not draw my eyes from theirs,
Nor turn them up to pray.

The curse is finally expiated. 

And now this spell was snapt : once more
I viewed the ocean green,
And looked far forth, yet little saw
Of what had else been seen—

Like one, that on a lonesome road
Doth walk in fear and dread,
And having once turned round walks on,
And turns no more his head ;
Because he knows, a frightful fiend
Doth close behind him tread.

But soon there breathed a wind on me,
Nor sound nor motion made :
Its path was not upon the sea,
In ripple or in shade.

It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek
Like a meadow-gale of spring--
It mingled strangely with my fears,
Yet it felt like a welcoming.

Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship,
Yet she sailed softly too :
Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze--
On me alone it blew.

And the ancient Mariner beholdeth his native country. 

Oh ! dream of joy ! is this indeed
The light-house top I see ?
Is this the hill ? is this the kirk ?
Is this mine own countree ?

We drifted o'er the harbour-bar,
And I with sobs did pray--
O let me be awake, my God !
Or let me sleep alway.

The harbour-bay was clear as glass,
So smoothly it was strewn !
And on the bay the moonlight lay,
And the shadow of the Moon. 

The rock shone bright, the kirk no less,
That stands above the rock :
The moonlight steeped in silentness
The steady weathercock.

The angelic spirits leave the dead bodies, 

And the bay was white with silent light,
Till rising from the same,
Full many shapes, that shadows were,
In crimson colours came.

And appear in their own forms of light. 

A little distance from the prow
Those crimson shadows were :
I turned my eyes upon the deck--
Oh, Christ ! what saw I there ! 

Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat,
And, by the holy rood !
A man all light, a seraph-man,
On every corse there stood.

This seraph-band, each waved his hand :
It was a heavenly sight !
They stood as signals to the land,
Each one a lovely light ;

This seraph-band, each waved his hand,
No voice did they impart--
No voice ; but oh ! the silence sank
Like music on my heart.

But soon I heard the dash of oars,
I heard the Pilot's cheer ;
My head was turned perforce away
And I saw a boat appear.

The Pilot and the Pilot's boy,
I heard them coming fast :
Dear Lord in Heaven ! it was a joy
The dead men could not blast. 

I saw a third--I heard his voice :
It is the Hermit good !
He singeth loud his godly hymns
That he makes in the wood.
He'll shrieve my soul, he'll wash away
The Albatross's blood.

PART VII

The Hermit of the Wood, 

This Hermit good lives in that wood
Which slopes down to the sea.
How loudly his sweet voice he rears !
He loves to talk with marineres
That come from a far countree. 

He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve--
He hath a cushion plump :
It is the moss that wholly hides
The rotted old oak-stump.

The skiff-boat neared : I heard them talk,
`Why, this is strange, I trow !
Where are those lights so many and fair,
That signal made but now ?'

Approacheth the ship with wonder. 

`Strange, by my faith !' the Hermit said--
`And they answered not our cheer !
The planks looked warped ! and see those sails,
How thin they are and sere !
I never saw aught like to them,
Unless perchance it were 

Brown skeletons of leaves that lag
My forest-brook along ;
When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow,
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below,
That eats the she-wolf's young.'

`Dear Lord ! it hath a fiendish look--
(The Pilot made reply)
I am a-feared'--`Push on, push on !'
Said the Hermit cheerily.

The boat came closer to the ship,
But I nor spake nor stirred ;
The boat came close beneath the ship,
And straight a sound was heard.

The ship suddenly sinketh. 

Under the water it rumbled on,
Still louder and more dread :
It reached the ship, it split the bay ;
The ship went down like lead.

The ancient Mariner is saved in the Pilot's boat.

Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound,
Which sky and ocean smote,
Like one that hath been seven days drowned
My body lay afloat ;
But swift as dreams, myself I found
Within the Pilot's boat. 

Upon the whirl, where sank the ship,
The boat spun round and round ;
And all was still, save that the hill
Was telling of the sound.

I moved my lips--the Pilot shrieked
And fell down in a fit ;
The holy Hermit raised his eyes,
And prayed where he did sit.

I took the oars : the Pilot's boy,
Who now doth crazy go,
Laughed loud and long, and all the while
His eyes went to and fro.
`Ha ! ha !' quoth he, `full plain I see,
The Devil knows how to row.'

And now, all in my own countree,
I stood on the firm land !
The Hermit stepped forth from the boat,
And scarcely he could stand.

The ancient Mariner earnestly entreateth the Hermit to shrieve him ; and the penance of life falls on him. 

`O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man !'
The Hermit crossed his brow.
`Say quick,' quoth he, `I bid thee say--
What manner of man art thou ?' 

Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched
With a woful agony,
Which forced me to begin my tale ;
And then it left me free.

And ever and anon through out his future life an agony constraineth him to travel from land to land ; 

Since then, at an uncertain hour,
That agony returns :
And till my ghastly tale is told,
This heart within me burns. 

I pass, like night, from land to land ;
I have strange power of speech ;
That moment that his face I see,
I know the man that must hear me :
To him my tale I teach.

