Directions: Read the model poems and write a poem to, from or about poetry


INTRODUCTION TO POETRY

I ask them to take a poem

and hold it up to the light

like a color slide

or press an ear against its hive.

I say drop a mouse into a poem

and watch him probe his way out,

or walk inside the poem’s room

and feel the walls for a light switch.

I want them to waterski

across the surface of a poem

waving at the author’s name on the shore.

But all they want to do

is tie the poem to a chair with rope

and torture a confession out of it.

They begin beating it with a hose

to find out what it really means.


Billy Collins




Poetry Lives
Poetry lives in me 

When the sky is dark

And the streets are empty.

Poetry lives in me

After the doors 

Are closed tight and

The windows locked down.

Poetry lives in me 

When the swings stop swinging

And the children's laughter stops.

I see the midnight black sky,

The twinkling stars.

Hear the rumble and choke 

Of the engines, the screech of tires.

The hinges creek.

And the curtains flap.

Swings float with joyful smiles. 

Poetry lives in me

When I'm dead and gone. 

                   
Kim Neiditz


Valentine for Ernest Mann 

You can't order a poem like you order a taco.

Walk up to the counter, say, "I'll take two"

and expect it to be handed back to you

on a shiny plate.

Still, I like your spirit.

Anyone who says, "Here's my address,

write me a poem," deserves something in reply.

So I'll tell you a secret instead:

poems hide. In the bottoms of our shoes,

they are sleeping. They are the shadows

drifting across our ceilings the moment

before we wake up. What we have to do

is live in a way that lets us find them.

Once I knew a man who gave his wife

two skunks for a valentine.

He couldn't understand why she was crying.

"I thought they had such beautiful eyes."

And he was serious. He was a serious man

who lived in a serious way. Nothing was ugly

just because the world said so. He really

liked those skunks. So, he re-invented them

as valentines and they became beautiful.

At least, to him. And the poems that had been        hiding

in the eyes of skunks for centuries

crawled out and curled up at his feet.

Maybe if we re-invent whatever our lives give us

we find poems. Check your garage, the odd sock

in your drawer, the person you almost like, but not quite.

And let me know.
Naomi Shihab Nye

I  SAID TO POETRY

I said to Poetry: "I'm finished

with you."

Having to almost die

before some weird light

comes creeping through

is no fun.

"No thank you, Creation,

no muse need apply.

I'm out for good times--

at the very least,

some painless convention."

Poetry laid back

and played dead

until this morning.

I wasn't sad or anything,

only restless.

Poetry said: "You remember

the desert, and how glad you were

that you have an eye

to see it with? You remember

that, if ever so slightly?"

I said: "I didn't hear that.

Besides, it's five o'clock in the a.m.

I'm not getting up

in the dark

to talk to you."

Poetry said: "But think about the time

you saw the moon

over that small canyon

that you liked so much better

than the grand one--and how surprised you were

that the moonlight was green

and you still had

one good eye

to see it with

Think of that!"

"I'll join the church!" I said,

huffily, turning my face to the wall.

"I'll learn how to pray again!"

"Let me ask you," said Poetry.

"When you pray, what do you think

you'll see?"

Poetry had me.

"There's no paper

in this room," I said.

"And that new pen I bought

makes a funny noise."

"Bullshit," said Poetry.

"Bullshit," said I.


Alice Walker

HOW TO EAT A POEM

Don’t be polite.

Bite in.

Pick it up with your fingers and lick the juice


that may run down your chin.

It is ready and ripe now, whenever you are.

You do not need a knife or fork or spoon

or plate or napkin or tablecloth.

For there is no core

or stem

or rind

or pit

or seed

or skin

to throw away.


Eve Mirriam

NO, THIS IS HOW YOU EAT A POEM, EVE MIRIAM

(After Eve Merriam’s “How to Eat a Poem”)
Push it to the side of your plate.

Don’t let poem juice seep

into your mashed potatoes,

cast its poem stench

on your steak.

Hold your nose.

Shove every bit into your mouth at once.  

Chew fast and swallow big chunks.

Wash it down 

with a tall glass

of cold white milk.

Clear your mouth

and throat with a slice

of chocolate pie with 

Graham cracker crumbs.

And hope it doesn’t come

back up on you, the faint taste

of metaphors belching in your throat, 

the rumbling of undigested

imagery, the embarrassing farts

of unabsorbed emotion.


Jack Powers
HOW POEMS ARE

MADE/A

DISCREDITED VIEW
Letting go

in order to hold on

I gradually understand

how poems are made.

There is a place the fear must go

There is a place the choice must go.

There is a place the loss must go.

The leftover love.

The love that spills out

of the too full cup

and runs and hides

its too full self

in shame

I gradually comprehend

how poems are made.

To the upbeat flight of memories.

The flagged beats of the running

heart.

I understand how poems are made.

They are the tears

that season the smile.

The stiff-neck laughter

that crowds the threat.

The leftover love.


Alice Walker




Teaching the Ape to Write Poems   
by James Tate 
They didn't have much trouble 
teaching the ape to write poems: 
first they strapped him into the chair, 
then tied the pencil around his hand 
(the paper had already been nailed down). 
Then Dr. Bluespire leaned over his shoulder 
and whispered into his ear: 
"You look like a god sitting there. 
Why don't you try writing something?"

Two Poems Walk into a Bar





It's not that I don't want to talk,


but I've got nothing to say to you, Poetry.


Nothing that hasn't been said.


The sonnets alone have covered love.





And death? Aren't they all about death?


I guess I'm speaking about loneliness.  No,


Poetry, you talk to me instead.  Let me feel 


what you've felt, see what you – Laugh what you've laughed?  





Sure.  Two poems walk into a bar… And?  Ouch!?   


No. Poetry, listen:  two poems walk into a bar.  


They buy a round for the house, play some pool, 


lead the bar in song.  Later that night 





under a cue ball moon, little poems are conceived 


all over town.  No one is lonely again.











