


"How The Pope Is Chosen"  

         -- ​James Tate​ --  

Any poodle under ten inches high is a toy. 

Almost always a toy is an imitation 

of something grown-ups use. 

Popes with unclipped hair are called "corded popes." 

If a Pope's hair is allowed to grow unchecked, 

it becomes extremely long and twists 

into long strands that look like ropes. 

When it is shorter it is tightly curled. 

Popes are very intelligent. 

There are three different sizes. 

The largest are called standard Popes. 

The medium-sized ones are called miniature Popes. 

I could go on like this, I could say: 

"He is a squarely built Pope, neat, 

well-proportioned, with an alert stance 

and an expression of bright curiosity," 

but I won't. After a poodle dies 

all the cardinals flock to the nearest 7-Eleven. 

They drink Slurpies until one of them throws up 

and then he's the new Pope. 

He is then fully armed and rides through the wilderness alone, 

day and night in all kinds of weather. 

The new Pope chooses the name he will use as Pope, 

like "Wild Bill" or "Buffalo Bill." 

He wears red shoes with a cross embroidered on the front. 

Most Popes are called "Babe" because 

growing up to become a Pope is a lot of fun. 

All the time their bodies are becoming bigger and stranger, 

but sometimes things happen to make them unhappy. 

They have to go to the bathroom by themselves, 

and they spend almost all of their time sleeping. 

Parents seem incapable of helping their little popes grow up. 

Fathers tell them over and over again not to lean out of windows, 

but the sky is full of them. 

It looks as if they are just taking it easy, 

but they are learning something else. 

What, we don't know, because we are not like them. 

We can't even dress like them. 

We are like red bugs or mites compared to them. 



We think we are having a good time cutting cartoons out of the paper, 

but really we are eating crumbs out of their hands. 

We are tiny germs that cannot be seen under microscopes. 

When a Pope is ready to come into the world, 

we try to sing a song, but the words do not fit the music too well. 

Some of the full-bodied popes are a million times bigger than us. 

They open their mouths at regular intervals. 

They are continually grinding up pieces of the cross 

and spitting them out. Black flies cling to their lips. 

Once they are elected they are given a bowl of cream 

and a puppy clip. Eyebrows are a protection 

when the Pope must plunge through dense underbrush 

in search of a sheep. 

 











































































































Send No Money by Philip Larkin

Standing under the fobbed
Impendent belly of Time
Tell me the truth, I said,
Teach me the way things go.
All the other lads there
Were itching to have a bash,
But I thought wanting unfair:
It and finding out clash.

So he patted my head, booming Boy,
There's no green in your eye:
Sit here and watch the hail
Of occurence clobber life out
To a shape no one sees -
Dare you look at that straight?
Oh thank you, I said, Oh yes please,
And sat down to wait.

Half life is over now,
And I meet full face on dark mornings
The bestial visor, bent in
By the blows of what happened to happen.
What does it prove? Sod all.
In this way I spent youth,
Tracing the trite untransferable
Truss-advertisement, truth

High Windows by Philip Larkin

When I see a couple of kids
And guess he's fucking her and she's
Taking pills or wearing a diaphragm,
I know this is paradise

Everyone old has dreamed of all their lives--
Bonds and gestures pushed to one side
Like an outdated combine harvester,
And everyone young going down the long slide

To happiness, endlessly. I wonder if
Anyone looked at me, forty years back,
And thought, That'll be the life;
No God any more, or sweating in the dark

About hell and that, or having to hide
What you think of the priest. He
And his lot will all go down the long slide
Like free bloody birds. And immediately

Rather than words comes the thought of high windows:
The sun-comprehending glass,
And beyond it, the deep blue air, that shows
Nothing, and is nowhere, and is endless.

This Be The Verse by Philip Larkin
They fuck you up, your mum and dad.
They may not mean to, but they do.
They fill you with the faults they had
And add some extra, just for you.

But they were fucked up in their turn
By fools in old-style hats and coats,
Who half the time were soppy-stern
And half at one another's throats.



Man hands on misery to man.
It deepens like a coastal shelf.
Get out as early as you can,
And don't have any kids

The Whitsun Weddings by Philip Larkin

That Whitsun, I was late getting away:
Not till about
One-twenty on the sunlit Saturday
Did my three-quarters-empty train pull out,
All windows down, all cushions hot, all sense
Of being in a hurry gone. We ran
Behind the backs of houses, crossed a street
Of blinding windscreens, smelt the fish-dock; thence
The river's level drifting breadth began,
Where sky and Lincolnshire and water meet.

All afternoon, through the tall heat that slept
For miles inland,
A slow and stopping curve southwards we kept.
Wide farms went by, short-shadowed cattle, and
Canals with floatings of industrial froth;
A hothouse flashed uniquely: hedges dipped
And rose: and now and then a smell of grass
Displaced the reek of buttoned carriage-cloth
Until the next town, new and nondescript,
Approached with acres of dismantled cars.

At first, I didn't notice what a noise
The weddings made
Each station that we stopped at: sun destroys
The interest of what's happening in the shade,
And down the long cool platforms whoops and skirls
I took for porters larking with the mails,
And went on reading. Once we started, though,
We passed them, grinning and pomaded, girls
In parodies of fashion, heels and veils,
All posed irresolutely, watching us go,

As if out on the end of an event
Waving goodbye
To something that survived it. Struck, I leant
More promptly out next time, more curiously,
And saw it all again in different terms:
The fathers with broad belts under their suits
And seamy foreheads; mothers loud and fat;
An uncle shouting smut; and then the perms,
The nylon gloves and jewellery-substitutes,
The lemons, mauves, and olive-ochres that

Marked off the girls unreally from the rest.
Yes, from cafés
And banquet-halls up yards, and bunting-dressed
Coach-party annexes, the wedding-days
Were coming to an end. All down the line
Fresh couples climbed aboard: the rest stood round;
The last confetti and advice were thrown,
And, as we moved, each face seemed to define
Just what it saw departing: children frowned
At something dull; fathers had never known

Success so huge and wholly farcical;
The women shared



The secret like a happy funeral;
While girls, gripping their handbags tighter, stared
At a religious wounding. Free at last,
And loaded with the sum of all they saw,
We hurried towards London, shuffling gouts of steam.
Now fields were building-plots, and poplars cast
Long shadows over major roads, and for
Some fifty minutes, that in time would seem

Just long enough to settle hats and say
I nearly died,
A dozen marriages got under way.
They watched the landscape, sitting side by side
- An Odeon went past, a cooling tower, And
someone running up to bowl - and none
Thought of the others they would never meet
Or how their lives would all contain this hour.
I thought of London spread out in the sun,
Its postal districts packed like squares of wheat:

There we were aimed. And as we raced across
Bright knots of rail
Past standing Pullmans, walls of blackened moss
Came close, and it was nearly done, this frail
Travelling coincidence; and what it held
stood ready to be loosed with all the power
That being changed can give. We slowed again,
And as the tightened brakes took hold, there swelled
A sense of falling, like an arrow-shower
Sent out of sight, somewhere becoming rain.

