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American PoetsIntroduction To Poetry
 By Billy Collins
 I ask them to take a poemand hold it up to the light
 like a color slide
 or press an ear against its hive.
 I say drop a mouse into a poemand watch him probe his way out,
 or walk inside the poem's roomand feel the walls for a light switch.
 I want them to waterskiacross the surface of a poem
 waving at the author's name on the shore.
 But all they want to dois tie the poem to a chair with ropeand torture a confession out of it.
 They begin beating it with a hoseto find out what it really means.
 *All biographical information about poets are copied from www.famouspoetsand poems.com
 - 1 -
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Born in Joplin, Missouri, James Langston Hughes was the great-great-grandson of Charles Henry Langston (brother of John Mercer Langston, the first Black American to be elected to public office). He attended Central High School in Cleveland, Ohio, where he began writing poetry in the eighth grade. His father would discourage him from pursuing writing as a career, in favor of something 'more practical'. Langston's tuition fees to Columbia University were paid on the grounds that he study engineering. After a while, he dropped out of the degree course, but continued to write poetry. His first published poem, The Negro Speaks of Rivers, was also one of his most famous, appearing in Brownie's Book. Later, his poems, short plays, essays and short stories would appear in the NAACP publication, Crisis Magazine, in Opportunity Magazine, and others.
 Hughes' travels ranged to such diverse locations as Senegal, Nigeria, the Cameroons, the Belgian Congo, Angola, and Guinea in Africa; to Italy, France, Russia and Spain. Whether abroad, or at home in the US, Hughes loved to sit in the clubs listening to blues, jazz and writing poetry. A 'new rhythm' emerged in his writing, as evidenced by his collection of poems, "The Weary Blues".
 Langston Hughes received a scholarship to Lincoln University, in Pennsylvania, where he received his B.A. degree in 1929. In 1943, he was awarded an honorary Lit.D by his alma mater; a Guggenheim Fellowship in 1935 and a Rosenwald Fellowship in 1940. He wrote sixteen books of poems, two novels, three collections of short stories, four volumes of "editorial" and "documentary" fiction, twenty plays, children's poetry, musicals and operas, three autobiographies, a dozen radio and television scripts and dozens of magazine articles. In addition, he edited seven anthologies.
 Langston Hughes died of cancer on May 22, 1967. His residence at 20 East 127th Street in Harlem, New York has been given landmark status by the New York City Preservation Commission. His block of East 127th Street was renamed "Langston Hughes Place".
 Dream Deferred What happens to a dream deferred?
 Does it dry upLike 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 sagslike a heavy load.
 Or does it explode?
 Daybreak In Alabama When I get to be a composerI'm gonna write me some music aboutDaybreak in AlabamaAnd I'm gonna put the purtiest songs in itRising out of the ground like a swamp mistAnd falling out of heaven like soft dew.I'm gonna put some tall tall trees in itAnd the scent of pine needlesAnd the smell of red clay after rainAnd long red necksAnd poppy colored facesAnd big brown armsAnd the field daisy eyesOf black and white black white black peopleAnd I'm gonna put white handsAnd black hands and brown and yellow handsAnd red clay earth hands in itTouching everybody with kind fingersAnd touching each other natural as dewIn that dawn of music when IGet to be a composerAnd write about daybreakIn Alabama.
 - 2 -
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Claude McKay was born in Jamaica, West Indies. He was educated by his older brother, who possessed a library of English novels, poetry, and scientific texts. At the age of twenty, McKay published a book of verse called Songs of Jamaica, recording his impressions of black life in Jamaica in dialect.
 He published two sonnets, "The Harlem Dancer" and "Invocation," in 1917, and would later use the same poetic form to record his reactionary views on the injustices of black life in America. In addition to social and political concerns, McKay wrote on a variety of subjects, from his Jamaican homeland to romantic love, with a use of passionate language.
 McKay's viewpoints and poetic achievements in the earlier part of the twentieth century set the tone for the Harlem Renaissance and gained the deep respect of younger black poets of the time, including Langston Hughes. He died in 1948.
 The Tropics in New York
 Bananas ripe and green, and ginger-root,Cocoa in pods and alligator pears,And tangerines and mangoes and grape fruit,Fit for the highest prize at parish fairs,
 Set in the window, bringing memoriesOf fruit-trees laden by low-singing rills,And dewy dawns, and mystical blue skiesIn benediction over nun-like hills.
 My eyes grew dim, and I could no more gaze;A wave of longing through my body swept,And, hungry for the old, familiar ways,I turned aside and bowed my head and wept.
 If we must die
 If we must die, let it not be like hogsHunted and penned in an inglorious spot,While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs,Making their mock at our accursèd lot.If we must die, O let us nobly die,So that our precious blood may not be shedIn vain; then even the monsters we defyShall be constrained to honor us though dead!O kinsmen! we must meet the common foe!Though far outnumbered let us show us brave,And for their thousand blows deal one death- blow!What though before us lies the open grave?Like men we'll face the murderous, cowardly pack,Pressed to the wall, dying, but fighting back!
 America
 Although she feeds me bread of bitterness,And sinks into my throat her tiger's tooth,Stealing my breath of life, I will confessI love this cultured hell that tests my youth!Her vigor flows like tides into my blood,Giving me strength erect against her hate.Her bigness sweeps my being like a flood.Yet as a rebel fronts a king in state,I stand within her walls with not a shredOf terror, malice, not a word of jeer.Darkly I gaze into the days ahead,And see her might and granite wonders there,Beneath the touch of Time's unerring hand,Like priceless treasures sinking in the sand.
 In Bondage
 I would be wandering in distant fields Where man, and bird, and beast, lives leisurely, And the old earth is kind, and ever yields Her goodly gifts to all her children free; Where life is fairer, lighter, less demanding, And boys and girls have time and space for play Before they come to years of understanding-- Somewhere I would be singing, far away. For life is greater than the thousand wars Men wage for it in their insatiate lust, And will remain like the eternal stars, When all that shines to-day is drift and dust But I am bound with you in your mean graves, O black men, simple slaves of ruthless slaves.
 - 3 -
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Paul Laurence Dunbar was the first African-American poet to garner national critical acclaim. Born in Dayton, Ohio, in 1872, Dunbar penned a large body of dialect poems, standard English poems, essays, novels and short stories before he died at the age of 33. His work often addressed the difficulties encountered by members of his race and the efforts of African-Americans to achieve equality in America. He was praised both by the prominent literary critics of his time and his literary contemporaries.
