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LOUISE GLUCK

Lullaby

Time to rest now; you have had

enough excitement for the time being.

Twilight, then early evening. Mreflies
in the room, flickering here and there, here and there,

5 and summer’s deep sweetness filling the open window.

Don’t think of these things anymore.
Listen to my breathing, your own breathing
like the fireflies, each small breath

a flare in which the world appears.

10 I’ve sung to you long enough in the summer night.
I’ll win you over in the end; the world can’t give you this sustained

vision

You must be taught to love me. Human beings must be
taught to love

silence and darkness.

From: Gluck, Louise. The Wild Iris. U.S.A: The Ecco Press 1992, P.58.
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Ruvanae 6 @y uazlasuseTasun3inugNnINg U The Wild Iris (1992) #ail
un “Lullaby” segefhnufildiuuseda Pulizer moniiwuslud 1993 vun?
IWuSIaNa1§02eNI58AD The Meadowlands (1996)
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amwEianaaeaumien warmssemmudmiuamaduiudeaseuludeanamdiusas
GH

DuUATIWLS  The Wild Iris devaummizzasanudulauazadnaiesas Louise
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unil shideweswundiumsasisunasewesnadiu  Suluhaindey o3l
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[
Time to rest now; you have had

enough excitement for the time being”
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“You must be taught to love me Human beings must be

taught to love

silence and darkness”.

. andid quainm: duladaziany



10

15

20

25

Al40

JUDY GRAHN

A dream of Helen

1. The Tree speaks:
The sun is a wild pumpkin this Fall.
The still lake surface is a mirror,
and I can see myself reflected:
I am the fairest of therft all,
elderly, tall, bedecked with leaves,
my round brown branches are
flung wide as arms
and I am waiting.
My roots are woven to the bank
whereby I stand
to watch the Swans come down
like gods
to light upon the crystal lake,
to land like beams of light

upon the surface of an eye.

I wait. The air grows crisp.

My leaves curl and dry.

I watch the sky.

Everything is perfect and perfectly
connected, from the humming

of the insects to the footprints

of the bears, at the base

of my spine.

I am certainly perfect, in my

prime.
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The air, everything is so still,

It is so clear that I will hold him
in my lake-reflected arms, the one who is
the first one down.

The great Swan. I will hold him
while he dances out his message
on my wide-flung limbs

in that split second

just before the image breaks,
just before the gossamer, the
netlike water, tears

to let him 1n.

What symmetry of quality
that memory has
of what a lovely world

that was.

2. The Egg of Being speaks:

My mother plucked me
from ghe great dance

of great birds

flying like stars, points

of light on maps

moving in the velvet wall
of night sky.

And I was called

the Daughter of Memory
and the Grandchild of Time.
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My mother pushed me, wailing

from her yoni basket.

I lay in the wet green grass,

the perfect oval with a golden heart,

a world inside, a cluster

of amber possibilities, a

shell-cased spinner of flesh

and bone just waiting to.be found,

to open, to be taken home.
My mother tied me

in her apron string, then
cut me from her cord

and let me go,

a perfectly knitted knot,

a wick.

My mother lit me

on her lap, an altar

and I was called the Flame
of Life, El-Ana,

gathering of forces

Beauty. Motion. Harmony.

Attraction.

My mother thought me

in one golden flash.

She had that kind of mind
But I set out to do more
than think, to do the next

task, to break, to ask,
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80 to find, be found, to ken,
and to do more than stand.

to understand.

1982

From: Grahn, Judy. The Queen of Wands. New York: The Crossing Press,.1982.
P.13-15.
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Thianunularaaiufinaauiigaulalos Sephen Langdon 1udl 1913 wnsullugiausn
9 28997 The Queen of Wands 18 * Judy Grahn Januaulanazlafdamudnmusadu
289 “NILENINWIA” MadnUUBzMWUNTBINGN 7 mlan L§aqﬁLﬂuﬁ§5ﬂﬁuﬁﬁqﬂ
MaazTuanda (589289 Helen wiviiiaamsas ﬁﬂswngagﬂuummwﬂ The Iliad (Ilion)
Hudasadudndaniiawedias Troy)  Grahn ldvhusziduiianfluniuideswesnund
fiwus  The Queen of Wands lanazyioummwassgmdsiignuasdesnng Wagmeduiiun
UmAsaUATENAULAUA 7 unnddsuiimsgannnninnamhuaziuiiia Mwaa
AnanndnsInuIINMsgnuaiie  wazanIsuludeudigmedivivg, Tuudedesuen
wuanautedagiu #8 “The Queen of Wands” (NFHEMTAmM) viu n3lerhinannenu
Tmlsvavs Iwluififhududnuaives “gudusdanuminsosumsnudube Sanu
nszdieladuiasSeusnnimnatuassanan”?