Aubade by Philip Larkin
I work all day, and get half-drunk at night.
Waking at four to soundless dark, I stare.
In time the curtain-edges will grow light.
Till then I see what's really always there:
Unresting death, a whole day nearer now,
Making all thought impossible but how
And where and when I shall myself die.
Arid interrogation: yet the dread
Of dying, and being dead,
Flashes afresh to hold and horrify.

The mind blanks at the glare. Not in remorse
-- The good not done, the love not given, time
Torn off unused -- nor wretchedly because
An only life can take so long to climb
Clear of its wrong beginnings, and may never;
But at the total emptiness for ever,
The sure extinction that we travel to
And shall be lost in always. Not to be here,
Not to be anywhere,
And soon; nothing more terrible, nothing more true.

This is a special way of being afraid
No trick dispels. Religion used to try,
That vast moth-eaten musical brocade
Created to pretend we never die,
And specious stuff that says No rational being
Can fear a thing it will not feel, not seeing
That this is what we fear -- no sight, no sound,
No touch or taste or smell, nothing to think with,
Nothing to love or link with,
The anaesthetic from which none come round.



And so it stays just on the edge of vision,
A small unfocused blur, a standing chill
That slows each impulse down to indecision.
Most things may never happen: this one will,
And realisation of it rages out
In furnace-fear when we are caught without
People or drink. Courage is no good:
It means not scaring others. Being brave
Lets no one off the grave.
Death is no different whined at than withstood.

Slowly light strengthens, and the room takes shape.
It stands plain as a wardrobe, what we know,
Have always known, know that we can't escape,
Yet can't accept. One side will have to go.
Meanwhile telephones crouch, getting ready to ring
In locked-up offices, and all the uncaring
Intricate rented world begins to rouse.
The sky is white as clay, with no sun.
Work has to be done.
Postmen like doctors go from house to house.

Church Going by Philip Larkin
Once I am sure there's nothing going on
I step inside, letting the door thud shut.
Another church: matting, seats, and stone,
And little books; sprawlings of flowers, cut
For Sunday, brownish now; some brass and stuff
Up at the holy end; the small neat organ;
And a tense, musty, unignorable silence,
Brewed God knows how long. Hatless, I take off
My cycle-clips in awkward reverence,
Move forward, run my hand around the font.
From where I stand, the roof looks almost new-
Cleaned or restored? Someone would know: I don't.
Mounting the lectern, I peruse a few
Hectoring large-scale verses, and pronounce
"Here endeth" much more loudly than I'd meant.
The echoes snigger briefly. Back at the door
I sign the book, donate an Irish sixpence,
Reflect the place was not worth stopping for.

Yet stop I did: in fact I often do,
And always end much at a loss like this,
Wondering what to look for; wondering, too,
When churches fall completely out of use
What we shall turn them into, if we shall keep
A few cathedrals chronically on show,
Their parchment, plate, and pyx in locked cases,
And let the rest rent-free to rain and sheep.
Shall we avoid them as unlucky places?

Or, after dark, will dubious women come
To make their children touch a particular stone;
Pick simples for a cancer; or on some
Advised night see walking a dead one?
Power of some sort or other will go on
In games, in riddles, seemingly at random;
But superstition, like belief, must die,
And what remains when disbelief has gone?
Grass, weedy pavement, brambles, buttress, sky,

A shape less recognizable each week,
A purpose more obscure. I wonder who
Will be the last, the very last, to seek
This place for what it was; one of the crew



That tap and jot and know what rood-lofts were?
Some ruin-bibber, randy for antique,
Or Christmas-addict, counting on a whiff
Of gown-and-bands and organ-pipes and myrrh?
Or will he be my representative,

Bored, uninformed, knowing the ghostly silt
Dispersed, yet tending to this cross of ground
Through suburb scrub because it held unspilt
So long and equably what since is found
Only in separation -- marriage, and birth,
And death, and thoughts of these -- for whom was built
This special shell? For, though I've no idea
What this accoutred frowsty barn is worth,
It pleases me to stand in silence here;

A serious house on serious earth it is,
In whose blent air all our compulsions meet,
Are recognised, and robed as destinies.
And that much never can be obsolete,
Since someone will forever be surprising
A hunger in himself to be more serious,
And gravitating with it to this ground,
Which, he once heard, was proper to grow wise in,
If only that so many dead lie round.

The Trees by Philip Larkin

The trees are coming into leaf
Like something almost being said;
The recent buds relax and spread,
Their greenness is a kind of grief.

Is it that they are born again
And we grow old? No, they die too,
Their yearly trick of looking new
Is written down in rings of grain.

Yet still the unresting castles thresh
In full grown thickness every May.
Last year is dead, they seem to say,
Begin afresh, afresh, afresh.

Love Again by Philip Larkin

Love again: wanking at ten past three
(Surely he's taken her home by now?),
The bedroom hot as a bakery,
The drink gone dead, without showing how
To meet tomorrow, and afterwards,
And the usual pain, like dysentery.

Someone else feeling her breasts and cunt,
Someone else drowned in that lash-wide stare,
And me supposed to be ignorant,
Or find it funny, or not to care,
Even ... but why put it into words?
Isolate rather this element

That spreads through other lives like a tree
And sways them on in a sort of sense
And say why it never worked for me.
Something to do with violence
A long way back, and wrong rewards,
And arrogant eternity.



A Study Of Reading Habits by Philip Larkin

When getting my nose in a book
Cured most things short of school,
It was worth ruining my eyes
To know I could still keep cool,
And deal out the old right hook
To dirty dogs twice my size.

Later, with inch-thick specs,
Evil was just my lark:
Me and my coat and fangs
Had ripping times in the dark.
The women I clubbed with sex!
I broke them up like meringues.

Don't read much now: the dude
Who lets the girl down before
The hero arrives, the chap
Who's yellow and keeps the store
Seem far too familiar. Get stewed:
Books are a load of crap.

Toads by Philip Larkin

Why should I let the toad work
Squat on my life?
Can't I use my wit as a pitchfork
And drive the brute off?

Six days of the week it soils
With its sickening poison -
Just for paying a few bills!
That's out of proportion.

Lots of folk live on their wits:
Lecturers, lispers,
Losels, loblolly-men, louts-
They don't end as paupers;

Lots of folk live up lanes
With fires in a bucket,
Eat windfalls and tinned sardines-
they seem to like it.

Their nippers have got bare feet,
Their unspeakable wives
Are skinny as whippets - and yet
No one actually starves.

Ah, were I courageous enough
To shout Stuff your pension!
But I know, all too well, that's the stuff
That dreams are made on:

For something sufficiently toad-like
Squats in me, too;
Its hunkers are heavy as hard luck,
And cold as snow,

And will never allow me to blarney
My way of getting
The fame and the girl and the money
All at one sitting.



I don't say, one bodies the other
One's spiritual truth;
But I do say it's hard to lose either,
When you have both.

The Old Fools by Philip Larkin

What do they think has happened, the old fools,
To make them like this? Do they somehow suppose
It's more grown-up when your mouth hangs open and drools,
And you keep on pissing yourself, and can't remember
Who called this morning? Or that, if they only chose,
They could alter things back to when they danced all night,
Or went to their wedding, or sloped arms some September?
Or do they fancy there's really been no change,
And they've always behaved as if they were crippled or tight,
Or sat through days of thin continuous dreaming
Watching the light move? If they don't (and they can't), it's strange;
Why aren't they screaming?