What loud uproar bursts from that door !
The wedding-guests are there :
But in the garden-bower the bride
And bride-maids singing are :
And hark the little vesper bell,
Which biddeth me to prayer !

O Wedding-Guest ! this soul hath been
Alone on a wide wide sea :
So lonely 'twas, that God himself
Scarce seeméd there to be.

O sweeter than the marriage-feast,
'Tis sweeter far to me,
To walk together to the kirk
With a goodly company !

To walk together to the kirk,
And all together pray,
While each to his great Father bends,
Old men, and babes, and loving friends
And youths and maidens gay !

And to teach, by his own example, love and reverence to all things that God made and loveth. 

Farewell, farewell ! but this I tell
To thee, thou Wedding-Guest !
He prayeth well, who loveth well
Both man and bird and beast. 

He prayeth best, who loveth best
All things both great and small ;
For the dear God who loveth us,
He made and loveth all.

The Mariner, whose eye is bright,
Whose beard with age is hoar,
Is gone : and now the Wedding-Guest
Turned from the bridegroom's door.

He went like one that hath been stunned,
And is of sense forlorn :
A sadder and a wiser man,
He rose the morrow morn.

The Road Not Taken
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as 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 marked 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
Sandpiper
The roaring alongside he takes for granted,
and that every so often the world is bound to shake.
He runs, he runs to the south, finical, awkward,
in a state of controlled panic, a student of Blake.

The beach hisses like fat. On his left, a sheet
of interrupting water comes and goes
and glazes over his dark and brittle feet.
He runs, he runs straight through it, watching his toes.

- Watching, rather, the spaces of sand between them
where (no detail too small) the Atlantic drains
rapidly backwards and downwards. As he runs,
he stares at the dragging grains.

The world is a mist. And then the world is
minute and vast and clear. The tide
is higher or lower. He couldn't tell you which.
His beak is focused; he is preoccupied,

looking for something, something, something.
Poor bird, he is obsessed!
The millions of grains are black, white, tan, and gray
mixed with quartz grains, rose and amethyst.
Elizabeth Bishop
The Sea is History

Where are your monuments, your battles, martyrs?
Where is your tribal memory? Sirs,
in that gray vault. The sea. The sea
has locked them up. The sea is History.

First, there was the heaving oil,
heavy as chaos;
then, likea light at the end of a tunnel,

the lantern of a caravel,
and that was Genesis.
Then there were the packed cries,
the shit, the moaning:

Exodus.
Bone soldered by coral to bone,
mosaics
mantled by the benediction of the shark's shadow,

that was the Ark of the Covenant.
Then came from the plucked wires
of sunlight on the sea floor

the plangent harp of the Babylonian bondage,
as the white cowries clustered like manacles
on the drowned women,

and those were the ivory bracelets
of the Song of Solomon,
but the ocean kept turning blank pages

looking for History.
Then came the men with eyes heavy as anchors
who sank without tombs,

brigands who barbecued cattle,
leaving their charred ribs like palm leaves on the shore,
then the foaming, rabid maw

of the tidal wave swallowing Port Royal,
and that was Jonah,
but where is your Renaissance?

Sir, it is locked in them sea sands
out there past the reef's moiling shelf,
where the men-o'-war floated down;

strop on these goggles, I'll guide you there myself.
It's all subtle and submarine,
through colonnades of coral,

past the gothic windows of sea fans
to where the crusty grouper, onyx-eyed,
blinks, weighted by its jewels, like a bald queen;

and these groined caves with barnacles
pitted like stone
are our cathedrals,

and the furnace before the hurricanes:
Gomorrah. Bones ground by windmills
into marl and cornmeal,

and that was Lamentations - 
that was just Lamentations,
it was not History; 

then came, like scum on the river's drying lip,
the brown reeds of villages
mantling and congealing into towns,

and at evening, the midges' choirs, 
and above them, the spires
lancing the side of God

as His son set, and that was the New Testament.

Then came the white sisters clapping
to the waves' progress,
and that was Emancipation - 

jubilation, O jubilation - 
vanishing swiftly
as the sea's lace dries in the sun,

but that was not History,
that was only faith,
and then each rock broke into its own nation;

then came the synod of flies,
then came the secretarial heron,
then came the bullfrog bellowing for a vote,

fireflies with bright ideas
and bats like jetting ambassadors
and the mantis, like khaki police,

and the furred caterpillars of judges
examining each case closely,
and then in the dark ears of ferns

and in the salt chuckle of rocks
with their sea pools, there was the sound
like a rumour without any echo

of History, really beginning. 
                                                     Derek Walcott
Sonnet 18: Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?

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.
                    William Shakespeare

She Walks in Beauty

She walks in beauty like the night
of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that's best of dark and bright
meets in her aspect and her eyes:
Thus mellow'd to that tender light
which heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,
had half impair'd the nameless grace
which waves in every raven tress,
or softly lightens o'er her face -
where thoughts serenely sweet express
how pure, how dear their dwelling - place.

