
 

 1 

TABLE OF CONTENTS – Volume 4 
 
2. Poetry Terms to Know 
 
3-5. Poetry Skills Practice 
 
6-7. TPCASTT definition and practice 
 
8-9. TPCASTT sample and explanation 
 
10-13. Sample Poetry Thesis & Essay 
 
14-15. Poetry #1 
 
16-17. Poetry #2 
 
18-19. Poetry #3 
 
20-21. Poetry #4 
 
22-23. Poetry #5 
 
24-25. Poetry #6 
 
26-27. Poetry #7 
 
28-29. Key Questions 
 
30-39. Acclaimed HHS Poets 
 
40-46. Other Poems 
 
 



 

 2 

POETRY TERMS TO KNOW 
If you do not get these definitions in class, it is your responsibility to get them from 
a classmate 
 
Stanza 

Quatrain / Sestet / Octet 

Meter 

Rhyme Scheme 

Connotation 

Denotation 

Diction 

Euphony 

Cacophony 

Assonance 

Consonance   

Scanning / Scansion 

Caesura 

Enjambment 

Couplet  

Heroic Couplet 

Lyric 

Imagist Lyric 

Elegy 

Epigraph 

Slant Rhyme 

True Rhyme 

Narrative Poetry 

Free Verse 

Poetic License 

Sonnet (Three most common types: Shakespearean, Italian, Spenserian) 

Volta 

Villanelle  

Formal Poetry 

Ekphrastic Poetry 
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Skill #1: The Power of Connotation 
Change the boldfaced word to a word that has a positive connotation, and then to a different 
word that has a negative connotation. Do NOT change the denotation of the word (e.g. in 
#4, you cannot say Henry lives in a mansion)        
   [examples mostly taken from ThoughtCo.com] 

1. I recognized the familiar smell  of my roommate's cooking. 

2. A salad from McDonalds is an inexpensive  meal. 

3. Kevin's interest in model cars has turned into a hobby . 

4. Uncle Henry lives in a hut  deep in the woods. 

5. Phileas Fogg was an adventurous  traveler. 

6. We stopped for lunch at a diner  in West Virginia. 

7. On vacation, I ran into the same man  in museums three days in a row 

8. My old  laptop has finally died. 

9. Melissa has a high-pitched  voice 

Skill #2 – The Power of the First Line(s) 
 
I’m providing the first line or two of several poems. In a sentence or two, aim to identify a 
tone, a setting, or a feel about the poem (without even having to read the rest of it!!) Be 
precise – identify EXACTLY what gives you that impression. (avoid stating plot facts, 
and try not to just guess what the poem might end up being about) 
*to read these poems in their entirety, check out the section at the back of the packet 
 
1. they set my aunts house on fire / i cried the way women on tv do 
 
 
 
2. I am not the first person you loved. / You are not the first person I looked at / with a mouthful of 
forevers 
 
 
 
 
3. What the scale tells you is how much the earth / has missed you, body, how it wants you back 
 
 
 
 
4. They had hit Ruben / with the high beams, had blinded / him  
 
 
 
 
 
5. I welcome bad days now,  / embrace the rain with  / butterflies on my rainboots  
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Skill #3 – The Power of the Line Breaks 
 
Attached is an excerpt from John Straley’s poem, “Every Single Day” – a poem about the 
difficulties of expressing your love to the person who matters to you the most. (Earlier in 
the poem, the speaker imagines writing a letter saying only the words “King Salmon” to his 
love, hoping it makes her remember different times they went fishing together. It’s a lovely 
poem) We have rearranged the line breaks. Give one precise observation about each – an 
emotion that is highlighted or buried, an image that becomes more apparent, the effect the 
pacing has on the piece. Which one is the best? Write your thoughts here ↓ 
 
I know  
I am hard to understand  
sometimes 
particularly when you are standing 
at the post office  
with only a piece of paper 
saying “king salmon”  
on it 
but just think of it  
as a promissory note 
and that electric tug,  
that thrill 
pulling your mind  
into deep water 
is how I feel about you  
every, 
single  
day. 
 

I know I am hard to understand sometimes 
particularly when you are standing at the post office  
with only a piece of paper saying “king salmon” on it 
but just think of it as a promissory note 
and that electric tug,  
that thrill pulling your mind into deep water 
is how I feel about you  
every, single day. 
 

I know I am hard to understand sometimes 
particularly when you are standing 
at the post office with only a piece of paper 
saying “king salmon” on it 
but just think of it as a promissory note 
and that electric tug, that thrill 
pulling your mind into deep water 
is how I feel about you every, 
single day. 
I know I am 
hard to understand sometimes 
particularly when you are 
standing at the post  
office with only a  
piece of paper saying  
“king salmon” on it 
but just think of  
it as a promissory  
note and that electric  
tug, that thrill pulling  
your mind into deep  
water is how I  
feel about you every, 
single day. 
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Skill #4: The Power of Sound 
A skill that many poets and poems show is the use of the sound of words to create a feel or 
enhance the meaning of their poem. This skill includes the use of euphony and cacophony. In 
this section, play around with sound – see what you can discover. 
 
Euphony / Cacophony 
 
The easy trap to fall into here is to fail to recognize that there is no necessary connection 
between euphony and positive connotation (or, conversely, cacophony and negative 
connotation). Granted, it is not uncommon for negative words to sound harsh (e.g. 
vituperative, puke, gizzards) or for positive words to sound smooth (ebullient, fluffy, honey), 
but more often than not, that is not the case. Come up with your own examples of… 
 
1) … a type of animal or plant that is considered cute or pretty, but has a cacophonous name 
 
 
 
 
2) … a type of animal or plant that is considered gross or nasty, but has a euphonous name 
 
 
 
 
3) … a geographic location that is pleasant (or neutral), but has a cacophonous name 
 
 
 
 
4) … a geographic location that is not a typical vacation spot, but has a euphonous name 
 
 
 
 
5) WITHOUT MAKING THE CONNOTATIONS NEGATIVE OR CHANGING THE 
MEANING, make the following sentences more cacophonous by changing the wording. 
 
The woman removed her shoes and sat on the chair.  “I’m so tired” she said as the 
chair made noise under her weight.  
 
 
 
 
 
6) WITHOUT MAKING THE CONNOTATIONS POSITIVE OR CHANGING THE 
MEANING, make the following sentences more euphonious by changing the wording. 
 
The woman removed her shoes and sat on the chair.  “I’m so tired” she said as the 
chair made noise under her weight.  
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TPCASTT Annotations (TPCASTT explanation, slightly modified, taken from several online sources) 
 
The majority of your grade for this unit will come from your annotations of these poems. The TPCASTT 
method is an excellent way to gather your thoughts on what a poem (and a poet) is aiming to accomplish. I 
should see evidence of this level of analysis on every poem.  

T Title 

Before you even think about reading the poetry or trying to analyze it, speculate on what you 
think the poem might be about based upon the title. Authors often give clues in the title about 
where the poem is heading. Jot down what you think this poem will be about – even if it seems 
like a totally obvious guess. 