 He Had His Dream
 He had his dream, and all through life,Worked up to it through toil and strife.Afloat fore'er before his eyes,It colored for him all his skies:          The storm-cloud dark          Above his bark,The calm and listless vault of blueTook on its hopeful hue,It tinctured every passing beam --          He had his dream.
 He labored hard and failed at last,His sails too weak to bear the blast,The raging tempests tore awayAnd sent his beating bark astray.          But what cared he          For wind or sea!He said, "The tempest will be short,My bark will come to port."He saw through every cloud a gleam --          He had his dream.
 We wear the mask
 We wear the mask that grins and lies,It hides our cheeks and shades our eyes—This debt we pay to human guile;With torn and bleeding hears we smile,And mouth with myriad subtleties,
 Why should the world be over-wise,In counting all our tears and sighs?Nay, let them only see us, while
 We wear the mask.
 We smile, but, O great Christ, our criesTo thee from tortured souls arise.We sing, but oh the clay is vileBeneath our feet, and long the mile;But let the world dream otherwise,
 We wear the mask!
 Sympathy
 I know what the caged bird feels, alas! When the sun is bright on the upland slopes; When the wind stirs soft through the springing grass, And the river flows like a stream of glass; When the first bird sings and the first bud opes, And the faint perfume from its chalice steals-- I know what the caged bird feels!
 I know why the caged bird beats his wing Till its blood is red on the cruel bars; For he must fly back to his perch and cling When he fain would be on the bough a-swing; And a pain still throbs in the old, old scars And they pulse again with a keener sting-- I know why he beats his wing!
 I know why the caged bird sings, ah me, When his wing is bruised and his bosom sore,-- When he beats his bars and he would be free; It is not a carol of joy or glee, But a prayer that he sends from his heart's deep core, But a plea, that upward to Heaven he flings-- I know why the caged bird sings!
 - 4 -
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Maya Angelou was born Marguerite Johnson in St. Louis, Missouri, on April 4, 1928. She grew up in St. Louis and Stamps, Arkansas. She is an author, poet, historian, songwriter, playwright, dancer, stage and screen producer, director, performer, singer, and civil rights activist. She is best known for her autobiographical books: All God's Children Need Traveling Shoes (1986), The Heart of a Woman (1981), Singin' and Swingin' and Gettin' Merry Like Christmas (1976), Gather Together in My Name (1974), and I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings (1969), which was nominated for the National Book Award. Among her volumes of poetry are A Brave and Startling Truth (Random House, 1995), The Complete Collected Poems of Maya Angelou (1994), Wouldn't Take Nothing for My Journey Now (1993), Now Sheba Sings the Song (1987), I Shall Not Be Moved (1990), Shaker, Why Don't You Sing? (1983), Oh Pray My Wings Are Gonna Fit Me Well (1975), and Just Give Me a Cool Drink of Water 'fore I Diiie (1971), which was nominated for the Pulitzer prize.She has also written and produced several prize-winning documentaries, including "Afro-Americans in the Arts," a PBS special for which she received the Golden Eagle Award. Maya Angelou was twice nominated for a Tony award for acting: once for her Broadway debut in Look Away (1973), and again for her performance in Roots (1977).
 I know why the caged bird sings
 A free bird leaps on the backOf the wind and floats downstream
 Till the current ends and dips his wing In the orange suns rays
 And dares to claim the sky.
 But a BIRD that stalks down his narrow cageCan seldom see through his bars of rage
 His wings are clipped and his feet are tiedSo he opens his throat to sing.
 The caged bird sings with a fearful trillOf things unknown but longed for still
 And his tune is heard on the distant hill forThe caged bird sings of freedom.
 The free bird thinks of another breezeAnd the trade winds soft through
 The sighing treesAnd the fat worms waiting on a dawn-bright
 Lawn and he names the sky his own.
 But a caged BIRD stands on the grave of dreamsHis shadow shouts on a nightmare screamHis wings are clipped and his feet are tied
 So he opens his throat to sing.
 The caged bird sings withA fearful trill of things unknown
 But longed for still and hisTune is heard on the distant hill
 For the caged bird sings of freedom.
 - 5 -

Page 6
						

RALPH WALDO EMERSON, the most original of American philosophers and essayists, was born in Boston, Massachusetts, May 25, 1803, and he died at Concord, in his native State, April 27, 1882.
 His father was a Unitarian minister, and the boy was trained for the same profession. Emerson entered Harvard University at the age of fourteen and graduated at eighteen. He was ordained minister of a Boston Unitarian congregation in 1829, but changes in his religious views led to his resignation of his charge in 1832.
 In 1833 he visited England, where he spent a year, then returned and lived a quiet, retired life at Concord, Massachusetts.
 Good-by
 Good-by, proud world, I'm going home,Thou'rt not my friend, and I'm not thine;Long through thy weary crowds I roam;A river-ark on the ocean brine,Long I've been tossed like the driven foam,But now, proud world, I'm going home.
 Good-by to Flattery's fawning face,To Grandeur, with his wise grimace,To upstart Wealth's averted eye,To supple Office low and high,To crowded halls, to court, and street,To frozen hearts, and hasting feet,To those who go, and those who come,Good-by, proud world, I'm going home.
 I'm going to my own hearth-stoneBosomed in yon green hills, alone,A secret nook in a pleasant land,
 Whose groves the frolic fairies planned;Where arches green the livelong dayEcho the blackbird's roundelay,And vulgar feet have never trodA spot that is sacred to thought and God.
 Oh, when I am safe in my sylvan home,I tread on the pride of Greece and Rome;And when I am stretched beneath the pinesWhere the evening star so holy shines,I laugh at the lore and the pride of man,At the sophist schools, and the learned clan;For what are they all in their high conceit,When man in the bush with God may meet.
 Account Of A Visit From St. Nicholas 'Twas the night before Christmas, when all thro' the house, Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse;
 The stockings were hung by the chimney with care,In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there;
 The children were nestled all snug in their beds,While visions of sugar plums danc'd in their heads,
 And Mama in her 'kerchief, and I in my cap,Had just settled our brains for a long winter's nap—
 When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,I sprang from the bed to see what was the matter.
 Away to the window I flew like a flash,Tore open the shutters, and threw up the sash.
 The moon on the breast of the new fallen snow,Gave the lustre of mid-day to objects below;
 When, what to my wondering eyes should appear,But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny rein-deer,
 With a little old driver, so lively and quick,I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick.