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow,
so soft, so calm, yet eloquent,
the smiles that win, the tints that glow,
but tells in days of goodness spent,
a mind at peace with all below,
a heart whose love is innocent. 

George Gordon Byron

Song of Myself (Excerpts)
1 

I celebrate myself, and sing myself, 
And what I assume you shall assume, 
For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you. 

I loafe and invite my soul, 
I lean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass. 

My tongue, every atom of my blood, form'd from this soil, this air, 
Born here of parents born here from parents the same, and their 
parents the same, 
I, now thirty-seven years old in perfect health begin, 
Hoping to cease not till death. 

Creeds and schools in abeyance, 
Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never forgotten, 
I harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard, 
Nature without check with original energy.

5 

I believe in you my soul, the other I am must not abase itself to you, 
And you must not be abased to the other. 

Loafe with me on the grass, loose the stop from your throat, 
Not words, not music or rhyme I want, not custom or lecture, not 
even the best, 
Only the lull I like, the hum of your valved voice. 

I mind how once we lay such a transparent summer morning, 
How you settled your head athwart my hips and gently turn'd over upon me, 
And parted the shirt from my bosom-bone, and plunged your tongue 
to my bare-stript heart, 
And reach'd till you felt my beard, and reach'd till you held my feet. 

Swiftly arose and spread around me the peace and knowledge that pass 
all the argument of the earth, 
And I know that the hand of God is the promise of my own, 
And I know that the spirit of God is the brother of my own, 
And that all the men ever born are also my brothers, and the women 
my sisters and lovers, 
And that a kelson of the creation is love, 
And limitless are leaves stiff or drooping in the fields, 
And brown ants in the little wells beneath them, 
And mossy scabs of the worm fence, heap'd stones, elder, mullein and 
poke-weed.

17 

These are really the thoughts of all men in all ages and lands, they 
are not original with me, 
If they are not yours as much as mine they are nothing, or next to nothing, 
If they are not the riddle and the untying of the riddle they are nothing, 
If they are not just as close as they are distant they are nothing. 

This is the grass that grows wherever the land is and the water is, 
This the common air that bathes the globe.

21 

I am the poet of the Body and I am the poet of the Soul, 
The pleasures of heaven are with me and the pains of hell are with me, 
The first I graft and increase upon myself, the latter I translate 
into new tongue. 

I am the poet of the woman the same as the man, 
And I say it is as great to be a woman as to be a man, 
And I say there is nothing greater than the mother of men. 

I chant the chant of dilation or pride, 
We have had ducking and deprecating about enough, 
I show that size is only development. 

Have you outstript the rest? are you the President? 
It is a trifle, they will more than arrive there every one, and 
still pass on. 

I am he that walks with the tender and growing night, 
I call to the earth and sea half-held by the night. 

Press close bare-bosom'd night--press close magnetic nourishing night! 
Night of south winds--night of the large few stars! 
Still nodding night--mad naked summer night. 

Smile O voluptuous cool-breath'd earth! 
Earth of the slumbering and liquid trees! 
Earth of departed sunset--earth of the mountains misty-topt! 
Earth of the vitreous pour of the full moon just tinged with blue! 
Earth of shine and dark mottling the tide of the river! 
Earth of the limpid gray of clouds brighter and clearer for my sake! 
Far-swooping elbow'd earth--rich apple-blossom'd earth! 
Smile, for your lover comes. 

Prodigal, you have given me love--therefore I to you give love! 
O unspeakable passionate love.
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I do not despise you priests, all time, the world over, 
My faith is the greatest of faiths and the least of faiths, 
Enclosing worship ancient and modern and all between ancient and modern, 
Believing I shall come again upon the earth after five thousand years, 
Waiting responses from oracles, honoring the gods, saluting the sun, 
Making a fetich of the first rock or stump, powowing with sticks in 
the circle of obis, 
Helping the llama or brahmin as he trims the lamps of the idols, 
Dancing yet through the streets in a phallic procession, rapt and 
austere in the woods a gymnosophist, 
Drinking mead from the skull-cap, to Shastas and Vedas admirant, 
minding the Koran, 
Walking the teokallis, spotted with gore from the stone and knife, 
beating the serpent-skin drum, 
Accepting the Gospels, accepting him that was crucified, knowing 
assuredly that he is divine, 
To the mass kneeling or the puritan's prayer rising, or sitting 
patiently in a pew, 
Ranting and frothing in my insane crisis, or waiting dead-like till 
my spirit arouses me, 
Looking forth on pavement and land, or outside of pavement and land, 
Belonging to the winders of the circuit of circuits. 

One of that centripetal and centrifugal gang I turn and talk like 
man leaving charges before a journey. 

Down-hearted doubters dull and excluded, 
Frivolous, sullen, moping, angry, affected, dishearten'd, atheistical, 
I know every one of you, I know the sea of torment, doubt, despair 
and unbelief. 

How the flukes splash! 
How they contort rapid as lightning, with spasms and spouts of blood! 

Be at peace bloody flukes of doubters and sullen mopers, 
I take my place among you as much as among any, 
The past is the push of you, me, all, precisely the same, 
And what is yet untried and afterward is for you, me, all, precisely 
the same. 

