A Farewell, Age Ten
William Stafford

While its owner looks away I touch the rabbit.
Its long soft ears fold back under my hand.
Miles of yellow wheat bend; their leaves
rustle away and wait for the sun and wind.

This day belongs to my uncle. This is his farm.

We have stopped on our journey; when my father says to
we will go on, leaving this paradise, leaving

the family place. We have my father’s job.

Like him, I will be strong all of my life.

We are men. If we squint our eyes in the sun

we will see far. I'm ready. It's good, this resolve.
But I will never pet the rabbit again.



A Poison Tree
William Blake

| was angry with my friend:

| told my wrath, my wrath did end.
| was angry with my foe:

| told it not, my wrath did grow.

And | watered it in fears

Night and morning with my tears,
And | sunned it with smiles

And with soft deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night,
Till it bore an apple bright,
And my foe beheld it shine,
And he knew that it was mine -

And into my garden stole

When the night had veiled the pole;
In the morning, glad, | see

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.



AND THE WiND CRiES MARY
Jidi HENDRIX

After all the jacks are in their boxes

and the clowns have all gone to bed

You can hear happiness staggering on down the street
footsteps dressed in red

And the wind whispers Mary

A broom is drearily sweeping

up the broken pieces of yesterday’s life
Somewhere a queen is weeping

Somewhere a king has no wife

And the wind, it cries Mary

The traffic lights, they turn blue tomorrow

and shine their emptiness down on my bed

The tiny island sags downstream

‘cause the life that lived is, is dead

And the wind screams Mary

Will the wind ever remember

the names it has blown in the past?

And with this crutch, its old age, and its wisdom
it whispers no, this will be the last

And the wind cries Mary



Apply Yourself!

By Kathi Appelt
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Aute WReek
karl Shapire

Its quick soft silver bell beating, beating,
And down the dark one ruby flare

Pulsing out red light like an artery,

The ambulance at top speed floating down
Past beacons and illuminated clocks

Wings in a heavy curve, dips down,

And brakes speed, entering the crowd.

The doors leap open, emptying light;
Stretchers are laid out, the mangled lifted
And stowed into the little hospital.

Then the bell, breaking the hush, tolls once,
And the ambulance with its terrible cargo
Rocking, slightly rocking, moves away,

As the doors, an afterthought, are closed.
We are deranged, walking among the cops
Who sweep glass and are large and composed.
One is still making notes under the light.
One with a bucket douches ponds of blood
Into the street and gutter.

One hangs lanterns on the wrecks that clings,
Empty husks of locust, to iron poles.

Our throats were tight as tourniquets,
Our feet were bound with splints, but now,
Like convalescents intimate and gauche, !
We speak through sickly smiles and warn
With the stubborn saw of common sense,
The grim joke and the banal 2 resolution.
The traffic moves around with care,

But we remain, touching a wound

That opens to our richest horror.

Already old, the question Who shall die?
Becomes unspoken who is innocent?

For death in war is done by hands;
Suicide has cause and stillbirth, logic;
And cancer, simple as a flower, blooms.



But this invites the occult 3 mind,

Cancels our physics with a sneer,

And spatters all we knew of denouement *
Across the expedient and wicked stones.

1 Gauche (go6sh): awkward.

2 Banal: trite.

3 Occult: supernatural.

¢ Denouement: the outcome or unraveling of a situation. The term is frequently used for the end of plays in
which all problems and loose ends are cleared up in the last scene.
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Birches
By Robert, Frost,

10
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Blueberry Pie

Nancy Gorrell
It was blueberry pie
and the crust was rolled
and folded and flaked and baked
and the heat of the summer day
blended with the heat of the oven
and grandma as pink as a sunset
kissed my cheek with her soft wet
cheeks and the pie spattered blue ooze
on the oven floor and there was only
blueberry air and she peeked in the oven
and it was cooking and grandma said “good”
“it will be ready soon” and she took a spoon
in one hand and me in the other and we opened
the over door once more and the hot winds slapped
my face and grandma scraped the viscous blue and handed
me the spoon and the burning blue kissed my lips

and we smiled blue all day.
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Bullet With Butterfly Wings
Smashing Pumpkins

The world is a vampire, sent to drain

Secret destroyers, hold you up to the flames
And what do I get, for my pain?