P Paraphrase 

Don’t overlook the literal meaning of the poem. One of the biggest problems that students often 
make in poetry analysis is jumping to conclusions before understanding what is literally taking 
place in the poem. When you paraphrase a poem, write EXACTLY what happens in the poem, 
but in your own words. Look at the number of sentences (not lines) in the poem—your 
paraphrase should have exactly the same number. This technique is especially helpful for older 
or more complex poems. Make sure that you understand the difference between paraphrase and a 
summary.  FOR THE SAKE OF SPACE, IF YOU HAVE NO PROBLEM 
UNDERSTANDING THE POEM YOU ARE MARKING UP, SKIP THIS STEP TO 
LEAVE ROOM FOR DEEPER ANALYSIS. BUT IF YOU ARE PARAPHRASING IN 
THIS PACKET, THAT’S YOUR WAY OF INDICATING THAT THE POEM WAS A 
CHALLENGE. 

C Choice of 
Words 

This part of TPCASTT refers to any and all poetic devices, focusing on how such devices 
contribute to the meaning, the effect, or both of a poem. You may consider connotation, 
imagery, figures of speech (simile, metaphor, personification, symbolism, etc.), diction, point of 
view, and sound devices (alliteration, euphony, cacophony, onomatopoeia, rhythm, and rhyme). 
It is always better if you attempt to explain WHY the poetic device was used, instead of simply 
indicating that it was used. This will be the most important part of any close reading of a 
poem!!! 

A Attitude 

Having examined the poem’s devices and clues closely, you are now ready to explore the 
multiple attitudes that may be present in the poem. Examination of diction, images, and details 
suggests the speaker’s attitude and contributes to the understanding. Remember that usually 
the tone or attitude cannot be named with a single word. Think complexity. 

S Shifts 

Rarely does a poem begin and end the poetic experience in the same place. As is true of most of 
us, the poet’s understanding of an experience is a gradual realization, and the poem reflects that 
understanding or insight. Watch for the following keys to shifts: 
·        Key words (but, yet, however, although) 
·        Punctuation (dashes, periods, colons, ellipsis) 
·        Stanza divisions 
·        Change in line or stanza length or both 
·        Irony 
·        Changes in sound that may indicate changes in meaning 
·        Changes in diction 

T Title 
Now look at the title of the poem again, but this time on an interpretive level. What new insight 
does the title provide in understanding the poem? The title doesn’t always change meaning, but 
when it does, it really jumps out at you...  

T Theme 

What is the poem saying about the human experience, motivation, or condition? What subject 
or subjects does the poem address? What do you learn about those subjects? What idea does 
the poet want you to take away with you concerning these subjects? Remember that the 
theme of any work of literature is stated in a complete sentence. 
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Practice with TPCASTT 

The Panther  by Rainer Maria Rilke 
 
In the Jardin des Plantes, Paris 
 
His vision, from the constantly passing bars, 

has grown so weary that it cannot hold 

anything else. It seems to him there are 

a thousand bars; and behind the bars, no world. 

 

As he paces in cramped circles, over and over, 

the movement of his powerful soft strides 

is like a ritual dance around a center 

in which a mighty will stands paralyzed. 

 

Only at times, the curtain of the pupils 

lifts, quietly – an image enters in, 

rushes down through the tensed, arrested muscles, 

plunges into the heart and is gone. 

 
 
The Eagle  by Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
 
He clasps the crag with crooked hands; 

Close to the sun in lonely lands, 

Ringed with the azure world, he stands. 

 

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls; 

He watches from his mountain walls, 

And like a thunderbolt, he falls. 
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Sample TPCASTT Markup 
_____________________________________________________________________ 
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Janet Waking” TPCASTT Markup Explained 
(This explanation can also be found on hhsenglish.com) 
 
YOUR MARKUPS OUGHT TO LOOK LIKE THE PICTURE ON THE FACING PAGE. WHAT FOLLOWS 
BELOW IS A BREAKDOWN OF SOME OF THE THOUGHT PROCESS THAT WENT INTO EACH STEP, BUT 
PLEASE FOLLOW THE PAGE OPPOSITE TO GUIDE HOW YOU SHOULD MARK UP YOUR POEMS 
 
T: Title 

“Janet Waking” implies a girl waking up. 
 
P: Paraphrase 

Janet sleeps in. She wakes up and thinks of her hen. She greets her family, but not her brother. She 
runs across the yard to the barn. Chucky has died. (Continue, sentence by sentence, through the rest 
of the poem). 
 
C: Choice of Words 

• “Till it was deeply morning” is a play on the word morning/mourning and foreshadows 
Janet’s grief. 

• “Running across the world upon the grass” indicates that Janet’s world consists of her yard 
and demonstrates her to be a young child, still sheltered from the real world. 

• “Venom” is a word that has a significant association with evil. 
• The rhyme scheme is ABBA, the final lines of each stanza are shorter. This structure 

reinforces the idea that Janet’s life is simple and that her worldview is narrow. 
• [This is only a sampling of the types of comments you might make on the poem] 

A: Attitude 

The tone of the speaker narrating the poem (Janet’s father) is at first light-hearted while dealing 
with the serious topic of a child’s first experience with death.  The comical understatement 
mentioned above as well as the familial interaction most significantly demonstrate this tone. The 
tone of the ending is somewhat more forlorn as Janet’s refusal to comprehend death is a stark 
illustration of her youth and innocence, both of which will also end with the passage of time. 
 
S: Shift 

A significant shift occurs at the phrase “But alas” which indicates a change, and indeed, as Chucky 
has died and now Janet is confronted with the concept of death, her innocence is changed. Also, the 
humor disappears after stanza 5. 
 
T: Title 

“Janet Waking” now suggests that she is awakening from innocence to the reality of death. 
 
T: Theme 

Understanding death marks a departure from innocence. (Notice: “Innocence” would not be a good 
theme – it’s only a single word…) 
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How to Write a Poetry Thesis 
 
What is this poem about? A poem analysis should begin with a thesis statement / broad 
assertion about the topic of the poem, so in a sentence, state what deeper message for which 
the poem is aiming. (Pay CLOSE attention to the specifics of the poem, not just its general 
meaning). 
 
EXAMPLES: 
 Poor Example #1: “The Panther” is a poem about a panther in a cage at the zoo.  

(Does not get under the surface of the poem - this is summary, not analysis.) 
 

Poor Example #2: “The Panther” uses a panther as a metaphor for human 
existence and what it really means. (OK, I see what you’re doing here, but you aren’t 
actually committing to any interpretation - you are just saying things that *sound* like an 
interpretation.) 

 
Poor Example #3: “The Panther” is about a man who is upset with his wife and 
does not know how to express himself, so he quits his job.  
(No. There is literally nothing in the poem that supports this thesis - this is an example of 
creating backstory that is not really in the poem.) 

 
Poor Example #4: “The Panther” says that friends can help you get through a hard 
time. (So this is more or less a life truth. If your thesis sounds like a Hallmark card, or if 
your thesis is something that we already know before reading the poem, then we don’t need 
the poem to tell us that lesson) 

 
 Strong Example: “The Panther” criticizes the decision to surrender passions in  

exchange of a predictable, routine life.  
(This thesis goes beyond the literal meaning of the poem and suggests what Rilke may have 
been intending when he wrote this poem. This thesis HAS AN ANALYTICAL VERB and 
can reasonably be supported by your analysis of the rest of the poem.) 

 
Notes on How to Quote a Poem Correctly 

1) Every time you quote the poem, like with any other type of analytical essay, you need to 
cite where the quote came from. At the end of the SENTENCE (not immediately after the 
quote), you write the line number(s) from the poem – you do not need to add the poet’s last 
name if you are only writing about one poem.  

2) If in your sentence, you already mentioned the line number (e.g. “In line two, Auden 
states…” or “In the next two lines, the speaker reveals” etc) then you DO NOT have to add 
a citation after the quote. See our sample essay for examples of rules 1 and 2.  
 