324571y “A Dream of Helen” naNTuMIadnes Helen "z’iwmﬁwmur‘&'ainﬂu
F0v29 Zeus pjﬁ‘.luﬂﬁ'm%afﬂa\:mwﬁv'qmawmn%n Zeus unazUsIngeuumdasaniany
Fuiustundeamlulanuyed  mahwuaswmdluunnitadumslddyasnuoiun
IWANERNEIUA unnddlediiudasmuiunngeaatasdasmnldtiuammwens 9 iy
At laginduatedlumrnesiuanlumsdoanuving

Tuaauusnuasunnd “The Trees Speaks” fuﬁ]umsﬁuauammgasmsmmﬂwaq
TanMUiNANNUNIDANAR geummsodumnmsanududugauauysaiaadlaniiiain
Jqnuuaanszusiuieiulan w3a Mother Earth Unilasgualvinnadnnanndu duiusiu
athafluanmw mundldiuminsaasumwinanldageaea ingdnldtemsidu
lWdndfaduuauusiifiais  winimsedaulmoadioegenanndunnane oy

' Grahn, Judy. The Queen of Wands. (New York: 1982) p.8-9. -
? qunas adil o By anup IWBUT dninAuWinuTIMNTsN W.A. 2517 i 225.
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I wait. The air grows crisp

My leaves<url and dry
I watch the sky

@ o ¢
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““I am the fairest of them all,
elderly, talled, bedecked with leaves
my round brown branches are -

flung wide as arms.”
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“just before the mage breaks,
just before the gossamer, the
netlike water, tears

to let him in.”

@ou 2 YAAUNNI “The Egg of Being Speaks” ﬁv'uLfJumsLauamwﬂaqama:msﬁa
fuiiazasiieninassfinse nilduaaslifiuvimse: “uan” sanniiuidaldtuaraas
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yaernaniauiludivsaides 5ummwﬁ1ﬁlumauﬁv‘ﬁ\:ﬁﬂﬂzjmwuamiwé"mﬂué’mﬁﬂmﬁ
sasamuviaazenuldiurnned fuawaueglumsdniiudasamaninausiiu ;

““Great birds / flying like stars, points / of light on maps”
“the perfect oval with a golden heart / ...... a cluster / of amber
possibilities”

' “My mother let me / on her lap, an altar / and I was called the Flame /

of life, El-Ana,’

" El-Ana : wdahilaaluvisiia antiufinieiauues The Quen of Wands (p.94) Judy Grahn 1Bauinlumy
tMz Rhodes UszinaAnindiuszndl yz Helen lugiusimwanigiiudyanvaiuasiar lWuvisiie
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dream of Helen”

They say she is veiled
and a mystery. That is
one way of looking.
Another

is that she in where
she has always been,
exactly in place,

and ait is we,

who are mystified, *
we who are veiled

and without faces.
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WILLIAM J. HARRIS

Rib Sandwich

I wanted a rib sandwich

So I got into my car

and drove as fast as I ceuld

to a little black restaurant-
5 bar

and walked in

and so doing

walked out

of

10 America

and didn’t even

need a passport

From: Gillan, Maria M. and Gillan, Jennifer, eds. Unsettling America: An Anthology of

Contemporary Multicultural Poetry. New York: Penguin Books, 1994, p.268.
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ROBERT HASS

The Image

The child brought blue clay from the creek
and the woman made two figures: a lady and a deer.
At that season deer came down from the mountain
and fed quietly in the redwood' canyons.
5 The woman and the child regarded the figure of the lady,
the crude roundnesses, the grace, the coloring like shadow.
They were not sure where she came from,
except the child’s fetching and the woman’s hands
_ and the lead-blue clay of the creek

10 where the deer sometimes showed themselves at sundown.

From: Hass,Robert. Praise. New York: The Ecco Press, 1979. P.17
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- LANGSTON HUGHES

Merry-Go-Round

Colored child at camnival @

Where is the Jim Crow"Section
On this merry-go-round,
Mister,cause 1 want to ride ¢

5 Down South where I come from
White and colored
Can’t sit side by side.
Down South on the train
There’s a Jim Crow car.

10 On the bus we’re put in the back
But there ain’t no back
To a merry-go-round!
Where’s the horse
For a kid that’s black?

From: Hughes, Langston. Selected Poems of Langston Hughes. First editon. New York:

Vintage Books a division of Random House Inc.,1959. P.194
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LANGSTON HUGHES
As I Grew Older

It was a long time ago.

I have almost forgotten my dream.
But it was there then,

In front of me, -

Bright like a sun

My dream.

And then the wall rose,
Rose slowly,

Slowly,

Between me and my dream.
Rose slowly, slowly,
Dimming,

Hiding,

The light of my dream.
Rose until it touched the sky
The wall.

Shadow.
I am black.

I lie down in the shadow.

No longer the light of my dream before me,
Above me.

Only the thick wall.

Only the shadow.
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My hands!
25 My dark hands!
Break through the wall!
Find my dream!
Help me to shatter this darkness, '
To smash this night,
30 To break this shadow
Into a thousand lights of sun,
Into a thousand whirling dreams

Of sun!

From: Hughes, Langston. Selected Poems of Langston Hughes. First editio“n. New York:

Vintage Books a division of Random House Inc., 1959, P.11
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- DAVID IGNATOW

The Bagel

I stopped to pick up the bagel
rolling away in the wind,
annoyed with myself
for having dropped it. ®
5 as it were a portent.
Faster and faster it rolled,
with me running after it
bent low, gritting my teeth,
and I found myself doubled over
10 and rolling down the street
head over heels, one complete somersault
after another like a bagel
and strangely happy with myself.

From : Poulin Jr., A. ed. Contemporary American Poetry. Fifth Edition. Boston.

Houghton Mifflin Company. 1991. P. 259,
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KENNETH KOCH

Permanently

One day the Nouns were clustered in the street.

An Adjective walked by, with her dark beauty.

The Nouns were struck, moved, changed.

The next day a Verb drove up, and created the Sentence.

Each Sentence says one thing----- for example, “Although it
was a dark rainy day when the Adjective walked by, I
shall remember the pure and sweet expression on her face
until the day I perish from the green, effective earth.”

or, “Will you please close the window, Andrew?”