At death you break up: the bits that were you
Start speeding away from each other for ever
With no one to see. It's only oblivion, true:
We had it before, but then it was going to end,
And was all the time merging with a unique endeavour
To bring to bloom the million-petalled flower
Of being here. Next time you can't pretend
There'll be anything else. And these are the first signs:
Not knowing how, not hearing who, the power
Of choosing gone. Their looks show that they're for it:
Ash hair, toad hands, prune face dried into lines -
How can they ignore it?

Perhaps being old is having lighted rooms
Inside you head, and people in them, acting
People you know, yet can't quite name; each looms
Like a deep loss restored, from known doors turning,
Setting down a lamp, smiling from a stair, extracting
A known book from the shelves; or sometimes only
The rooms themselves, chairs and a fire burning,
The blown bush at the window, or the sun's
Faint friendliness on the wall some lonely
Rain-ceased midsummer evening. That is where they live:
Not here and now, but where all happened once.
This is why they give

An air of baffled absence, trying to be there
Yet being here. For the rooms grow farther, leaving
Incompetent cold, the constant wear and tear
Of taken breath, and them crouching below
Extinction's alp, the old fools, never perceiving
How near it is. This must be what keeps them quiet:
The peak that stays in view wherever we go
For them is rising ground. Can they never tell
What is dragging them back, and how it will end? Not at night?
Not when the strangers come? Never, throughout
The whole hideous inverted childhood? Well,
We shall find out.



Continuing To Live by Philip Larkin

Continuing to live -- that is, repeat
A habit formed to get necessaries --
Is nearly always losing, or going without.
It varies.

This loss of interest, hair, and enterprise --
Ah, if the game were poker, yes,
You might discard them, draw a full house!
But it's chess.

And once you have walked the length of your mind, what
You command is clear as a lading-list.
Anything else must not, for you, be thought
To exist.

And what's the profit? Only that, in time,
We half-identify the blind impress
All our behavings bear, may trace it home.
But to confess,

On that green evening when our death begins,
Just what it was, is hardly satisfying,
Since it applied only to one man once,
And that one dying.

Maturity by Philip Larkin

A stationary sense... as, I suppose,
I shall have, till my single body grows
Inaccurate, tired;
Then I shall start to feel the backward pull
Take over, sickening and masterful -
Some say, desired.

And this must be the prime of life... I blink,
As if at pain; for it is pain, to think
This pantomime
Of compensating act and counter-act
Defeat and counterfeit, makes up, in fact
My ablest time.

Ignorance by Philip Larkin

Strange to know nothing, never to be sure
Of what is true or right or real,
But forced to qualify or so I feel,
Or Well, it does seem so:
Someone must know.

Strange to be ignorant of the way things work:
Their skill at finding what they need,
Their sense of shape, and punctual spread of seed,
And willingness to change;
Yes, it is strange,

Even to wear such knowledge - for our flesh
Surrounds us with its own decisions -
And yet spend all our life on imprecisions,
That when we start to die
Have no idea why.



Autobiography At An Air-Station by Philip Larkin

Delay, well, travellers must expect
Delay. For how long? No one seems to know.
With all the luggage weighed, the tickets checked,
It can't be long... We amble too and fro,
Sit in steel chairs, buy cigarettes and sweets
And tea, unfold the papers. Ought we to smile,
Perhaps make friends? No: in the race for seats
You're best alone. Friendship is not worth while.

Six hours pass: if I'd gone by boat last night
I'd be there now. Well, it's too late for that.
The kiosk girl is yawning. I fell stale,
Stupified, by inaction - and, as light
Begins to ebb outside, by fear, I set
So much on this Assumption. Now it's failed.







Geography of the Forehead  
by Ron Koertge 
 
Everyone thinks the brain is so complicated, 
but let’s look at the facts. The frontal lobe, 
for example, is located in the front! And 
the temporal lobe is where the clock is. 
What could be simpler? 
 
The hippocampal fissure is where big, dumb 
thoughts camp, while at the Fissure of Rolando 
dark-skinned men with one gold earring lie 
around the fire and play guitars. 
 
The superior frontal convolution is where 
a lot of really nice houses are set back off 
a twisty road, while the inferior frontal 
convolution is a kind of trailer park, regularly 
leveled by brainstorms. 
 
The area of Broca is pretty much off limits. 
And if you know Broca, you know why. 
 
----------------------------------------- 
 
Limericks  
by Gary Johnson 
 
There was an old lady of Queens 
Who survived on wieners and beans. 
Wearing Army surplus, 
Riding the bus, 
And stealing from vending machines. 
 
A misanthrope living in Raleigh 
Believed human friendship was folly 
But he did get it on 
With a trumpeter swan 
And was fond of a miniature collie. 
 
An old fellow lived in St. James 
Whose parents were in silver frames 
And looked down from the wall 
And if he swore at all, 
Their pictures burst into flames. 
 
An old fellow up in Two Harbors 
No longer bothered with barbers. 
He let his hair grow 
Ten feet or so 
And wore it on overhead arbors. 
 
------------------------------------ 
 
 
  



Ice Cream Stop  
by Shel Silverstein 
 
The circus train made an ice cream stop 
At the fifty-two-flavor ice cream stand. 
The animals all got off the train 
And walked right up to the ice cream man. 
 
“I’ll take Vanilla,” yelled the gorilla. 
“I’ll take Chocolate,” shouted the ocelot. 
“I’ll take the Strawberry,” chirped the canary. 
“Rocky Road,” croaked the toad. 
“Lemon and Lime,” growled the lion. 
 
Said the ice cream man, “‘Til I see a dime. 
You’ll get no ice cream of mine.” 
 
Then the animals snarled and screeched and growled 
And whinnied and whimpered and hooted and howled 
And gobbled up the whole ice cream stand, 
All fifty-two flavors 
(Fifty-three with Ice Cream Man). 
 
-------------------------------- 
 
Looking (or the Auger of Alzheimer's) 
by W.D. Snodgrass  
 
What was I looking for today? 
All that poking under the rugs, 
Peering under the lamps and chairs, 
Or going from room to room that way, 
Forever up and down the stairs 
Like someone stupid with sleep or drugs. 
 
Everywhere I was, was wrong. 
I started turning the drawers out, then 
I was staring in at the icebox door 
Wondering if I’d been there long 
Wondering what I was looking for. 
Later on, I think I went back again. 
 
Where did the rest of the time go? 
Was I down cellar? I can’t recall 
Finding the light switch, or the last 
Place I’ve had it, or how I’d know 
I didn’t look at it and go past. 
Or whether it’s what I want, at all. 
 
---------------------------------- 
 
 
  



Nothing Is Lost  
by Noel Coward 
 
Deep in our sub-conscious, we are told 
Lie all our memories, lie all the notes 
Of all the music we have ever heard 
And all the phrases those we loved have spoken, 
Sorrows and losses time has since consoled, 
Family jokes, out-moded anecdotes 
Each sentimental souvenir and token 
Everything seen, experienced, each word 
Addressed to us in infancy, before 
Before we could even know or understand 
The implications of our wonderland. 
There they all are, the legendary lies 
The birthday treats, the sights, the sounds, the tears 
Forgotten debris of forgotten years 
Waiting to be recalled, waiting to rise 
Before our world dissolves before our eyes 
Waiting for some small, intimate reminder, 
A word, a tune, a known familiar scent 
An echo from the past when, innocent 
We looked upon the present with delight 
And doubted not the future would be kinder 
And never knew the loneliness of night. 
 
