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Considerations when vou read any poem:

What subject is the focus of the poem?

What is the structure of the text?
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Length

Font size and style

Shape of the poem

Line breaks and white space
Punctuation and capitalization

What does poetry sound like when it is read aloud?

What is important within the poem?
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Tone or emotion

Images that seem important

Repeating lines, phrases, words, and/or ideas

Words or phrases that are confusing and need further discussion

Word choice
Similes, metaphors, personification, and other uses of figurative language






The Wren

Barbara McCauley

he was small not ready yet
frantic

under the hedge

[ caught him took him home
my father wasn’t sure

wild birds he said

we’ve tried so many times
but he ate

what we made for him

and in three days

could fly

[ shook him off he flew
to a branch of the maple
perched there

silent

his little eyes

[ was a child I called him
back he came

stood for a moment

on my finger

then gone

I felt the spring of his legs
all day



You Can't Write a

Poem about McDonald's

Noon. Hunger is the only thing

singing in my belly.

I walk through the blossoming cherry trees
on the library mall,

past the young couples coupling,

by the crazy fanatic

screaming doom and salvation

at a sensation-hungry crowd,

to the Lake Street McDonald's.

It is crowded, the lines long and sluggish.
I wait in the greasy air.

All around me people are eating —

the sizzle of conversation,

the salty odor of sweat,

rm flesh pressing out of

%

her face brown as a bun.
Suddenly I understand cannibalism.
As I reach for her,

she breaks into pieces

wrapped neat and packaged for take-out.
I'm thinking, how amazing it is

to live in this country, how easy

it is to be filled.

We leave together, her warm aroma
close at my side.

I walk back.. through the cherry trees
blossoming up into pies,

the young couple frying in

the hot, oily sun,

the crowd eating up the fanatic,
singing, my ear, my eye, my tongue
fat with the wonder

of this hungry world.

[REd e

-Roraid Wallace
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Sympathy

I xnow what the caged bird feels, alas!

When the sun is bright on the upland slopes;

When the wind stirs soft through the springing grass,
And the river flows like a stream of glass;

When the first bird sings and the first bud opes,
And the faint perfume from its chalice steals —
I know what the caged bird feels!

[ know why the caged bird beats his wing

Till its blood is red on the cruel bars:

For he must fly back to his perch and cling
When he fain would be on the bough a-swing;
And a pain still throbs in the old, old scars
And they pulse again with a keener sting —

[ know why he beats his wing!

I &ﬁ@w why ifie s:agfz{i E}zrs:i sings!

Paul Laurence Dunbar (1872-1906)

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

Caged Bird Sings.



Suburban
by Michael Blumenthal

Conformity caught here, nobody catches it,
Lawns groomed in prose, with hardly a stutter.
Lloyd hits the ball, and Lorraine fetches it.

Mom hangs the laundry, Fred, Jr., watches it,
Shirts in the clichéd air, all aflutter.
Conformity caught here, nobody catches it.

A dog drops a bone, another dog snatches it.
I dreamed of this life once, Now I shudder
As Lloyd hits the ball and Lorraine fetches it.

A doldrum of leaky roofs, a roofer who patches it,
Lloyd prowls the streets, still clutching his putter.
Conformity caught here, nobody catches it.

g,

The door is ajar, then somebody latches it.

Through the hissing of barbecues poets mutter

Of conformity caught here, where nobody catches it.
Lloyd hits the ball. And damned Lorraine fetches it.



Do not go gentle into that good night
by Dylan Thomas

Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had forked no lightning they
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,
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And you, my father, there on the sad height,
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, [ pray.
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.




On Turning Ten

The whole idea of it makes me feel

like I'm coming down with something,

something worse than any stomach ache

or the headaches | get from reading in bad light--
a kind of measles of the spirit,

a mumps of the psyche,

a disfiguring chicken pox of the soul.

You tell me it is too early to be looking back,

but that is because you have forgotten

the perfect simplicity of being one

and the beautiful complexity introduced by two.
But | can lie on my bed and remember every digit.
At four | was an Arabian wizard.

i could make myself invisible

by drinking a glass of milk a certain way.

