as of May 2002

I believe the sun will rise tomorrow 

because the world does turn and turn and turn– 

in a spinning we’ll never understand.

I believe death is silence and no thinking,

no remembrance, no concern.

I believe that, though she couldn’t 

tell you why, my wife loves me.

I believe my daughter’s a delight.

I believe high tide waters, calm and rippling,

are more lovely than low tides’ reeking banks.

I believe the crystal moon deserves to be

the symbol of perfected love.

I believe God is neither man nor thought,

not inhalation nor a sigh, not a hope

to cling to when hope is all that’s left.

I believe mankind is incurably cruel.

I believe mountains are mineral,

forests vegetable and 

humanity humanity.

I believe my son will rally 

in the face of lost love.

I believe my bank account is too slim

and I should have fattened it long ago, and

I believe a fat account is small accomplishment.

I believe a poem is worth a song and

I believe a single song can compensate

for every doubt I’ve suffered.

I believe doubt is infinite, ambiguity

endless, skepticism realism.

I believe canoes cutting water are better 

than airplanes shredding sky.

I believe terror surely prospers

in a war on terrorism.

I believe America is a bloated parasite.

I believe America is a startling dream

and an aging, unread map. 

I believe that rock and roll is here to stay,

but not for long.

I believe that longing is, most tenderly,

most fiercely, what we live for.

I believe your foolishness is different from,

not greater than, my own.

I believe self-righteousness is the enemy of love.

I believe my memory is slipping.

I believe gray suits me and baldness

is fine even if shaved heads are fashionable.

I believe my other son does understand

humility is part of confidence.

I believe in Coltrane’s rumbling sculptures

and the agonized exuberance 

of Mingus in his dance.

I believe basketball outranks football

and ballet’s grander still.

I believe that baseball, at its best,

is a poem about ballet, and that sex

is a poem no poet’s ever written.

I believe my mother will not know me

at the end, unless the end comes soon.

I believe anger is better than indifference 

and tenderness better than both.

I believe each of us goes home 

to whatever home it is we have.

I believe my beliefs are no great matter.

I believe words are too small for life.

I believe words are sea glass on my tongue

and a lovely crackling to my ears.

· Del Shortliffe


Assignment:  Write your own "as of September 2016" poem of at least 40 lines in which you attempt to record what you believe as of today.  Feel free to Re-read "as of May 2002" and note how Del mixes the personal and the worldly, the significant and the mundane, the physical and the intellectual, ideas and images.  Also note how he creates a rhythm with internal rhyme and repetition, the litany of "I believe," varying sentence and line lengths, and the occasional contradiction or correction.  Make your "as of September 2016" poem at least 40 lines and use some of the same mix in the content of your poem, "I believe…" as a repeating phrase, and some of the other techniques.  Have fun!  Submit your new poem to turnitin.com.