Or, for example, “Thank you,the pink pot of flowers on
the window sill has changed color recently to a light
yellow, due to the heat from the boiler factory which
exists nearby.” ‘

In the springtime the Sentences and the Nouns lay silently
on the grass.

A lonely Conjunction here and there would call,” And!

But!”

But the Adjegtive did not emerge.

As the adjective is lost in the sentence,

So I am lost in your eyes, ears, nose, and throat-----
You have enchanted me with a single kiss

Which can never be undone

Until the destruction of language.

1956

From : Allen, Donald ed. The Postmoderns : The New American Poetry Reviesed.

Frist Edition. New York: Grove Press,1982. P.141
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WING TEK LAM

Chinese Hot Pot

My dream of America
is like da bin louh
with people of all persuasions and tastes
sitting down around a common pot
5 chopsticks and basket scoops here and there
some cooking squid and others beef
some tofu or watercress
all in one broth
like a stew that really isn't
10 as each one chooses what he wishes to eat |
only that the pot and fire are shared
along with the good company
and the sweet soup

spooned out at the end of the meal.

From: Gillan, Maria Mazziotti and Gillan, Jennifer, eds. Unsettling America : An

Anthology of Contemporary Multicultural Poetry. New York : Penguin Books,

1994. P. 322~ 323.
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DENISE LEVERTOV

The Ache of Marriage

The ache of mariage:

thigh an tongue, beloved,
are heavy with it, b

it throbs in the teeth
5 We look for communion

and are turned away, beloved,

each and each

It is leviathan and we
in its belly
10 looking for joy, some joy

not to be known outside it

two by two in the ark of

the ache of it.

1964

From : Hoover, Paul ed. Post Modern American Poetry. First edition. New York: W.W.

Norton & Company, Inc., 1994. P.87
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DENISE LEVERTOV

The Blind Man’s House At The Edge Of The CIiff

At the jutting rim of the land he lives,

but not from ignorance,

not from despair.

He knows one extra step from his seaward
wide-open door would be

a step into salt air,

and he has no longing to shatter himself
far below, where the breakers

grind granite to sand.

No, he has chosen a life

pitched at the brink, a nest on the swaying

tip of a branch, for good reason:

dazzling within his darkness

to the elusive deep horizon. Here
nothing intrudes, palpable shade,
between his eager

inward gaze

and the vast enigma.

If he could fly he would drift forever

into that veil, soft and receding.

He knows that if he could see
he would be no wiser.

High on the windy cliff he breathes

~ face to face with desire.
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DENISE LEVERTOV

In Thai Binh (Peace) Province

For Muriel and Jane

I’ve used up all my film on bombed hospitals,
bombed village schools, the scattered

lemon yellow cocoons at the bombed silk-factory,

and for the moment all my tears too
are used up, having seen today
yet another child with its feet blown off
a girl, this one, eleven years old,
patient and bewildered in her home, a fragile

Small house of mud bricks among rice fields.

So I’ll use my dry burning eyes

to photograph within me

dark sails of the river boats,

warm slant of afternoon light

apricor on the brown, swift, wide river,

village towers--church and pogoda--on the far shore,

and a boy and small bird both
perched, relaxed, on a quietly grazing
buffalo. Peace within the

long war.

It is that life, unhurried, sure, persistent,
I must bring home when I try to bring

the war home.
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Child, river, light
Here the future, fabled bird
25 that has migrated away from America,

nests, and breeds, and sings,

common as any sparrow

From : Forche, Carolyn ed. Against Forgetting. First Edition. New York : W.W. Norton
& Company, 1993. P. 331-332
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LISEL. MUELLER

Moon Fishing

When the moon was full they came to the watér,
Some with Pitchforks, some with rakes,
Some with sieves and ladles

and one with a silver cup

And they fiahed till a traveler passed them and said,
“Fools,

to catch the moon you must let your women

Spread their hair on the water —-

ever the wily moon leap to that bobbing

net of shimmering threads,

gasp and flop till its silver scales

lie black and still at your feet.”

And they fished with the hair of their women

till a traveler passed them and said,

“Fools,

do you think the moon is caught lightly,

with glitler and silk threads?

You must cut out your hearts and bail your hooks

with those dark animals ;

what matter you lose your hearts to reel in your dream?”
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And they fished with their tight,hot hearts
till a traveler passed them and said,
“Fools,

what good is the moon to a heartless man?

1965

From: Strand, Mark ed. The Contemporary American Poets. New York: A mentor Book,

1969. P.258-259
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FRANK O’ HARA

Ave Maria

Mothers of America

let your kids go to the movies!
get them out of the house so they won’t know what yor’re up to
it’s true that fresh air is good for the body

but what about the soul
that grows in-darkness, embossed by silvery images
and when you grow old as grow old you must
they won’t hate you
they won’t criticize you they won’t know
they’ll be in some glamorous country
they first saw on a Saturday afternoon or playing hookey
they may even be grateful to you
for their first sexual experience
which only cost you a quarter
and didn’t upset the peaceful home
they will know where candy bars come from
and gratuitous bags of popcom
as gratuitous as leaving the movie before it’s over
with a pleasant stfinger whose apartment is in the
Heaven on Earth Bldg

near the Williamsburg Bridge

on mothers you will have made the little tykes
so happy because if nobody does pick them up in the movies
they won’t know the difference

and if somebody does it’ll be sheer gravy
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and the’ll have been truly entertained either way
instead of hanging around the yard
or up in their room

hating you

30 prematurely since you won’t have dene anything horribly
meant yet
except keeping them from the darker joys
it’s unforgivable the latter

so don’t blame me if you won’t take this advice

35 and the family breaks up
and your children grow old and blind in front of a TV set
seeing

movies you wouldn’t let them see when they were young

1960

From: Hoover, Paul ed. Postmodern American Poetry. Fist Edition. New York: W.W. Norton