At seven | was a soldier, at nine a prince.

nowlam:

By v atl the window

ail the dark biue speed drained ocut of it

This is the beginning of sadness, | say to myself,
as | walk through the universe in my sneakers.
Itis time to say good-bye to my imaginary friends,
time to turn the first big number.

it seems only yesterday | used to believe
there was nothing under my skin but light.

If you cut me | could shine.

But now when | fall upon the sidewalks of life,
| skin my knees. | bleed.

~ Billy Collins



314/2016 Harlem by Langston Hughes : The Poetry Foundation

Harlem
8Y LANGSTON HUGHES

What happens to a dream deferred?

Does it dry up

like a raisin in the sun?

Or fester like a sore—

And then run?

Does it stink like rotten meat?
Or crust and sugar over—

i1l gy oy ars v
like a syrupy sweet?

i

Or does it explode?

Langston Mughes, "Harlem” from Collected Poems. Copyright © 1994 by The Estate of Langston Hughes,
Reprinted with the permission of Harold Ober Associates Incorporated.
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Mother To Son

By Langston Hughes

More Lanaston Huahes

Well, son, I'll tell you:

Life for me ain't been no crystal stair.
It's had tacks in i,

And splinters,

And boards torn up,

And places with no carpet on the floor-
Bare.

5 v

And sometimes goin’ in the dark

Where there ain't been no light.

So, boy, don't you turn back.

Don't you set down on the steps.

‘Cause you finds it's kinder hard.

Don't you fall now-

For I'se still goin', honey,

I'se still climbin’,

And life for me ain't been no crystal stair.
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Kid in the Park

by Langston Hughes

Lonely little question mark
on a bench in the park:

See the people passing by?
See the airplanes in the sky?
See the birds

flying home

before

dark?

Home's just around

anywhers.

--The Collected Poermns of Langston Hughes, p. 376



The Clasp

She was four, he was one, it was raining, we had colds,
we had been in the apartment two weeks straight,

I grabbed her to keep her from shoving him over on his
face, again, and when | had her wrist

in my grasp | compressed it, fiercely, for a couple

of seconds, to make an impression on her,

to hurt her, our beloved firstborn, | even almost
savored the stinging sensation of the squeezing,

the expression, into her, of my anger,

"Never, never, again,” the righteous

chant accompanying the clasp. It happened very
fast-grab, crush, crush,

crush, release-and at the first extra

force, she swung her head, as if checking

who this was, and looked at me,

and saw me-yes, this was her mom,

two whom she mos ad, the v
who loved her most, near the sourcs of love

was this.

~ Sharon Qlds



The Pasture

by Robert Frost
I'm going out to clean the pasture spring;
'l only stop to rake the leaves away
{And wait to watch the water clear, | may):
I shan’t be gone long. — You come too.
'm going out to fetch the little calf
That's standing by the mother. It's 50 young
A Time to Talk
by Robert Frost

When a friend calls to me from the road
And slows his horse to a meaning walk,

I don’t stand still and look around

On all the hills | haven’t hoed,

And shout from where | am, “What is it?”
No, not as there is a time to talk.

| thrust my hoe in the mellow ground
Blade-end up and five feet tall,

And plod: |go up to the stone wall

For a friendly visit.




If I Can Stop One Heart from Breaking
by Emily Dickinson

If I can stop one Heart from breaking

I shall not live in vain
If I can ease one Life the Aching

Or cool one Pain

Or help one fainting Robin
Unto his Nest again

I shall not live in Vain
" ;-;:-i‘ % 7 A ¥ E F ’ » o ":‘\!'
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Dog Around the Block
by E. B. White

Dog around the block, sniff, Leaving grating, corner greeting,

Hydrant sniffing, corner, grating, Chance for meeting, sniff, meeting,

Meeting, telling, news of smelling,

Sniffing, always, staarting forward,

Backward, dragging, sniffing backward, Nose to tail, tail to nose,

Leash at taue, least at dangle, Rigid, careful, pose,

Leash in people's feet entangled— Liking, pardy liking, hating,

Sniffing dog, apprised of smellings, Then another hydrant, gradng,

Meeting enemies, Leash at taut, least at dangle,

Loving old acquaintances, sniff, Tangle, sniff, untangle,

Sniffing hydrant for reminders, Dog around the block, sniff.