 More rapid than eagles his coursers they came,And he whistled, and shouted, and call'd them by name:
 "Now! Dasher, now! Dancer, now! Prancer, and Vixen,"On! Comet, on! Cupid, on! Dunder and Blixem1;
 - 6 -
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"To the top of the porch! to the top of the wall!"Now dash away! dash away! dash away all!"
 As dry leaves before the wild hurricane fly,When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky;
 So up to the house-top the coursers they flew,With the sleigh full of Toys—and St. Nicholas too:
 And then in a twinkling, I heard on the roofThe prancing and pawing of each little hoof.
 As I drew in my head, and was turning around,Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound:
 He was dress'd all in fur, from his head to his foot,And his clothes were all tarnish'd with ashes and soot;
 A bundle of toys was flung on his back,And he look'd like a peddler just opening his pack:
 His eyes—how they twinkled! his dimples how merry,His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry;
 His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow.And the beard of his chin was as white as the snow;
 The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth,And the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath.
 He had a broad face, and a little round bellyThat shook when he laugh'd, like a bowl full of jelly:
 He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf,And I laugh'd when I saw him in spite of myself;
 A wink of his eye and a twist of his headSoon gave me to know I had nothing to dread.
 He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work,And fill'd all the stockings; then turn'd with a jerk,
 And laying his finger aside of his noseAnd giving a nod, up the chimney he rose.
 He sprung to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle,And away they all flew, like the down of a thistle:
 But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight—Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night.
 - 7 -
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Edgar Allan Poe was born in Boston, January 19, 1809, and after a tempestuous life of forty years, he died in the city of Baltimore, October 7, 1849.
 His father, the son of a distinguished officer in the Revolutionary army, was educated for the law, but having married the beautiful English actress, Elizabeth Arnold, he abandoned law, and in company with his wife, led a wandering life on the stage. The two died within a short time of each other, leaving three children entirely destitute. Edgar, the second son, a bright, beautiful boy, was adopted by John Allen, a wealthy citizen of Richmond. Allen, having no children of his own, became very much attached to Edgar, and used his wealth freely in educating the boy. At the age of seven he was sent to school at Stoke Newington, near London, where he remained for six years. During the next three years he studied under private tutors, at the residence of the Allen's in Richmond. In 1826 he entered the University of Virginia, where he remained less than a year.
 After a year or two of fruitless life at home, a cadetship was obtained for him at West Point. He was soon tried by court-martial and expelled from school because he drank to excess and neglected his studies. Thus ended his school days.
 The Raven
 Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary, Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore, While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. "'Tis some visitor," I muttered, "tapping at my chamber door - Only this, and nothing more."
 Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December, And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. Eagerly I wished the morrow; - vainly I had sought to borrow From my books surcease of sorrow - sorrow for the lost Lenore - For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore - Nameless here for evermore.
 And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain Thrilled me - filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating, "'Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door - Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door; - This it is, and nothing more."
 Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer, "Sir," said I, "or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore; But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, That I scarce was sure I heard you"- here I opened wide the door; - Darkness there, and nothing more.
 Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortals ever dared
 - 8 -
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to dream before; But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token, And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, "Lenore?" This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, "Lenore!" - Merely this, and nothing more.
 Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before. "Surely," said I, "surely that is something at my window lattice: Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore - Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore; - 'Tis the wind and nothing more."
 Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, In there stepped a stately raven of the saintly days of yore; Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door - Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door - Perched, and sat, and nothing more.
 Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore. "Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I said, "art sure no craven, Ghastly grim and ancient raven wandering from the Nightly shore - Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!" Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."
 Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly, Though its answer little meaning- little relevancy bore; For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being Ever yet was blest with seeing bird above his chamber door -
 Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door, With such name as "Nevermore."
 But the raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. Nothing further then he uttered- not a feather then he fluttered - Till I scarcely more than muttered, "other friends have flown before - On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown before." Then the bird said, "Nevermore."
 Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, "Doubtless," said I, "what it utters is its only stock and store, Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore - Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore Of 'Never - nevermore'."
 But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy into smiling, Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and door; Then upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore - What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt and ominous bird of yore Meant in croaking "Nevermore."
 This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom's core; This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamplight gloated o'er, But whose velvet violet lining with the lamplight gloating o'er, She shall press, ah, nevermore!
 Then methought the air grew denser, perfumed
 - 9 -
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from an unseen censer Swung by Seraphim whose footfalls tinkled on the tufted floor. "Wretch," I cried, "thy God hath lent thee - by these angels he hath sent thee Respite - respite and nepenthe, from thy memories of Lenore:Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!" Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."
 "Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil! - prophet still, if bird or devil! - Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore, Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted - On this home by horror haunted- tell me truly, I implore - Is there - is there balm in Gilead? - tell me - tell me, I implore!" Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."
 "Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil - prophet still, if bird or devil! By that Heaven that bends above us - by that God we both adore - Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore - Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore." Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."
 "Be that word our sign in parting, bird or fiend," I shrieked, upstarting - "Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian shore! Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken! Leave my loneliness unbroken!- quit the bust above my door! Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!" Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."
 And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming,
 And the lamplight o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor; And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor Shall be lifted - nevermore!
 To My Mother
 Because I feel that, in the Heavens above,The angels, whispering to one another,Can find, among their burning terms of love,None so devotional as that of "Mother,"Therefore by that dear name I long have called you-You who are more than mother unto me,And fill my heart of hearts, where Death installed youIn setting my Virginia's spirit free.My mother- my own mother, who died early,Was but the mother of myself; but youAre mother to the one I loved so dearly,And thus are dearer than the mother I knewBy that infinity with which my wifeWas dearer to my soul than its soul-life.
 - 10 -
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WALT WHITMAN was born in Westhills, Long Island, May 31, 1819, in a farm-house overlooking the sea. While yet a child his parents moved to Brooklyn, where he acquired his education. He learned type-setting at thirteen years of age. Two years later he taught a country school. At thirty he traveled through the Western States, and spent one year in New Orleans editing a newspaper. Returning home he took up his father's occupation of carpenter and builder, which he followed for a while. During the War of the Rebellion he spent most of his time in the hospitals and camps, in the relief of the sick and disabled soldiers. For a time he was a department clerk in Washington.
 In 1856 he published a volume entitled "Leaves of Grass." This volume shows unquestionable power, and great originality. His labors among the sick and wounded necessarily made great impressions; these took form in his mind and were published under the title of "Drum Taps."
