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The Star
By Ann Taylor & Jane Taylor

How I wonder what you are !
Up above the world so high,
Like a diamond in the sky.

When the blazing sun is gone,
When he nothing shines upon,
Then you show your little light,
Twinkle, twinkle, all the night.

Then the trav’ller in the dark,
Thanks you for your tiny spark,
He could not see which way to go,
If you did not twinkle so.

In the dark blue sky you keep,
And often thro’ my curtains peep,
For you never shut your eye,
Till the sun is in the sky.

‘Tis your bright and tiny spark,
Lights the trav’ller in the dark :
Tho’ I know not what you are,
Twinkle, twinkle, little star Olivia Girton



.Buick
By Karl Shapiro

As a sloop with a sweep of immaculate wing on her delicate spine
And a keel as steel as a root that holds in the sea as she leans,
Leaning and laughing, my warm-hearted beauty, you ride, you ride,
You tack on the curves with parabola speed and a kiss of goodbye,
Like a thoroughbred sloop, my new high-spirited spirit, my kiss.

As my foot suggests that you leap in the air with your hips of a girl,
My finger that praises your wheel and announces your voices of 
song,
Flouncing your skirts, you blueness of joy, you flirt of politeness,
You leap, you intelligence, essence of wheelness with silvery nose,
And your platinum clocks of excitement stir like the hairs of a fern.

But how alien you are from the booming belts of your birth and the 
smoke
Where you turned on the stinging lathes of Detroit and Lansing at 
night
And shrieked at the torch in your secret parts and the amorous 
tests,
But now with your eyes that enter the future of roads you forget;
You are all instinct with your phosphorous glow and your streaking 
hair.

And now when we stop it is not as the bird from the shell that I 
leave
Or the leathery pilot who steps from his bird with a sneer of delight,
And not as the ignorant beast do you squat and watch me depart,
But with exquisite breathing you smile, with satisfaction of love,
And I touch you again as you tick in the silence and settle in sleep.

Cole Porto







When I read my poem, I feel like something is 
repeating.



.                                                     I Know, I Remember, But How Can I Help You
By Hayden Carruth

The northern lights.         I wouldn’t have noticed them
if the deer hadn’t told me
a doe         her coat of pearls         her glowing hoofs

                  proud and inquisitive
                  eager for my appraisal
and I went out into the night with electrical steps

but with my head held also proud
                  to share the animal’s fear
                  and see what I had seen before

a sky flaring and spectral
                  greenish waves and ribbons
and the snow         under strange light         tossing in the 

pasture
like a storming ocean caught

                  by a flaring beacon.
The deer stands away from me         not far

                  there among bare black apple trees
                  a presence I no longer see.

We are proud to be afraid
                  proud to share
the silent magnetic storm that destroys the stars
                  and flickers around our heads

like the saints’ cold spiritual agonies
                  of old.
I remember         but without the sense         other light-storms

cold memories discursive and philosophical
                  in my mind’s burden

and the deer remembers nothing.
We move our feet         crunching bitter snow         while the 

storm
crashes like god-wars down the east

                  we shake the sparks from our eyes
we quiver inside our shocked fur

                  we search for each other
in the apple thicket—

                  a glimpse, an acknowledgment
it is enough and never enough—

we toss our heads         and say good night
moving away on bitter bitter snow.

Jennifer Booth

.



The Bait

By Eric Chock

Saturday mornings, before
my weekly chores,
I used to sneak out of the house
and across the street,
grabbing the first grasshopper
walking in the damp California grass
along the stream.
Carefully hiding a silver hook
beneath its green wings,
I’d float it out
across the gentle ripples
towards the end of its life.
Just like that.
I’d give it the hook
and let it ride.
All I ever expected for it
was that big-mouth bass
awaiting its arrival.
I didn’t think
that I was giving up one life
to get another,
that even childhood
was full of sacrifice.
I’d just take the bright green thing,
pluck it off its only stalk,
and give it away as if
it were mine to give.
I knew someone out there
would be fooled,
that someone would accept
the precious gift.
So I just sent it along
with a plea of a prayer,
hoping it would spread its wings this time
and fly across that wet glass sky,
no concern for what inspired
its life, or mine,
only instinct guiding pain
towards the other side.