Leg against the wall, raise,
P
i #
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Nothing Gold Can Stay

Robert Frost, 1874 - 1963

But only so an hour.

Then leaf subsides to leaf.
So Eden sank to grief,

So dawn goes down to day.
Nothing gold can stay.
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Caged Bird

BY MAYA ANGELOU

A free bird leaps

on the back of the wind
and floats downstream

till the current ends

and dips his wing

in the orange sun rays

and dares to claim the sky.

so he opens his throat to sing.

The caged bird sings
with a fearful trill

of things unknown
but longed for still
and his tune is heard
on the distant hill
for the caged bird
sings of freedom.

The free bird thinks of another breeze
and the trade winds soft through the sighing trees
and the fat worms waiting on a dawn bright lawn

and he names the sky his own

But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams
his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream

his wings are clipped and his feet are tied

so he opens his throat to sing.



Izois Caged Bird by Maya Angelou : The Postry Foundation

The caged bird sings
with a fearful trill

of things unknown
but longed for still
and his tune is heard
on the distant hill
for the caged bird
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I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud

BY WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

I wandered lonely as a cloud

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

A host, of golden daffodils;

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

L L. = PRSI P AT
I'en thousand saw I at a glance,

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company:

[ gazed—and gazed—but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

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

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.
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at - Poem by Ernest Lawrence

Casey At The

Thayer

The outlook wasn't brilliant for the Mudville nine that day;

The score stood four to two, with but one inning more to play,
And then when Cooney died at first, and Barrows did the same,
A pall-like silence fell upon the patrons of the game.

A straggling few got up to go in deep despair. The rest

Clung to that hope which springs eternal in the human breast:
They thought, 'If only Casey could but get a whack at that-
We'd put up even money now, with Casey at the bat’

For fh@fe geemeé but little chance of Casey getting to the bat.

But Flynn let drive a single, to the wonderment of ali,

And Blake, the much despiséd, tore the cover off the ball:

And when the dust had lifted, and men saw what had occurred,
There was Jimmy safe at second and Flynn a-hugging third.

Then from five thousand throats and more there rose a lusty yell;
It rumbled through the valley, it rattled in the dell;

it pounded on the mountain and recoiled upon the flat,

For Casey, mighty Casey, was advancing to the bat.

There was ease in Casey's manner as he stepped into his place:
There was pride in Casey's bearing and a smile lit Casey's face.
And when, responding to the cheers, he lightly doffed his hat,

No stranger in the crowd could doubt 'twas Casey at the bat.

Ten thousand eyes were on him as he rubbed his hands with dirt;
Five thousand tongues applauded when he wiped them on his shirt;
Then while the writhing pitcher ground the ball into his hip,
Defiance flashed in Casey's eye, a sneer curled Casey's lip.
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And now the leather-covered sphere came hurtling through the air,
And Casey stood a-watching it in haughty grandeur there.

Close by the sturdy batsman the ball unheeded sped-

"That ain't my style,' said Casey. 'Strike one! ' the umpire said.

From the benches, black with people, there went up a muffled roar,
Like the beating of the storm-waves on a stern and distant shore;
'Kill him! Kill the umpire! ' shouted some one on the stand;

And it's likely they'd have killed him had not Casey raised his hand.

Ldo ceipspiesionsd bpn g mitrinmy A ommiers rerires B “Er v cemibiesres Flona
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'Fraud! ' cried the maddened thousands, and echo answered 'Fraud!’
But one scornful look from Casey and the audience was awed.

They saw his face grow stern and cold, they saw his muscles strain,
And they knew that Casey wouldn't let that ball go by again.