I do not know what is untried and afterward, 
But I know it will in its turn prove sufficient, and cannot fail. 

Each who passes is consider'd, each who stops is consider'd, not 
single one can it fall. 

It cannot fall the young man who died and was buried, 
Nor the young woman who died and was put by his side, 
Nor the little child that peep'd in at the door, and then drew back 
and was never seen again, 
Nor the old man who has lived without purpose, and feels it with 
bitterness worse than gall, 
Nor him in the poor house tubercled by rum and the bad disorder, 
Nor the numberless slaughter'd and wreck'd, nor the brutish koboo 
call'd the ordure of humanity, 
Nor the sacs merely floating with open mouths for food to slip in, 
Nor any thing in the earth, or down in the oldest graves of the earth, 
Nor any thing in the myriads of spheres, nor the myriads of myriads 
that inhabit them, 
Nor the present, nor the least wisp that is known.
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There is that in me--I do not know what it is--but I know it is in me. 

Wrench'd and sweaty--calm and cool then my body becomes, 
I sleep--I sleep long. 

I do not know it--it is without name--it is a word unsaid, 
It is not in any dictionary, utterance, symbol. 

Something it swings on more than the earth I swing on, 
To it the creation is the friend whose embracing awakes me. 

Perhaps I might tell more. Outlines! I plead for my brothers and sisters. 

Do you see O my brothers and sisters? 
It is not chaos or death--it is form, union, plan--it is eternal 
life--it is Happiness. 
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The past and present wilt--I have fill'd them, emptied them. 
And proceed to fill my next fold of the future. 

Listener up there! what have you to confide to me? 
Look in my face while I snuff the sidle of evening, 
(Talk honestly, no one else hears you, and I stay only a minute longer.) 

Do I contradict myself? 
Very well then I contradict myself, 
(I am large, I contain multitudes.) 

I concentrate toward them that are nigh, I wait on the door-slab. 

Who has done his day's work? who will soonest be through with his supper? 
Who wishes to walk with me? 

Will you speak before I am gone? will you prove already too late? 
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The spotted hawk swoops by and accuses me, he complains of my gab 
and my loitering. 

I too am not a bit tamed, I too am untranslatable, 
I sound my barbaric yawp over the roofs of the world. 

The last scud of day holds back for me, 
It flings my likeness after the rest and true as any on the shadow'd wilds, 
It coaxes me to the vapor and the dusk. 

I depart as air, I shake my white locks at the runaway sun, 
I effuse my flesh in eddies, and drift it in lacy jags. 

I bequeath myself to the dirt to grow from the grass I love, 
If you want me again look for me under your boot-soles. 

You will hardly know who I am or what I mean, 
But I shall be good health to you nevertheless, 
And filter and fibre your blood. 

Failing to fetch me at first keep encouraged, 
Missing me one place search another, 
I stop somewhere waiting for you.

                                                                 Walt Whitman
Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening

Whose woods these are I think I know.
His house is in the village, though;
He will not see me stopping here
To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen lake
The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound's the sweep
Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely, dark, and deep,
But I have promises to keep,
And miles to go before I sleep,
And miles to go before I sleep. 
         Robert Frost
To a Daughter Leaving Home
When I taught you
at eight to ride
a bicycle, loping along
beside you
as you wobbled away
on two round wheels,
my own mouth rounding
in surprise when you pulled
ahead down the curved
path of the park,
I kept waiting
for the thud
of your crash as I
sprinted to catch up,
while you grew
smaller, more breakable
with distance,
pumping, pumping
for your life, screaming
with laughter,
the hair flapping
behind you like a
handkerchief waving
goodbye.

Linda Pastan
Ulyesses

It little profits that an idle king, 
By this still hearth, among these barren crags, 
Match'd with an aged wife, I mete and dole 
Unequal laws unto a savage race, 
That hoard and sleep, and feed, and know not me. 
I cannot rest from travel: I will drink 
Life to the lees:  All times I have enjoy'd 
Greatly, have suffer'd greatly, both with those 
That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when 
Thro' scudding drifts the rainy Hyades 
Vext the dim sea:  I am become a name; 
For always roaming with a hungry heart 
Much have I seen and known; cities of men 
And manners, climates, councils, governments, 
Myself not least, but honor'd of them all; 
And drunk delight of battle with my peers, 
Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy. 
I am a part of all that I have met; 
Yet all experience is an arch wherethro' 
Gleams that untravell'd world, whose margin fades 
For ever and for ever when I move. 
How dull it is to pause, to make an end, 
To rust unburnish'd, not to shine in use! 
As tho' to breathe were life.  Life piled on life 
Were all too little, and of one to me 
Little remains:  But every hour is saved 
From that eternal silence, something more, 
A bringer of new things; and vile it were 
For some three suns to store and hoard myself, 
And this gray spirit yearning in desire 
To follow knowledge like a sinking star, 
Beyond the utmost bounds of human thought. 
 