Albert Cooper



A monstrosity in the alley.
A many-bodied movement grouped
for terror, their flights’ brief shadows
on the kitchen curtains, on the street’s
reliquaries of loose squares and hustle.
Some minds are groomed for defiance. 
The youngest
calls out his territory with muscular 
vowels
where street light spills peculiar, his 
hand
a chorus of heat and recoil. “Could have 
been
a doctor” say those who knew and did 
not
know him, though he never wanted to 
know
what gargles endlessly in a body — wet 
hives,
planets unspooled from their throbbing 
shapes.
There are many ways to look at this.
He got what he wished against. He got
wings on his shoes for a sacrifice. The 
postulate
that stars turn a blind eye to the cobalt 
corners
of rooms is incorrect. Light only helps or 
ruins sight.
Daylight does cruel things to a boy’s 
face. Auggie perkins



By Dorothea Tanning

Be perfect, make it otherwise.
Yesterday is torn in shreds.
Lightning’s thousand sulfur eyes
Rip apart the breathing beds.
Hear bones crack and pulverize.
Doom creeps in on rubber treads.
Countless overwrought housewives,
Minds unraveling like threads,
Try lipstick shades to tranquilize
Fears of age and general dreads.
Sit tight, be perfect, swat the spies,
Don’t take faucets for fountainheads.
Drink tasty antidotes. Otherwise
You and the werewolf: newlyweds.

Luke Roberts



After Apple-Picking

By Robert Frost

My long two-pointed ladder’s sticking 
through a tree

Toward heaven still,
And there’s a barrel that I didn’t fill
Beside it, and there may be two or three
Apples I didn’t pick upon some bough.
But I am done with apple-picking now.
Essence of winter sleep is on the night,
The scent of apples: I am drowsing off.
I cannot rub the strangeness from my sight
I got from looking through a pane of glass
I skimmed this morning from the drinking 

trough
And held against the world of hoary grass.
It melted, and I let it fall and break.
But I was well
Upon my way to sleep before it fell,
And I could tell
What form my dreaming was about to take.
Magnified apples appear and disappear,
Stem end and blossom end,
And every fleck of russet showing clear.
My instep arch not only keeps the ache,
It keeps the pressure of a ladder-round.
I feel the ladder sway as the boughs bend. Jenna Critchfield

And I keep hearing from the 
cellar bin

The rumbling sound
Of load on load of apples 

coming in.
For I have had too much
Of apple-picking: I am 

overtired
Of the great harvest I myself 

desired.
There were ten thousand 

thousand fruit to touch,
Cherish in hand, lift down, and 

not let fall.
For all
That struck the earth,
No matter if not bruised or 

spiked with stubble,
Went surely to the cider-apple 

heap
As of no worth.
One can see what will trouble
This sleep of mine, whatever 

sleep it is.
Were he not gone,
The woodchuck could say 

whether it’s like his
Long sleep, as I describe its 

coming on,
Or just some human sleep.



Susan Mitchel

The bear

Tonight the bear
comes to the orchard and, balancing
on her hind legs, dances under the apple trees,
hanging onto their boughs,
dragging their branches down to earth.
Look again. It is not the bear
but some afterimage of her
like the car I once saw in the driveway
after the last guest had gone.
Snow pulls the apple boughs to the ground.
Whatever moves in the orchard—
heavy, lumbering—is clear as wind.

The bear is long gone.
Drunk on apples,
she banged over the trash cans that fall night,
then skidded downstream. By now
she must be logged in for the winter.
Unless she is choosy.
I imagine her as very choosy,
sniffing at the huge logs, pawing them, trying
each one on for size,
but always coming out again.

Until tonight.
Tonight sap freezes under her skin.
Her breath leaves white apples in the air.
As she walks she dozes,
listening to the sound of axes chopping wood.
Somewhere she can never catch up to
trees are falling. Chips pile up like snow
When she does find it finally,
the log draws her in as easily as a forest,
and for a while she continues to see,
just ahead of her, the moon
trapped like a salmon in the ice.