The sneer has fled from Casey's lip, his teeth are clenched in hate;
He pounds with cruel violence his bat upon the plate.

And now the pitcher holds the ball, and now he lets it go.

And now the air is shattered by the force of Casey's blow.

Oh, somewhere in this favored land the sun is shining bright;

The band is playing somewhere, and somewhere hearts are light,
And somewhere men are laughing, and little children shout;

But there is no joy in Mudville- mighty Casey has struck out.
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Barter

BY SARA TEASDALE

Life has loveliness to sell,
All beautiful and splendid things,
Blue waves whitened on a cliff,
Soaring fire that sways and sings,
And children's faces looking up

IS PR P LY b1 E5% ORI
Holding wonder like a cup.
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Secent of pine trees in the mg%

Eyes that love you, arms that hold,
And for your spirit's ﬁ delight,
Holy thoughts that star the night.

Spend all you have for loveliness,
Buy it and never count the cos
For one white singing hour of peace
Count many a year of strife well lost,
And for a breath of ecstasy
Give all you have been, or could be.
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The Charge of the Light Brigade

The Charge of the Light Brigade

Alfred, Lord Tennyson

Min/ipostry eserver ordfliohi-bricesia himi

1.

Half a league, half a league,
Half a league onward,
All in the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.
"Forward, the Light Brigade!
"Charge for the guns!" he said:
Into the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.

Not tho' the soldier knew
Someone had blunder'd:
Theirs not to make reply,
Theirs not to reason why,
Theirs but to do and die:
Into the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.

3.

Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon in front of them
Volley'd and thunder'd;
Storm'd at with shot and shell,
Boldly they rode and well,
Into the jaws of Death,
Into the mouth of Hell
Rode the six hundred.

4

Flash'd all their sabres bare,
Flash'd as they turn'd in air,
Sabring the gunners there,
Charging an army, while

All the world wonder'd:
Plunged i the battery-smoke
Right thro' the line they broke:
Cossack and Russian



311172016 The Charge of the Light Brigade

Reel'd from the sabre stroke
Shatter'd and sunder'd.

Then they rode back, but not
Not the six hundred.

5.

Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon behind them

Volley'd and thunder'd;
Storm'd at with shot and shell,
While horse and hero fell,
They that had fought so well
Came thro' the jaws of Death
Back from the mouth of Hell,
All that was left of them,

When can their glory fade?
O the wild charge they made!
All the world wondered.
Honor the charge they made,
Honor the Light Brigade,

Noble six hundred.

Copted from Poems of Alfred Tennyson,
J. E. Tilton and Company, Boston, 1870
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| Chop Some Parsley Wh
f "Three

lakey's Version Of
Billy Collins
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And | start wondering how they came to be blind.

If it was congenital, they could be brothers and sister,

and 1 think of the poor mother
brooding over her sightless young triplets.

Or was it a common accident, all three caught
in a searing explosion, a firework perhaps?
if not,

how did %ﬁw%fg ever |

to 1{;‘%{:3?9 even one f%i%{}w mouse with vision
let alone two other blind ones?

And how, in their tiny darkness,

could they possibly have run after a farmer's wife
or anyone else's wife for that matter?

Not to mention why.

Just so she could cut off their tails

with a carving knife, is the cynic's answer,

but the thought of them without eyes

and now without tails to trail through the moist grass

or slip around the corner of a baseboard

has the cynic who always lounges within me
up off his couch and at the window

trying to hide the rising softness that he feels.




By now | am on to dicing an onion

which might account for the wet stinging

in my own eyes, though Freddie Hubbard's
mournful trumpet on "Blue Moon,"

which happens to be the next cut,

cannot be said to be making matters any better.
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The Raven

BY EDGAR ALLAN POE

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore—

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.
“'Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door—

Only this and nothing more.”

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain
Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating
“Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door—
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door;—
This it is and nothing more.”
Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, t é y your forgiveness I implore;
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,
That I scarce was sure I heard you”—here I opened wide the door:—
Darkness there and nothing more.

ss peering, long I stood there wondering, fe:

Doubting, dreaming éz‘%&?;g no mortal ever dared to dream E}%%féﬁ;

And the only word there spoken w

as the w %zzvg;s ed word, “Lenore?”