& Company Inc., 1994. P.126
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FRANK O’ HARA

Why I Am Not a Painter

I am not a painter, I am a poet.
Why? I think I would rather be

a painter, but I am not. Well,

for instance, Mike Goldberg !

is starting a painting. I drop in.
“Sit down and have a drink” he
says. I drink; we drink. I look

up “You have SARDINES in it.
“Yes,it needed something there.”
“oh” I go and the days go by

and I drop in again. The painting
is going on, and I go, and the days
go by. I drop in. The painting is
finished. “Where’s SARDINES? “
All that’s left is just

letters, “It was too much,” Mike says.

But me? One day I am thinking of
a color: orange. I write a line

about orange. Pretty soon it is a
whole page of words, not lines.
Then another page. There should be
so much more , not of orange, of
words, of how terrible orange is

and life. Days go by. It is even in
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25 - prose, 1 am a real poet. My poem
is finished and I haven’ t mentioned
orange yet It’s twelve poems, I call
it ORANGES ° . And one day in a gallery
I see Mike’s painting, called SARDINES.

1971

From : Hoover,Paul ed. Postmodern American Poetry. First edition. New York: W.W.

Norton & Company Inc., 1994. P.129
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MARY OLIVER

Sleeping in the Forest

I thought the earth
remembered me, she
took me back so tenderly, arranging
her dark skirts, her pockets
5 of lichens and seeds. I slept
as never before, a stone
on the riverbed, nothing
between me and the white fire of the stars
but my thoughts, and they floated
10 as moths among the branches
of the perfect trees. All night
I heard the small kingdoms breathing
around me, the insects, and the birds
who do their work in the darkness. All night
15 I rose and fell, as if in water, grappling
with a luminous doom. By morning
I had vanished at least a dozen times

into something better.

1979

From: Oliver, Mary. Twelve Moons, USA: Little, Brown and Company, 1979. p.3.
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MARY OLIVER

Five A.M. in the Pinewoods

I'd seen
their hoofprints in the deep
needles and knew
they ended the long night

-
under the pines, walking
like two mute
and beautiful women toward

the deeper woods, so I

got up in the dark and
went there. They came
slowly down the hill

and looked at me sitting under

the blue trees, shyly
they stepped

closer and stared

from under their thick lashes and even

nibbled some damp
tassels of weeds. This
is not a poem about a dream,

though it could be.

This is a poem about the world
that is ours, or could be.

Finally

one of them — I swear it! —
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25 would have come to my arms.
But the other
stamped sharp hoof in the

pine needles like

the tap of sanity,
30 and they went off together through
the trees. When I woke

[ was alone,

I was thinking:
so this is how you swim inward,
35 so this is how you flow outward,

so this is how you pray.

1990

From: Oliver, Mary. New and Selected Poems. Boston: Beacon press, 1992. P.83.
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“Fine A.M. in the Pinewoods” w38 “@hluthaw” Jununiiinussiuaglu
M19dD House of Light (7990) nulainduanusranaeseas Mary Oliver unnifinusiism
agluntedaiduiifvnsasiausuuuumsdeuniinusuunilauerdassiauayssduama
wniuANSIuaEAsNs Bt EnTInTiidennEielussnmd  uinannmsihdyidane
wuladalununiiinuszas Oliver lugimaisss 1990 AsamuaulavanidedSoan
azTupanlasawIzwns@mau Ty House of Light nInanlasasefian1iznsussgsssu
v3ahiausauisdyanuaziodnanu Tasmudssaumsaffamslaoasefuasswiaany
uazda Frmunanislouguuaesssngf

unn3 “Five A.M. in the Pinewoods” (Judsaesiidaiauzasuszaumsaiaena
nidsufimsdunluluhaunalndgs dafuhmasidhaurniuaivlsines e
ﬁwﬁmwawwn"’iﬁamsLw'?fzy'v«ﬁwua::%'amsﬁ'uﬂawxguﬁua:é’m’ “I” uar “they” Oliver 19
sUnuumsEsuiisuasiuendsuie hgsnidudlig “aandns” Snas uasasiou
‘thL’Ja‘r?j"a-um:ﬁaqm‘sﬁamﬁm%agtmu'lﬁ@ﬂs:wﬁqi'nnamqmm pjehulﬂvh"ntﬁﬂﬂ'luﬁﬁﬁ
z{wﬁﬂqamsmdmuazﬁuc‘]’ama:ﬁ:ﬁm‘ifgtymﬂmﬁ%aawﬁmﬂm%’uﬁuuazﬁu yuzueaia
madenlmaslouszwivislvgesdia  doi(nme) dnilafaues « duhgsauuay
298U » “would have come to my arms” g mSuniuszaumsallushaasthniuldhady
WEULYINNTUIIAEITN  MITAUNULENETNUATWUATINNINE2 BN SIAUNNUWNAa g
LaEYILAYY “so this is how you swam inward / so this is how you flow outward / so this is
how your pray”

Mary Oliver lufuinanuddguardndwazaslsraumssidanandn lunusa
NifiWusye White Pine (1994) Tnsmwirluunninidadn “The Pine woods” 158U5TENY
mMswuLardaamssTuiNdIEasIanaEaniEnt  nredaniuduhinmuey
unsiiawe Ussaumsaladuinhanalduasinui easeauainainoiiseidedin
agnelaifiazlsiiauls “I would not be any where else / but stalled in the happiness / of the

miracle”
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MARGE PIERCY

The Total Influence or Qutcome

of the Matter: THE SUN

Androgynous child whose hair curls into flowers,

naked you ride a horse without saddle or bridle

easy between your thighs from the walled garden outward.
Coarse sunflowers of desire whose seeds birds crack open
nod upon your journey, child of the moming sun

can only be born from us who strain bleeding to give birth.
Grow into your horse, let there be

no more riders or ridden.