This is my son, mine own Telemachos, 
To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle- 
Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfill 
This labour, by slow prudence to make mild 
A rugged people, and thro' soft degrees 
Subdue them to the useful and the good. 
Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere 
Of common duties, decent not to fail 
In offices of tenderness, and pay 
Meet adoration to my household gods, 
When I am gone.  He works his work, I mine. 
There lies the port, the vessel puffs her sail: 
There gloom the dark broad seas.  My mariners, 
Souls that have tol'd and wrought, and thought with me- 
That ever with a frolic welcome took 
The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed 
Free hearts, free foreheads - you and I are old; 
Old age hath yet his honour and his toil; 
Death closes all:  but something ere the end, 
Some work of noble note, may yet be done, 
Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods. 
The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks: 
The long day wanes:  the slow moon climbs:  the deep 
Moans round with many voices.  Come, my friends, 
'Tis not too late to seek a newer world. 
Push off, and sitting well in order smite 
The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds 
To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths 
Of all the western stars, until I die. 
It may be that the gulfs will wash us down: 
It may be that we shall touch the Happy Isles, 
And see the great Achilles, whom we knew. 
Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho' 
We are not now that strength which in old days 
Moved heaven and earth; that which we are, we are; 
One equal temper of heroic hearts, 
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will 
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

                                                Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
 
W.C.W. Watching Presley’s Second Appearance 
on the “The Ed Sullivan Show”: Mercy Hospital, Newark, 1956

The tube,

                  like the sonnet,

                                               is a fascist form.

I read they refused 

                                    to show this kid’s

                                                                     wriggling bum.

“The pure products 

                                    of America….”

                                                              etc.

From Mississippi!

                                Tupelo,

                                               a name like a flower

You wouldn’t want 

                                   beside you

                                                        in a room

Like this,

                where the smells hold you

                                                                  a goddamn

Hostage to yourself, 

                                     where talk’s

                                                            no longer cheap.

Missed connections, 

                                      missed connections – 

                                                                               a junk heap

Blazing there in 

                             Ironbound, 

                                                   a couple kids

Beside it, 

                  juiced on the

                                           cheapest wine. Mid-

Thought. Midwinter,

                                        and stalled 

                                                             between the TV screen

And window…

                          This pomped up kid 

                                                               who preens

And tells us

                     “Don’t Be Cruel.”

                                                    Kid, forget it.

You don’t know 

                             a fucking thing 

                                                         about cruelty yet.
David Wojahn
What Lips My Lips Have Kissed, and Where, and Why
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 the winter stands a lonely tree,
Nor knows what birds have vanished one by one,
Yet know 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.
                                           Edna St. Vincent Millay
Woodchucks

Gassing the woodchucks didn't turn out right.
The knockout bomb from the Feed and Grain Exchange
was featured as merciful, quick at the bone
and the case we had against them was airtight,
both exits shoehorned shut with puddingstone,
but they had a sub-sub-basement out of range. 

Next morning they turned up again, no worse
for the cyanide than we for our cigarettes
and state-store Scotch, all of us up to scratch.
They brought down the marigolds as a matter of course
and then took over the vegetable patch
nipping the broccoli shoots, beheading the carrots. 

The food from our mouths, I said, righteously thrilling
to the feel of the .22, the bullets' neat noses.
I, a lapsed pacifist fallen from grace
puffed with Darwinian pieties for killing,
now drew a bead on the little woodchuck's face.
He died down in the everbearing roses. 

Ten minutes later I dropped the mother.  She
flipflopped in the air and fell, her needle teeth
still hooked in a leaf of early Swiss chard.
Another baby next. O one-two-three
the murderer inside me rose up hard,
the hawkeye killer came on stage forthwith. 

There's one chuck left. Old wily fellow, he keeps
me cocked and ready day after day after day.
All night I hunt his humped-up form.  I dream
I sight along the barrel in my sleep.
If only they'd all consented to die unseen
gassed underground the quiet Nazi way.




Maxine Kumin
The Wood-Pile

Out walking in the frozen swamp one gray day
I paused and said, 'I will turn back from here.
No, I will go on farther- and we shall see'.
The hard snow held me, save where now and then
One foot went through. The view was all in lines
Straight up and down of tail slim trees
Too much alike to mark or name a place by
So as to say for certain I was here
Or somewhere else: I was just far from home.
A small bird flew before me. He was careful
To put a tree between us when he lighted,
And say no word to tell me who he was
Who was so foolish as to think what he thought.
He thought that I was after him for a feather-
The white one in his tail; like one who takes
Everything said as personal to himself.
One flight out sideways would have undeceived him.
And then there was a pile of wood for which
I forgot him and let his little fear
Carry him off the way I might have gone,
Without so much as wishing him good-night.
He went behind it to make his last stand.
It was a cord of maple, cut and split
And piled- and measured, four by four by eight.
And not another like it could I see.
No runner tracks in this year's snow looped near it.
And it was older sure than this year's cutting,
Or even last year's or the year's before.
The wood was gray and the bark warping off it
And the pile somewhat sunken. Clematis
Had wound strings round and round it like a bundle.
What held it though on one side was a tree
Still growing, and on one a stake and prop,
These latter about to fall. I thought that only
Someone who lived in turning to fresh tasks
Could so forget his handiwork on which
He spent himself the labour of his axe,
And leave it there far from a useful fireplace
To warm the frozen swamp as best it could
With the slow smokeless burning of decay. 
                            Robert Frost
The World is Too Much with Us