This T whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, “Lenore!”—

Merely this and nothing more.

e Thsrans: rewesteudes mwiotise reeinmarm PATRT2
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Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before.
“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice;
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore—
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;—
"Tis the wind and nothing more!”

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,

In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore;
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he;
Efié,é t, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into éﬁ;“’%g

By the grave and stern decorum ¢ i%za fif{}aﬁ%?iﬁééﬁ t wore,
“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I gazé ‘art sure no craven,

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore—
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!”
(Juoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

Much I marvelled this zg;*zgm;z y fowl to hear discourse so plainly,
Though its answer little meaning—little relevancy E;é&gg:f;
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being
Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above %}3;’5 chamber door—
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door
With such name as “Nevermore.”

But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only
1, f his soul in that one word he ¢ éié outpour.
Nothing %f’}éfﬁzﬁg then he uttered—not a feather then he fluttered—
Till I scarcely more than muttered “Other friends have flown before—
On the morrow he will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before.”
Then the bird said “Nevermore.”

Startled at the stillne

essb
“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utt

o F
roken
Fhrvpee 1o 1R ey ber obenabe g o sk
ers is its only stock and store

hiipr/fwvww poetrvioundstion.ordooem/ 1787413



3112016 The Raven by Edgar Allan Poe : The Poetry Foundation
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore—

Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore
Of ‘Never—nevermore’.”

But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy into smiling,

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and door:
Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore—

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore

3‘5&3?’2? in croaking “Nevermore.”

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer
Swung by %u*;ég%ﬁﬁé whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.
“Wretch,” I gzzui “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he hath sent thee
g%i»%?}i*{em; espite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore;
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil!—
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted—
On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore—
Is there—is ﬁlﬁ%’{‘? E}J m in Gilead?—tell me—tell me, I implore!”

Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil!
By that Heaven that bends above mwé » that God we both adore—

Tell this soul with sorrow laden i z?i&  the distant Aidenn,

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore—
Clasp a rare and radi nai om the ang e »
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.

hinfhaana noetrufne ncistion serinaom 70747



3112016 The Raven by Edgar Allan Poe : The Poetry Foundation

Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked, upstarting—
“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore!
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!
Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my door!
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

And the Raven, never flittin isg still is sitting, st
ust ¢

On the *g}gzmai %}ﬁ«ﬁi of Pallas %;{;‘; ‘e my ¢ %}&m%
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O Captain! My Captain!

BY WALT WHITMAN

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.

H

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
7 ot ¥

*

1

The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;
Exult O shores, and ring O bells!
But I with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.

Source: Leaves of Grass (David McKay, 1891

o
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I’'m Nobody! Who are you? /

Emily Dickinson, 1830 - 1886

i
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Then there’s a pair of us!
Don’t tell! they’d advertise — you know!

How dreary — to be — Somebody!
How public — like a Frog —
To tell one’s name — the livelong June —

To an admiring Bog!



INzme The Red Wheelbarrow | Academy of American Poets

The Red Wheelbarrow

William Carlos Williams, 1883 - 1963

a red wheel
barrow

glazed with rain
water

beside the white
chickens.
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Some people forget that love is
tucking you in and kissing you
‘Good night'

no matter how young or old you are
Some people don't remember that
love is

listening and laughing and asking
guestions

no matter what your age

Love is
You and me

Nikki Giovanni



2018 Ode To My Socks - Pablo Neruda

Ode To My Socks

Mara Mori brought me

a pair of socks

which she knitted herself

with her sheepherder’s hands,

two socks as soft as rabbits.

I slipped my feet into them

as if they were two cases

knitted with threads of twilight and goatskin,

Violent socks,

two cannons,

my feet were honored in this way

by these heavenly socks.

They were so handsome for the first time
my feet seemed to me unacceptable

like two decrepit firemen,

firemen unworthy of that woven fire,

of those glowing socks.