 His poems lack much of the standard of recognized poetic measure. He has a style peculiar to himself, and his writings are full of meaning, beauty and interest. He died in Camden, N. J., March 20, 1892.
 When I heard the learn’d astronomer
 When I heard the learn’d astronomer; When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns before me; When I was shown the charts and the diagrams, to add, divide, and measure them; When I, sitting, heard the astronomer, where he lectured with much applause in thelecture-room, How soon, unaccountable, I became tired and sick;Till rising and gliding out, I wander’d off by myself, In the mystical moist night-air, and from time to time, Look’d up in perfect silence at the stars.
 I Hear America Singing
 I HEAR America singing, the varied carols I hear; Those of mechanics—each one singing his, as it should be, blithe and strong; The carpenter singing his, as he measures his plank or beam, The mason singing his, as he makes ready for work, or leaves off work; The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat—the deckhand singing on the steamboatdeck;The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench—the hatter singing as he stands; The wood-cutter’s song—the ploughboy’s, on his way in the morning, or at the noonintermission, or at sundown; The delicious singing of the mother—or of the young wife at work—or of the girl sewing orwashing—Each singing what belongs to her, and to none else; The day what belongs to the day—At night, the party of young fellows, robust, friendly, Singing, with open mouths, their strong melodious songs.
 - 11 -
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Emily Dickinson (1830-1886) was born in Amherst, Massachusetts, to a family well known for educational and political activity. Her father, an orthodox Calvinist, was a lawyer and treasurer of the local college. He also served in Congress. Dickinson's mother, whose name was also Emily, was a cold, religious, hard-working housewife, who suffered from depression. Her relationship with her daughter was distant. Later Dickinson wrote in a letter, that she never had a mother.
 A narrow Fellow in the Grass
 A narrow Fellow in the GrassOccasionally rides --You may have met Him -- did you notHis notice sudden is --
 The Grass divides as with a Comb --A spotted shaft is seen --And then it closes at your feetAnd opens further on --
 He likes a Boggy AcreA Floor too cool for Corn --Yet when a Boy, and Barefoot --I more than once at NoonHave passed, I thought, a Whip lashUnbraiding in the SunWhen stooping to secure itIt wrinkled, and was gone --
 Several of Nature's PeopleI know, and they know me --I feel for them a transportOf cordiality --
 But never met this FellowAttended, or aloneWithout a tighter breathingAnd Zero at the Bone –
 Because I could not stop for Death
 Because I could not stop for Death -He kindly stopped for me -The carriage held but just ourselves -And Immortality.
 We slowly drove - he knew no haste, And I had put awayMy labor, and my leisure too,For his civility -
 We passed the school, where children stroveAt recess - in the ring -We passed the fields of Gazing Grain -We passed the setting sun -
 Or rather - he passed us -The dews grew quivering and chill -For only gossamer my gown -My tippet - only tulle -
 We paused before a house that seemedA swelling of the ground -The roof was scarcely visible -The cornice – in the ground -
 Since then - 'tis centuries - and yet Feels shorter than the dayI first surmised the horses headsWere toward eternity.
 I'm Nobody! Who are you?
 I'm Nobody! Who are you?Are you -- Nobody -- Too?Then there's a pair of us!
 Don't tell! they'd advertise -- you know!
 How dreary -- to be -- Somebody!How public -- like a Frog --
 To tell one's name -- the livelong June --To an admiring Bog!
 - 12 -
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Born December 22nd, 1869, Edwin Arlington Robinson was born to Edwin Robinson and Mary Elizabeth Palmer in Head Tide, Maine. Growing up he lived in a town on the Kennecbec River called Gardiner, Maine. In a lot of his later poetry he bases a fictional town, Tilbury Town, on Gardiner. His family, which also consisted of two other brothers, lived moderately on his father's income, who worked as an important timber merchant. Robinson started seriously writing poetry at age 11, and was a talented writer for someone his age.
 Despite his father's wishes, Robinson attended Harvard for two years, but had to leave because his family's money was running short. In 1892 his father died, resulting in Robinson and his family becoming quite poor. Later in 1896 his mother died of a serious illness. Some of Robinson's poetry grew from these unfortunate incidents.
 The House on the Hill
 They are all gone away,The House is shut and still,There is nothing more to say.
 Through broken walls and grayThe winds blow bleak and shrill:They are all gone away.
 Nor is there one to-dayTo speak them good or ill:There is nothing more to say.
 Why is it then we strayAround the sunken sill?They are all gone away,
 And our poor fancy-playFor them is wasted skill:There is nothing more to say.
 There is ruin and decayIn the House on the Hill:They are all gone away,There is nothing more to say.
 Haunted House
 Here was a place where none would ever comeFor shelter, save as we did from the rain.We saw no ghost, yet once outside again
 Each wondered why the other should be so dumb;And ruin, and to our vision it was plain
 Where thrift, outshivering fear, had let remainSome chairs that were like skeletons of home.
 There were no trackless footsteps on the floorAbove us, and there were no sounds elsewhere.But there was more than sound; and there was
 moreThan just an axe that once was in the air
 Between us and the chimney, long beforeOur time. So townsmen said who found her there.
 - 13 -
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Stephen Crane (1871-1900) was born in Newark, New Jersey, as the 14th child of a Methodist minister. His mother was active in the Woman's Christian Temperance Union, and published fiction. Crane started to write stories at the age of eight and at 16 he was writing articles for the New York Tribune. Both of his parents did some writing and two of his brothers became newspapermen. Crane studied at Lafayette College and Syracuse University. After his mother's death in 1890 - his father had died earlier - Crane moved to New York. While supporting himself by his writings, he lived among the poor in the Bowery slums to research his first novel, Maggie. Crane's faithfulness to accuracy of details led him once to dress up as a tramp and spend the night in a flophouse. Crane's unromanticized war novel The Red Badge of Courage depicted the American Civil War from the point of view of an ordinary soldier. It has been called the first modern war novel. In England readers believed that the book was written by a veteran soldier - the text was so believable. Crane dismissed this theory by saying that he got his ideas from the football field. The story is set during the American Civil War. Crane travelled to Greece, Cuba, Texas and Mexico, reporting mostly on war events. His short story, 'The Open Boat,' is based on a true experience, when his ship, a coal-burning tug heavy with ammunition and machetes, sank on the journey to Cuba in 1896. With a small party of other passengers, Crane spent several days drifting in an open boat before being rescued. This experience impaired his health permanently.