The world is too much with us; late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers;
Little we see in Nature that is ours;
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon,
The winds that will be howling at all hours,
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers,
For this, for everything, we are out of tune;
It moves us not. -Great God! I'd rather be
A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn.
Wordsworth
Appendix A: The Basic Terminology of Poetry
accentual syllabic meter – both the number of stressed syllables and unstressed syllables in a 
line of poetry is fixed

alliteration – the repetition of an initial consonant sound in a group of words in a line of 

poetry

allusion – a reference to a well-established person, place, or event used to enhance or create 
meaning in an idea

apostrophe: N: a direct address to a person or thing in a line of poetry: “Oh, you cruel streets 

of Battle Creek, how I detest you”

assonance – the repetition of a vowel sound in a line of poetry

ballad – a simple narrative, may incorporate dialogue, written in quatrains, often in 

alternating lines of 
rimester and tetramter, often rhyming

blank verse: N/ADJ: unrhymed iambic pentameter. Most of 

caesura: N: a pause in the middle of a line of poetry often indicated by 
rimester
n
conceit: N: an imagining, a fanciful metaphor, a situation a reader must accept in order to   

     “believe” in a book, something that is conceived in the mind

connotation – The suggested or implied meaning of a word or phrase, the emotional 
     implications a word carries for individuals 

consonance – the repetition of a consonant sound in a line of poetry

cosmic irony: N: The idea that the universe (fate) is malicious or indifferent to human 
     suffering, in contrast to the idea that humans lead purposeful and meaningful lives

couplet/heroic couplet: N: two successive rhymed lines of equal length/ two successive 
      rhymed lines of iambic pentameter that usually come at the end of a poem

     denotation  - the dictionary definition of a word 

diction – the choice of words in oral or written discourse
discursive poem – a poem that is essayistic in nature and presents an argument 
dramatic irony: N: the author lets his audience know the truth of a situation while keeping 
his character in the dark and often has them expecting the opposite of what is about to happen

elegy – a poem that laments the dead or a loss

end rhyme – lines of poetry that are linked by a rhyme that occurs at their end

end-stopped – a line of poetry that ends with a natural pause often indicated by a 
punctuation mark

enjambment – the use of successive lines with no punctuation or pause between them (the 
opposite of end-stopped)

epic – a lengthy poem with elevated language that celebrates the exploits of a hero

feminine rhyme – a rhyme consisting of a stressed syllable followed by an unstressed 
     
syllable (mother, brother)

foot: N: the basic rhythmic unit into which a line of verse can be divided. The most 

commonly found feet are:
 anapest: two unstressed syllables followed by a stressed: it is time: ˘˘/


dactyl: A stressed syllable followed by two unstressed syllables: difficult:     /˘˘
           iamb (iambic pentameter): N: An unstressed syllable followed by a stressed syllable:                  

                
today: ˘/ ; five iambs comprise a line of iambic pentameter
           pyrrhic: two successive unstressed syllables: of the: ˘˘

                spondee: two successive stressed syllables: Out, Out:   / /
  trochee: A stressed syllable followed by an unstressed syllable: carry :     / ˘

     glide – N – a transitional sound that blends the sound of one letter into another (wore, 
quiet), (v) in poetry, to utilize a glide in order to manipulate the number of syllables in a 
line

free verse: N/ADJ: verse that does not conform to any fixed meter of rhyme scheme but    

relies on less evident patterns to give the poem shape

hyperbole: N: overstatement, gross exaggeration for rhetorical effect

idyll – a type of lyric poem that extols the virtues of an ideal place or time.

Internal rhyme – A rhyme between two or more words within a single line of verse

irony: N: the state when the opposite of what is expected is true

litotes: N: a form of understatement in which a negative of the contrary is used to achieve 

emphasis or intensity:  Saying “Joe is not a bad student” to imply that Joe is actually a 

good student

lyric poetry – a type of poetry characterized by emotion, personal feelings, and brevity often 

characterized by rhyme, meter, and reflective thought

masculine rhyme – a rhyme consisting of a single stressed syllable (car, far)

metaphor – a figure of speech that compares unlike entities without using “like” or “as” like 
the simile does

metrical line types: ADJ: Monometer: one foot;  dimeter: two feet; 
rimester: three feet; 
tetrameter: four feet; pentameter: five feet; hexameter: six feet; heptameter: seven 
feet; octameter: eight feet 
Modernism: 1890s -1940s: A literary and artistic movement that provided a radical break 
with traditional modes of western art, thought, religion, social conventions, and morality.  Major themes of this period include the attack on notions of hierarchy; experimentation in new forms of discourse, such as stream of consciousness; doubt about existence of a knowable reality. Major authors include: Hemingway, Joyce, Stein, Millay, Pound, Fitzgerald, Faulkner, Woolf, Eliot

motif: N: A recurring structure, contrast, image, phrase, or other device that develops a 
major theme within a work

narrative poem – a poem that tells a story

ode – a formal, lengthy poem that celebrates a particular subject
pantoum—A Malaysian verse form adapted by French poets and occasionally imitated in 