------------------------------------------ 
 
In the Hospital  
by George Garrett  
 
Here everything is white and clean 
as driftwood. Pain’s localized 
and suffering, strictly routine, 
goes on behind a modest screen. 
 
Softly the nurses glide on wheels, 
crackle like windy sails, smelling of soap, 
I’m needled and the whole room reels. 
The Fury asks me how I feel 
 
and, grinning turns to the brisk care 
of an old man’s need, he who awake 
is silent, at the window stares, 
sleeping, like drowning, cries for air. 
 
And finally the fever like a spell 
my years cast off. I notice now 
nurse’s firm buttocks, the ripe swell 
of her breasts. It seems I will get well. 
 
Next visitors with magazines; 
they come whispering as in church. 
The old man looks away and leans 
toward light. Dying, too, is a routine. 
 
I pack my bag and say goodbyes. 
So long to nurse and this Sargasso Sea. 
I nod to him and in his eyes 
read, raging, the seabird’s lonely cries. 
 
----------------------------------------- 
 
  



 
To the Student Who Asked Why He Earned a "C" on an Essay about Love  
by Clint Margrave 
 
Because love has its own grammar, 
its own sentences, 
some that run-on too long, 
others just fragments. 
It uses a language 
not always appropriate 
or too informal, 
and often lacks clarity. 
 
Love is punctuated all wrong, 
changes tenses abruptly, 
relies heavily 
on the first person, 
can be redundant, 
awkward, 
full of unnecessary repetition. 
 
Every word is compounded. 
Every phrase, transitional. 
 
Love doesn’t always know the difference 
between lie and lay, 
its introductions sometimes 
lack a well-developed thesis, 
its claims go unfounded, 
its ad-hominem attacks 
call in question 
its authority. 
 
With a style that’s inconsistent, 
a voice either too critical 
or too passive, 
love is a rough draft 
in constant need of revision, 
whose conclusion 
rarely gives any sense 
of closure, 
or reveals the lingering 
possibilities of a topic 
that always expects high praise, 
and more often than not 
fails to be anything 
but average. 
 
---------------------------------- 
 
 
  



String Theory  
by Ronald Wallace  
 
I have to believe a Beethoven 
string quartet is not unlike 
the elliptical music of gossip: 
one violin excited 
to pass its small story along 
to the next violin and the next 
until, finally, come full circle, 
the whole conversation is changed. 
 
And I have to believe such music 
is at work at the deep heart of things, 
that under the protons and electrons, 
behind the bosons and quarks, 
with their bonds and strange attractors, 
these strings, these tiny vibrations, 
abuzz with their big ideas, 
are filling the universe with gossip, 
the unsung art of small talk 
 
that, not unlike busybody Beethoven, 
keeps us forever together, even 
when everything’s flying apart. 
 
-------------------------------- 
 
Think and Do  
by Ron Padgett 
 
I always have to be doing something, accomplishing some- 
thing, fixing something, going somewhere, feeling purposeful, 
useful, competent—even coughing, as I just did, gives me the 
satisfaction of having “just cleared something up.” The phone 
bill arrives and minutes later I’ve written the check. The world 
starts to go to war and I shout, “Hey, wait a second, let’s think 
about this!” and they lay down their arms and ruminate. Now 
they are frozen in postures of thought, like Rodin’s statue, the 
one outside Philosophy Hall at Columbia. His accomplish- 
ments are muscular. How could a guy with such big muscles be 
thinking so much? It gives you the idea that he’s worked all his 
life to get those muscles, and now he has no use for them. It 
makes him pensive, sober, even depressed sometimes, and 
because his range of motion is nil, he cannot leap down from 
the pedestal and attend classes in Philosophy Hall. I am so 
lucky to be elastic! I am so happy to be able to think of the 
word elastic, and have it snap me back to underwear, which 
reminds me: I have to do the laundry soon. 
 
-------------------------------------------- 
 
 
 
  





Ex-Boyfriends  
by Kim Addonizio  
 
They hang around, hitting on your friends 
or else you never hear from them again. 
They call when they’re drunk, or finally get sober, 
 
they’re passing through town and want dinner, 
they take your hand across the table, kiss you 
when you come back from the bathroom. 
 
They were your loves, your victims, 
your good dogs or bad boys, and they’re over 
you now. One writes a book in which a woman 
 
who sounds suspiciously like you 
is the first to be sadistically dismembered 
by a serial killer. They’re getting married 
 
and want you to be the first to know, 
or they’ve been fired and need a loan, 
their new girlfriend hates you, 
 
they say they don’t miss you but show up 
in your dreams, calling to you from the shoeboxes 
where they’re buried in rows in your basement. 
 
Some nights you find one floating into bed with you, 
propped on an elbow, giving you a look 
of fascination, a look that says I can’t believe 
 
I’ve found you. It’s the same way 
your current boyfriend gazed at you last night, 
before he pulled the plug on the tiny white lights 
 
above the bed, and moved against you in the dark 
broken occasionally by the faint restless arcs 
of headlights from the freeway’s passing trucks, 
 
the big rigs that travel and travel, 
hauling their loads between cities, warehouses, 
following the familiar routes of their loneliness. 
 
---------------------------------- 
 
 
  



Suicides  
by Faith Shearin  
 
There was the one who walked into a river 
with her pockets full of stones and the one 
who started her car with the garage door closed, 
determined to drive herself elsewhere. 
The youngest went into the kitchen 
and placed her head where she had 
so often placed chickens or hams. 
These were the women whose voices 
I carried in my backpacks, whose books 
moved with me from one city to another 
and, one day, I realized I had outlived 
all of them. I was sad that they could 
not describe the other world, 
that they offered no map to old age. 
Was it dangerous to write? I began 
to walk more carefully beside rivers, 
to eat cold food, to let someone else 
back the car out of the driveway. 
 
??? 
When Dave calls from California 
to tell me his girlfriend is pregnant, 
it was an accident 
but she wants to keep it anyway, 
 
although Dave’s not so sure, he has his doubts— 
in fact, when he really thinks about it, 
not in this lifetime 
nor in any foreseeable lifetime 
does he see himself actually becoming a dad— 
 
I realize the two of them are about to embark 
upon a long and dangerous pilgrimage 
through a wilderness called Confusion, 
leading to a scorching desert called Pain, 
and down into a rocky valley 
called Couples Counseling. 
 
They’re x-raying their relationship 
like a couple of art collectors 
trying to figure out if the Rembrandt 
they bought last month is a fake. 
 
They’re giving their love the third-degree 
under a hot and blinding light, 
and by God they better get some answers. 
 
Meanwhile, every day 
that tongueless little sachet of cells 
is finding more and more articulate ways 
of saying, What about me? 
 
But I’m just strolling in my garden 
with a glass of cold white wine, 
watching the daisies wave their yellow flags 
from that beautiful country 
called Not My Problem. 
 