Child, where are you heading with arms spread wide

as a shore, have I been there, have I seen that land shining
like sun spangles on clean water rippling ?

I do not know your dances, I cannot translate your tongue
to words I use, your pleasures are strange to me

as the rites of bees: yet you are the yellow flower

of a melon vine growing out of my belly

though it climbs up where I cannot see in the strong light.

My eyes cannot decipher those shapes of children or burning clouds
who are not what we are: they go barefoot like savages,
they have computers as household pets; they are seven sexes

and only one sex; they do not own or lease or control.
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Thgy are of one body and of tribes. They are private as shamans
learning each her own magic at the teats of stones and trees.
They are all technicians and peasants.
They do not forget their birthright of self

25 or their mane of animal pride

dancing in and out through the gates of the body standing wide.

A bear lumbering, I waddle inte the fields of their work games.
We are stunted slaves mumbling over the tales
of dragons our masters tell us, but we will be free.
30 Our children will be free of us uncomprehending
as we of those shufflers in caves who scraped for fire
and banded together at last to hunt the saber-toothed tiger,
the tusked mastodon, the giant cave bear,

predators that had penned them up cowering so long.

35 The sun is rising, feel it: the air smells fresh.
I cannot look in the sun’s face, its brightness blinds me,
but from my own shadow becoming distinct
I know that now at last

it is beginning to grow light.
1972

From: Piercy, Marge. To Be of Use, 3rd edition, New York: Double Day and Company,
1973. pp.105-107.
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SYLVIA PLATH

Morning Song

Love set you going like a fat gold watch.
The midwife slapped your footsoles, and your bald cry

Took its place among the elements.

Our voices echo,magnifying your arrival. New statue.
5 In a drafty museum, your nakedness
Shadows our safety. We stand round blankly as walls.

I’m no more your mother
Than the cloud that distills a mirror to reflect its own slow

Effacement at the wind’s hand.

10 All night your moth-breath
Flickers among the flat pink roses. I wake to listen:

A far sea moves in my ear.

One cry,and I stumble from bed, cow-heavy and floral
In my Victorian nightgown.

15 Your mouth opens clean as a cat’s. The window square
E g

Whitens and swallows its dull stars.And now you try
Your handful of notes;

The clear vowels rise like balloons.

From : Conarroe, Joel ed. Eight American Poets. First Edition. New York: Random

-

House Inc., 1997. P.200,201
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SYLVIA PLATH

For a Fatherless Son

You will be aware of an absence, presently,
Growing beside you, like a tree,
A death tree, color gone, an Australian gum tree ~-
Balding, gelded by lightning ~-an illusion,
5 And a sky like a pig’s backside,an utter lack of attention.

But right now you are dumb.

And I love your stupidity,

The blind mirror of it, I look in

And find no face but my own, and you think that’s funny.

10 It is good for me

To have you grab my nose, a ladder rung.
One day you may touch what’s wrong--
The small skulls, the smashed blue hills, the godawful hush.

Till then your smiles are found money.

From : Conarroe, Joel ed. Eight American Poets. First Edition. New York: Random

House Inc., 1997. P.200,201
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DIANE b1 PRIMA

American Indian Art. Form and Tradition

Were we not fine
were we not all fine
in our buckskin coats,the quillwork, the
buttons & bead;‘?
5 Were we not fine

were we not-all fine

O they have hung our
empty shirts in their cold
marble halls. They have
10 labeled our baskets, lighted
our marks, disassembled our pipes

in glass cases.

(We flashed in those colors
thru the dark woods over the dum plains

15 in the harsh desert)

Where
do they hang our breath? our
bright glance, where is our song now

our sorrows?

Walker Art Center, Minneapolis

From : Waldman , Anne ed. The Beat Book. Boston: Shambhala,1996. P.129
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ADRIENNE RICH

Aunt Jennifer’s Tigers

Aunt Jennifer’s tigers prance across a screen,
Bright topaz denizens of a world of green.
They do not fear the men benefth the tree;

They pace in sleek chivalric certainty.

5 Aunt Jennifer’s fingers fluttering through her wool
Find even the ivory needle hard to pull.
The massive weight of Uncle’s band

Sits heavily upon Aunt Jennifer’s hand.

When Aunt is dead, her terrified hands will lie
10 Still ringed with ordeals she was mastered by.

The tigers in the panel that she made

Will go on prancing, proud and unafraid.

From : Gilbert, Sandre M. and Gubar, Susan. The Norton Anthology of Literature by
Women. New York: W.W Norton & Company, 1996. P.1955
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ADRIENNE RICH

The Trees

The trees inside are moving out into the forest,
the forest that was empty all these days

where no bird could sit

no insect hide

no sun bury its feet in shadow

the forest that was empty all these nights

will be full of trees by moming.

