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Sonnet I

Edna St. Vincent Millay

Thou art not lovelier than lilacs,—no,

Nor honeysuckle; thou art not more fair

Than small white single poppies,—I can bear
Thy beauty; though I bend before thee, though
From left to right, not knowing where to go,

[ turn my troubled eyes, nor here nor there
Find any refugde from thee, yet I swear

SO has it been with mist,—with moonlight so.
Like him who day by day unto his draught

Of delicate poison adds him one drop more
Till he may drink unharmed the death of ten
Even so, inured to beauty, who have quatied
Fach hour more deeply than the hour before,
I drink—and live—what hag destroyed some men.

THE SONG OF WANDERING AENGUS

William Butler Yeats

I went out to the hazel wood,

Because a fire was in my head,

And cut and peeled a hazel wand,

And hooked a berry to a thread;

And when white moths were on the wing,
And moth-like stars were flickering out,
I dropped the berry in a stream

And caught a little silver trout.

When I had laid it on the floor

I went to blow the fire aflame,

But something rustled on the floor,
And some one called me by my name:

It had become a glimmering girl

With apple blossom in her hair

Who called me by my name and ran

And faded through the brightening air.

Though I am old with wandering

Through hollow lands and hilly lands,
I will find out where she has gone,

And kiss her lips and take her hands;
And walk among long dappled grass,

And pluck till time and times are done
The silver apples of the moon,

The golden apples of the sun.

SMALL BOY AND MUSHROOM

Grace Freeman

Only the camera

in my hand and mind
makes record

of this quiet moment
when you squat to watch
what was not yesterday
and will not be tomorrow.

Almost overnight

your pocket will discard
its plastic treasures
and there’ll not be time
for mushroom watching.

THE GOLD OF THE TIGERS

Jorge Luis Borges

Up to the moment of the yellow sunset,

how many times will I have cast my eyes on
the sinewy-bodied tiger of Bengal

to-ing and fro-ing on its paced-out path
behind the labyrinthine iron bars,

never suspecting them to be a prison.
Afterwards, other tigers will appear:

the blazing tiger of Blake, burning bright;
and after that will come the other golds—
the amorous gold shower disguising Zeus,
the gold ring which, on every ninth night,

gives light to nine rings more, and these, nine more,

and there is never an end.

All the other overwhelming colors,

in company with the years, kept leaving me,
and now alone remains

the amorphous light, the inextricable shadow
and the gold of the beginning.

O sunsets, O tigers, O wonders

of myth and epic

0 gold more dear to me, gold of your hair
which these hands long to touch.

RAIN

Shel Silverstein

I opened my eyes

And looked up at the rain,

And it dripped in my head

And flowed into my brain,

And all that I hear as I lie in my bed

Is the slishity-slosh of the rain in my head.

step very softly,

walk very slow,

can’t do a handstand--

might overflow,

So pardon the wild crazy thing I just said--

I
I
I
I

I'm just not the same since there’s rain in my head.

A LIMINAL ZODIAC

Paul Boccaccio

Sidewalk bound, looking up into the rain,

I can see twelve fleeting constellations
formed by perfect drops too swiftly falling
to create relics of mythology.

So my mind helps, holds the afterimage

of their neighbors, painstakingly connects
relationships crudely sketched in broad strokes
by momentary, fresh-cut diamond quills.

I will have dribbling heroes in bard songs

to comfort me with scars, their charcoal flaws,
fleet demigods more noble than their sires,

the gambling gods etched deep between wet stars.

BONSAI
Billy Collins

All it takes is one to throw a room
completely out of whack.

Over by the window
it looks hundreds of yards away,

a lone stark gesture of wood
on the distant cliff of a table.

Up close, it draws you in,
cuts everything down to size.

Look at it from the doorway,
and the world dilates and bloats.

The button lying next to it
is now a pearl wheel,

The book of matches is a raft,
and the coffee cup a cistern

to catch the same rain

that moistens its small plot of dark, mossy earth.

For it even carries its own weather,
leaning away from a fierce wind

that somehow blows
through the calm tropics of this room.

The way it bends inland at the elbow
makes me want to inch my way

to the very top of its spiky greenery,
hold on for dear life

and watch the sea storm rage,
hoping for a tiny whale to appear.

I want to see her plunging forward
through the troughs,

tunneling under the foam and spindrift
on her annual, thousand-mile journey.