----------------------------- 
 
  



Wincing at the Beautiful  
by Paul Hostovsky  
 
So my friend Phil is telling me how 
he can’t get a date 
how he loves women and how 
they’re always giving him looks 
so I ask him what kind of looks 
so he winces at the beautiful 
braless young woman passing by 
at that particular propitious moment 
giving her a look of such 
longing and longevity 
that she returns his look with a look 
that kills his entire family tree 
from the roots to the unimagined 
blossoms of the great grandchildren shriveling 
on his shriveling bough 
and I think I’ve diagnosed his problem now 
and I think of quoting some lines from Rilke 
but on second thought I think 
a sports metaphor might serve him better 
so I steer the conversation round to basketball 
and the three second rule 
which says you can only stand inside 
the key for three seconds 
before they blow the whistle 
they’re just blowing the whistle on you Phil 
for breaking the three second rule 
for standing there with your eyes 
popping out like basketballs 
it’s a game like any other I tell him 
then I ask him if he wants to score 
and now that I have his attention 
I throw in those lines from Rilke 
I tell him that beauty is nothing 
but the beginning of terror 
we’re still just able to bear 
and the reason we adore it so 
is that it serenely disdains to destroy us 
and he winces again and this time 
it’s at the beauty of those lines 
or maybe their truth which hits him 
like a three-pointer now 
that Rilke hits all the way from Germany 
at a distance of a hundred years 
 
---------------------------------------- 
 
 
  



Song on The End of The World 
by Czeslaw Milosz 
 
On the day the world ends  
A bee circles a clover,  
A Fisherman mends a glimmering net.  
Happy porpoises jump in the sea,  
By the rainspout young sparrows are playing  
And the snake is gold-skinned as it it should always be.  
 
On the day the world ends  
Women walk through fields under their umbrellas  
A drunkard grows sleepy at the edge of a lawn,  
Vegetable peddlers shout in the street  
And a yellow-sailed boat comes nearer the island,  
The voice of a violin lasts in the air  
And leads into a starry night.  
 
And those who expected lightning and thunder  
Are disappointed.  
And those who expected signs and archangels' trumps  
Do not believe it is happening now.  
As long as the sun and the moon are above,  
As long as the bumblebee visits a rose  
As long as rosy infants are born  
No one believes it is happening now.  
 
Only a white-haired old man, who would be a prophet,  
Yet is not a prophet, for he's much too busy,  
Repeats while he binds his tomatoes:  
No other end of the world there will be,  
No other end of the world there will be.  
 
------------------------------------------- 
 
Used Book  
by Julie Kane  
 
What luck—an open bookstore up ahead 
as rain lashed awnings over Royal Street, 
and then to find the books were secondhand, 
with one whole wall assigned to poetry; 
and then, as if that wasn’t luck enough, 
to find, between Jarrell and Weldon Kees, 
the blue-on-cream, familiar backbone of 
my chapbook, out of print since ’83— 
its cover very slightly coffee-stained, 
but aging (all in all) no worse than flesh 
through all those cycles of the seasons since 
its publication by a London press. 
Then, out of luck, I read the name inside: 
The man I thought would love me till I died. 
 
---------------------------------- 
 
  



What I Know  
by Lee Robinson 
 
What I know for sure is less and less: 
that a hot bath won’t cure loneliness. 
 
That bacon is the best bad thing to chew 
and what you love may kill you. 
 
The odd connection between perfection 
and foolishness, like the pelican 
diving for his fish. 
 
How silly sex is. 
How, having it, we glimpse 
our holiness. 
 
What I know is less and less. 
What I want is more and more: 
 
you against me— 
your ferocious tenderness— 
 
love like a star, 
once small and far, 
now huge, now near. 
 
----------------------------- 
 
Modern Declaration  
by Edna St. Vincent Millay 
 
I, having loved ever since I was a child a few things, never 
        having wavered 
In these affections; never through shyness in the houses of the 
        rich or in the presence of clergymen· having denied these 
        loves; 
Never when worked upon by cynics like chiropractors having 
        grunted or clicked a vertebra to the discredit of these 
        loves; 
Never when anxious to land a job having diminished them by 
        a conniving smile; or when befuddled by drink 
Jeered at them through heartache or lazily fondled the fingers 
        of their alert enemies; declare 
 
That I shall love you always. 
No matter what party is in power; 
No matter what temporarily expedient combination of allied 
        interests wins the war; 
Shall love you always. 
 
-------------------------------------- 
 
  



What She Taught Me  
by Marjorie Saiser 
 
She taught me linking verbs, predicate nouns, 
long division, have a Kleenex ready, an apple 
a day. She taught me three-quarter time, Greenwich 
 
Mean Time. She taught me do re mi, Mexicali Rose, 
Rose, Rose, my Rose of San Antone. She taught me 
Peas Peas Peas Peas, Eating Goober Peas. 
She taught me that a peanut is a goober pea 
 
in certain parts of the world, that it is fine 
for things to be different in different parts 
of the world, no two goobers alike in their 
 
dry red skins, their pock-marked pods, 
that there are latitudes and longitudes we have 
never seen, that she had seen some part, 
and so would I, that I need not 
 
forego either the swings or baseball, that spelling 
is on Friday and it is OK to learn more 
than one list, including the hard list; it is not 
 
showing off—it is using what you have. 
That using what you have will not please 
everybody, that marrying a man of a different stripe 
 
is not a popular thing in a small town in the fifties, 
and divorcing and coming home with a child 
is even worse, and that you 
get up every morning anyway, 
and do your work. 
 
------------------------------------------ 
 
Meditation on Ruin  
by Jay Hopler 
 
It’s not the lost lover that brings us to ruin, or the barroom brawl, 
         or the con game gone bad, or the beating 
Taken in the alleyway. But the lost car keys, 
The broken shoelace, 
The overcharge at the gas pump 
Which we broach without comment—these are the things that 
         eat away at life, these constant vibrations 
In the web of the unremarkable. 
 
The death of a father—the death of the mother— 
The sudden loss shocks the living flesh alive! But the broken 
         pair of glasses, 
The tear in the trousers, 
These begin an ache behind the eyes. 
And it’s this ache to which we will ourselves 
Oblivious. We are oblivious. Then, one morning—there’s a 
         crack in the water glass—we wake to find ourselves undone. 

  
---------------------------------------------------------- 
 
  



Complaint  
by James Wright 
 
She’s gone. She was my love, my moon or more. 
She chased the chickens out and swept the floor, 
Emptied the bones and nut-shells after feasts, 
And smacked the kids for leaping up like beasts. 
Now morbid boys have grown past awkwardness; 
The girls let stitches out, dress after dress, 
To free some swinging body’s riding space 
And form the new child’s unimagined face. 
Yet, while vague nephews, spitting on their curls, 
Amble to pester winds and blowsy girls, 
What arm will sweep the room, what hand will hold 
New snow against the milk to keep it cold? 
And who will dump the garbage, feed the hogs, 
And pitch the chickens’ heads to hungry dogs? 
Not my lost hag who dumbly bore such pain: 
Childbirth at midnight sassafras and rain. 
New snow against her face and hands she bore, 
And now lies down, who was my moon or more. 
 