All night the roots work

to disengage themselves from the cracks

in the veranda floor.

The leaves strain toward the glass

small twigs stiff with exertion

long-cramped boughs shuffling under the roof
like newly discharged patients

half-dazed, moving

to the clinic doors.

I sit inside, doors open to the veranda
writing long letters

in which I scarcely mention the departure
of the forest from the house.

The night is fresh, the whole moon shines
in a sky still open

the smell of leaves and lichen

still reaches like a voice into the rooms.

My head is full of whispers
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which tomorrow will be silent.

Listen. The glass is breaking.

The trees are stumbling forward

into the night. Winds rush to meet them.
30 The moon is broken like a mirror,

its pieces flash now in the crown

of the tallest oak.

1963

From: Rich, Adrienne. The Fact of a Doorframe. New York: W.W Norton & Company,
1984. P.60-61
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ADRIENNE RICH

“Twenty-One Love Poems”

X1

Every peak is a crater. This is the law of volcanoes,
making them eternally and visgply female.
No height without depth, without a burning care,
though our straw soles shred on the hardened lava.

5 I want to travel with you to every sacred mountain
\smoking within like the sibyl stooped over her tripod,
I want to reach for your hand as we scale the path,
to feel your arteries glowing in my clasp,
never failing to note the small, jewel-like flower

10 unfamiliar to us, nameless till we rename her,

that clings to the slowly altering rock —
that detail outside ourselves that brings us to ourselves,

was here before us, knew we would come, and sees beyond us.

1974-1976

From: Rich, Adrienne.The Dream of A Common Language. New York : W.W. Norton +
Company, 1978, P.30.
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“umpduiennudn 21 un”  dhoufinuEnegfuuge The Dream of a
Common Language (1978) 284 Adrienne Rich  Rich ldtan 2 1 Tumsdiguaun 21
unil (1974-1976) ﬂszLﬁuﬁﬁwﬁ'ﬁyu.azu'wﬁnm'lumuﬂfiﬁwuééuﬁafgﬁL’%'aq-ua\: “a
wing” way “$11a” seamw dindiwusinuaglunugeiiualasiawzia misda
gevaudefionnazdonlainiy “Ufisund” 289 Adrenne Rich waefidion unnIasriau
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(1977) N “u'nn'“zﬁammL‘z]'m]"u'zlmémmwiqmm%qL“TJuE‘imwwmﬂ’nuﬁuﬁuﬁﬁé‘aﬁm
famaanaanndmnacnaludnsma (Poetry is above all a concentration of the power of
language, which is the power of our ultimate relationship to everything in the universe.)1

4

Tu “unmduvienasn 21 un” Rich leasnAmnaanuanusnlnylundinwusg

1 4
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owhmasizsnlasdneulumunaeanums anulnads amsmn ANAUTULSY WattD

Vv 3 & P ‘l Vv ”2
WINAN 9] UU WNIEONDELTUN -

! Rich, Adrenne. On Lies, Secrets and Silence (New York : 1979) P.248.
® Ibid., pp.251-2
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A239

Tupawhaas “unnsn undl 107 1 Rich dlssmamdnadaen msazadands
warsnnTuagicranTIes ndadfinzainanumingrasiiotun Taminamndann
atnflegsaudinAnsanlasasawersinbifionuminadaouas  lihaniiudig
wilaudniasua lnuiions

“that detail outside ourselves that brings us to ourselves, was here before us,”

<t o v =
FASINMNY qqm‘m . QLHJELLGSGIF\T]N



A240

THEODORE ROETHKE

My Papa’s waltz

The whiskey on your breath
Could make a small boy dizzy;
But I hung on like deatly;

Such waltzing was not easy.

5 We romped until the pans
Slid from the kitchen shelf;
My mother’s countenance

Could not unfrown itself.

The hand that held my wrist
10 Was battered on one knuckle;
At every step you missed

My right ear scraped a buckle.

You beat time on my head
With a palm caked hard by dirt,
15 Then waltzed me off to bed

Still clinging to your shirt.

From: Poulin, A Jr,ed. Contemprary American Poetry. Fifth Edition.Boston: Houghton
Mifflin Company, 1991. P.494
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THEODORE ROETHKE

Weed Puller

Under the concrete benches,
Hacking at black hairy roots,---
Those lewd monkey-tajls hanging from drainholes,~--
Digging into the soft rubble undemeath,
5 Webs and weeds,
Grubs and snails and sharp sticks,
Or yanking tough fern-shapes,
Coiled green and thick, like dripping smilax,
Tugging all day at perverse life:
10 The indignity of it!---
With everything blooming above me,
Lilies, pale-pink cyclamen,rose,
Whole fields lovely and inviolate,~--
Me down in that fetor of weeds,
15 Crawling on all fours,

Alive, in a slippery grave.

From: Poulin, A Jr, ed. Contemprary American Poetry. Fifth Edition. Boston: Houghton
Mifflin Company, 1991. P.494
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filamas 58511 (Theodore Roethke) Wil a.¢.1908 Fiiles Saginaw 33NTUNU
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“The hand that held my wrist

was battered on one knuckle

“you beat time on my head

With a palm caked hard by dirt”
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LOUIS SIMPSON

American Poetry

Whatever it is, it must have
A stomach that can digest

Rubber, coal, uranium, moons, poems.
-

Like the shark, it contains a shoe.
5 It must swim for miles through the desert

Uttering cries that are almost human.