Nevertheless, | resisted the sharp temptation
to save them somewhere as schoolboys
keep fireflies,

as learned men collect

sacred texts,

| resisted the mad impulse to put them

in a golden cage and each day give them
birdseed and pieces of pink melon.

Like explorers in the jungle

who hand over the very rare green deer
to the spit and eat it with remorse,

| stretched out my feet and pulled on

the magnificent socks and then my shoes.

The moral of my ode is this:
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beauty is twice beauty

and what is good is doubly good
when it is a matter of two socks
made of wool in winter.

Pablo Neruda :
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Paul Revere’s Ride

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, 1807 - 1882

Listen, my children, and you shall hear

Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere,

On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-Five:
Hardly a man is now alive

Who remembers that famous day and year.

Of ﬂizf:‘: ?%seisri%; {légmh tower, as a Swﬁgﬁi light,--
One if by land, and two if by sea;

And I on the opposite shore will be,

Ready to ride and spread the alarm

Through every Middlesex village and farm,
For the country-folk to be up and to arm.”

Then he said “Good night!” and with muffled oar
Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore,

Just as the moon rose over the bay,

Where swinging wide at her moorings lay

The Somerset, British man-of-war:

A phantom ship, with each mast and spar

Across the moon, like a prison-bar,

And a huge black hulk, that was magnified

By its own reflection in the tide.

Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and street
Wanders and watches with eager ears,

Till in the silence around him he hears

The muster of men at the barrack door,
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The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet,
And the measured tread of the grenadiers
Marching down to their boats on the shore.

Then he climbed to the tower of the church,
Up the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread,
To the belfry-chamber overhead,

And startled the pigeons from their perch
On the sombre rafters, that round him made
Masses and moving shapes of shade,--

By the trembling ladder, steep and tall,

To the highest windo

A %xé 7 T p =% o §
A TOe g HEDL LIOWINE OvVer ail.
& &

Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead,
In their night-encampment on the hill,
Wrapped in silence so deep and still

That he could hear, like a sentinel’s tread,
The watchful night-wind, as it went
Creeping along from tent to tent,

And seeming to whisper, “All is well!”

A moment only he feels the spell

Of the place and the hour, and the secret dread

Of the lonely belfry and the dead;

For suddenly all his thoughts are bent

On a shadowy something far away,
Where the river widens to meet the bay, --
A line of black, that bends and floats

On the rising tide, like a bridge of boats.

Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride,
Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride,
On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere.
Now he patted his horse’s side,
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Now gazed on the landscape far and near,
Then impetuous stamped the earth,
And turned and tightened his saddle-girth;
But mostly he watched with eager search
The belfry-tower of the old North Church,
As it rose above the graves on the hill,
Lonely and spectral and sombre and still.
And lo! as he looks, on the belfry’s height,
A glimmer, and then a gleam of light!
He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns,
But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight
A second lamp in the belfry burns!

A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark,

And beneath from the pebbles, in passing, a spark
Struck out by a steed that flies fearless and fleet:

That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the light,
The fate of a nation was riding that night;

And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight,
Kindled the land into flame with its heat.

He has left the village and mounted the steep,
And beneath him, tranquil and broad and deep,
Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides;

And under the alders, that skirt its edge,

Now soft on the sand, now loud on the ledge,
[s heard the tramp of his steed as he rides.

It was twelve by the village clock

When he crossed the bridge into Medford town.
He heard the crowing of the cock,

And the barking of the farmer’s dog,

And felt the damp of the river-fog,

That rises when the sun goes down.
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It was one by the village clock,

When he galloped into Lexington.

He saw the gilded weathercock

Swim in the moonlight as he passed,

And the meeting-house windows, blank and bare,
Gaze at him with a spectral glare,

As if they already stood aghast

At the bloody work they would look upon.

[t was two by the village clock,
When be came to the bridge in Concord town.
He heard the bleating of the flock,

Blowing over the meadows brown.
And one was safe and asleep in his bed
Who at the bridge would be first to fall,
Who that day would be lying dead,

Pierced by a British musket-ball.

