This is Just to Say

--William Carlos Williams

| have eaten

the plums

that were in

the icebox

and which

you were probably
saving

for breakfast

Forgive me

they were delicious
so sweet

and so cold.



Sestina
--Elizabeth Bishop

September rain falls on the house.
In the failing light, the old grandmother
sits in the kitchen with the child
beside the Little Marvel Stove,
reading the jokes from the almanac,
laughing and talking to hide her tears.

She thinks that her equinoctial tears
and the rain that beats on the roof of the house
were both foretold by the almanac,
but only known to a grandmother.
The iron kettle sings on the stove.
She cuts some bread and says to the child,

It’s time for tea now; but the child
is watching the teakettle’s small hard tears
dance like mad on the hot black stove,
the way the rain must dance on the house.
Tidying up, the old grandmother
hangs up the clever almanac

on its string. Birdlike, the almanac
hovers half open above the child,
hovers above the old grandmother
and her teacup full of dark brown tears.
She shivers and says she thinks the house
feels chilly, and puts more wood on the stove.

It was to be, says the Marvel Stove.
| know what | know, says the almanac.
With crayons the child draws a rigid house
and a winding pathway. Then the child
puts in a man with buttons like tears
and shows it proudly to the grandmother.

But secretly, while the grandmother
busies herself about the stove,
the little moons fall down like tears
from between the pages of the almanac
into the flower bed the child
has carefully placed in front of the house.

Time to plant tears, says the almanac.
The grandmother sings to the marvelous stove
and the child draws another inscrutable house.



Carnation Milk
--Anonymous

Carnation Milk is the best in the land;
Here | sit with a can in my hand—
No tits to pull, no hay to pitch,

You just punch a hole in the sonofabitch



Boogers
--Mr. Brothers

Boogers picked and boogers rolled
Are sometimes sticky when they’re cold
Sometimes they’re bloody, often not--
it’s like that when you deal with snot.



That time of year thou mayest in me behold

--William Shakespeare

That time of year thou mayst in me behold

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang

Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.
In me thou see’se the twilight of such day

As after sunset fadeth in the west;

Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death’s second self, that seals all up in rest.

In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire,

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,

As the deathbed whereon it must expire,
Consumed with that which it was nourished by.
This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love more strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.



| heard a Fly buzz—When | died
--Emily Dickinson

| heard a fly buzz when | died;

The stillness round my form

Was like the stillness in the air
Between the heaves of storm.

The eyes beside had wrung them dry.
And breaths were gathering sure
For that last onset, when the kind
Be witnessed in his power.

| willed my keepsakes, sighed away
What portion of me |

Could make assignable—and then
There interposed a fly.

With blue uncertain, stumbling buzz,
Between the light and me;

And then the windows failed, and then
| could not see to see.