3) To indicate a line break in a poem, use a slash. e.g. “The whiskey on your breath / could 
make a small boy dizzy” 
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Writing the Poetry Essay 

A poetry essay is not like your typical analytical essay. It varies from the traditional essay 
structure both stylistically, and in length. The analysis should begin with a thesis statement 
/ broad assertion about the topic of the poem. This is not to suggest that the thesis should 
tell the factual truth about the subject of the poem, nor should it wildly speculate about the 
“true story” beneath the surface. In a sentence, state what deeper message you think the 
poem is aiming for. From there, the analysis should move through the poem on a line-by-
line, or stanza-by-stanza basis. As you write, indicate the stanza or line number you are 
examining (see the locator phrases in bold in the sample essay). Also, pay CLOSE 
attention to the specifics of the poem, not just its general meaning. First, here’s the poem…  
 
My Papa’s Waltz   by Theodore Roethke 
 
The whiskey on your breath 
Could make a small boy dizzy; 
But I hung on like death: 
Such waltzing was not easy. 
 
We romped until the pans 
Slid from the kitchen shelf; 
My mother’s countenance 
Could not unfrown itself. 
 
The hand that held my wrist 
Was battered on one knuckle; 
At every step you missed 
My right ear scraped a buckle. 
 
You beat time on my head 
With a palm caked hard by dirt, 
Then waltzed me off to bed 
Still clinging to your shirt. 
 
On the following pages is an essay that walks through the poem, starting with a 

UNIFYING THESIS, and then a careful, line-by-line or section-by-section 

examination. In your essay, you do not need to put the locator phrases (e.g. “In the 

third line”) in bold print. You can also find an extended version of this essay on our 

website …. (Courses > Grade 10 > Poetry Unit)  

***See hhsenglish.com for lots of helpful information on Roethke’s poem*** 
 



 

 12 

It’s Never Easy: 

Youth and Uncertainty in Theodore Roethke’s “My Papa’s Waltz” 

 
 Theodore Roethke’s “My Papa’s Waltz” suggests that the conflict of accepting an 

imperfect past creates an uncertainty that lasts into adulthood. In the first line, Roethke 

introduces the topics of youth, remembrance and alcoholism that carry throughout the poem. 

The poem begins with the image of “the whiskey on your breath,” which has the speaker 

addressing his “Papa” directly (1). The first association with the father is with the man’s 

alcoholism, as the poem begins with “The whisky” before introducing the Papa, or the “you” 

of the poem. While the title (where the speaker uses “Papa” and not “Dad” or “Father”) and 

the first line establish a connection between the father and son, with the father’s own breath 

touching the small child, the following line, “could make a small boy dizzy” erodes that 

connection (2). The son, making his first appearance in the poem, arrives as “a small boy” 

instead of “me,” and the poem’s shift into the conditional mood (“could make” instead of 

“made”) clouds the scene, and questions the closeness that Roethke had established. The 

reference to the size of the child also positions the speaker as thinking from a much later 

time, as the size of the boy contrasts the control and elevation of the diction in the first 

stanza, which employs analogy, understatement, personification, and suggests an 

understanding of alcohol and its effects. At the end of the first stanza, the speaker once again 

remains intentionally vague, remarking that his dancing with his father “was not easy,” 

employing understatement to indicate difficulty, rather than the more natural and 

straightforward diction of “was hard” (4). The first stanza also establishes an inconsistency in 

tone, as the poem bounces from lighthearted, gentler connotations (“dizzy,” “such waltzing,” 

“your breath”) to the darkness and heaviness of “I hung on like death” as a description of 
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dancing (1-4). By introducing the conflict in tone and in connection, Roethke causes a feel of 

uncertainty in his first stanza.  

 The second stanza begins with the dancing pair immediately united, with the line “We 

romped until the pans / slid from the kitchen shelf” (5-6). The two characters are now 

combined into a single pronoun, and their “romp” swings the poem back to a more fun, 

enjoyable tone. The structure of the poem, with four ABAB stanzas of strict iambic trimeter, 

also helps create a bouncier mood, although the deployment of slant rhymes “dizzy” and 

“easy,” as well as the erratic end-line feminine syllables (countenance, knuckle, dizzy) keep 

the form from being entirely upbeat. The second stanza of the poem also shows the mother, 

the only other character in the poem, expressing displeasure, while the speaker again 

diminishes the negative element by stating “My mother’s countenance / could not unfrown 

itself” (7-8). In these lines, the speaker addresses the mother more formally and distantly; she 

is “mother” while her husband is “My Papa,” and her face is more superficially a 

“countenance.” The verb choice, “could not unfrown itself,” is passive and reflexive, and is a 

much more complicated structure than if the speaker had stated more directly, “My mother 

was frowning.” The chaos in the kitchen, with pans euphoniously “sliding from” shelves onto 

the floor, and the disapproval from the mother again use indirect or misleading language to 

disguise the severity of the scene, which strains the closeness between the father and the son 

that the speaker aims to develop in the next stanza. 

[So far, this response is only up to line 8, and it’s not really overexplaining any of its points. 
The remainder of the poem would continue this line-by-line walk through the poem, showing 
where else the poem supports the initial thesis. Please notice the frequent quoting and quote 
dissecting. You should be doing the same] 
 
Also, please note the proper citation of the quotes – you give the LINE NUMBER(S) of 
the line you are quoting, and you put a SLASH to indicate a line break. Notice, you DO 
NOT have to repeat the line citation if you are examining specific words or phrases 
from a quote you have already cited. 
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My Caballero   by José Martí 

In mornings past 
My little one 
Would waken me 
With one grand kiss, 
Astride my chest 
With bridle reins 
Forged from my hair. 
Both drunk with joy, 
A groggy pair, 
My pint-sized knight 
Would spur me on: 
But what soft spurs 
His two fresh feet! 
And how he laughed, 
My buckaroo! 
Then I would kiss 
His tiny feet 
Two feet that fit 
In just one kiss! 
 
 
The More Loving One  by W. H. Auden 
 
Looking up at the stars, I know quite well  
That, for all they care, I can go to hell,  
But on earth indifference is the least 
We have to dread from man or beast.   
 
How should we like it were stars to burn  
With a passion for us we could not return?  
If equal affection cannot be,  
Let the more loving one be me.   
 
Admirer as I think I am  
Of stars that do not give a damn,  
I cannot, now I see them, say  
I missed one terribly all day.   
 
Were all stars to disappear or die,  
I should learn to look at an empty sky  
And feel its total dark sublime,  
Though this might take me a little time. 

1 
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After the Dinner Party   by Adrienne Su 
 
Dropping napkins, corks, and non-compostables 
into the trash, I see that friends have mistaken 
my everyday chopsticks for disposables, 
 
helpfully discarding them alongside inedibles: 
pork bones, shrimp shells, bitter melon. 
Among napkins and corks, they do look compostable: 
 
off-white, wooden, warped from continual 
washing — no lacquer, no ornament. But anyone 
who thinks these chopsticks are disposable 
 
doesn’t live with chopsticks in the comfortable 
way of a favorite robe, oversized, a bit broken. 
Thin paper napkins, plastic forks, and non-compostable 
 
takeout boxes constitute the chopstick’s natural 
habitat to many I hold dear. With family or alone, 
I’ll maintain that chopsticks aren’t disposable, 
 
but if I can make peace with the loss of utensils 
when breaking bao with guests, I’ll be one of them, 
not digging in the napkins and corks. Compostable 
chopsticks are the answer: everyday and disposable. 
 