From: Poulin Jr, A. ed. Contemporary American Poetry. Fifth Edition. Boston: Houghton
Mifflin Company. 1991. P.530
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LOUIS SIMPSON

In The Suburbs

There’s no way out.
You were bomn to waste your life.

You were born to this middle class life

As others before you
5 Were bomn to walk in procession

To the temple, singing.

From: Poulin Jr., A. ed. Contemporary American Poetry. Fifth edition. Boston: Houghton

Mifflin Company, 1991. P.530
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ANUANIBEILEY “The American Dream”
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Tu “In the suburb” Louis Simpson e lMifiuANNRUNFIVEY “The American
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“You were born to walk in procession

To the temple , singing.”
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GARY SNYDER

Avocado

The Dharma is like an Avocado!
Some parts so ripe you can’t believe it,
But it’s good.
And other places hard and green
5 Without much flavor,

Pleasing those who like their eggs well-cooked

And the skin is thin,
The great big round seed
In the middle,

10 Is your own Original Nature-
Pure and smooth,
Almost nobody ever splits it open
Or ever fries to see

If it will grow.

15 Hard and slippery,
It looks like
You should plant it - but then
It shoots out thru the fingers-

getgaway.

1974

From: Hoover,Paul ed. Postmodern American Poetry. First edition. New York: W.W.

Norton & Company Inc., 1994. P.218
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GARY SNYDER

We Make Our Vows Together With All Beings

Eating a sandwich

At work in the woods,

As a doe nibbles buckbrush in snow
Watching each other,

5 chewing together.

A Bomber from Beale
over the clouds,

Fills the sky with a roar.

She lifts head, listens,

10 Waits till the sound has gone by.

Sodo I

From: Snyder Gary. No Nature Newsand Selected Poems. First edition. New York:
Panthon Books, 1992. P.350
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MARK STRAND

Keeping Things Whole

In a field
I am the absence
of field.
This is

5 always the case,
Wherever I am

I am what is missing.

When I walk
I part the air
10 and always
the air moves in
to fill the spaces

where my body’s been.

We all have reasons
15 for moving
I move

* to keep things whole.

1963

From: Mc Clatchy, J.D. ed. The Vintage Book of Contemporary American Poetry.
First Edition. New York: Vintage Books, Random House, Inc, 1990. P.393-394
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MARK STRAND

Eating Poetry

Ink runs from the comers of my mouth.
There is no happiness like mine.

I have been eating poetry.

The librarian does not believe what she sees.
5 Her eyes are sad

and she walks with her hands in her dress.

The poems are gone.
The light is dim.

The dogs are on the basement stairs and coming up.

10 Their eyeballs roll,
their blond legs burn like brush.

The poor librarian begins to stamp her feet and weep.

She does not understand.
15 When I get on my knees and lick her hand,

She screams.

I am a new man.
I snarl at her and bark.

I romp with joy in the bookish dark.

-

From : Poulin Jr., A. ed. Contemporary American Poetry. Fifth Edition. Boston:

Houghton Mifflin Company, 199.P.590
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130 udnTud (Mark Stand) Whouilatl a.¢. 1934 dlundaudiuiiialuwanm
lasumsdnwuasUSyannnuminedenaauvisluaniys  weaidlu  Walusn  ala
(Fulbright Fellow) Puvdinends Waasud Ussmadand lasuneianiinusnanaswda
U 53979 1eaa$ ueatau Iw (Edgar Allen Poe Prize) uazluil a.a. 1990 lasumsen
daaliiiusauniuvieaw3m (The United States Poet Laureate)
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mnaannauarndnemasmniidunnndaddddy mw  “fid”  anuheadeiie
ussaning mwussanindniates ud “gia” maauuazuildussanind mwanvel
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DAVID TRINIDAD

Movin’ with Nancyl

It is almost time to grow up
Ieat my TV dinner™ and watch
Nancy Sinatra in 1996

All boots and thick blonde hair

I eat my TV dinner and watch
The daughter of Frank Sinatra’
All boots and thick blonde hair
She appears on “The Ed Sullivan Show”*

The daughter of Frank Sinatra
She sings “These Boots Are Made For Walkin’”
She appears on “The Ed Sullivan Show”

The song becomes a number one hit

She sings “These Boots Are Made For Walkin’”
She sings “Somethin’ Stupid” with her father
The song becomes a number one hit

She marries and divorces singer/actor Tommy Sands

She sings “Somethin’ Stupid” with her father

She sings “The Last Of The Secret Agents”

She marries and divorces singer/actor Tommy Sands
She sings “How Does That Grab You, Darlin’?”
She sings “Last Of The Secret Agents” =

She sings “Lightning’s Girl” and “Friday’s Child”
She sings “How Does That Grab You, Darlin’?”

She sings “Love Eyes” and “Sugar Town”
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25 She sings “Lightning’s Girl” and “Friday’s Child”
She puts herself in the hands of writer/producer Lee Hazelwood
She sings “Love Eyes” and “Sugar Town”

She co-stars with Elvis Presley in Speedway

. She puts herself in the hands of writer/producer Lee Hazelwood
30 Three gold records later
She co-stars with Elvis Presley in Speedway

She rides on Peter Fonda’s motofcycle5

Three gold records later
She has developed an identity of her own
35 She rides on Peter Fonda’s motorcycle

The wild angels6 roar into town

She has developed an identity of her own
Nancy Sinatra in 1966
The wild angels roar into town