English. It comprises a series of quatrains, with the second and fourth lines of each quatrain repeated as the first and third lines of the next. The second and fourth lines of the final stanza repeat the first and third lines of the first stanza.
Parallel structure – the use of a repeated word or phrase to create momentum in writing
pastoral— a poem  that romanticizes rural life or praises the natural world
perfect rhyme – the exact match of sounds in rhyme

Post-Modernism (1940s- present): an ambiguous term that refers to literature that is a 

response to the elitism of high modernism or that reacts to the horrors of World War II.  It is often disjointed and fragmented, and may be a pastiche of high and low culture that reflects the absence of tradition and structure in a world driven by technology and consumerism.

Prosody – The grammar of meter and rhythm in poetry

pun – a humorous play on words, using similar sounding or identical words to suggest 
different meanings

quatrain: N: a four line stanza

refrain – a phrase or group of lines repeated at significant moments in a poem, often at the 

end of a stanza

rhyme scheme – the pattern of end rhymes established over the course of a poem 

romantic irony: N: an author’s persistent reminder to the reader that he is part of the work. 
This draws attention to the act, the art of the works creation and tries to prevent the reader from accepting the writing at face value (assuming its reality)

scansion: N: the pattern of the meter and stresses in a line of poetry, the act (V) of 
determining that pattern is called scanning
sestina— A complex French verse form, usually unrhymed, consisting of six stanzas of six lines each and a three-line envoy. The end words of the first stanza are repeated in a different order as end words in each of the subsequent five stanzas; the closing envoy contains all six words, two per line, placed in the middle and at the end of the three lines.
Situational irony: N: when circumstances are the opposite of what they are believed to be

slant rhyme – also called near rhyme or off rhyme or oblique rhyme, it is the imperfect 
rhyming of similar sounding words (port, heart)

sonnet – a 14 line poem written in iambic pentameter that utilizes a prescribed rhyme 

scheme (Shakespearean or Petrarchan)

stanza: N: a group of two or more lines of poetry combined according to subject matter, 
rhyme, or some other plan

subtext – The implied meaning that underlies the main meaning of a work of literature

syllabic meter – the number of total syllables in a line of poetry is fixed, but not the stressed 
syllables

syntax – The organization of language into meaningful structure. Every sentence has a 
particular syntax or pattern of words

tercet: a group of three lines of poetry often end-rhymed

terza rima – a rhyme scheme pioneered by Dante in his Inferno, it is a system of interlaced 

tercets linked by a common rhyme: ABA BCB CDC, etc.

theme – the main idea or meaning, often an abstract idea upon which a work of literature is 
built; a fundamental and universal idea explored in a literary work.  Example: The perpetual battle between good and evil in East of Eden, the struggle between parents and children in Romeo and Juliet
tone – The authors attitude toward the subject being written about, the primary emotion 
that pervades a work or part of a work
Transcendentalism—An American literary and philosophical movement that was influenced 
by Western Romanticism and Eastern ideologies including Buddhism and Hinduism. They believe that individual intuition and conscience are better guides to truth than the senses, reason, and experience. They respect the individual spirit and the natural world, seeing all as containing divintity. 

     Trope – the generic term for a figure of speech such as image, symbol, simile, and metaphor

verbal irony—The use of a statement to imply its exact opposite. Sarcasm is a simple form. 
Example: “Polonius is such a good father” is used to imply he isn’t

verisification: N: the structural form of poetry as revealed by scansion

verse— N: a synonym for poetry
villanelle—A French verse form consisting of five three-line stanzas and a final quatrain, with 

the first and third lines of the first stanza repeating alternately in the following   


stanzas. These two refrain lines form the final couplet in the quatrain.
Voice – The real or assumed personality used by a writer or speaker. In grammar, active 
voice and passive voice refer to the types of verbs being used.
Appendix B: AP Prep: Questions for Practice in Reading Poems
1. What is your initial response to the poem? (Emotionally? Intellectually?)