 Do not weep, maiden, for war is kind
 Do not weep, maiden, for war is kind.Because the lover threw wild hands toward the sky
 And the affrighted steed ran on alone,Do not weep.War is kind.
 Hoarse, booming drums of the regiment,Little souls who thirst for fight,
 These men were born to drill and die.The unexplained glory flies above them,
 Great is the Battle-God, great, and his Kingdom -A field wher a thousand corpses lie.
 Do not weep, babe, for war is kind.Because your father tumbled in the yellow
 trenches,Raged at his breast, gulped and died,
 Do not weep.War is kind.
 Swift blazing flag of the regiment,Eagle with crest of red and gold,
 These men were born to drill and die.Point for them the virtue of slaughter,
 Make plain to them the excellence of killingAnd a field where a thousand corpses lie.
 Mother whose heart hung humble as a buttonOn the bright splendid shroud of your son,
 Do not weep.War is kind.
 In the desert
 In the desertI saw a creature, naked, bestial,
 Who, squatting upon the ground,Held his heart in his hands,
 And ate of it.I said: "Is it good, friend?"
 "It is bitter - bitter," he answered;"But I like it
 Because it is bitter,And because it is my heart."
 - 14 -
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Robert Frost (1874-1963) was born in San Francisco, California. His father William Frost, a journalist and an ardent Democrat, died when Frost was about eleven years old. His Scottish mother, the former Isabelle Moody, resumed her career as a schoolteacher to support her family. The family lived in Lawrence, Massachusetts, with Frost's paternal grandfather, William Prescott Frost, who gave his grandson a good schooling. In 1892 Frost graduated from a high school and attended Darthmouth College for a few months. Over the next ten years he held a number of jobs. Frost worked among others in a textile mill and taught Latin at his mother's school in Methuen, Massachusetts. In 1894 the New York Independent published Frost's poem 'My Butterfly' and he had five poems privately printed. Frost worked as a teacher and continued to write and publish his poems in magazines. In 1895 he married a former schoolmate, Elinor White; they had six children.
 Fire and Ice
 Some say the world will end in fire,Some say in ice.From what I've tasted of desireI hold with those who favour fire.But if it had to perish twice,I think I know enough of hateTo say that for destruction iceIs also greatAnd would suffice.
 Nothing Gold Can Stay
 Nature's first green is gold,Her hardest hue to hold.Her early leaf's a flower;But only so an hour.Then leaf subsides to leaf.So Eden sank to grief,So dawn goes down to day.Nothing gold can stay.
 Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening
 Whose woods these are I think I know. His house is in the village though; He will not see me stopping here To watch his woods fill up with snow.
 My little horse must think it queer To stop without a farmhouse near Between the woods and frozen lake The darkest evening of the year.
 He gives his harness bells a shake To ask if there is some mistake. The only other sound’s the sweep Of easy wind and downy flake.
 The woods are lovely, dark and deep. But I have promises to keep, And miles to go before I sleep, And miles to go before I sleep.
 Acquainted With the Night by Robert Frost
 I have been one acquainted with the night.I have walked out in rain --and back in rain.I have outwalked the furthest city light.
 I have looked down the saddest city lane.I have passed by the watchman on his beatAnd dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain.
 I have stood still and stopped the sound of feetWhen far away an interrupted cryCame over houses from another street,
 But not to call me back or say good-bye;And further still at an unearthly heightOne luminary clock against the sky
 Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right.I have been one acquainted with the night.
 - 15 -
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William Carlos Williams (1883-1963) was born on September 17, in Rutherford, New Jersey. He knew from an early age that he wanted to write, making the decision in high school to pursue a career as doctor and writer. Williams studied medicine at the University of Pennsylvania, where he became friends with Ezra Pound. He was heavily influenced by Pound, who helped him get a collection of poems, The Tempers, published in 1913. He became alumnus from the University of Pennsylvania in 1906 when he earned his M.D. By 1910, Williams had begun his pediatric practice in his hometown. He continued to publish, writing plays, poems, novels, and essays. He was a major poet of the Imagist movement but later abandoned the movement due to the values set forth by the other poets involved in it. Although Williams wrote a significant amount of prose, his poetry is his marking point. He experimented with many different styles, including terza rima and free verse. Stylistically, Williams preferred the line over the sentence. He was a major writer in the modernist movement, helping to create a clear American voice. Williams had a heart attack in 1948 which was followed by a series of strokes, forcing him to retire from his medical practice. He continued to write until his death on March 4th, 1963. Williams was a highly acclaimed writer, two of his many honors include the National Book Award in 1950 and the Pulitzer Prize in 1963.
 These
 are the desolate, dark weekswhen nature in its barrennessequals the stupidity of man.
 The year plunges into nightand the heart plungeslower than night
 to an empty, windswept placewithout sun, stars or moonbut a peculiar light as of thought
 that spins a dark fire -whirling upon itself until, in the cold, it kindles
 to make a man aware of nothingthat he knows, not lonelinessitself - Not a ghost but
 would be embraced - emptinessdespair - (Theywhine and whistle) among
 the flashes and booms of war; houses of whose roomsthe cold is greater than can be thought,
 the people gone that we loved, the beds lying empty, the couchesdamp, the chairs unused -
 Hide it away somewhereout of mind, let it get to rootsand grow, unrelated to jealous
 ears and eyes - for itself.In this mine they come to dig - all.Is this the counterfoil to sweetest
 music? The source of poetry thatseeing the clock stopped, says, The clock has stopped
 that ticked yesterday so well? and hears the sound of lakewatersplashing - that is now stone.
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Born on September 10, 1886, in Bethlehem, Pennsylvania, Hilda Doolittle was the daughter of an astronomer, and she was reared in the strict Moravian tradition of her mother's family. She entered Bryn Mawr College in 1904 and while a student there formed friendships with Marianne Moore, a fellow student, and with Ezra Pound (to whom she was briefly engaged) and William Carlos Williams, who were at the nearby University of Pennsylvania. Ill health forced her to leave college in 1906. Five years later she traveled to Europe for what was to have been a vacation but became a permanent stay, mainly in England and Switzerland. Her first published poems, sent to Poetry magazine by Pound, appeared under the initials H.D., which remained thereafter her nom de plume. Helen in Egypt, a volume of verse, was her last book, appearing shortly after her death in Zürich, Switzerland, on September 27, 1961.