Betrayed desires, and a piece of the game

Even though I know - I suppose I'll show
All my cool and cold - like old job

Despite all my rage I am still just a rat in a cage
Despite all my rage I am still just a rat in a cage
Then someone will say what is lost can never be saved
Despite all my rage I am still just a rat in a cage

Now I'm naked, nothing but an animal

But can you fake it, for just one more show?

And what do you want?

I want to change

And what have you got, when you feel the same?

Even though I know - I suppose I'll show
All my cool and cold - like old job

Despite all my rage I am still just a rat in a cage
Despite all my rage I am still just a rat in a cage
Then someone will say what is lost can never be saved
Despite all my rage I am still just a rat in a cage

Tell me I'm the only one

Tell me there's no other one
Jesus was the only son, yeah.
Tell me I'm the chosen one
Jesus was the only son for you

Despite all my rage I am still just a rat in a cage
Despite all my rage I am still just a rat in a cage
And I still believe that I cannot be saved

Despite all my rage I am still just a rat in a cage

Despite all my rage am I still just a rat in a-
Despite all my rage am I still just a rat in a-
Despite all my rage am I still just a rat in a cage

Tell me I'm the only one
Tell me there's no other one
Jesus was the only son

[x4]
And I still believe that I cannot be saved
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Cyberlove
By Kathi Appelt
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Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night
Dylan Thomas
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Dream Deferred
By Langston Hughes

What happens to a dream deferred?

Does it dry up

Like a raisin in the sun?

Or fester like a sore —

And then run?

Does it stink like rotten meat?
Or crust and sugar over —
Like a syrupy sweet?

Maybe it just sags
Like a heavy load.

Or does it explode?
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Dulce Et Decorum Est
By Wilfred Owen

Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,

Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs

And towards our distant rest began to trudge.

Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots

But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;

Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots

Of disappointed shells that dropped behind.

GAS! Gas! Quick, boys!-- An ecstasy of fumbling,
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time;

But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
And flound’ring like a man in fire or lime.--

Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light

As under a green sea, | saw him drowning.

In all my dreams, before my helpless sight,

He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.

If in some smothering dreams you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,

And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin;

If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood

Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud

Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,--
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,

The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est

Pro patria mori*.

*“It is a sweet and glorious thing to die for one's country"
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Electra
Leah Lenk, 12t Grade

“Don’t you like my dress, daddy?” I would say,
twirling,

letting the deep wine color envelop me,
while my chocolate ringlets of hair

flung about in a crazy dance.

“You look just like your mother,” he’d reply.
He scooped me up and tossed me

to the sky.

As laughter,

my resonant voice echoed,

replenishing the crisp air.

The soft crushed-velvet layers

of the dress pressed against my skin.

And we danced, but then

she walked in the room.

He ran to

her, touching her hair
laughing, dancing with her.
Kissing her, leaving me

to sit alone and play with
my shiny red dress.
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Ex-Basketball Player
John Updike
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First Memory
by L ouise Giluck

Long ago, | was wounded. | lived

to revenge myself

against my father, not

for what he was—

for what | was: from the beginning of time,
In childhood, | thought

that pain meant

| was not loved.

It meant | loved.
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Flomes
Eitly Collins

Smokey the Bear heads

into the autumn woods

with a red can of gasoline

and a box of wooden matches.

His ranger's hat is cocked
at a disturbing angle.

His brown fur gleams
under the high sun

as his paws, the size

of catcher's mitts,
crackle into the distance.

He is sick of dispensing
warnings to the careless,

the half-wit camper,
the dumbbell hiker.

He is going to show them
how a professional does it.

23



%

Forgetfulness
BY BILLY ¢OLLINS
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From Sheltespeere’s

After hearing that his wife has died, Macbeth takes stock of his own indifference to
the event.

Macbeth:

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,
To the last syllable of recorded time;

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player,
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,
And then is heard no more. It is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
Signifying nothing.