2. The Voice: Describe the Point of View. Who is talking? To Whom? What are the traits of the narrative voice? What is the speakers tone?
3. What is the setting (temporal and spatial situations) of the poem? How are they significant?
4. What images or image systems are used? How do they impact the meaning?
5. What happens during the poem? What does it do? Is it revelatory? Emotional? Intellectual? Narrative?
6. How does the language of the poem contribute to its meaning?  What poetic devices (alliteration, assonance, consonance, etc.) are used and how do they contribute to the meaning?
7. How is the poem organized?  What is its structure?  What is its form?  Its scansion? What are its patterns? Are the patterns broken? How do these things contribute to meaning?
8. How do patterns of language (rhyme, rhythm, free verse) contribute to the meaning and effect of the poem?
9. What themes does the poem contain? What binary pairings create the tensions that give the poem its meaning? What argument is being made?
10. What motifs and symbols are present in the poem and what do they represent? What meaning do they reinforce? 
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Appendix D: How to Read a Poem Out Loud

No doubt, most of the readers will be students with little or no experience in reading poetry out loud, especially to such a large group. And we know that a poem will live or die depending on how it is read. What follows, then, are a few pointers about the oral recitation of poetry. The readers, by the way, should not read cold; they should be given their poem a few days in advance so they will have time to practice. Here are a few basic tips:

1. Read the poem slowly. Most adolescents speak rapidly, and a nervous reader will tend to do the same in order to get the reading over with. Reading a poem slowly is the best way to ensure that the poem will be read clearly and understood by its listeners. Learning to read a poem slowly will not just make the poem easier to hear; it will underscore the importance in poetry of each and every word. A poem cannot be read too slowly, and a good way for a reader to set an easy pace is to pause for a few seconds between the title and the poem's first line.

2. Read in a normal, relaxed tone of voice. It is not necessary to give any of these poems a dramatic reading as if from a stage. The poems selected are mostly written in a natural, colloquial style and should be read that way. Let the words of the poem do the work. Just speak clearly and slowly.

3. Obviously, poems come in lines, but pausing at the end of every line will create a choppy effect and interrupt the flow of the poem's sense. Readers should pause only where there is punctuation, just as you would when reading prose, only more slowly.

4. Use a dictionary to look up unfamiliar words and hard-to-pronounce words. To read with conviction, a reader needs to know at least the dictionary sense of every word. In some cases, a reader might want to write out a word phonetically as a reminder of how it should sound. It should be emphasized that learning to read a poem out loud is a way of coming to a full understanding of that poem, perhaps a better way than writing a paper on the subject.

· Edited from the original text by Billy Collins, former   

       Poet Laureate of the United States

Today is a wonderful day.
           And my brother had gum.

          Caleb Kay, Age 6
        That burst from the seat at our backs. 


        We left by separate doors


        Into the changed, other bodies 


        Of cars, she down Cherrylog Road 


        And I to my motorcycle 


                Parked like the soul of the junkyard 





        Restored, a bicycle fleshed 


       With power, and tore off 


       Up Highway 106, continually 


      Drunk on the wind in my mouth, 


      Wringing the handlebar for speed, 


      Wild to be wreckage forever.





James Dickey





Appendix C: RHA Samples





I have never started a poem yet whose end I knew. Writing a poem is discovering.


                                                           Robert Frost








Poetry is like making a joke. If you get one word wrong at the end of a joke, you’ve lost the whole thing.


                       W.S. Merwin








Poetry must have something in it that is barbaric, vast and wild.


                 William Hazlitt








     Poetry is a way


   of taking life


   by the throat.





        Robert Frost





Poetry is man's rebellion against being what he is.


                   James Branch Cabell








I could no more define poetry than a terrier can define a rat.


                        A. E. Housman








Poetry is truth in its Sunday clothes.


                                        Joseph Roux








All bad poetry springs from genuine feeling.


Oscar Wilde





Writing free verse is like playing tennis with the net down.


      Robert    


      Frost








Poetry is the journal of a sea animal living on land, wanting to fly in the air.


               Carl Sandburg








A poet's work is to name the unnameable, to point at frauds, to take sides, start arguments, shape the world, and stop it going to sleep.


    Salman               


    Rushdie








Poets have been mysteriously silent on the subject of cheese.


          G.K. Chesterton








Poetry is the only life got, the only work done, the only pure product and free labor of man, performed only when he has put all the world under his feet, and conquered the last of his foes.


Henry David Thoreau





A poet must never make a statement simply because it is sounds poetically exciting; he must also believe it to be true.             


                                                 


           W.H. Auden











� HYPERLINK "http://www.brainyquote.com/quotes/quotes/a/aehousma107254.html" \o "view quote" �Even when poetry has a meaning, as it usually has, it may be inadvisable to draw it out... Perfect understanding will sometimes almost extinguish pleasure.�


                                      A.E.Housman





I think that we’re beginning to remember that the first poets didn't come out of a classroom, that poetry began when somebody walked off of a savanna or out of a cave and looked up at the sky with wonder and said, "Ahhh." That was the first poem. 


                        Lucille Clifton











Poetry is nearer to vital truth than history.


Plato





A poet looks at the world the way a man looks at a woman.


Wallace Stephens





� HYPERLINK "http://www.brainyquote.com/quotes/quotes/d/dennispott357170.html" \o "view quote" �Children can write poetry and then, unless they're poets, they stop when reach puberty.�


                       Dennis Potter





� HYPERLINK "http://www.brainyquote.com/quotes/quotes/j/jimmorriso129965.html" \o "view quote" �Listen, real poetry doesn't say anything; it just ticks off the possibilities. Opens all doors. You can walk through anyone that suits you.�


Jim Morrison
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