 THE MOON IN YOUR HANDS
 If you take the moon in your hands and turn it round (heavy, slightly tarnished platter), you're there;
 if you pull dry seaweed from the sand and turn it round and wonder at the underside's bright amber, your eyes
 look out as they did here (you don't remember) when my soul turned round,
 perceiving the other side of everything, mullein leaf, dogwood leaf, moth wing and dandelion seed under the ground.
 Helen All Greece hatesthe still eyes in the white face,the lustre as of oliveswhere she stands,and the white hands.
 All Greece revilesthe wan face when she smiles,hating it deeper still when it grows wan and white,remembering past enchantmentsand past ills.
 Greece sees, unmoved, God's daughter, born of love,the beauty of cool feetand slenderest knees,could love indeed the maid,only if she were laid,white ash amid funereal cypresses.
 - 17 -
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Born near St. Louis, Missouri, on November 15, 1887, Marianne Moore was raised in the home of her grandfather, a Presbyterian pastor. After her grandfather's death, in 1894, Moore and her family stayed with other relatives, and in 1896 they moved to Carlisle, Pennsylvania. She attended Bryn Mawr College and received her B.A. in 1909. Following graduation, Moore studied typing at Carlisle Commercial College, and from 1911 to 1915 she was employed as a school teacher at the Carlisle Indian School. In 1918, Moore and her mother moved to New York City, and in 1921, she became an assistant at the New York Public Library. She began to meet other poets, such as William Carlos Williams and Wallace Stevens, and to contribute to the Dial, a prestigious literary magazine. Along with the work of such other members of the Imagist movement as Ezra Pound, Williams, and H. D., Moore's poems were published in the Egoist, an English magazine, beginning in 1915. In 1921, H.D. published Moore's first book, Poems, without her knowledge.
 Moore was widely recognized for her work; among her many honors were the Bollingen prize, the National Book Award, and the Pulitzer Prize. She wrote with the freedom characteristic of the other modernist poets, often incorporating quotes from other sources into the text, yet her use of language was always extraordinarily condensed and precise, capable of suggesting a variety of ideas and associations within a single, compact image. She was particularly fond of animals, and much of her imagery is drawn from the natural world. She was also a great fan of professional baseball and an admirer of Muhammed Ali, for whom she wrote the liner notes to his record, I Am the Greatest! Deeply attached to her mother, she lived with her until Mrs. Moore's death in 1947. Marianne Moore died in New York City in 1972.
 Poetry [revised version]I too dislike it. Reading it, however, with a perfect contempt for it, one discovers in It, after all, a place for the genuine.
 Poetry [original version]I, too, dislike it: there are things that are important beyond all this fiddle. Reading it, however, with a perfect contempt for it, one discovers in it after all, a place for the genuine. Hands that can grasp, eyes that can dilate, hair that can rise if it must, these things are important not because a
 high-sounding interpretation can be put upon them but because they are useful. When they become so derivative as to becomeunintelligible, the same thing may be said for all of us, that we do not admire what we cannot understand: the bat holding on upside down or in quest of something to
 eat, elephants pushing, a wild horse taking a roll, a tireless wolf under a tree, the immovable critic twitching his skin like a horse that feels a flea, the base- ball fan, the statistician-- nor is it valid to discriminate against "business documents and
 school-books"; all these phenomena are important. One must make a distinction however: when dragged into prominence by half poets, the result is not poetry, nor till the poets among us can be "literalists of the imagination"--above insolence and triviality and can present
 for inspection, "imaginary gardens with real toads in them,"shall we have it. In the meantime, if you demand on the one hand, the raw material of poetry in all its rawness and that which is on the other hand genuine, you are interested in poetry.
 - 18 -
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Edna St Vincent Millay was born in Rockland, Maine, on 22nd February, 1892. Cora St Vincent Millay raised Edna and her three sisters on her own after her husband left the family home. When Edna was twenty her poem, Renascence, was published in The Lyric Year. As a result of this poem Edna won a scholarship to Vassar. In 1917, the year of her graduation, Millay published her first book, Renascence and Other Poems. After leaving Vassar she moved to New York's Greenwich Village. Edna St Vincent Millay died in 1950.
 Pity me not because the light of day
 Pity me not because the light of dayAt close of day no longer walks the sky;Pity me not for beauties passed awayFrom field and thicket as the year goes by;Pity me not the waning of the moon,Nor that the ebbing tide goes out to sea,Nor that a man's desire is hushed so soon,And you no longer look with love on me.This have I known always: Love is no moreThan the wide blossom which the wind assails,Than the great tide that treads the shifting shore,Strewing fresh wreckage gathered in the gales:Pity me that the heart is slow to learn
 What the swift mind beholds at ever turn.
 Love is not all: it is not meat nor drink
 Love is not all: it is not meat nor drinkNor slumber nor a roof against the rain; Nor yet a floating spar to men that sink And rise and sink and rise and sink again; Love can not fill the thickened lung with breath, Nor clean the blood, nor set the fractured bone; Yet many a man is making friends with death Even as I speak, for lack of love alone. It well may be that in a difficult hour, Pinned down by pain and moaning for release, Or nagged by want past resolution's power, I might be driven to sell your love for peace, Or trade the memory of this night for food. It well may be. I do not think I would.
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Archibald MacLeish (1892-1982) was born in Glencoe, Illinois, the son of Andrew MacLeish, a prosperous dry-goods merchant, and Martha Hillard, a college professor. Andrew MacLeish was a reserved, stern father whose lack of attention to his son may have generated Archibald's fierce drive to succeed. The influence of Martha MacLeish, who worked to develop her four children's sense of social responsibility, helps account for Archibald's intense involvement in American public life as well as his concern for those in personal or political trouble.
 MacLeish was strongly criticized during the thirties not only for specific opinions, but for apparent inconsistency. He argued each position as though it were eternal truth, yet from poem to essay to play both his political views and his sense of the writer's social role varied as he worked out, in print, what he believed. By the late thirties he had achieved a consistent position, a vision of human freedom, dignity, and solidarity that was inevitably at odds with fascism, communism, and the excesses of American capitalism. What was wrong with America, MacLeish decided, was that Americans lacked a clear vision of their human potential as well as their national goals. But he believed that poetry could supply it.
 He caught the scorn of modernists for ignoring the supposed separation of art and politics and writing "public poetry" about the need for brotherhood and a common cultural vision. He was criticized also for transforming his poetic theory and practice from the vintage modernism expressed in "Ars Poetica"--"a poem should not mean / but be"--to a public poetry that commented directly on social and political issues, as if the Great Depression and the rise of fascism might not give one second thoughts about fundamentals.