Macbeth Act 5, scene 5, 19-28
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Haley’s Commet
By Stanley RKunitz

26



The Sun Goes Down on Summer
Steve Lawhead

| come to the water one last time as the sun goes down on summer.
It's going; I can feel it slip away, and it leaves a cold, empty spot,
A hole in my warm memories of endless golden days
and dreams as ripe as watermelons.
I'd give the world to make the summer stay.

The water is calm around me.

It's a warm, silent sea of thought dyed in the rich blues of night
and memory.

Why can't things just stay the way they are?

Instead, the days rush headlong into change,
and | feel like nothing's ever going to be the same.

Soon school will start again. And all the things | thought I'd left
behind will come back, and it won't be gentle water I'll be
swimming in---

It'll be noise and people and schedules and passes and teachers
telling everyone what to do.

One more year of homework, tests and grades. Of daily popularity
contests and pressure-cooker competition and heaps of frustration.

The first day is the worst. Not knowing who your friends are, or
what's changed since last year. Trying to pick it up where you
left off.

I'll look real hard for a last-year's friend to get me from one
scrambled class to another, through halls crawling with people.

I wonder if I'll fit in?

Football practice started last week. It started without me.
| had to make a choice and football lost.
Two years on the team and it struck me---who am | doing this for?
It's just another thing people expect you to do, so you do it. School is full of those kinds of
things---things that sap your freedom,
and keep you from being yourself.
That's what | want most, to be myself. But that's hard.

Here's what | dread most: when summer goes,
I go with it. | go back to school and | change as soon as | walk through those doors.
I have to be someone everyone will like---that's a law of survival.
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What would happen if | just stayed the real me?
Would they turn me off? Label me "weird"?
It seems like so much to risk.
But growing is a risk. Change is a risk.
And who knows. | might discover something of myself
In the coming year.
I might get closer to the person | am---what a discover that would be!

When the doors open on Monday morning, I'll have a fresh start,

a fresh opportunity to find myself.
| want to be ready.
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Hazel Tells LaVerne
Katharyh Howd Machanh

last night

im cleanin out my

howard johnsons ladies room
when all of a sudden

up pops this frog

musta come from the sewer
swimming around an tryin ta
climb up the sida the bowl
so | goes ta flushm down

but sohelpmegod he starts talking
bout a golden ball

an how | can be a princess
me a princess

well my mouth drops

all the way to the floor

an he says

kiss me just kiss me

once on the nose

well | screams

ya little green pervert

an | hitsm with my mop

an has ta flush

the toilet down three times
me

a princess
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by Emily Dickinson

"Hope" is the thing with feathers —
That perches in the soul -

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

And sweetest — in the Gale — is heard —
And sore must be the storm —

That could abash the little Bird

That kept so many warm —

I've heard it in the chillest land -

And on the strangest Sea —

Yet, never, in Extremity,

It asked a crumb — of Me.
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HOY COULD SHE FORGIVE ME?

Emma Halpern, 8t Grade
Arthur Rann Middle School Galloway, New Jersey

How could she forgive me?

After all I did to her?

She’s above it more than I, I guess
She was always almost smiling
Sitting in the back

That strange little girl

Just about to laugh

As if she knew a secret

No one else did

Or cared about it

She never talked in school

We joked she took a nap

That strange little girl

Always just about to laugh

We would always tease her

(Her only dress was brown)

We pulled her hair

And stole her books

Her name, we never even asked
That strange little girl

Always just about to laugh

I didn’t cry when I was teased

And became “the Jew”

But as they were marching me away
She went to the window and waved
To think, that’s what tore my heart in half
That strange little girl

Always just about to laugh
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I Ask You
Billy Collins

What scene would I want to be enveloped in
more than this one,

an ordinary night at the kitchen table,

floral wallpaper pressing in,

white cabinets full of glass,

the telephone silent,

a pen tilted back in my hand? It gives me time to think
about all that is going on outside -

leaves gathering in corners,

lichen greening the high grey rocks,

while over the dunes the world sails on,

huge, ocean-going, history bubbling in its wake. But beyond this table
there is nothing that I need,

not even a job that would allow me to row to work,
or a coffee-colored Astin-Martin DB4

with cracked green leather seats. No, it’s all here,
the clear ovals of a glass of water,

a small crate of oranges, a book on Stalin,

not to mention the odd snarling fish

in a frame on the wall,

and the way these three candles -

each a different height -

are singing in perfect harmony. So forgive me

if I lower my head now and listen

to the short bass candle as he takes a solo

while my heart

thrums under my shirt -

frog at the edge of a pond -

and my thoughts fly off to a province

made of one enormous sky

and about a million empty branches.
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In Flanders Fields

