I Know a Man

As I sd to my

friend, because I am

always talking,--John I

sd, which was not his

name, the darkness sur-

ounds us, what

can we do against

it, or else, shall we & 

why not, buy a goddamn big car,

drive he sd, for

christ's sake, look

out where yr going.


Robert Creeley


Traveling Through the Dark
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.


William Stafford



The Sacred
After the teacher asked if anyone had


a sacred place

and the students fidgeted and shrank

in their chairs, the most serious of them all


said it was his car,

being in it alone, his tape deck playing

things he’d chosen, and others knew the truth


had been spoken

and began speaking about their rooms,

their hiding places, but the car kept coming up,


the car in motion,

music filling it, and sometimes one other person

who understood the bright altar of the dashboard


and how faraway

a car could take him from the need

the speak, or to answer, the key


in having a key

and putting it in and going.


Stephen Dunn

Moths

Zipping along the other night

I was thinking about nothing

or almost nothing

when I became aware of minute cries

tiny wails

from nearby

and I saw, in the beams of my headlights

the fluttering transparent forms

of moths

in a desperate attempt to worship their God

plummeting toward my lights

dying, bouncing off the glass

with one small cry

and the lifeless shapes drift to the pavement

quickly left behind

and I think of that small spirit

and my own

and I wish that I too could die

in a quest for light.


Nell Hanson
Assignment: Write a poem of at least 12 lines about a car or that takes place in a car or dreams of a car or has something to do with a car somehow. Use any of these poems (or any other poem) as a model.