 Ars Poetica A poem should be palpable and muteAs a globed fruit,
 DumbAs old medallions to the thumb,
 Silent as the sleeve-worn stoneOf casement ledges where the moss has grown--
 A poem should be wordlessAs the flight of birds.
 A poem should be motionless in time As the moon climbs,
 Leaving, as the moon releasesTwig by twig the night-entangled trees,
 Leaving, as the moon behind the winter leaves, Memory by memory the mind--
 A poem should be motionless in time As the moon climbs.
 A poem should be equal to:Not true.
 For all the history of griefAn empty doorway and a maple leaf.
 For loveThe leaning grasses and two lights above the sea--
 A poem should not meanBut be.
 An Eternity There is no dusk to be, There is no dawn that was, Only there's now, and now, And the wind in the grass.
 Days I remember of Now in my heart, are now; Days that I dream will bloom White the peach bough.
 Dying shall never be Now in the windy grass; Now under shooken leaves Death never was.
 - 20 -
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Edward Estlin Cummings (ee cummings) was born October 14, 1894 in the town of Cambridge Massachusetts. His father, and most constant source of awe, Edward Cummings, was a professor of Sociology and Political Science at Harvard University. In 1900, Edward left Harvard to become the ordained minister of the South Congregational Church, in Boston. As a child, E.E. attended Cambridge public schools and lived during the summer with his family in their summer home in Silver Lake, New Hampshire. (Kennedy 8-9) E.E. loved his childhood in Cambridge so much that he was inspired to write disputably his most famous poem, "In Just-" (Lane pp. 26-27)
 Not so much in, "In Just-" but Cummings took his father's pastoral background and used it to preach in many of his other poems. In "you shall above all things be glad and young," Cummings preaches to the reader in verse telling them to love with naivete and innocence, rather than listen to the world and depend on their mind.
 The Red Wheelbarrow
 so much dependsupon
 a red wheelbarrow
 glazed with rainwater
 beside the whitechickens
 Somewhere I have never travelled, gladly beyond
 somewhere i have never travelled, gladly beyondany experience,your eyes have their silence:in your most frail gesture are things which enclose me,or which i cannot touch because they are too near
 your slightest look will easily unclose methough i have closed myself as fingers,you open always petal by petal myself as Spring opens(touching skilfully,mysteriously)her first rose
 or if your wish be to close me, i andmy life will shut very beautifully ,suddenly,as when the heart of this flower imaginesthe snow carefully everywhere descending;nothing which we are to perceive in this world equalsthe power of your intense fragility:whose texturecompels me with the color of its countries,rendering death and forever with each breathing
 (i do not know what it is about you that closesand opens;only something in me understandsthe voice of your eyes is deeper than all roses)nobody,not even the rain,has such small hands
 - 21 -
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Born in 1903 in New York City, Countee Cullen was raised in a Methodist parsonage. He attended De Witt Clinton High School in New York and began writing poetry at the age of fourteen. He was raised and educated in a primarily white community, and he differed from other poets of the Harlem Renaissance like Langston Hughes in that he lacked the background to comment from personal experience on the lives of other blacks or use popular black themes in his writing. An imaginative lyric poet, he wrote in the tradition of Keats and Shelley and was resistant to the new poetic techniques of the Modernists. He died in 1946.
 The Loss of LoveAll through an empty place I go,And find her not in any room;The candles and the lamps I lightGo down before a wind of gloom. Thick-spraddled lies the dust about,A fit, sad place to write her nameOr draw her face the way she lookedThat legendary night she came.
 The old house crumbles bit by bit;Each day I hear the ominous thudThat says another rent is thereFor winds to pierce and storms to flood.
 My orchards groan and sag with fruit;Where, Indian-wise, the bees go round;I let it rot upon the bough;I eat what falls upon the ground.
 The heavy cows go laboringIn agony with clotted teats;My hands are slack; my blood is cold;I marvel that my heart still beats.
 I have no will to weep or sing,No least desire to pray or curse;The loss of love is a terrible thing;They lie who say that death is worse.
 Dudley Randall (January 14, 1914 - August 5, 2000) was an African American poet and poetry publisher from Detroit, Michigan. He founded a publishing company called Broadside Press in 1965, which published many leading African American writers. Randall's most famous poem is "The Ballad of Birmingham", written during the 1960s, about the 1963 bombing of the church Martin Luther King, Jr. belonged to in Birmingham, Alabama. Randall's poetry is characterized by simplicity and realism.
 The Melting PotThere is a magic melting potwhere any girl or mancan step in Czech or Greek or Scot,step out American.
 Johann and Jan and Jean and Juan,Giovanni and Ivanstep in and then step out againall freshly christened John.
 Sam, watching, said, “Why, I was hereeven before they came,”and stepped in too, but was tossed outbefore he passed the brim.
 And every time Sam tried that potthey threw him out again.“Keep out. This is our private pot.We don’t want your black stain.”
 At last, thrown out a thousand times,Sam said, “I don’t give a damn.Shove your old pot. You can like it or not,But I’ll be just what I am.”
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Charles Bukowski, born in 1920, began writing at a young age and was first published in the 1940s. Then Bukowksi gave up writing for the world of work and bars, not publishing, not writing, so the myth goes, for nearly twenty years. Ten of those years were spent roaming from odd job to odd roominghouse from the East coast to the West. The other ten years, Bukowski worked for the United States Postal Service in Los Angeles, a job that took no effort except for the strength to show up and the patience to perform mindless operations. During that time, his life bordered on insanity and death, two prevalent themes in his writing. According to his own myth making, Bukowski returned to writing the day that he quit the Postal Service, but his bibliography shows that indeed, he had been publishing several years before that.
 so you want to be a writer
 if it doesn't come bursting out of youin spite of everything,don't do it.unless it comes unasked out of yourheart and your mind and your mouthand your gut,don't do it.if you have to sit for hoursstaring at your computer screenor hunched over yourtypewritersearching for words,don't do it.if you're doing it for money orfame,don't do it.if you're doing it because you wantwomen in your bed,
 don't do it.if you have to sit there andrewrite it again and again,don't do it.if it's hard work just thinking about doing it,don't do it.if you're trying to write like somebodyelse,forget about it.
 if you have to wait for it to roar out ofyou,then wait patiently.if it never does roar out of you,do something else.
 if you first have to read it to your wifeor your girlfriend or your boyfriendor your parents or to anybody at all,you're not ready.
 don't be like so many writers,don't be like so many thousands ofpeople who call themselves writers,don't be dull and boring andpretentious, don't be consumed with self-love.the libraries of the world haveyawned themselves tosleepover your kind.don't add to that.don't do it.unless it comes out ofyour soul like a rocket,unless being still woulddrive you to madness orsuicide or murder,don't do it.unless the sun inside you isburning your gut,don't do it.
 when it is truly time,and if you have been chosen,it will do it byitself and it will keep on doing ituntil you die or it dies in you.
 there is no other way.
 and there never was.