You know the rest. In the books you have read,
How the British Regulars fired and fled,--
How the farmers gave them ball for ball,

From behind each fence and farmyard-wall,
Chasing the red-coats down the lane,

Then crossing the fields to emerge again
Under the trees at the turn of the road,

And only pausing to fire and load.

So through the night rode Paul Revere;

And so through the night went his cry of alarm
To every Middlesex village and farm,--

A cry of defiance, and not of fear,

A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door,
And a word that shall echo forevermore!

For, borne on the night-wind of the Past,
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Through all our history, to the last,
In the hour of darkness and peril and need,
The people will waken and listen to hear
The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed,
And the midnight message of Paul Revere.
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Rosie - Poem by Lucille Clifton

when | watch you

wrapped up like garbage
3%&’;"@, surrounded by the smell
of too old potato peels

sitting, wailing 1
like next ﬁ;%&k s grocery
I say
when | watch you
you wet brown bag of a woman
who used to be the best looking gal in Georgia
z;sea* to be called the Georgia Rose
stand up
i’?‘;%“{}iﬁgh your destruction
| stand up

Lucille Clifton

Mipwwrw posmbunisy com/posmimiss-rosied

W1



3/14/2016 The Queen (Pable Neruda Poems) | Famous Inspirational Poems, Poetry, Quotes

Pablo Neruda Poems >>
The Queen

Twest

[ have named you queen.

There are taller than you, taller.
There are purer than you, purer.
There are lovelier than you, lovelier.

But you are the queen.

When yvou go through ¢

The nonexistent carpet.

And when you appear
All the rivers sound

In my body, bells
Shake the sky,

And a hymn fills the world.
Only you and I,
Only you and 1, my love,

Listen to me.
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Ode to My Library

it's small

With two rooms

of books, a globe

That | once

Dropped, some maps

Of the United States and Mexico,
And a fish tank with

A biue fish making jeta.
Thare are tables and chairs,
And a pencil sharpener

On the wall: a crayon stuck

-

Pl didnt do it

And the Bbrarian reads
Books with her
Glasses hanging
From her nack. if she
Put them on

She would see me
Studying the Incas
Who live two steps
From heaven,

Way in the mountaing.
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Introduction to Poetry
BY BILLY COLLINS

I ask them to take a poem
and hold it up to the light

A

like a color slide
or press an ear against its hive.

I say drop a mouse into a poem

a
and watch him probe his way out,

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, “Introduction to Poetry” from The Apple that Astonished Parjs. Copyright € 1988, 1996 by Billy
Collins. Reprinted with the permission of the University of Arkansas Press.

Source: The Apple that Astonished Paris (1998)
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The Blue Bowl

BY JANE KENYON

Like primitives we buried the cat
with his bowl. Bare-handed

we scraped sand and gravel

back into the hole. It fell with a hiss
and thud on his side,

ont his long red fur, the white feathers
that grew between his toes, and his
long, not to say aquiline, nose.

stood and brushed each other off,

Jane Kenyon, "The Blue Bowl” from Collectad Poems. Copyright @ 2005 by the Estate of Jane Kenvon. Reprinted by permission af

Graywolf Prass,

Source: Poelry {(June 1987).
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The Summer Day

Whe made the worlkd?

Who made the swan, and the black bear?

Who made the grasshopper?

This grasshopper, | mean-

the one who has flung herself cut of the grass,

the one who is eating sugar out of my hand,

who is moving her jaws back and forth instead of up and down-
who is gazing around with her enormous and complicated eyes.
Mow she §ifts her pale forearms and thoroughly washes her face.
Now she snaps her wings open, and floats away.

tdom't know exaclly what a prayer is.

! do know how to pay attention, how o fall down

into the grass, how to kneel down In the grass,

how to be idie and blessed, how to stroll through the flelds,
which s what | have been doing all day.

Tell me, what elss should | have done?

Dossn't everything die at last, and too soon?

Tell me, what is it you plan to do

with your one wild and orecious life?



