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Rich, Adrienne Cecile:

AUNT JENNIFER'S TIGERS 

[from Collected Early Poems: 1930-1970 (1993), W. W. Norton & Company]

1            Aunt Jennifer's tigers prance across a screen, 

2            Bright topaz denizens of a world of green. 

3            They do not fear the men beneath the tree; 

4            They pace in sleek chivalric certainty. 

5            Aunt Jennifer's fingers fluttering through her wool 

6            Find even the ivory needle hard to pull. 

7            The masse weight of Uncle's wedding band 

8            Sits heavily upon Aunt Jennifer's hand. 

9            When Aunt is dead, her terrified hands will lie 

10          Still ringed with ordeals she was mastered by. 

11          The tigers in the panel that she made 

12          Will go on prancing, proud and unafraid.

Herrick, Robert: The poetical works (1915) 

HESPERIDES: OR, THE WORKS BOTH HUMANE & DIVINE 

Delight in Disorder. 

1    A sweet disorder in the dresse 

2    Kindles in cloathes a wantonnesse: 

3    A Lawne about the shoulders thrown 

4    Into a fine distraction: 

5    An erring Lace, which here and there 

6    Enthralls the Crimson Stomacher: 

7    A Cuffe neglectfull, and thereby 

8    Ribbands to flow confusedly: 

9    A winning wave (deserving Note) 

10    In the tempestuous petticote: 

11    A carelesse shooe-string, in whose tye 

12    I see a wilde civility: 

13    Doe more bewitch me, then when Art 

14    Is too precise in every part.

H. D. (Hilda Doolittle), 1886-1961:

Garden 

[from Collected Poems 1912-1944: Edited by Louis L. Martz (1983), New Directions]

I 

1            You are clear 

2            O rose, cut in rock, 

3            hard as the descent of hail. 

4            I could scrape the colour 

5            from the petals 

6            like spilt dye from a rock. 

7            If I could break you 

8            I could break a tree. 
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9            If I could stir 

10          I could break a tree--- 

11          I could break you. 

II 

12          O wind, rend open the heat, 

13          cut apart the heat, 

14          rend it to tatters. 

15          Fruit cannot drop 

16          through this thick air--- 

17          fruit cannot fall into heat 

18          that presses up and blunts 

19          the points of pears 

20          and rounds the grapes. 

21          Cut the heat--- 

22          plough through it, 

23          turning it on either side 

24          of your path.

H. D. (Hilda Doolittle), 1886-1961:

Oread 

[from Collected Poems 1912-1944: Edited by Louis L. Martz (1983), New Directions]

1            Whirl up, sea--- 

2            whirl your pointed pines, 

3            splash your great pines 

4            on our rocks, 

5            hurl your green over us, 

6            cover us with your pools of fir.
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Sexton, Anne.:

HER KIND 

[from The Complete Poems (1981), Houghton Mifflin]

1            I have gone out, a possessed witch, 

2            haunting the black air, braver at night; 

3            dreaming evil, I have done my hitch 

4            over the plain houses, light by light: 

5            lonely thing, twelve-fingered, out of mind. 

6            A woman like that is not a woman, quite. 

7            I have been her kind. 
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8            I have found the warm caves in the woods, 

9            filled them with skillets, carvings, shelves, 

10          closets, silks, innumerable goods; 

11          fixed the suppers for the worms and the elves: 

12          whining, rearranging the disaligned. 

13          A woman like that is misunderstood. 

14          I have been her kind. 

15          I have ridden in your cart, driver, 

16          waved my nude arms at villages going by, 

17          learning the last bright routes, survivor 

18          where your flames still bite my thigh 

19          and my ribs crack where your wheels wind. 

20          A woman like that is not ashamed to die. 

21          I have been her kind.

Levertov, Denise, 1923-1997:

O Taste and See 

[from Poems 1960-1967 (1983), New Directions]

1            The world is 

2            not with us enough. 

3            O taste and see 

4            the subway Bible poster said, 

5            meaning The Lord, meaning 

6            if anything all that lives 

7            to the imagination's tongue, 

8            grief, mercy, language, 

9            tangerine, weather, to 

10          breathe them, bite, 

11          savor, chew, swallow, transform 

12          into our flesh our 

13          deaths, crossing the street, plum, quince, 

14          living in the orchard and being 

15          hungry, and plucking 

16          the fruit.

Williams, William Carlos, 1883-1963.:

THE YOUNG HOUSEWIFE [from The Collected Poems of William Carlos Williams Volume I (1909-1939) (1986), New Directions]

1            At ten A.M. the young housewife 

2            moves about in negligee behind 

3            the wooden walls of her husband's house. 

4            I pass solitary in my car. 

5            Then again she comes to the curb 

6            to call the ice-man, fish-man, and stands 

7            shy, uncorseted, tucking in 

8            stray ends of hair, and I compare her 

9            to a fallen leaf. 

10          The noiseless wheels of my car 

11          rush with a crackling sound over 

12          dried leaves as I bow and pass smiling.

Williams, William Carlos, 1883-1963.:I. 