 - 23 -
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Born to middle class parents in Jamaica Plain, Massachusetts, Sylvia Plath published her first poem when she was eight. Sensitive, intelligent, compelled toward perfection in everything she attempted, she was, on the surface, a model daughter, popular in school, earning straight A's, winning the best prizes. By the time she entered Smith College on a scholarship in 1950 she already had an impressive list of publications, and while at Smith she wrote over four hundred poems.
 Sylvia's surface perfection was however underlain by grave personal discontinuities, some of which doubtless had their origin in the death of her father (he was a college professor and an expert on bees) when she was eight. During the summer following her junior year at Smith, having returned from a stay in New York City where she had been a student ``guest editor'' at Mademoiselle Magazine, Sylvia nearly succeeded in killing herself by swallowing sleeping pills. She later described this experience in an autobiographical novel, The Bell Jar, published in 1963. After a period of recovery involving electroshock and psychotherapy Sylvia resumed her pursuit of academic and literary success, graduating from Smith summa cum laude in 1955 and winning a Fulbright scholarship to study at Cambridge, England.
 In 1956 she married the English poet Ted Hughes. She and Ted Hughes settled for a while in an English country village in Devon, but less than two years after the birth of their first child the marriage broke apart.
 The winter of 1962-63, one of the coldest in centuries, found Sylvia living in a small London flat, now with two children, ill with flu and low on money. The hardness of her life seemed to increase her need to write, and she often worked between four and eight in the morning, before the children woke, sometimes finishing a poem a day. In these last poems it is as if some deeper, powerful self has grabbed control; death is given a cruel physical allure and psychic pain becomes almost tactile.
 On February 11, 1963, Sylvia Plath killed herself with cooking gas at the age of 30.
 Mirror
 I am silver and exact. I have no preconceptions.Whatever I see I swallow immediatelyJust as it is, unmisted by love or dislike.I am not cruel, only truthful ‚The eye of a little god, four-cornered.Most of the time I meditate on the opposite wall.It is pink, with speckles. I have looked at it so longI think it is part of my heart. But it flickers.Faces and darkness separate us over and over.
 Now I am a lake. A woman bends over me,Searching my reaches for what she really is.Then she turns to those liars, the candles or the moon.I see her back, and reflect it faithfully.She rewards me with tears and an agitation of hands.I am important to her. She comes and goes.Each morning it is her face that replaces the darkness.In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me an old womanRises toward her day after day, like a terrible fish.
 - 24 -
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Hum
 The days are beautifulThe days are beautiful.
 I know what days are.The other is weather.
 I know what weather is.The days are beautiful.
 Things are incidental.Someone is weeping.
 I weep for the incidental.The days are beautiful.
 Where is tomorrow?Everyone will weep.
 Tomorrow was yesterday.The days are beautiful.
 Tomorrow was yesterday.Today is weather.
 The sound of the weatherIs everyone weeping.
 Everyone is incidental.Everyone weeps.
 The tears of todayWill put out tomorrow.
 The rain is ashes.The days are beautiful.
 The rain falls down.The sound is falling.
 The sky is a cloud.The days are beautiful.
 The sky is dust.The weather is yesterday.
 The weather is yesterday.The sound is weeping.
 What is this dust?The weather is nothing.
 The days are beautiful.The towers are yesterday.
 The towers are incidental.What are these ashes?
 Here is the hateThat does not travel.
 Here is the robeThat smells of the night
 Here are the wordsRetired to their books
 Here are the stonesLoosed from their settings
 Here is the bridgeOver the water
 Here is the placeWhere the sun came up
 Here is a seasonDry in the fireplace.
 Here are the ashes.The days are beautiful.
 By Ann Lauterbach
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I AM A MIRROR
 I am a mirror
 I reflect the graceOf mymother
 The tenacityOf my grandmother
 The patience Of my grandfather
 The sweatOf my great-grandmother
 The hopeOf my great-great-grandfather
 The songsOf my ancestors
 The prayersOf those on the auction block
 The braveryOf those in middle passage
 I reflect the strengthsOf my peopleAnd for that alone
 I am loved
 By Nikki Giovanni
 Frenzied
 To write poetry Or not write poetryThat is the quandaryFacing us todayIn our text message at any time, instant message pop up alert, e-mail buzzing madness, ring-a-ling-a-ding cell phone frenzy.
 To connect with our soulOr not connect Continues the ambiguity As the fast paced instant coffee, drive through non-fat caramel macchiato, rush to the butt kicking, headache strapped caffeine driven secular world turns, nay, spins while the hand whizzes the top to the blur of life going by.
 To take a deep breathOr not breathe at allBegs for an answer
 The soccer mom multiplies in her 50 grand leather seated Honda mini van, makin’ deals on the razor, blue light shinin’ in the darkness carrying entertainment to the youngens in the back, throwin’ down wax paper wrapped processed, micro-waved, deep fried, McWhatyamacallits, driving non-stop 60 to the next get-ahead-of-the-rat-race laden event.
 To connect Or not to take off the I-PodIs there even a choiceWhile the red, blood shot eyes glaze over, widen, sink into the depth of cyberspace, search for the next version of Hit Me Baby This Tim-I Got My Head Shaved, musical master re-mix, download and search again to fill the 500 hundred on the shuffle.
 To continueOr to accept We may never know the answerIn our search for reality, lost in the band width of the black hole of speedy information delivery, can’t wait for the next update, or DVRed Thursday Night 30 minute blockbuster life affirming TV hit only to wake up… who am I… who are you… who are we… continually searching for the next, the next…. do we even know?
 That is the quandaryFacing us todayIn our text message at any time, instant message pop up alert, e-mail buzzing madness, ring-a-ling-a-ding cell phone frenzy.
 By Adam France
 - 26 -
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