HOMESTEAD PARK

It's 1956. My father 

Is wearing his suede jacket 

And short brimmed hat. 

We are going for a walk. 

The joints of the willow 

Are budding, the sumac 

Already have that smell 

Like old paint in a can. 

Because I am only ten, 

I notice that his shoes 

Are just the same as ones

He wears to work, 

Only scuffed up and older. 

He is telling me about 

My mother sitting in the sun.  

Her teeth are like the flesh 

Of lobsters!  The sky is blue. 

I think about the office 

Where he works, humming 

With its great white 

Refrigerators, freezers, 

Filled with plastic food. 

Because I am only ten 

The world is as it should be. 

My father's jacket is brown 

As his shoes, the skin 

Inside the sycamores is green. 

When my father tells me 

The names of the trees 

And the meanings of the names 

He uses, he is like the face 

Of the rock wall jutting 

From the woods above us. 

In my dreams the shadow 

Of the valley runs down here

Along the edge of the creek. 

But today, bright Saturday, 

With my father beside me

The sky spreads its branches.

The woods go back as far 

As our house. Everyone

I know is still alive.


Robert Gibb

Piano with Dad

(After Robert Gibb’s “Homestead Park”)

It’s 1987.

My dad is wearing

His 1985 Davis Cup

Sweatsuit and New

Balance sneakers.

My room is 

Painted yellow.

Raggedy Ann

Sits in the corner.

He is playing the piano.

Because I am only five

I notice my dad’s fingers

Flying up and 
Down the keys

And I think he is Beethoven.

He is telling me about

The band he played keyboard in

When he had long hair

Like a girl.

I think of when Dad

Goes away. The white

Monstrous planes

That take him away

For weeks on end.

Because I am only 

Five I think he works

At the airport.

Then I sit beside him.

He puts my fingers

On the keys where

His were before

And places his hands

Over mine and

Begins to play.  

Because I am only five

I can play like

Beethoven too.

Allison Early
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Remembering for Both of Us

My grandmother wears her red

checkered apron and grey

collared shirt. It is 1992.

We are washing dishes.

Soap bubbles bathe

dinner plates. Laughter muffles

Monopoly dice from distant

rooms. On a chair, my book

lies untouched

Because I am eleven, I watch

her hands work, neat with

dishes as with letters she

writes to us that Grandpop says “hi.”

The garden blooms and cows

nurse their calves. Here, her

hands are more absent-minded.

She hums a song as she

passes me showered saucers, lips 

parting, Que sera, sera.
The sky is streaked with stars.

I picture the brook in back

alive with water striders

I caught in her plastic garden trays.

Whatever will be, will be.
Because I am only eleven,

the world is as it should be.

My grandmother swirls the water,

Hands bowls off to her granddaughter.

Apple pie warmth blankets us.

She tells me snippets

of her youth as a teacher

I try to remember.

It is important to learn your history.
She is like a looking glass that

spills me into my future where Grandpop

must write the letters that Grandmom

says “hi.” We love you all.
In my dreams the moon

rises over pastured hills

and draws our eyes to its face.

But tonight, star-lit Saturday,

with my grandmother beside me,

the dishcloth soothes the tired pans.

Her song reaches as far as the kitchen walls.
Kristin Veenema

End of the World

(After Robert Gibb’s “Homestead Park”)

It’s 1649.  My father

Is wearing a silver sword 

Driven through his armor.

Blood leaks beneath him

Into dark red pools that 

Seep into the muddy ground.

Lord Cromwell’s troops

Have left the battlefield

To the corpses 

Lying at odd angles, 

The not-yet dead 

Moaning or staring 

Into the gray sky 

and the few survivors

Who dare to say goodbye

To their kin or have come 

To pillage the bodies.

My father speaks of honor

And God and country.  He says

He will join my mother

Long dead from consumption, 

My sisters lost in childhood 

And tells me to say goodbye 

To my brothers 

Who he doesn’t know

Are already dead.

At last he is quiet

And I lift my eyes 

To survey the other dead 

And the dying, 

the riderless horses 

wandering in circles,

The thunderclouds forming 

in the purple sky.


Jack Powers

Homestead Park
1. Ask for a volunteer to read “Homestead Park” aloud.  Ask the students to note any poem ideas they think of as they read along, and any techniques or form ideas they notice.  Ask them to share what they have noticed. (repetition ("because I am only ten"), colors, early memory poem, nature poem, memory from a time of innocence, long/thin poem, short lines, etc) 

2. List the ideas on the board under the headings: Reusable Poem Ideas, Form Ideas, Techniques.
2. Ask students to write their own poems using the poem ideas, form ideas and/techniques they generated.  This should use at least one idea from each column (and of course any other ideas/techniques they've collected over the years).  If they are stuck they can write about an early memory with a parent or other relative band begin with the Line “It’s 19__.  My father ...” (or mother or aunt etc.) or they could write a poem about a memorable experience in nature.



Homestead Park Poem Assignment


1. Read “Homestead Park” and list reusable poem ideas, form ideas and techniques you notice.  Share your list.


2. Write your own poem using at least one poem idea, form idea and technique from the list.  








