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How does the poet open the door to the poem?  Is the beginning an image?  A surprise?  How 
does the poet shut the door of the poem?  Does the ending surprise you?  Does the poem feel 
complete and resolved? 

__________________ 

Subway Rush Hour 
 

Mingled 

breath and smell 

so close 

mingled 

black and white 

so near 

no room for fear 

 

Langston Hughes 
 

__________________ 

Poem for Debbie 
 

who is tall and bold 

with sneakers to make 

her run faster to 

or from 

the world 

 

Nikki Giovanni 

_________________ 

This is Just To Say 
 

I 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 

 

William Carlos Williams 
 

__________________ 

Keepsake 
 

Before Mrs. Williams died 

She told Mr. Williams 

When he gets home 

To get a nickel out of her 

Navy blue pocketbook 

And give it to her 

Sweet little gingerbread girl 

That’s me 

 

I ain’t ever going to spend it 

 

Eloise Greenfield 



 _______ 

Sunday 
 

The mint bed is in 

bloom; lavender haze 

day.  The grass is 

more than green and 

throws up sharp and 

cutting lights to 

slice through the 

plane tree leaves.  And  

on the cloudless blue 

I scribble your name. 

 

James Schuyler 
 

_______ 

Father 
 

I look for you on every street,  

wondering if we’ll ever meet. 

 

In every crowd I try to see 

your face.  I think you’d know it’s me.  

 

I watch our corner where the bus 

stops, hoping you’ll come back to us. 

 

Mom says I’d better just forget 

about you.  But I haven’t yet.  

 

Myra Cohn Livingston 
 

___________ 

To L. B. S. 
 

Sometimes, tired, I imagine your death: 

By childish illness, reasonless accident 

Stopped still forever, gone; until I loathe 

Fool dramatizations of the brain – I won’t. 

Thought I could, write them into pictures here. 

 

My child, outlive me!  Stay beyond my times 

Which – how I see now – could be worse than these, 

As they are worse for many who had sons. 

Death I can bear for myself once, not twice. 

I am out of bed at midnight to beg this.  

 

Winfield Townley Scott 
 



 

_____ 

Cats 
 

Cats walk neatly 

Whatever they pick 

To walk upon 

 

Clipped lawn, cool 

Stone, waxed floor 

Or delicate dust 

 

On feather snow 

With what disdain 

Lifting a paw 

 

On horizontal glass 

No less or 

Ice nicely debatable 

 

Wall-to-wall 

Carpet, plush divan 

Or picket fence 

 

In deep jungle 

Grass where we 

Can’t see them 

 

Where we can’t  

Often follow follow 

Cats walk neatly. 

 

Robert Francis 
 