-------------------------------------- 
 
Ode to the Fish  
by Ellen Bass 
 
Nights when I can’t sleep, I listen to the sea lions 
barking from the rocks off the lighthouse. 
I look out the black window into the black night 
and think about fish stirring the oceans. 
Muscular tuna, their lunge and thrash 
churning the water, whipping up a squall, 
storm of hunger. Herring cruising, 
river of silver in the sea, wide as a lit city. 
And all the small breaths: pulse 
of frilled jellyfish, thrust of squid, 
frenzy of krill, transparent skin glowing 
green with the glass shells of diatoms. 
Billions swarming up the water column each night, 
gliding down at dawn. They’re the greased motor 
that powers the world. Shipping heat 
to the arctic, hauling cold to the tropics, 
currents unspooling around the globe. 
My room is so still, the bureau lifeless, 
and on it, inert, the paraphernalia of humans: 
keys, coins, shells that once rocked in the tides— 
opalescent abalone, pearl earrings. 
Only the clock’s sea-green numerals 
register small changes. And shadows 
the moon casts—fan of maple branches— 
tick across the room. But beyond the cliffs 
a blue whale sounds and surfaces, cosmic 
ladle scooping the icy depths. An artery so wide, 
I could swim through into its thousand-pound heart. 
 
------------------------------------- 
 
 
  



In Passing  
by Ted Kooser 
 
From a half block off I see you coming, 
walking briskly along, carrying parcels, 
furtively glancing up into the faces 
of people approaching, looking for someone 
you know, holding your smile in your mouth 
like a pebble, keeping it moist and ready, 
being careful not to swallow. 
 
I know that hope so open on your face, 
know how your heart would lift to see just one 
among us who remembered. If only someone 
would call out your name, would smile, 
so happy to see you again. You shift 
your heavy parcels, hunch up your shoulders, 
and press ahead into the moment. 
 
From a few feet away, you recognize me, 
or think you do. I see you preparing your face, 
getting your greeting ready. Do I know you? 
Both of us wonder. Swiftly we meet and pass, 
averting our eyes, close enough to touch, 
but not touching. I could not let you know 
that I’ve forgotten, and yet you know. 
 
------------------------------------------ 
 
 
  





The Merger  
by Charles W. Pratt 
 
(for my son) 
 
Trying to think of something useful 
To say about marriage, I remember 
A morning when I was twenty-plus, 
Self-absorbed in my tinny pink 
Renault Dauphine, my Little Toot, 
And I tried to get by a tank-truck on 
A bendy road too briefly straight. 
Shuddering, pedal floored, my frivolous 
Vessel leveled with the cab 
Like a pilot fish by a shark’s grim grille. 
Then there was a car ahead of us 
And, as I tried to floor a pedal 
Already on the floor, the blue 
Of ice I hadn’t seen. Spinning 
Toward the implacable hugeness of the cab, looking up 
Into the eyes of the truckdriver, I felt 
Only the sweet certainty of 
Submission, call it love, as if 
Already I had left myself and could look 
Down with the driver’s godlike and loving 
Eyes at a comical pink Dauphine 
Sliding backwards down the road, then spinning 
Again and into a snowbank, tilted 
Against a tree. One flat tire 
And a dent in the roof I pushed out myself. 
I made it to work on time. Because 
The truckdriver had seen the oncoming car 
Before I had, had seen the patch of blue 
And had slowed to let me by, I met 
And married your mother, and you were born 
And have grown up to meet and marry, and I 
Have begun to understand the blind 
Release of self to the will of another 
And the answering wise, dispassionate 
Restraint of the merger we call marriage. 
 
-------------------------------------- 
 
Fiction  
by Howard Nemerov 
 
The people in the elevator all 
Face front, they all keep still, they all 
Look up with the rapt and stupid look of saints 
In paintings at the numbers that light up 
By turn and turn to tell them where they are. 
They are doing the dance, they are playing the game. 
 
To get here they have gone by avenue 
And street, by ordinate and abscissa, and now 
By this new coordinate, up. They are three- 
dimensional characters, taken from real life; 
They have their fates, whether to rise or fall, 
And when their numbers come up they get out. 
 
-------------------------------------- 
 
 
 



Egg by C.G. Hanzlicek

I’m scrambling an egg for my daughter.

“Why are you always whistling?” she asks.

“Because I’m happy.”

And it’s true,

Though it stuns me to say it aloud;

There was a time when I wouldn’t

Have seen it as my future.

It’s partly a matter

Of who is there to eat the egg:

The self fallen out of love with itself

Through the tedium of familiarity,

Or this little self,

So curious, so hungry,

Who emerged from the woman I love,

A woman who loves me in a way

I’ve come to think I deserve,

Now that it arrives from outside me.

Everything changes, we’re told,

And now the changes are everywhere:

The house with its morning light

That fills me like a revelation,

The yard with its trees

That cast a bit more shade each summer,

The love of a woman

That both is and isn’t confounding,

And the love

Of this clamor of questions at my waist.

Clamor of questions,

You clamor of answers,

Here’s your egg.

------------------------------
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“The Hill We Climb” by Amanda Gorman (for Biden Inauguration) 
 
When day comes, we ask ourselves, where can we find light in this never-ending shade? 
The loss we carry. A sea we must wade. 
We braved the belly of the beast. 
We’ve learned that quiet isn’t always peace, and the norms and notions of what “just” is isn’t always justice. 
And yet the dawn is ours before we knew it. 
Somehow we do it. 
Somehow we weathered and witnessed a nation that isn’t broken, but simply unfinished. 
We, the successors of a country and a time where a skinny Black girl descended from slaves and raised by a single mother can dream of becoming president,  
    only to find herself reciting for one. 
And, yes, we are far from polished, far from pristine, but that doesn’t mean we are striving to form a union that is perfect. 
We are striving to forge our union with purpose. 
To compose a country committed to all cultures, colors, characters and conditions of man. 
And so we lift our gaze, not to what stands between us, but what stands before us. 
We close the divide because we know to put our future first, we must first put our differences aside. 
We lay down our arms so we can reach out our arms to one another. 
We seek harm to none and harmony for all. 
Let the globe, if nothing else, say this is true. 
That even as we grieved, we grew. 
That even as we hurt, we hoped. 
That even as we tired, we tried. 
That we’ll forever be tied together, victorious. 
Not because we will never again know defeat, but because we will never again sow division. 
Scripture tells us to envision that everyone shall sit under their own vine and fig tree, and no one shall make them afraid. 
If we’re to live up to our own time, then victory won’t lie in the blade, but in all the bridges we’ve made. 
That is the promise to glade, the hill we climb, if only we dare. 
It’s because being American is more than a pride we inherit. 
It’s the past we step into and how we repair it. 
We’ve seen a force that would shatter our nation, rather than share it. 
Would destroy our country if it meant delaying democracy. 
And this effort very nearly succeeded. 
But while democracy can be periodically delayed, it can never be permanently defeated. 
In this truth, in this faith we trust, for while we have our eyes on the future, history has its eyes on us. 
This is the era of just redemption. 
We feared at its inception. 
We did not feel prepared to be the heirs of such a terrifying hour. 
But within it we found the power to author a new chapter, to offer hope and laughter to ourselves. 
So, while once we asked, how could we possibly prevail over catastrophe, now we assert, how could catastrophe possibly prevail over us? 
We will not march back to what was, but move to what shall be: a country that is bruised but whole, benevolent but bold, fierce and free. 
We will not be turned around or interrupted by intimidation because we know our inaction and inertia will be the inheritance of the next generation, become the future. 
Our blunders become their burdens. 
But one thing is certain. 
If we merge mercy with might, and might with right, then love becomes our legacy and change our children’s birthright. 
So let us leave behind a country better than the one we were left. 
Every breath from my bronze-pounded chest, we will raise this wounded world into a wondrous one. 
We will rise from the golden hills of the West. 
We will rise from the windswept Northeast where our forefathers first realized revolution. 
We will rise from the lake-rimmed cities of the Midwestern states. 
We will rise from the sun-baked South. 
We will rebuild, reconcile, and recover. 
And every known nook of our nation and every corner called our country, our people diverse and beautiful, will emerge battered and beautiful. 
When day comes, we step out of the shade of flame and unafraid. 
The new dawn balloons as we free it. 
For there is always light, if only we’re brave enough to see it. 
If only we’re brave enough to be it. 