Dakota Cardwell



Everything contains 
some   
silence. Noise gets
its zest from the
small shark’s-tooth
shaped fragments
of rest angled
in it. An hour   
of city holds maybe   
a minute of these   
remnants of a time   
when silence reigned,   
compact and dangerous   
as a shark. Sometimes   
a bit of a tail   
or fin can still   
be sensed in parks.

Brennan Furnari



Inventing a Horse

Inventing a horse is not easy.

One must not only think of the horse.

One must dig fence posts around him.

One must include a place where horses 
like to live;

or do when they live with humans like 
you.

Slowly, you must walk him in the cold;

feed him bran mash, apples;

accustom him to the harness;

holding in mind even when you are tired

harnesses and tack cloths and saddle oil

to keep the saddle clean as a face in the 
sun;

one must imagine teaching him to run

among the knuckles of tree roots,

not to be skittish at first sight of timber 
wolves,

Adeline Freeseha

and not to grow thin in the city,

where at some point you will have to 
live;

and one must imagine the absence 
of money.

Most of all, though: the living weight,

the sound of his feet on the needles,

and, since he is heavy, and real,

and sometimes tired after a run

down the river with a light whip at his 
side,

one must imagine love

in the mind that does not know love,

an animal mind, a love that does not 
depend

on your image of it,
your understanding of it;

indifferent to all that it lacks:
a muzzle and two black eyes

looking the day away, a field empty

of everything but witchgrass, fluent trees,

and some piles of hay.



Nobody heard him, the dead man,   
But still he lay moaning:
I was much further out than you 

thought   
And not waving but drowning.

Poor chap, he always loved larking
And now he’s dead
It must have been too cold for him 

his heart gave way,   
They said.

Oh, no no no, it was too cold always   
(Still the dead one lay moaning)   
I was much too far out all my life   
And not waving but drowning.

Nicholas Tracy



Who Said It Was Simple         
By Audre Lord              

There are so many roots to the tree of anger   

that sometimes the branches shatter   
before they bear.
Sitting in Nedicks
the women rally before they march   
discussing the problematic girls   
they hire to make them free.
An almost white counterman passes   
a waiting brother to serve them first   
and the ladies neither notice nor reject   
the slighter pleasures of their slavery.   
But I who am bound by my mirror   
as well as my bed
see causes in colour
as well as sex
and sit here wondering   
which me will survive   
all these liberations.

Sirena Ramirez



Break Of Day in the  Trenches By Isaac Rosenberg

The darkness crumbles away.

It is the same old druid Time as ever,

Only a live thing leaps my hand,
A queer sardonic rat,
As I pull the parapet’s poppy
To stick behind my ear.
Droll rat, they would shoot you if they knew
Your cosmopolitan sympathies.
Now you have touched this English hand
You will do the same to a German
Soon, no doubt, if it be your pleasure
To cross the sleeping green between.
It seems you inwardly grin as you pass
Strong eyes, fine limbs, haughty athletes,
Less chanced than you for life,
Bonds to the whims of murder,
Sprawled in the bowels of the earth,
The torn fields of France.
What do you see in our eyes
At the shrieking iron and flame
Hurled through still heavens?
What quaver—what heart aghast?
Poppies whose roots are in man’s veins
Drop, and are ever dropping;
But mine in my ear is safe—
Just a little white with the dust.

Matthew Loftis 



I tell you, hopeless grief is passionless;
That only men incredulous of despair,
Half-taught in anguish, through the 

midnight air
Beat upward to God’s throne in loud 

access
Of shrieking and reproach. Full 

desertness,
In souls as countries, lieth silent-bare
Under the blanching, vertical eye-glare
Of the absolute heavens. Deep-hearted 

man, express
Grief for thy dead in silence like to 

death—
Most like a monumental statue set
In everlasting watch and moveless woe
Till itself crumble to the dust beneath.
Touch it; the marble eyelids are not wet:
If it could weep, it could arise and go.

● Living

.

Devon Carreiro

Delete this text book and copy your artwork 
here. I will eventually create a gallery of 
everyone’s work for everyone to see.



.