By: Lieutenant Colonel John McCrae, MD (1872-1918)
Canadian Army
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I bhe Nuwse-¢ Offies
By K 2l ppalk

In the nurse’s office blood runs down his face
from the jagged cut above his swollen eye.
Tears and blood together, salty red embrace.

He couldn’t see it coming, the knotted fist, the chase
that sent him spinning, spinning, face toward the sky.
In the nurse’s office blood runs down his face.

He takes the blow, then stumbles, falls apace,
“fight, you stupid coward!” the ragged taunts rush by,
tears and blood together, salty red embrace.

He lurches into darkness, false as midnight’s grace,
fluorescent lights blast in and out, comets gone awry.
In the nurse’s office, blood runs down his face.

She softly dabs his bruises, the wounds she can’t erase,
sobs gather in this stomach, she’ll never see him cry.
Tears and blood together, salty red embrace.

Skin and bone and sinew, one body in one place;
stars swim behind his eyelids, if only he could hide...
in the nurse’s office blood runs down his face,

tears and blood together, salty red embrace.
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JANET WAKING
BY JOHN CROWE RANSOM
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A tall, dark man

Wearing a black

Evening suit

Dark hair shining

Under the lamplight

Is lost, but not forgotten
A little girl

With her pretty white dress
And tiny matching gloves
Looks up at him

With sparkling eyes

That match his own

Stay forever smiling

In a tarnished-gold frame
The maan’s voice

Once so alive

Is longed

To be remembered

Like a song

Where the melody is lost
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Never again the same
When a girl

Loses her first love

Her father

The pain

A scab that won't heal

Must be climbed

And then overcome

As a mountain

Would be

Doggedly, with much struggle
Though,

How can pain be overcome?
When pain lives

In that tarnished-gold frame
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LIFE DOESN'T FRIGHTEN ME AT ALL
BY MAY K ANGELOV
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Lpfe 1s a Nice Place
Louise bluck
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Lunchtime at Prien Lake Elementary School

Bonny Leah McDonald, 12" Grade
Lafayette High School Lafayette, Louisiana

Plastic bags of milk decorate the tables,

their punched-in straws rising out of them like spears flung hard into
white whales.

Mashed potatoes.

Rolls.

Recess waits out of the windows;

if we turn our heads toward them, we can see into the future.

I sit alone in second grade,

at a green table.

Before I can eat it,

I must twist the stem off of my apple -

one two three four five six seven eight
-until it pulls off.

I stuff the stem into my pocket to later

rip it into pieces as I sit at my desk,
tinished with my classwork much too early
to have friends.
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maggie and milly and molly and may

went down to the beach (to play one day)

and maggie discovered a shell that sang

so sweetly she couldn't remember her troubles,and

milly befriended a stranded star

whose rays five languid fingers were;

and molly was chased by a horrible thing

which raced sideways while blowing bubbles:and

may came home with a smooth round stone

as small as a world and as large as alone.

For whatever we lose (like a you or a me)

it's always ourselves we find in the sea
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Niss Favisham
Olga Oroxco

Here lies Miss Havisham,

disappointment’s lavish vanity.

One day she dressed for happiness with her gown of death,

not knowing.

In the precise hour for reading the music of a dream

violently someone cut the lying strings of love

and she came undone, falling toward darkness like a broken cloud.

Everything was sealed up.

Access forbidden to the space where a hollow bride gathered in the
name of hate the frozen remains of her heart.

He who entered was chosen for the blind expiation of all weeping.

It was forbidden to lift the seals.

The hands of light would have dispensed the elegant flouting apparel,

the table lace eaten away by insects’ tenacious dynasties,

the waters of the mirror still undisturbed after the last image had
fallen,

the deserted plates where dinner guests would be the impassive kin

gathered around the disinterred,

around the shriveled bride still glowing in vengeance and in scorn.