 
Cross   by Langston Hughes 
 
My old man's a white old man 
And my old mother's black. 
If ever I cursed my white old man 
I take my curses back. 
If ever I cursed my black old mother 
And wished she were in hell, 
I'm sorry for that evil wish 
And now I wish her well 
My old man died in a fine big house. 
My ma died in a shack. 
I wonder where I'm going to die, 
Being neither white nor black?  
 

1 
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A Locked House   by W. D. Snodgrass 
 
As we drove back, crossing the hill,  
The house still  
Hidden in the trees, I always thought—  
A fool’s fear—that it might have caught    
Fire, someone could have broken in.    
As if things must have been  
Too good here. Still, we always found    
It locked tight, safe and sound.  
 
I mentioned that, once, as a joke;    
No doubt we spoke  
Of the absurdity  
To fear some dour god’s jealousy    
Of our good fortune. From the farm    
Next door, our neighbors saw no harm    
Came to the things we cared for here.    
What did we have to fear?  
 
Maybe I should have thought: all  
Such things rot, fall—  
Barns, houses, furniture.  
We two are stronger than we were  
Apart; we’ve grown  
Together. Everything we own  
Can burn; we know what counts—some such    
Idea. We said as much.  
 
We’d watched friends driven to betray;    
Felt that love drained away  
Some self they need.  
We’d said love, like a growth, can feed    
On hate we turn in and disguise;  
We warned ourselves. That you might despise    
Me—hate all we both loved best—  
None of us ever guessed.  
 
The house still stands, locked, as it stood    
Untouched a good  
Two years after you went.  
Some things passed in the settlement;    
Some things slipped away. Enough’s left    
That I come back sometimes. The theft    
And vandalism were our own.  
Maybe we should have known. 

2 
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Mid-Term Break   by Seamus Heaney 
 
I sat all morning in the college sick bay 
Counting bells knelling classes to a close. 
At two o'clock our neighbors drove me home. 
 

In the porch I met my father crying-- 
He had always taken funerals in his stride-- 
And Big Jim Evans saying it was a hard blow. 
 

The baby cooed and laughed and rocked the pram1 
When I came in, and I was embarrassed 
By old men standing up to shake my hand 
 

And tell me they were "sorry for my trouble," 
Whispers informed strangers I was the eldest, 
Away at school, as my mother held my hand 
 

In hers and coughed out angry tearless sighs. 
At ten o'clock the ambulance arrived 
With the corpse2, stanched and bandaged by the nurses. 
 

Next morning I went up into the room. Snowdrops3 
And candles soothed the bedside; I saw him 
For the first time in six weeks. Paler now, 
 

Wearing a poppy bruise on his left temple, 
He lay in the four foot box as in his cot. 
No gaudy scars, the bumper knocked him clear. 
 

A four foot box, a foot for every year.  
 
 

First Deer   by Joseph Bruchac 
 

I trailed 
your guts 
     a mile through snow 
before my second bullet 
     stopped it all. 
Believe me now, 
there was a boy 
who fed butterflies sugar water 
and kept hurt birds 
in boxes in his room. 

                                                
1 Pram = Baby carriage (British) 
2 In a traditional funeral in Ireland, the body of the deceased is returned to the home for a wake 
3 Snowdrops = delicate white flowers that signify condolence or sympathy 

2 
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Those Winter Sundays  by Robert Hayden 
 
Sundays, too, my father got up early 
and put his clothes on in the blueblack cold, 
then with cracked hands that ached 
from labor in the weekday weather made 
banked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him. 
 
I’d wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking. 
When the rooms were warm, he’d call, 
and slowly I would rise and dress, 
fearing the chronic angers of that house. 
 
Speaking indifferently to him, 
who had driven out the cold 
and polished my good shoes as well, 
What did I know, what did I know 
Of love’s austere and lonely offices? 
 
 
Richard Cory   by E. A. Robinson 
 
Whenever Richard Cory went down town, 
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. 
 
 
 
 

3 
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Good Bones   by Maggie Smith 
 
Life is short, though I keep this from my children. 
Life is short, and I’ve shortened mine 
in a thousand delicious, ill-advised ways, 
a thousand deliciously ill-advised ways 
I’ll keep from my children. The world is at least 
fifty percent terrible, and that’s a conservative 
estimate, though I keep this from my children. 
For every bird there is a stone thrown at a bird. 
For every loved child, a child broken, bagged, 
sunk in a lake. Life is short and the world 
is at least half terrible, and for every kind 
stranger, there is one who would break you, 
though I keep this from my children. I am trying 
to sell them the world. Any decent realtor, 
walking you through a real shithole, chirps on 
about good bones: This place could be beautiful, 
right? You could make this place beautiful. 
 
Playground Elegy   by Clint Smith 
 
The first time I slid down a slide my mother  
told me to hold my hands in towards the sky 
 
something about gravity, weight distribution, 
& feeling the air ripple through your fingers. 
 
I remember reaching the bottom, smile consuming  
half of my face, hands still in the air because  
 
I didn't want it to stop. Ever since, this defiance  
of gravity has always been synonymous with feeling alive. 
 
When I read of the new child, his body strewn across  
the street, a casket of bones and concrete I wonder how  
 
many times he slid down the slide. How many times  
he defied gravity to answer a question in class. Did he  
 
raise his hands for all of them? Does my mother regret  
this? That she raised a black boy growing up to think  
 
that raised hands made me feel more alive. That raised hands  
meant I was alive. That raised hands meant I would live. 
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Shall I Compare Thee to a Summer’s Day?   by William Shakespeare 
 
Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date; 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimm'd; 
And every fair from fair4 sometime declines, 
By chance or nature’s changing course untrimm'd5; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st; 
Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines6 to time thou grow’st: 
   So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 
   So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 
 
 
 
My Mistress’ Eyes are Nothing Like the Sun   by William Shakespeare 
 
My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun; 
Coral is far more red than her lips' red; 
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun7; 
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 
I have seen roses damasked8, red and white, 
But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 
And in some perfumes is there more delight 
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know 
That music hath a far more pleasing sound; 
I grant I never saw a goddess go; 
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
   And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 
   As any she belied with false compare9. 
 
 

                                                
4 Fair = Beauty 
5 By chance… untrimm’d = Stripped of its glory by fate or relentless time 
6 Lines = Lines of poetry (or, more specifically, the poem that you are now reading) 
7 Dun = A dull, greyish-brown color 
8 Damasked = Decorated 
9 As any she belied by false compare = as any woman (any “she”) presented inaccurately by false comparisons 
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Flash Cards   by Rita Dove  

In math I was the whiz kid, keeper 
of oranges and apples. What you don’t understand, 
master, my father said; the faster 
I answered, the faster they came. 

I could see one bud on the teacher’s geranium, 
one clear bee sputtering at the wet pane. 
The tulip tree always dragged after heavy rain 
so I tucked my head as my boots slapped home. 

My father put up his feet after work 
and relaxed with a highball and The Life of Lincoln. 
After supper we drilled and I climbed the dark 

before sleep, before a thin voice hissed 
numbers as I spun on a wheel. I had to guess. 
Ten, I kept saying, I’m only ten. 