ATHEIST      by Yip Harburg                  
Poems are made by fools like me,​
But only God can make a tree; 
And only God who makes the tree​
Also makes the fools like me. 
But only fools like me, you see,​
Can make a God, who makes a 
tree. 

 
 
REPENT IN PLEASURE      
               by Yip Harburg 
A little secret sinning now and 
then,​
Should not disturb the saintliest of 
men;​
For when your life is spent, and 
sun has set,​
It’s easier to repent than to regret. 

 
 
MUTUAL ADMIRATION        
                        by Yip Harburg                                 
“Speaking of the Common Man,” 
said Lincoln,​
“God must love him.”​
And the Common Man, he must 
love God–​
He made so many of Him. 

 
 
BACK TO THE DRAWING 
BOARD            by Yip Harburg 
God made the world in six days 
flat,​
On the seventh, He said, “I’ll rest,”​
So He let the thing into orbit 
swing,​
To give it a dry-run test. 
A billion years went by, then He​
Took a look at the whirling blob;​
His spirits fell, as He shrugged, 
“Ah well,​
It was only a six-day job.” 

 
 



COURTSHIP IN GREENWICH 
VILLAGE             by Yip Harburg 
Our days will be oh, so ecstatic,​
Our nights will be oh, so exotic,​
For I’m a neurotic erratic,​
And you’re an erratic erotic. 

 
 
INSCRIPTION ON A LIPSTICK 
                           by Yip Harburg 
Oh, innocent victims of Cupid,​
Remember this terse little verse;​
To let a fool kiss you is stupid,​
To let a kiss fool you is worse. 

 
 
IRREVERENT HEART  
                      by Yip Harburg 
My heart is like the willow​
That bends, but never breaks.​
It sighs when summer jilts her,​
It sings when April wakes. 
So you, who come a-smiling​
With summer in your eyes,​
Think not that your beguiling​
Will take me by surprise. 
My heart’s prepared for aching​
The moment you take wing.​
But not, my friend, for breaking​
While there’s another spring. 
So share my summer pillow,​
Don’t spare my autumn aches;​
My heart is like the willow​
That bends, but never breaks. 

 
 
MIRACLE      by Yip Harburg 
We’re wise to prestidigitators,​
We’re hip to all theatrics,​
We know how rabbits turn to 
doves​
In all the magic hat tricks,​
But how did Mary’s manger​
Turn into the posh St. Patrick’s? 

 
 



ADVERBS          by Yip Harburg 
WHERE and WHEN​
Are lost in space.​
THERE and THEN​
Do not embrace.​
So before we disappear​
Come sweet NOW and kiss the 
HERE. 

 
 
FAIL SAFE      by Yip Harburg 
It’s a hundred billion dollars​
Every year at your expense,​
For the Pentagon to gadget up​
Our national defense.​
But it’s comforting to know that​
In the up and coming war,​
We’ll be dying far more safely​
Than we ever died before. 

 
 
Lead Kindly Light   by Yip Harburg 

​
Where Bishop Patrick crossed the street​
An “X” now marks the spot.​
The light of God was with him,​
But the traffic light was not. 

 
 

Realist     by Yip Harburg 

“For what we are about to receive,​
Oh Lord, ’tis Thee we thank,”​
Said the Cannibal as he cut a slice​
Of the missionary’s shank. 

 
 

Federal Reserve     by Yip Harburg​
 

In ’29 when the banks went bust,​
Our coins still read “In God We Trust.” 

 



 

Life Is Liveable     by Yip Harburg 

​
They who live on love and laughter​
Don’t mess around with the hereafter. 

 
 

History Lesson      by Yip Harburg​
 

We learn this after every war​
That life is not worth dying for. 

 
 
 















Aristotle
BY BILLY COLLINS
This is the beginning.
Almost anything can happen.
This is where you find
the creation of light, a fish wriggling onto land,
the first word of Paradise Lost on an empty page.
Think of an egg, the letter A,
a woman ironing on a bare stage
as the heavy curtain rises.
This is the very beginning.
The first-person narrator introduces himself,
tells us about his lineage.
The mezzo-soprano stands in the wings.
Here the climbers are studying a map
or pulling on their long woolen socks.
This is early on, years before the Ark, dawn.
The profile of an animal is being smeared
on the wall of a cave,
and you have not yet learned to crawl.
This is the opening, the gambit,
a pawn moving forward an inch.
This is your first night with her,
your first night without her.
This is the first part
where the wheels begin to turn,
where the elevator begins its ascent,
before the doors lurch apart.

This is the middle.
Things have had time to get complicated,
messy, really. Nothing is simple anymore.
Cities have sprouted up along the rivers
teeming with people at cross-purposes—
a million schemes, a million wild looks.
Disappointment unshoulders his knapsack
here and pitches his ragged tent.
This is the sticky part where the plot congeals,
where the action suddenly reverses
or swerves off in an outrageous direction.
Here the narrator devotes a long paragraph
to why Miriam does not want Edward's child.
Someone hides a letter under a pillow.
Here the aria rises to a pitch,
a song of betrayal, salted with revenge.
And the climbing party is stuck on a ledge
halfway up the mountain.
This is the bridge, the painful modulation.
This is the thick of things.
So much is crowded into the middle—
the guitars of Spain, piles of ripe avocados,
Russian uniforms, noisy parties,
lakeside kisses, arguments heard through a wall—

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/billy-collins


too much to name, too much to think about.

And this is the end,
the car running out of road,
the river losing its name in an ocean,
the long nose of the photographed horse
touching the white electronic line.
This is the colophon, the last elephant in the parade,
the empty wheelchair,
and pigeons floating down in the evening.
Here the stage is littered with bodies,
the narrator leads the characters to their cells,
and the climbers are in their graves.
It is me hitting the period
and you closing the book.
It is Sylvia Plath in the kitchen
and St. Clement with an anchor around his neck.
This is the final bit
thinning away to nothing.
This is the end, according to Aristotle,
what we have all been waiting for,
what everything comes down to,
the destination we cannot help imagining,
a streak of light in the sky,
a hat on a peg, and outside the cabin, falling leaves.

A Birthday Present

By Sylvia Plath

What is this, behind this veil, is it ugly, is it beautiful?
It is shimmering, has it breasts, has it edges?