[Spring and All] 

[from The Collected Poems of William Carlos Williams Volume I (1909-1939) (1986), New Directions]

1            By the road to the contagious hospital 

2            under the surge of the blue 

3            mottled clouds driven from the 

4            northeast---a cold wind. Beyond, the 

5            waste of broad, muddy fields 

6            brown with dried weeds, standing and fallen 

7            patches of standing water 

8            the scattering of tall trees 

9            All along the road the reddish 

10          purplish, forked, upstanding, twiggy 

11          stuff of bushes and small trees 

12          with dead, brown leaves under them 

13          leafless vines--- 

14          Lifeless in appearance, sluggish 

15          dazed spring approaches--- 

16          They enter the new world naked, 

17          cold, uncertain of all 

18          save that they enter. All about them 

19          the cold, familiar wind--- 

20          Now the grass, tomorrow 

21          the stiff curl of wildcarrot leaf 

22          One by one objects are defined--- 

23          It quickens: clarity, outline of leaf 

24          But now the stark dignity of 

25          entrance---Still, the profound change 

26          has come upon them: rooted, they 

27          grip down and begin to awaken

Marvell, Andrew: Miscellaneous poems (1681) 

To his Coy Mistress. 

1    Had we but World enough, and Time, 

2    This coyness Lady were no crime. 

3    We would sit down, and think which way 

4    To walk, and pass our long Loves Day. 

5    Thou by the Indian Ganges side 

6    Should'st Rubies find: I by the Tide 

7    Of Humber would complain. I would 

8    Love you ten years before the Flood: 

9    And you should if you please refuse 

10    Till the Conversion of the Jews. 

11    My vegetable Love should grow 

12    Vaster then Empires, and more slow. 

13    An hundred years should go to praise 

14    Thine Eyes, and on thy Forehead Gaze. 

15    Two hundred to adore each Breast. 

16    But thirty thousand to the rest. 

17    An Age at least to every part, 

18    And the last Age should show your Heart. 

19    For Lady you deserve this State; 

20    Nor would I love at lower rate. 

21    But at my back I alwaies hear 

22    Times winged Charriot hurrying near: 

23    And yonder all before us lye 

24    Desarts of vast Eternity. 

25    Thy Beauty shall no more be found; 

26    Nor, in thy marble Vault, shall sound 

27    My ecchoing Song: then Worms shall try 

28    That long preserv'd Virginity: 

29    And your quaint Honour turn to durst; 

30    And into ashes all my Lust. 

31    The Grave's a fine and private place, 

32    But none I think do there embrace. 
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33    Now therefore, while the youthful hew 

34    Sits on thy skin like morning glew, 

35    And while thy willing Soul transpires 

36    At every pore with instant Fires, 

37    Now let us sport us while we may; 

38    And now, like am'rous birds of prey, 

39    Rather at once our Time devour, 

40    Than languish in his slow-chapt pow'r. 

41    Let us roll all our Strength, and all 

42    Our sweetness, up into one Ball. 

43    And tear our Pleasures with rough strife, 

44    Thorough the Iron gates of Life. 

45    Thus, though we cannot make our Sun 

46    Stand still, yet we will make him run.

Twentieth-Century American Poetry and English Poetry (600-1900), Chadwyck-Healy Individual Literature Collections. ProQuest Information and Learning, 1996-2003. 10 January 2003. http://collections.chadwyck.com/

Kate Chopin

Ripe Figs

(An Idyl)

Maman-Nainaine said that when the figs were ripe Babette might go to visit her cousins down on Bayou-Boeuf, where the sugar cane grows. Not that the ripening of figs had the least thing to do with it, but that is the way Maman-Nainaine was.

It seemed to Babette a very long time to wait; for the leaves upon the trees were tender yet, and the figs were like little hard, green marbles.

But warm rains came along and plenty of strong sunshine; and though Maman-Nainaine was as patient as the statue of la Madone, and Babette as restless as a humming-bird, the first thing they both knew it was hot summer-time. Every day Babette danced out to where the fig-trees were in a long line against the fence. She walked slowly beneath them, carefully peering between the gnarled, spreading branches. But each time she came disconsolate away again. What she saw there finally was something that made her sing and dance the whole day long. 

When Maman-Nainaine sat down in her stately way to breakfast, the following morning, her muslin cap standing like an aureole about her white, placid face, Babette approached. She bore a dainty porcelain platter, which she set down before her godmother. It contained a dozen purple figs, fringed around with their rich, green leaves. 

"Ah," said Maman-Nainaine, arching her eyebrows, "how early the figs have ripened this year!" 

"Oh," said Babette, "I think they have ripened very late." 

"Babette," continued Maman-Nainaine, as she peeled the very plumpest figs with her pointed silver fruit-knife, "you will carry my love to them all down on Bayou-Boeuf. And tell your tante Frosine I shall look for her at Toussaint--when the chrysanthemums are in bloom." 

Chopin, Kate. "Ripe Figs." The Online Archive of Nineteenth-Century Women's Writings. Ed. Glynis Carr. Online. Internet. Posted: Fall 1999. http://www.facstaff.bucknell.edu/gcarr/19cUSWW/KC/RF.html
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