 
 
Poem   by Simon Armitage 
 
And if it snowed and snow covered the drive 
he took a spade and tossed it to one side.  
And always tucked his daughter up at night  
And slippered her the one time that she lied.   
And every week he tipped up* half his wage.    
And what he didn't spend each week he saved.  
And praised his wife for every meal she made.  
And once, for laughing, punched her in the face.    
And for his mum he hired a private nurse.  
And every Sunday taxied her to church.  
And he blubbed* when she went from bad to worse.  
And twice he lifted ten quid* from her purse.      

Here's how they rated him when they looked back:  
sometimes he did this, sometimes he did that.  
 
 
tip up = to hand over, esp. with money 
blubbed = cried 
ten quid = ten British pounds (approx. $15) 
 

4 



 

 22 

The Gift     by Li-Young Lee 
 

To pull the metal splinter from my palm 
my father recited a story in a low voice. 
I watched his lovely face and not the blade. 
Before the story ended, he’d removed 
the iron sliver I thought I’d die from. 
 
I can’t remember the tale, 
but hear his voice still, a well 
of dark water, a prayer. 
And I recall his hands, 
two measures of tenderness 
he laid against my face, 
the flames of discipline 
he raised above my head. 
 
Had you entered that afternoon 
you would have thought you saw a man 
planting something in a boy’s palm, 
a silver tear, a tiny flame. 
Had you followed that boy 
you would have arrived here, 
where I bend over my wife’s right hand. 
 
Look how I shave her thumbnail down 
so carefully she feels no pain. 
Watch as I lift the splinter out. 
I was seven when my father 
took my hand like this, 
and I did not hold that shard 
between my fingers and think, 
Metal that will bury me, 
christen it Little Assassin, 
Ore Going Deep for My Heart. 
And I did not lift up my wound and cry, 
Death visited here! 
I did what a child does 
when he’s given something to keep. 
I kissed my father. 
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There are Birds Here    by Jamaal May 
 
For Detroit 
 
There are birds here, 
so many birds here 
is what I was trying to say 
when they said those birds were metaphors 
for what is trapped 
between buildings 
and buildings. No. 
The birds are here 
to root around for bread 
the girl’s hands tear 
and toss like confetti. No, 
I don’t mean the bread is torn like cotton, 
I said confetti, and no 
not the confetti 
a tank can make of a building. 
I mean the confetti 
a boy can’t stop smiling about 
and no his smile isn’t much 
like a skeleton at all. And no 
his neighborhood is not like a war zone. 
I am trying to say 
his neighborhood 
is as tattered and feathered 
as anything else, 
as shadow pierced by sun 
and light parted 
by shadow-dance as anything else, 
but they won’t stop saying 
how lovely the ruins, 
how ruined the lovely 
children must be in that birdless city. 
 
 
The Red Wheelbarrow   by W. C. Williams 
 
so much depends 
upon 
a red wheel 
barrow 
glazed with rain 
water 
beside the white 
chickens 

5 
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First Lesson   by Philip Booth 
 
Lie back daughter, let your head 
be tipped back in the cup of my hand. 
Gently, and I will hold you. Spread 
your arms wide, lie out on the stream 
and look high at the gulls. A dead- 
man's float is face down. You will dive 
and swim soon enough where this tidewater 
ebbs to the sea. Daughter, believe 
me, when you tire on the long thrash 
to your island, lie up, and survive. 
As you float now, where I held you 
and let go, remember when fear 
cramps your heart what I told you: 
lie gently and wide to the light-year 
stars, lie back, and the sea will hold you. 
 
 
 
 
Swimming Lesson   by Mary Oliver 
 
Feeling the icy kick, the endless waves 
Reaching around my life, I moved my arms 
And coughed, and in the end saw land. 
 
Somebody, I suppose, 
Remembering the medieval maxim, 
Had tossed me in, 
Had wanted me to learn to swim, 
 
Not knowing that none of us, who ever came back 
From that long lonely fall and frenzied rising, 
Ever learned anything at all 
About swimming, but only 
How to put off, one by one, 
Dreams and pity, love and grace, -- 
How to survive in any place. 
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Traveling Through the Dark    by William Stafford  
 
Traveling through the dark I found a deer 
dead on the edge of the Wilson River road. 
It is usually best to roll them into the canyon: 
that road is narrow; to swerve might make more dead. 
 
By glow of the tail-light I stumbled back of the car 
and stood by the heap, a doe, a recent killing; 
she had stiffened already, almost cold. 
I dragged her off; she was large in the belly. 
 
My fingers touching her side brought me the reason— 
her side was warm; her fawn lay there waiting, 
alive, still, never to be born. 
Beside that mountain road I hesitated. 
 
The car aimed ahead its lowered parking lights; 
under the hood purred the steady engine. 
I stood in the glare of the warm exhaust turning red; 
around our group I could hear the wilderness listen. 
 
I thought hard for us all—my only swerving—, 
then pushed her over the edge into the river. 
 
Friendship Nostalgia    by Rupi Kaur 
 
i miss the days my friends 
knew every mundane detail about my life 
and i knew every ordinary detail about theirs 
that us 
the walks around the block 
The long conversations when we were 
too lost in the moment to care what time it was 
when we won and celebrated 
when we failed and celebrated harder 
when we were just kids 
now we have our very important jobs 
that fill up our very busy schedules 
we compare calendars just to plan coffee dates 
that one of us eventually cancels 
cause adulthood is being too exhausted 
to leave our apartments most days 
i missing knowing i once belonged 
to a group of people bigger than myself 
that belonging made life easier to live 
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Love, I’m Done With You   by Ross Gay 
 
You ever wake up with your footie PJs warming 
your neck like a noose? Ever upchuck 
after a home-cooked meal? Or notice 
how the blood on the bottoms of your feet 
just won’t seem to go away? Love, it used to be 
you could retire your toothbrush for like two or three days and still 
I’d push my downy face into your neck. Used to be 
I hung on your every word. (Sing! you’d say: and I was a bird. 
Freedom! you’d say: and I never really knew what that meant, 
but liked the way it rang like a rusty bell.) Used to be. But now 
I can tell you your breath stinks and you’re full of shit. 
You have more lies about yourself than bodies 
beneath your bed. Rooting 
for the underdog. Team player. Hook, 
line and sinker. Love, you helped design the brick 
that built the walls around the castle 
in the basement of which is a vault 
inside of which is another vault 
inside of which . . . you get my point. Your tongue 
is made of honey but flicks like a snake’s. Voice 
like a bird but everyone’s ears are bleeding. 
From the inside your house shines 
and shines, but from outside you can see 
it’s built from bones. From out here it looks 
like a graveyard, and the garden’s 
all ash. And besides, 
your breath stinks. We’re through. 
 
maggie and millie and mollie and may   by e. e. cummings 
 
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)   
its always ourselves we find in the sea  
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Musée Des Beaux Arts   by W. H. Auden 
 
About suffering they were never wrong, 
The Old Masters: how well they understood 
Its human position: how it takes place 
While someone else is eating or opening a window or just walking dully along; 
How, when the aged are reverently, passionately waiting 
For the miraculous birth, there always must be 
Children who did not specially want it to happen, skating 
On a pond at the edge of the wood: 
They never forgot 
That even the dreadful martyrdom must run its course 
Anyhow in a corner, some untidy spot 
Where the dogs go on with their doggy life and the torturer’s horse 
Scratches its innocent behind on a tree. 
 
In Breughel’s Icarus, for instance: how everything turns away 
Quite leisurely from the disaster; the ploughman may 
Have heard the splash, the forsaken cry, 
But for him it was not an important failure; the sun shone 
As it had to on the white legs disappearing into the green 
Water, and the expensive delicate ship that must have seen 
Something amazing, a boy falling out of the sky, 
Had somewhere to get to and sailed calmly on. 