Now at last she is dead.

Enter please.

That is the scene the years have held in the proud dust of patience,

the sumptuous warp where she fell like a tapestry wrapped in the
flames of her death.

It was a splendid blaze.

Yes. No better fire than vain aridity,

that murky hell where she eternally will burn,

as Pip arrives and writes beneath her name:

“she is forgiven.”
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Moment of Freedom
Jim Morrison
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Mornin¢
Sara Teasdale
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MOTHER TO SON
BY LANGSTON HUBGHES

Well, son, I'll tell you:

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

And splinters,

And boards torn up,

And places with no carpet on the floor—
Bare.

But all the time

I'se been a-climbin’ on,

And reachin’ landin's,

And turnin’ corners,

And sometimes goin' in the dark
Where there ain't been no light.

So, boy, don't you turn back.

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

For I'se still goin', honey,

I'se still climbin’,

And life for me ain't been no crystal stair.
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My November Guest
Robert Frost

My Sorrow, when she's here with me,
Thinks these dark days of autumn rain
Are beautiful as days can be;

She loves the bare, the withered tree;
She walks the sodden pasture lane.

Her pleasure will not let me stay.
She talks and I am fain to list:
She's glad the birds are gone away,
She's glad her simple worsted gray
Is silver now with clinging mist.

The desolate, deserted trees,
The faded earth, the heavy sky,
The beauties she so wryly sees,

She thinks I have no eye for these,
And vexes me for reason why.

Not yesterday I learned to know
The love of bare November days
Before the coming of the snow,
But it were vain to tell he so,
And they are better for her praise.
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Narcis.sa

by Guendelyn Brocks
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Oh Captain, My Caplain!
By Walt Whitman

1

O CAPTAIN! my Captain! our fearful trip is done;

The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won;

The port is near, the bells | hear, the people all exulting,

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring:

But O heart! heart! heart! >
O the bleeding drops of red,
Where on the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.

2

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;
Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills; 10
For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding;
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;
Here Captain! dear father!
This arm beneath your head,;
It is some dream that on the deck, 1
You’ve fallen cold and dead.

3

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still;
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will;
The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done;
From fearful trip, the victor ship, comes in with object won; 20

Exult, O shores, and ring, O bells!

But I, with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.
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On the Death,of Friend's in Childhood
Donald Justice
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On Turning Ten
Billy Collins

The whole i1dea of 1t makes me feel

like 1"m coming down with something,

something worse than any stomach ache

or the headaches 1 get from reading in bad light--
a kind of measles of the spirit,

a mumps of the psyche,

a disftiguring chicken pox of the soul.

You tell me 1t 1s too early to be looking back,
but that i1s because you have forgotten

the perfect simplicity of being one

and the beautiful complexity introduced by two.
But 1 can lie on my bed and remember every digit.
At four 1 was an Arabian wizard.

I could make myself invisible

by drinking a glass of milk a certain way.

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

But now 1 am mostly at the window

watching the late afternoon light.

Back then i1t never fell so solemnly

against the side of my tree house,

and my bicycle never leaned against the garage
as it does today,

all the dark blue speed drained out of it.

This 1s the beginning of sadness, | say to myself,
as 1 walk through the universe iIn my sneakers.

It 1s time to say good-bye to my imaginary friends,
time to turn the first big number.

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

IT you cut me I could shine.

But now when I fall upon the sidewalks of life,
I skin my knees. 1 bleed.
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I met a traveler from an antique land

Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand,

Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
Wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand which mocked them, and the heart that fed;
And on the pedestal these words appear:

“My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!”
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare

The lone and level sands stretch far away.
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POWER

I remember seeing those old

He-Man commercials on TV.

He-Man and Skeletor, She-ra,

The Masters of The Universe,

Fighting for Greyskull or something silly like that.

I was too old for He-Man but my brother
Was a prime target,

And played for hours in his room.

I’d hear him shout, like we’d heard in
the commercial,

“I have the Power!”

[ remembered that today

As I drove home from school.