Camden Adams



Dirge Without Music
By Edna St. Vincent Millay

I am not resigned to the shutting away of loving 
hearts in the hard ground.
So it is, and so it will be, for so it has been, time 
out of mind:
Into the darkness they go, the wise and the lovely.  
Crowned
With lilies and with laurel they go; but I am not 
resigned.

Lovers and thinkers, into the earth with you.
Be one with the dull, the indiscriminate dust.
A fragment of what you felt, of what you knew,
A formula, a phrase remains,—but the best is lost.

The answers quick and keen, the honest look, the 
laughter, the love,—
They are gone.  They are gone to feed the roses.  
Elegant and curled
Is the blossom.  Fragrant is the blossom.  I know.  
But I do not approve.
More precious was the light in your eyes than all 
the roses in the world.

Down, down, down into the darkness of the grave
Gently they go, the beautiful, the tender, the kind;
Quietly they go, the intelligent, the witty, the brave.
I know.  But I do not approve.  And I am not 
resigned.

Emily Mathison



I go to the mountain side of the 
house to cut saplings, and clear a 
view to snow on mountain. But 
when I look up, saw a hand, I see 
a nest clutched in the uppermost 
branches. I don’t cut that one. I 
don’t cut the others either. 
Suddenly, in every tree, an 
unseen nest where a mountain 
would be. 

Mari Hatfield



The soft-toned clock upon the stair 
chimed three 
Too sweet for sleep, too early yet to 
rise.
 In restful peace I lay with half-closed 
eyes,
Watching the tender hours go dreamily;
The tide was flowing in; I heard the sea
Shivering along the sands; while yet the 
skies
Were dim, uncertain, as the light that 
lies
Beneath the fretwork of some wild-rose 
tree
Within the thicket gray. The chanticleer
Sent drowsy calls across the slumbrous 
air;
In solemn silence sweet it was to hear
My own heart beat . . . Then broad and 
deep and fair—
Trembling in its new birth from heaven’s 
womb—
One crimson shaft of dawn sank thro’ 
my room.

Delilah Earl



Fishing
By A.E. Stallings

The two of them stood in the middle water,
The current slipping away, quick and cold,
The sun slow at his zenith, sweating gold,
Once, in some sullen summer of father and daughter.
Maybe he regretted he had brought her—
She’d rather have been elsewhere, her look told—
Perhaps a year ago, but now too old.
Still, she remembered lessons he had taught her:
To cast towards shadows, where the sunlight fails
And fishes shelter in the undergrowth.
And when the unseen strikes, how all else pales
Beside the bright-dark struggle, the rainbow wroth,
Life and death weighed in the shining scales,
The invisible line pulled taut that links them both.

Gavin Mynderup



Piute Creek 

         By Gary Snyder

One granite ridge
A tree, would be enough
Or even a rock, a small creek,
A bark shred in a pool.
Hill beyond hill, folded and twisted   
Tough trees crammed
In thin stone fractures
A huge moon on it all, is too much.   
The mind wanders. A million
Summers, night air still and the rocks   
Warm.   Sky over endless mountains.   
All the junk that goes with being human   
Drops away, hard rock wavers
Even the heavy present seems to fail   
This bubble of a heart.
Words and books
Like a small creek off a high ledge   
Gone in the dry air.

A clear, attentive mind
Has no meaning but that
Which sees is truly seen.
No one loves rock, yet we are here.   
Night chills. A flick
In the moonlight
Slips into Juniper shadow:
Back there unseen
Cold proud eyes
Of Cougar or Coyote
Watch me rise and go.

Sarah Waverly



The Ocean has its silent caves,
Deep, quiet, and alone;
Though there be fury on the waves,
Beneath them there is none.

The awful spirits of the deep
Hold their communion there;
And there are those for whom we 

weep,
The young, the bright, the fair.

Calmly the wearied seamen rest
Beneath their own blue sea.
The ocean solitudes are blest,
For there is purity.

The earth has guilt, the earth has 
care,

Unquiet are its graves;
But peaceful sleep is ever there,
Beneath the dark blue waves.