 
Landscape with the Fall of Icarus by Peter Breughel 

7 
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KEY QUESTIONS 
 
Your teacher may ask a thought-generating question during 
the beginning portion of each day’s discussion. Please use 
this part of the textbook to compile your answers.  
 
 
Poems #1) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Poems #2) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Poems #3) 
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Poems #4) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Poems #5) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Poems #6) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Poems #7) 
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ACCLAIMED HHS POETS 

红⾦ (Hong Jing)|Red Gold   by Kevin Gu, Class of 2022 
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Translation:  
 
Teach me how to paint those tattered juice stains, 
red blood-lit flowers sipping on my saggy low-rise jeans, crimson lanterns  
emanating under the expansive new year sky.  
Let me trace the upward curves of my eyes,  
pulling reflections into almond wax crayons. & how my skin,  
yellow ochre, shrivels under leering gazes 
like rotting kumquat fruits in the summer heat. Teach me 
how to pull the noisy 3 pm afternoons of the 
Chinese market into my grandmother’s embrace. 
I pray I’ll remember the ginseng perfume that loiters  
in my nostrils 
& the jade necklace that boils deep  
in my oolong tea. Tell me the stories of market vendors that sell 
seared fish, electric fan weaving the wafting threads of salt and peppercorns, 
  
and remind me to be proud of these scrawny bones, 
angles of a clock’s hands—the breadth of the joints 
marked with crooked indents. Let me,  
my lissom eyes, gossamer flecks in whispers  
meandering towards the light-years. 
  
Distill red-gold silk, drink it in. 
Cough up lychee berry juice 
that simmers in my lungs & scream with firecrackers that light up 
the burning silence. I’ll watch the golden-skin dragons flutter down 
from shattered mirrors, sending soot and blotted velvet into the concrete. 
Cut paper & smell the thin snowflakes, 
aren’t they saccharine like sugarwater and smoke? 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This poem earned a Gold Key in the 2020 Scholastic Competition 
In addition, Kevin was selected as one of only five Scholastic National Student Poets 
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georgia, atlanta [ululation]   by Kevin Gu, class of 2022 
after the shooting on March 16 
 
tonight, you chew raw tongue and watch how streetlights 
make true the vacancy in your eyes, your gaze. you prepare 
to rupture soft under grease-slick lights, a body 

splayed under artificial deng Long (笼). and notice how dust traces  

yellow-lit rivers (huang he) down a straining neck.  
the trembling tells you it’s time to siphon your life  
away; all steamed bones, all unwanted broth.           open 
 

yourself wider: on a night like this, the only thing unwinding 
is your shot-out brain. body laid bare and blossomed, worthy 
sacrifice to a silent god. an inheritance.  

Long (聋), maybe you convince yourself to ignore  

the air-hollow gap throbbing like curdled steel in your flesh, 
maybe you choose to stay flayed on the perma floor, palms facing  
upwards towards heaven, wordless begging to reclaim a once livid voice. 
but it is all too painful, and so you remain still.  
 

on a night like this, you are reduced to a lovely skin, star  
anise and gunpowder, how those spices cling to you, tender. a softening  
consumed only by yellowing teeth and unhinged mouths, 
wider; hide her! finger on trigger.  
march sixteen, remember that day, how you spilled racking organs  
onto the linoleum? how you thought your lungs filled  
with the synthetic incense of a foreign place? 
but it was just the smoke, long, and you: 
burning from the inside, unnamed empty body,  
mercy, mercy, mercy.  
through this you learn how you are replaceable, 
omitted, how history rewrites again to rid itself of your skeleton, 
and how it molds you: eastern, sexual  
tantalization for a man who had a bad day. a bad day  
to screech metal lullabies into your gut,  
cracked open a lifetime. 
 

——— 
definitions 
 
 

Long//ˈloʊŋ//Lóng [mandarin]: lanterns (笼), deaf (聋) (sound warmed in a throat, scarred in all 
its beauty) 
long [english]: some shooter’s name (kill·er, rust-metal syllable deposited on a tongue) 
 
 
This poem earned an American Voices nomination in the 2021 Scholastic 
Competition 



 

 33 

I Still Have Bad Days   by Melissa Carty, class of 2018 
 
I welcome bad days now,  
embrace the rain with  
butterflies on my rainboots  
shamefully, I needed the data to prove it  
and Scientific verse delivered:  
darkness really does relieve the light  
I know now that a good life  
does not equate to a sum of good days  
no longer do I fear gloom  
or angst or restlessness or loneliness  
 
the hopeless moments are still unpleasant  
but not unbearable  
nor a bad omen of worse tomorrows  
and what’s more, now  
I am the steaming lavender tea  
I gift myself  
when the bad news refuses to yield  
I am the blanket I wrap around myself  
on stormy evenings  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This poem was published by Mass Poetry, a statewide initiative to highlight the best 
poets in Massachusetts  
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Doctrine   by Mia Carboni, class of 2021 
 
I. 
 
-Holy Mary- 
 
Purple light bathes the hem of my skirt and the top of my knee. Sitting in the pew, my fingers 
swim in the dusty glass-stained air over my lap. The gently iridescent hue is striking on my 
unpainted nails, and I admire them while words of the homily float over my head.  
 
-Mother of God- 
 
My parents, having chosen the same row in the front of the church, sit like proud statues, their 
eyes fixed on the wallpaper behind the altar or perhaps the murals on the wall. Not a single 
member of the family heard the holy, droning words. They floated, as they always did, out of 
the altar and blew through the congregation like a thick fog, then rose like steam, like smoke, 
silently into the rafters.  
     
-Pray for us- 
     
Marveling still at the violet glow, I feel eyes on the back of my head. A hundred pairs of 
separate eyes, boring together two hundred separate holes in my skull. Sitting in the front, my 
situation has subjected me to the psychoanalysis of both God and other distracted onlookers. 
It’s a relief no one, save for Father, can see my eyes. But no one watches when I lift them from 
the violet bath on my lap and bring my gaze discreetly forward. 
 
-Sinners- 
 
At the front of the church, just outside the darker enclave of the altar, stood a woman. Tall and 
pretty. Her eyes looked like sleep, her dress melting smoothly to the floor. Under the shadow of 
her veil, she gives the worn carpet a graceful smile. 
 
-Now- 
 
The church was empty; the congregation dissolved like the words of the priest. I stand, slowly. 
She turns to me; I rise to meet her, ten feet tall. 
 
-And at the hour- 
 
I knock my knee on my way out of the pew, but she doesn’t seem to mind, so I laugh, and my 
laugh she echoes richly with the sound of a violin and I look up from that worn carpet of the 
aisle and suddenly I am there with her  
 
-Of our death- 
 
In an embrace, and her sleeve feels cool but her shoulder is Warm, warm like autumn sun, 
warm like an embrace like a kiss or like glory like an alleluia like an  
 
-Amen- 
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II. 
 
-Our Father- 
 
Meetings were compressing. The air pressure in the church hall grew stronger; it pushed on the 
walls of the room and my lungs. I took a deep breath in, and like the air, stale laughter released 
around me like one collective sigh. I joined in a little too loud, checking the time with a flick of 
my wrist. One hour. 
 