Like a ray of light through a thunderstorm,

I heard it.

Out of my scattered thoughts of what we’re doing for dinner,
What bills need to be paid, what we have at home to put in lunchboxes,
Of weekend birthday parties, shoes that are too small, and of
The stack of papers I left at school,

Ungraded.

Out of the chaos of my end-of-the-day brain,

I heard that commercial again.

“I have the Power!”

I do, you know, have the power.

To enjoy my drive home.

To revel in the craziness.

To breathe.

To start each day over.

To let my to-do list roll off of my back
Like Hot Wheels on a racetrack - smooth...

I have the power
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To laugh at the enormity of my job

To appreciate the responsibility

To do yoga instead of grading papers

To slow down and listen to my students

To take a minute and ask them how they’re doing
(Sometimes they’ll actually tell me.)

To NOT be sarcastic every now and then.

I have the power

To lift

To inspire

To hurt

To crush

To teach

To learn

To love

I am the Master of my own Universe,
And the power is mine.
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Richard Cory
by Edwin Arlington Robinson

Whenever Richard Cory went downtown,
We people on the pavement looked at him;
He was a gentleman from sole to crown,

Clean favored, and imperially slim.

And he was always quietly arrayed,
And he was always human when he talked;
But still he fluttered pulses when he said,

"Good-morning," and he glittered when he walked.

And he was rich - yes, richer than a king -
And admirably schooled in every grace:
In fine, we thought that he was everything

To make us wish that we were in his place.

So on we worked, and waited for the light,

And went without the meat, and cursed the bread,
And Richard Cory, one calm summer night,
Went home and put a bullet through his head.
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Sea Lullaby
Ry Glinor Wyhe

The old moon is tarnished
With smoke of the flood.

The dead leaves are varnished
With colour like blood.

A treacherous smiler
With teeth white as milk
A savage beguiler

In sheathings of silk.

The sea creeps to pillage,
She leaps on her prey;

A child of the village
Was murdered today.

She came up to meet him

In a smooth golden cloak,
She choked him and beat him
To death, for a joke.

Her bright locks were tangled,
She shouted for joy.

With one hand she strangled
A strong little boy.

Now in silence she lingers
Beside him all night

To wash her long fingers
In silvery light.
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Sometimes younger brothers and sisters
never stop asking questions.

Snow

David Berman
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Chow Day
BY BILLY cOLLING
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Sonnet 138
William Shakespeare

When my love swears that she is made of truth
I do believe her though I know she lies,

That she might think me some untutored youth
Unlearned in the world's false subtleties.

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,
Although she knows my days are past the best,
Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue;

On both sides thus is simple truth suppressed.
But wherefore says she not she is unjust,

And wherefore say not I that I am old?

O, love's best habit is in seeming trust,

And age in love loves not to have years told.
Therefore I lie with her, and she with me,

And in our faults by lies we flattered be.
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Sound of Silence
Paul Simon

Hello darkness, my old friend,

I’ve come to talk with you again,

Because a vision softly creeping,

Left it’s seeds while | was sleeping,

And the vision that was planted in my brain
Still remains

Within the sound of silence.

In restless dreams | walked alone

Narrow streets of cobblestone,

"neath the halo of a street lamp,

I turned my collar to the cold and damp
When my eyes were stabbed by the flash of
A neon light

That split the night

And touched the sound of silence.

And in the naked light | saw

Ten thousand people, maybe more.

People talking without speaking,

People hearing without listening,

People writing songs that voices never share
And no one dared

Disturb the sound of silence.

Fools said I, you do not know

Silence like a cancer grows.

Hear my words that |1 might teach you,
Take my arms that | might reach you.
But my words like silent raindrops fell,
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And echoed

In the wells of silence

And the people bowed and prayed

To the neon God they made.

And the sign flashed out it’s warning,

In the words that it was forming.

And the signs said, the words of the prophets
Are written on the subway walls

And tenement halls.