I am sure it is unique, I am sure it is what I want.
When I am quiet at my cooking I feel it looking, I feel it thinking

'Is this the one I am too appear for,
Is this the elect one, the one with black eye-pits and a scar?

Measuring the flour, cutting off the surplus,
Adhering to rules, to rules, to rules.

Is this the one for the annunciation?
My god, what a laugh!'

But it shimmers, it does not stop, and I think it wants me.
I would not mind if it were bones, or a pearl button.

I do not want much of a present, anyway, this year.
After all I am alive only by accident.

I would have killed myself gladly that time any possible way.
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Now there are these veils, shimmering like curtains,

The diaphanous satins of a January window
White as babies' bedding and glittering with dead breath. O ivory!

It must be a tusk there, a ghost column.
Can you not see I do not mind what it is.

Can you not give it to me?
Do not be ashamed—I do not mind if it is small.

Do not be mean, I am ready for enormity.
Let us sit down to it, one on either side, admiring the gleam,

The glaze, the mirrory variety of it.
Let us eat our last supper at it, like a hospital plate.

I know why you will not give it to me,
You are terrified

The world will go up in a shriek, and your head with it,
Bossed, brazen, an antique shield,

A marvel to your great-grandchildren.
Do not be afraid, it is not so.

I will only take it and go aside quietly.
You will not even hear me opening it, no paper crackle,

No falling ribbons, no scream at the end.
I do not think you credit me with this discretion.

If you only knew how the veils were killing my days.
To you they are only transparencies, clear air.

But my god, the clouds are like cotton.
Armies of them. They are carbon monoxide.

Sweetly, sweetly I breathe in,
Filling my veins with invisibles, with the million

Probable motes that tick the years off my life.
You are silver-suited for the occasion. O adding machine——-

Is it impossible for you to let something go and have it go whole?
Must you stamp each piece purple,

Must you kill what you can?
There is one thing I want today, and only you can give it to me.

It stands at my window, big as the sky.



It breathes from my sheets, the cold dead center

Where split lives congeal and stiffen to history.
Let it not come by the mail, finger by finger.

Let it not come by word of mouth, I should be sixty
By the time the whole of it was delivered, and to numb to use it.

Only let down the veil, the veil, the veil.
If it were death

I would admire the deep gravity of it, its timeless eyes.
I would know you were serious.

There would be a nobility then, there would be a birthday.
And the knife not carve, but enter

Pure and clean as the cry of a baby,
And the universe slide from my side.











































































Goodbye to Tolerance
BY DENISE LEVERTOV

Genial poets, pink-faced
earnest wits—
you have given the world
some choice morsels,
gobbets of language presented
as one presents T-bone steak
and Cherries Jubilee.
Goodbye, goodbye,

I don’t care
if I never taste your fine food again,
neutral fellows, seers of every side.
Tolerance, what crimes
are committed in your name.

And you, good women, bakers of nicest bread,
blood donors. Your crumbs
choke me, I would not want
a drop of your blood in me, it is pumped
by weak hearts, perfect pulses that never
falter: irresponsive
to nightmare reality.

It is my brothers, my sisters,
whose blood spurts out and stops
forever
because you choose to believe it is not your business.

Goodbye, goodbye,
your poems
shut their little mouths,
your loaves grow moldy,
a gulf has split

the ground between us,
and you won’t wave, you’re looking
another way.
We shan’t meet again—
unless you leap it, leaving
behind you the cherished
worms of your dispassion,
your pallid ironies,
your jovial, murderous,
wry-humored balanced judgment,
leap over, un-
balanced? ... then
how our fanatic tears
would flow and mingle
for joy ...







Not my Best Side

U. A. Fanthorpe

I

Not my best side, I'm afraid.
The artist didn't give me a chance to
Pose properly, and as you can see,
Poor chap, he had this obsession with
Triangles, so he left off two of my
Feet. I didn't comment at the time
(What, after all, are two feet
To a monster?) but afterwards
I was sorry for the bad publicity.
Why, I said to myself, should my conqueror
Be so ostentatiously beardless, and ride
A horse with a deformed neck and square hoofs?
Why should my victim be so
Unattractive as to be inedible,
And why should she have me literally
On a string? I don't mind dying
Ritually, since I always rise again,
But I should have liked a little more blood
To show they were taking me seriously.

II

It's hard for a girl to be sure if
She wants to be rescued. I mean, I quite
Took to the dragon. It's nice to be
Liked, if you know what I mean. He was
So nicely physical, with his claws
And lovely green skin, and that sexy tail,
And the way he looked at me,
He made me feel he was all ready to
Eat me. And any girl enjoys that.
So when this boy turned up, wearing machinery,
On a really dangerous horse, to be honest
I didn't much fancy him. I mean,
What was he like underneath the hardware?
He might have acne, blackheads or even
Bad breath for all I could tell, but the dragon--
Well, you could see all his equipment

Paolo Uccello, St. George and the
Dragon

Oil on canvas. National Gallery, London.



At a glance. Still, what could I do?
The dragon got himself beaten by the boy,
And a girl's got to think of her future.

III

I have diplomas in Dragon
Management and Virgin Reclamation.
My horse is the latest model, with
Automatic transmission and built-in
Obsolescence. My spear is custom-built,
And my prototype armour
Still on the secret list. You can't
Do better than me at the moment.
I'm qualified and equipped to the
Eyebrow. So why be difficult?
Don't you want to be killed and/or rescued
In the most contemporary way? Don't
You want to carry out the roles
That sociology and myth have designed for you?
Don't you realize that, by being choosy,
You are endangering job prospects
In the spear- and horse-building industries?
What, in any case, does it matter what
You want? You're in my way.
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All Watched Over By Machines Of Loving Grace

by Richard Brautigan

I like to think (and
the sooner the better!)
of a cybernetic meadow
where mammals and computers
live together in mutually
programming harmony
like pure water
touching clear sky.

I like to think
(right now, please!)
of a cybernetic forest
filled with pines and electronics
where deer stroll peacefully
past computers
as if they were flowers
with spinning blossoms.

I like to think
(it has to be!)
of a cybernetic ecology
where we are free of our labors
and joined back to nature,
returned to our mammal
brothers and sisters,
and all watched over
by machines of loving grace.

https://allpoetry.com/All-Watched-Over-By-Machines-Of-Loving-Grace




RECUERDO by Edna St. Vincent Millay  

We were very tired, we were very merry—  
We had gone back and forth all night on the ferry.  
It was bare and bright, and smelled like a stable—  
But we looked into a fire, we leaned across a table,  
We lay on a hill-top underneath the moon;  
And the whistles kept blowing, and the dawn came soon 
We were very tired, we were very merry—  

We had gone back and forth all night on the ferry;  

And you ate an apple, and I ate a pear,  

From a dozen of each we had bought somewhere;  

And the sky went wan, and the wind came cold,  

And the sun rose dripping, a bucketful of gold.  

We were very tired, we were very merry,  

We had gone back and forth all night on the ferry.  

We hailed, “Good morrow, mother!” to a shawl-covered head,  

And bought a morning paper, which neither of us read;  

And she wept, “God bless you!” for the apples and pears,  

And we gave her all our money but our subway fares.  

 

 
Edna St. Vincent Millay in 1923 



 

 



























 
 

 

  

 



 
 


































