-Who art in heaven- 
 
People who I call friends, call me friends, there is a glint of pride in their smiles, and not fear. 
Above their chests rest gold. His glints over his sweatshirt and reflects across his smile. It is the 
same cross that hangs around my neck, the same gold, the same size, but mine pulls me down, 
my throat tightens under it, and my chest constricts beneath its weight. Nothing short of all my 
strength could keep me from crashing to the floor, through the floor. I can see the soles of his 
shoes floating, just slightly, above the ground, and I know his gold would never send him 
crashing down. 
 
-Hallowed be Thy name- 
 
The room is full of teenagers with gold around their necks and apostolic names and laughter I 
can see pushing upwards from bright teeth, but there are no eyes when I look up from his shoes. 
Each face glitters, smiles, laughs of gold and acid and sees with empty eyes. I look down. 
 
-Thy kingdom come- 
 
As I knew it would, the carpet of the church hall below my feet began to melt away. My skin 
was duller, grayer, no blessings shone through, my shadow emptier. They couldn’t see, the 
gold-laden apostolic boys and girls glistening with stardust, their eyes gone and their shoes 
floating. The floor was crashing underneath us. They did not know. 
 
-Thy will be done- 
 
I see her across the room, eyeless and shimmering, the soles of her shoes floating inches off the 
worn carpet. I lift one foot, the concrete underneath shifting to engulf my leg up to the ankle. 
She looks at me, blankly smiling, eyes missing, hand outstretched.  
 
-On Earth- 
 
I fall through the ground, into the earth, the room melting down with me like a sinking ship. 
Miles away now, I see them. My friends. Floating on pride, golden. The girl. Her hand poised 
to save me, to lift me up, sanctuary in the storm, golden. The chain around my own neck 
tightens, and I swim to meet her. I touch her hand, but the sea turns to gold, scalding, and my 
skin alights. Golden salvation, scalding rejection, for it wasn’t her hand at all, it was his, and I 
knew it while I did not know and he sent me down crashing while they all floated, floated with 
acrid smiles and empty eyes and golden hands and golden feet and golden hearts just 
 
-As it is in Heaven-  
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III. 
 
-I confess-  
 
To betrayal, to cowardice, to lies and say I hate myself but I cannot say why. They plead for 
forgiveness to a vague and undiscovered crime, screaming for an absent executioner to absolve 
them They cry 
 
-To almighty God- 
 
And ask him to choose, to absolve their souls or condemn them to hell because they understand 
nothing My congregation disappears, gold chains condemn him, and we are left to gather 
strength alone 
 
-And to you- 
 
My society, my congregation and our friends, let this be our formal rejection of your criticism 
because I cannot understand it although I can crush myself with the same cruelty 
 
I cannot understand your repulsion although I share it 
 
I reject it and repeat it 
 
-My brother-  
 
I inform you I am drowning too and place the blame on your neck Serves you right! I wanted to 
love you and I couldn’t, and neither could you love me because I was a woman I’m Sorry I’m 
Sorry you’re drowning too I hope we are both saved one day 
 
-And sister- 
 
For you I hold nothing but love you’re my religion and my murderess if God will not kill me I 
give you permission I Deserve It 
 
For I  
have  
greatly 
Sinned  
 
in my thoughts 
and in my words in what I have done  
and what I have failed to do 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This poem earned a Silver Key in the 2021 Scholastic Writing Awards 
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Lizzie   by Chloe Baril, class of 2023 
 
Herman swings on the swings  
I am playing fairies with the fairies 
He told me today he hated my pink shirt 
This is my favorite pink shirt 
His shirt looks no different than my own 
I wish I could wear it the way he does 
I guess the fact that it’s on me makes it worse 
Or at least that’s what he tells me 
 
I am envious of his green sneakers 
The way the engulf his feet when he runs 
He never seems to touch the ground 
I wish my pink sneakers could do that 
I guess the fact that they are pink makes them unable 
Or at least that’s what he tells me 
 
I change my socks every day to a new frilly pair with no holes 
I wish I could say the same about Herman 
But his grey wool socks have never left the confines of his sneaker 
I wish I didn’t have to worry about the holes in my socks 
I guess it’s the fact that I’m a girl 
Or at least that’s what he tells me  
 
Herman says I should call him Ahab 
Ahab-it? I asked him once 
He spat on my shoes and sung me a lullaby 
Said the only way I could grow up was to learn my lessons and 
He had quite a few up his sleeve 
I wish I could have a few up my sleeve 
I guess it’s the fact that my sleeves aren’t long enough 
Or at least that’s what he tells me 
 
I have never told Herman he couldn’t go on the swings 
He’s told me 32 times and counting 
I have not swung on the swings one time this whole school year 
I guess it’s the fact that I am Lizzie 
Or at least that’s what he tells me 
 
 
 
 
 
This poem won the 2020 Poetry Contest for Marginal , the HHS Literary Magazine 



 

 38 

Metamorphosis   by YeonSeo Yoo, class of 2024 

Shattered, broken communities, 
consumed by the ancient, omnipotent, omnipresent culturally inherited discrimination,    
     struggle to find that which motivates them 
to continue walking down the clouded tunnel with no end, 
like blind, starved dogs, 
looking for their way back home. 
A place lost so deeply congested with intolerance, 
overrun by hate, 
ostracized from normality and light, 
that the longer you are there, 
the more inequity becomes ordinary -- 
the more prejudice becomes routine. 

But the only reality that concerned the young, sprouting flower that I was, was the smell of  
     sticky rice, 
delighting the dilapidated corners of our house, 
bringing life into the dead, tired wood siding, 

everytime Umma walked through the room. 
The only reality that affected them was a TikTok video, 
concerning a morbidly obese cat that was becoming more viral 
than the deadly infectious disease caused by the SARS-CoV-2 virus. 
But the only reality that mattered 
was that having a yellow undertone and celebrating Chuseok, instead of Thanksgiving, 
meant that barbaric savagery against you was unremarkably expected. 

The taller my flower stem grew, 
the more visible the dark realities of 2020 became, 
the louder the stories of Floyd and Martin became, 
the closer the horror that Yaun and Tan faced became. 
My innocent flower struggled to survive under the cloudy sky, in the toxic soil, 
on the dry Earth; 
the stories of discrimination became my grim reality, 
the trauma that I witnessed became mine to hold and carry, adding filthy weight to my 
fragile, shriveled petals. 

No matter how hard I tried, 
it was an impossible feat for my roots to be replanted elsewhere; 
my roots were already so deeply connected to all that made 2020. 
No matter how hard I resisted, 
the voice of hate was a cacophonous blend of thunderous, reverberating echoes 



 

 39 

that affected me so deeply 
that no option was left 
but to listlessly succumb to my calling. 
No matter how much I wanted to prevail as the red rose in Pleasantville, 
the overwhelming force of intolerance painfully forced upon my involuntary metamorphosis 
into a virus -- 
the “China Virus.” 

This was the story of a flower virus in 2020. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This poem earned a Gold Key in the 2021 Scholastic Writing Awards  
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OTHER POEMS 
 
My Papa’s Waltz   by Theodore Roethke 
 
The whiskey on your breath 
Could make a small boy dizzy; 
But I hung on like death: 
Such waltzing was not easy. 
 
We romped until the pans 
Slid from the kitchen shelf; 
My mother’s countenance 
Could not unfrown itself. 
 
The hand that held my wrist 
Was battered on one knuckle; 
At every step you missed 
My right ear scraped a buckle. 
 
You beat time on my head 
With a palm caked hard by dirt, 
Then waltzed me off to bed 
Still clinging to your shirt. 
 