And whisper’d in the sounds of silence.
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Stopping by Woods on a Showy Evening
by Robert Frost

Whose woods these are | think | know.
His house is in the village, though;

He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

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

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

The woods are lovely, dark, and deep,
But I have promises to keep,

And miles to go before I sleep,

And miles to go before | sleep.
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The Clasp
Sharon Olds

She was four, he was one, it was raining, we had colds,
we had been in the apartment two weeks straight,
I grabbed her to keep her from shoving him over on his
face, again, and when I had her wrist

in my grasp I compressed it, fiercely, for a couple
of seconds, to make an impression on her,

to hurt her, our beloved firstborn, I even almost
savored the stinging sensation of the squeezing,
the expression, into her, of my anger,

"Never, never, again," the righteous

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

crush, release-and at the first extra

force, she swung her head, as if checking

who this was, and looked at me,

and saw me-yes, this was her mom,

her mom was doing this. Her dark,

deeply open eyes took me

in, she knew me, in the shock of the moment

she learned me. This was her mother, one of the
two whom she most loved, the two

who loved her most, near the source of love

was this.
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THE CORD
LEANNE O'SULLIVAN

66



The Fat Girl
By Kathi Appelt
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THE LiIFEGUARD
James DiCKey
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The Naming of Cats
T.S. ‘Eliot
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The Road Not Taken
by Robert Frost
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The World Is a Beautiful place
By Lawrence Ferlinghetti
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Titanic
David R. Slavitt
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TRAVELING TRROUGH THE DARK
WILLIAM STAFFORD
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Uphill
By Christina Rossetti
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WE WEAR THE MASK
PALUL LAURENCE PUNBAR
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What He Knew
By Kathi Appelt
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What He Took with Him
By Kathi Appelt
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YOU FITINTO ME

BY MERGARET ATVO0D

you fit into me
like a hook into an eye

a fish hook
an open eye
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Oranges
By Gary Soto

The first time | walked

With a girl, | was twelve,
Cold, and weighted down
With two oranges in my jacket.
December. Frost cracking
Beneath my steps, my breath
Before me, then gone,

As | walked toward

Her house, the one whose
Porch light burned yellow
Night and day, in any weather.
A dog barked at me, until

She came out pulling

At her gloves, face bright
With rouge. | smiled,
Touched her shoulder, and led
Her down the street, across

A used car lot and a line

Of newly planted trees,

Until we were breathing
Before a drugstore. We
Entered, the tiny bell

Bringing a saleslady

Down a narrow aisle of goods.
I turned to the candies

Tiered like bleachers,

And asked what she wanted -
Light in her eyes, a smile
Starting at the corners

Of her mouth. I fingered
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A nickle in my pocket,

And when she lifted a chocolate
That cost a dime,

I didn't say anything.

| took the nickle from

My pocket, then an orange,
And set them quietly on

The counter. When | looked up,
The lady's eyes met mine,

And held them, knowing

Very well what it was all
About.

Outside,

A few cars hissing past,
Fog hanging like old
Coats between the trees.

I took my girl's hand

In mine for two blocks,
Then released it to let

Her unwrap the chocolate.
| peeled my orange

That was so bright against
The gray of December
That, from some distance,

Someone might have thought

I was making a fire in my hands.
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| REMEMBER

BY ECVARD MONTEZ

I remember the scent of acorn soup cooking and deer meat frying in quiet evenings of summer.
And shivering under thin blankets in winter and watching the wallpaper dance to the force of the

winter winds outside.

I remember the cry of an owl in the night and | knew it was an ominous warning, a cry of death.
I remember running in the dust behind the medicine truck when it came to the reservation,

lifesavers was a free treat.

And grandpa sitting in his favorite resting chair under his favorite shade tree with his dog “Oly”

by his side.

I remember running naked and screaming with my aunt in hot pursuit, a stick in her hand, she

always caught me.

And every summer we would swim in the river and let the sun bake us until we were a shade less

than purple, basking on the riverbank, undisturbed, at peace.

And | remember grandma toiling in the bean fields while | played with my army truck on the

fender of a “49” Plymouth.

I remember going to the movies in town on Saturday nights with fifty cents in my pocket, thirty

five cents for the ticket and the rest was mine.

Eating popcorn and drinking water from a discarded coke cup and rooting for the Indians to win,

and they never did, but that was yesterday.
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