40 It is almost time to grow up

1991
From : Hoover, Paul ed. Postmodern American Poetry. First edition. New York : W.W,

Norton & Company Inc, 1994. P. 596-597

FodaUnnacsad Nancy Sinatra 1in§a4 ViNUaes gnanIwey Frank Sinatra

? pwnsiidaguussyldmenulwiibiuges 1 Underdauduialiludifu naesfulsemudainnldamey
guliou duitisuwaseumll Tasawizaudunan Afiaundaagiu TV

* 1indas / inuane saation (1915-1998) HHANUENNUTN 6 NFITTH Lﬂuﬁns"aaﬁﬁunmnéwﬁcymnﬁ
goauninlulssiamansmsauaivasonim

* swnsinsvienivoeiioude Ed Sullivan dudie memsil duitosuiialdsusugniniu “aomtu?
UM “pop culture®

® INNIMBUFI3DY Easy Rider 59 Peter Fonda Huguamaih mwsud3aviilssauanudnianinags ms

TiFinptindasuailaslduninasloduuy Perer Fonda uwivus Idnaadiu «dns» fauminailuga

1960 BntauaninlUufud

MNBUGE Nancy Sinatra lHUGUAANNMEIAUNTN
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@30 13Ua@ ( David Trinidad ) fieuila?l a.e. 1953 'l-z?’-"a‘%mﬁvmoiﬁﬂ’lu%“g
undasidsnauld  Tumanasse 1980 wnlndBasungunifisiushfudaliiinssiu
unnidamaisisaunu i Beyond Baroque Fufluguiniiiwuswiuiias niia Jgua
awadiily socfindawdnmsBouninug?  Writer's Voice 289 YMCA #unsii
nasa

win wituaamiauused Tam asfenseuniheFinlssifurasauniol
Adesiunngludacduse g adhuiiomlumsidouunnivesn Tesawzdadadui
fiwaseunly (popular culture) lugand3s 1960

Tu “Movin with Nancy” v3fuae FaundnwaluvvaniadiGenduh tuay
(Pantoum) sunanwaluuuiiiisnwasiewaseiilundiwusunmin sxdsznaudaundan
( stanza ) wazu@arundana: i 4 UsINA USIHAN 2 uash 4 PBIUNGTUITEAY USSH AT
1 uasdl 3 weeundaly wesvrdadlesiuluifussuuaiuiuay Sundnwaluuudifui
HanfiuwagnaslunynInyuanmsinads

Tumsidion “Movin® ‘with Nancy’ n3iiuaaldfioUsziriupasaudunan uay
SausssuiFenh pop culwre NnsUwvuduilam daiiis awns TV, Memsinsied
ganfion wanaaien mneasiley aasnumweunisasionfinaradiu a3 iieu
mjnanlugaiudauiamudaiansasnweauas |

v3fiuan “aw fudavasunnd Ao ‘Moivin® ‘with Nancy’ Fufufadatninaszes
Nancy Sinara Toeidudasdiamsii  “fian” Falsg Nancy Sinawa sanviamsues Ed
Sullivan 11966 Mntufiflumswaislunuasdamuamuadaulmzes Nancy Mialu
MUBINEIUGIUBZDTIWIUNTDY UNUTANDNLED L‘éuﬁumnﬁ’;’aqLwaqﬂﬁ'uwaudmuuﬁd
Wi TOUWRIAET UFNMWOUGAY Elvis Presley  WazaudIe Nancy Jusinailasund
Peter Fonda LLE:?%'\I RIRIEVEN

Ussifuihaaide qulﬂﬁqﬁaaﬁﬂmumﬂumé’aulmﬂaq Nancy —Wav@d
wasulvniuiiamaminsddgednls Tuussiausnzasunndiudui 1 is  almost
time to grow up” ussluusmiagarefaudedaamudisriu da © It is almost time to
grow up” Thhdunaide neull Nancy awinanaslodzas Perter Fonda uunudsinasin
avlsmugiugiuinasansniuiisessdasisiadamaiuisamuinidanainues
Wy sespuwasgiuweduihnindes / dnuaasfiidlng  udwaaiuldnmediumes
gaallay  (EBauGNIULAzNEIAUTNTBInUdaNMEiY RN EaY/ENnEmMIaTEi
Faidnguaiamsnadise winntusaldnTawiudmmasmiv 3 af waudeamw
#UASERY Elvis Presley 5190 rock ‘n’ roll lufigaisaldindigaiiisadubuiunsiaies
Fivwenaddanuieadudssuaniiudrasdisdiidamsisalanmody
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“ghan” naullanueaeussiansneesunndn “ It is Almost time to Grow up ”
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ROBERTA HILL WHITEMAN

Star Quilt

These are notes to lightning in my bedroom.
A star forged from linen thread and patches.
Purple, yellow, red like diamond suckers, children

of the star gleam on sweaty nights. The quilt unfolds
5 against sheets, moving, warm clouds of Chinook.

It covers my cuts, my red birch clusters under pine

Under it your mouth begins a legend,
and wide as the plain, I hope Wisconsin marshes

promise your caress. The candle locks

10 us in forest smells, your cheek tattered
by shadow. Sweetened by wings, my mothlike heart

flies nightly among geraniums.

We know of land that looks lonely,
but isn't, of beef with hides of velveteen,
15 of sorrow, an eddy in blood.
»
Star quilt, sewn from dawn light by fingers
of flint, take away those touches

meant for noisier skins,

anoint us with grass and twilight air,
20 so we may embrace, two bitter roots

pushing back into the dust.

From : Madison, D. Soyini ed. The Woman That I Am. New York : St. Martin’s
Griffin, 1993. P.147
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