 
Invictus by William Ernest Henley  
 
Out of the night that covers me,  
Black as the Pit from pole to pole,  
I thank whatever gods may be  
For my unconquerable soul.  
In the fell clutch of circumstance  
I have not winced nor cried aloud,  
Under the bludgeonings of chance  
My head is bloody, but unbowed.  
Beyond this place of wrath and tears  
Looms but the horror of the shade,  
And yet the menace of the years  
Finds, and shall find me, unafraid.  
It matters not how strait the gate,  
How charged with punishments the scroll,  
I am the master of my fate:  
I am the captain of my soul 
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TWO ADDITIONAL SONNETS 
 
 
Equator   by D. C. Stone  
 
The natives of this region built a temple 
On the equator, centuries ago. 
How on earth, I wonder, did they know  
They'd found the heart of things, in times so simple? 
 
The two of us were never as aware. 
This photo shows us there, your palm to mine, 
On either side of the imagined line, 
Shadowless and hot, the laughing pair. 
 
I know. I should have built a monument 
To you; I should have learned to honor years 
With stone cathedrals, though I never thought as much. 
This photograph now seems a testament  
 
That we were always split by hemispheres, 
Even there, even as we touched. 
 
 
 
 
Industry   by Marta Rijn Finch  
 
Perfection’s been achieved. With our machines 
what once was made by hand a bit askew –  
the crippled stool, the candlestick that leans –  
can be, in massive quantities, made true. 
The pure white cotton shirt stays wrinkle-free 
with all its surface blemishes effaced; 
products with (whose?) lifetime guarantee 
are purchased polyethylene-encased. 
It’s said that in the Orient, hand-tied 
tribal rugs by design were flawed. The gaps 
would let the demons out. A lofty guide,  
but not for us, victims of our own traps – 
stuck in a world of goods that can’t allow 
loopholes for escaping evils now.  
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what they did yesterday afternoon   by Warsan Shire 
 
they set my aunt’s house on fire 
i cried the way women on tv do 
folding at the middle 
like a five-pound note. 
i called the boy who use to love me 
tried to ‘okay’ my voice 
i said hello 
he said warsan, what’s wrong, what’s happened? 

i’ve been praying, 
and these are what my prayers look like; 
dear god 
i come from two countries 
one is thirsty 
the other is on fire 
both need water. 

later that night 
i held an atlas in my lap 
ran my fingers across the whole world 
and whispered 
where does it hurt? it answered 
everywhere 
everywhere 
everywhere.  

Red Roses   by Anne Sexton 
 
Tommy is three and when he's bad 
his mother dances with him. 
She puts on the record, 
"Red Roses for a Blue Lady" 
and throws him across the room. 
Mind you, 
she never laid a hand on him. 
He gets red roses in different places, 
the head, that time he was as sleepy as a river, 
the back, that time he was a broken scarecrow, 
the arm like a diamond had bitten it, 
the leg, twisted like a licorice stick, 
all the dance they did together, 
Blue Lady and Tommy. 
You fell, she said, just remember you fell. 
I fell, is all he told the doctors 
in the big hospital. A nice lady came 
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and asked him questions but because 
he didn't want to be sent away he said, I fell. 
He never said anything else although he could talk fine. 
He never told about the music 
or how she'd sing and shout 
holding him up and throwing him. 
 
He pretends he is her ball. 
He tries to fold up and bounce 
but he squashes like fruit. 
For he loves Blue Lady and the spots 
of red roses he gives her 
 
Bent to the Earth   by Blas Manuel de Luna 
 
They had hit Ruben 
with the high beams, had blinded 
him so that the van 
he was driving, full of Mexicans 
going to pick tomatoes, 
would have to stop. Ruben spun 
 
the van into an irrigation ditch, 
spun the five-year-old me awake 
to immigration officers, 
their batons already out, 
already looking for the soft spots on the body, 
to my mother being handcuffed 
and dragged to a van, to my father 
trying to show them our green cards. 
 
They let us go. But Alvaro 
was going back. 
So was his brother Fernando. 
So was their sister Sonia. Their mother 
did not escape, 
and so was going back. Their father 
was somewhere in the field, 
and was free. There were no great truths 
 
revealed to me then. No wisdom 
given to me by anyone. I was a child 
who had seen what a piece of polished wood 
could do to a face, who had seen his father 
about to lose the one he loved, who had lost 
some friends who would never return, 
who, later that morning, bent 
to the earth and went to work. 
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Mouthful of Forevers   by Clementine von Radics 

I am not the first person you loved. 
You are not the first person I looked at 
with a mouthful of forevers. We 
have both known loss like the sharp edges 
of a knife. We have both lived with lips 
more scar tissue than skin. Our love came 
unannounced in the middle of the night. 
Our love came when we’d given up 
on asking love to come. I think 
that has to be part 
of its miracle. 
This is how we heal. 
I will kiss you like forgiveness. You 
will hold me like I’m hope. Our arms 
will bandage and we will press promises 
between us like flowers in a book. 
I will write sonnets to the salt of sweat 
on your skin. I will write novels to the scar 
of your nose. I will write a dictionary 
of all the words I have used trying 
to describe the way it feels to have finally, 
finally found you. 

And I will not be afraid 
of your scars. 

I know sometimes 
it’s still hard to let me see you 
in all your cracked perfection, 
but please know: 
whether it’s the days you burn 
more brilliant than the sun 
or the nights you collapse into my lap 
your body broken into a thousand questions, 
you are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. 
I will love you when you are a still day. 
I will love you when you are a hurricane. 
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Weighing In   by Rhina P. Espaillat 
 
What the scale tells you is how much the earth 
has missed you, body, how it wants you back 
again after you leave it to go forth 

into the light. Do you remember how 
earth hardly noticed you then? Others would rock 
you in their arms, warm in the flow 
 
that fed you, coaxed you upright. Then earth began 
to claim you with spots and fevers, began to lick 
at you with a bruised knee, a bloody shin, 
 
and finally to stoke you, body, drumming 
intimate coded messages through music 
you danced to unawares, there in your dreaming 
 
and your poems and your obedient blood. 
Body, how useful you became, how lucky, 
heavy with news and breakage, rich, and sad, 
 
sometimes, imagining that greedy zero 
you must have been, that promising empty sack 
of possibilities, never-to-come tomorrow. 
 
But look at you now, body, soft old shoe 
that love wears when it’s stirring, look down, look 
how earth wants what you weigh, needs what you know. 
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TWO ADDITIONAL VILLANELLES  
One Art   by Elizabeth Bishop 
 

The art of losing isn’t hard to master; 
so many things seem filled with the intent 
to be lost that their loss is no disaster. 
 
Lose something every day. Accept the fluster 
of lost door keys, the hour badly spent. 
The art of losing isn’t hard to master. 
 
Then practice losing farther, losing faster; 
Places and names, where it was you meant 
to travel. None of these will bring disaster. 
 
I lost my mother’s watch. And look! My last, or 
next-to-last of three loved houses went. 
The art of losing isn’t hard to master. 
 
I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster, 
some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent. 
I miss them, but it wasn’t a disaster. 
 
Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture  
of love) I shan’t have lied. It’s evident 
the art of losing’s not too hard to master, 
though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster. 
 
Do Not Go Gentle  by Dylan Thomas 
 
Do not go gentle into that good night, 
Old age should burn and rave at close of day; 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 
Because their words had forked no lightning they 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
 
Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright 
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
 
Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
And you, my father, there on the sad height, 
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 