Lucas Ortega



Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird
By Wallace Stevens
Among twenty snowy mountains,   
The only moving thing   
Was the eye of the blackbird.   
I was of three minds,   
Like a tree   
In which there are three blackbirds.   
The blackbird whirled in the autumn winds.   
It was a small part of the pantomime.   
A man and a woman   
Are one.   
A man and a woman and a blackbird   
Are one.   
I do not know which to prefer,   
The beauty of inflections   
Or the beauty of innuendoes,   
The blackbird whistling   
Or just after.   
Icicles filled the long window   
With barbaric glass.   
The shadow of the blackbird   
Crossed it, to and fro.   
The mood   
Traced in the shadow   
An indecipherable cause.   
O thin men of Haddam,   
Why do you imagine golden birds?   
Do you not see how the blackbird   
Walks around the feet   
Of the women about you?   
I know noble accents   
And lucid, inescapable rhythms;   
But I know, too,   
That the blackbird is involved   
In what I know.   
When the blackbird flew out of sight,   
It marked the edge   
Of one of many circles.   
At the sight of blackbirds   
Flying in a green light,   
Even the bawds of euphony   
Would cry out sharply.   
He rode over Connecticut   
In a glass coach.   
Once, a fear pierced him,   
In that he mistook   
The shadow of his equipage   
For blackbirds.   
The river is moving.   
The blackbird must be flying.   
It was evening all afternoon.   
It was snowing   
And it was going to snow.   
The blackbird sat   
In the cedar-limbs.          Jaelynn Pimentel



Flowers

By Cynthia Zarin

This morning I was walking upstairs
from the kitchen, carrying your
beautiful flowers, the flowers you
 
brought me last night, calla lilies
and something else, I am not
sure what to call them, white flowers,
 
of course you had no way of knowing
it has been years since I bought
white flowers—but now you have
 
and here they are again. I was 

carrying
your flowers and a coffee cup
and a soft yellow handbag and a book
 
of poems by a Chinese poet, in
which I had just read the words “come
or go but don’t just stand there
 
in the doorway,” as usual I was
carrying too many things, you
would have laughed if you saw me.
 
It seemed especially important
not to spill the coffee as I usually
do, as I turned up the stairs,
 
inside the whorl of the house as if
I were walking up inside the lilies.
I do not know how to hold all
 
the beauty and sorrow of my life.

Eden Hesch



Curtains forcing their will   

against the wind,

children sleep,

exchanging dreams with   

seraphim. The city

drags itself awake on   

subway straps; and

I, an alarm, awake as a   

rumor of war,

lie stretching into dawn,   

unasked and unheeded. Mason Willman



In icy fields.
Is water flowing in the tank?
Will they huddle together, warm 

bodies pressing?
(Is it the year of the goat or the 

sheep?
Scholars debating Chinese zodiac,
follower or leader.)
O lead them to a warm corner,
little ones toward bulkier bodies.
Lead them to the brush, which cuts 

the icy wind.
Another frigid night swooping 

down — 
Aren’t you worried about them? I ask 

my friend,
who lives by herself on the ranch of 

goats,
far from here near the town of 

Ozona.
She shrugs, “Not really,
they know what to do. They’re 

goats.”

Ashley Khan



The Tables Turned
By William Wordsworth

Up! up! my Friend, and quit your books;
Or surely you’ll grow double:
Up! up! my Friend, and clear your looks;
Why all this toil and trouble?

The sun above the mountain’s head,
A freshening lustre mellow
Through all the long green fields has spread,
His first sweet evening yellow.

Books! ’tis a dull and endless strife:
Come, hear the woodland linnet,
How sweet his music! on my life,
There’s more of wisdom in it.

And hark! how blithe the throstle sings!
He, too, is no mean preacher:
Come forth into the light of things,
Let Nature be your teacher.

She has a world of ready wealth,
Our minds and hearts to bless—
Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health,
Truth breathed by cheerfulness.

One impulse from a vernal wood
May teach you more of man,
Of moral evil and of good,
Than all the sages can.

Sweet is the lore which Nature brings;
Our meddling intellect
Mis-shapes the beauteous forms of things:—
We murder to dissect.

Enough of Science and of Art;
Close up those barren leaves;
Come forth, and bring with you a heart
That watches and receives.






