
Choose one poem from the list below for Project 2. You will animate your 
interpretation of the poem you choose, the ideas present. Do not make an animation 
that is an illustration of what is written in the poem. All of these poems come from 
Poets.org daily Poem-A-Day. If you look up the poem online, there is often a brief 
description from the author about their intentions, and this may be helpful for 
discovering the meaning. 
 
My Sadness 
  
Campbell McGrath 
 
Another year is coming to an end 
but my old t-shirts will not be back— 
  
the pea-green one from Trinity College, 
gunked with streaks of lawnmower grease, 
  
the one with orange bat wings 
from Diamond Cavern, Kentucky, 
  
vanished 
without a trace. 
  
After a two-day storm I wander the beach 
admiring the ocean’s lack of attachment. 
  
I huddle beneath a seashell, 
lonely as an exile. 
  
My sadness is the sadness of water fountains. 
My sadness is as ordinary as these gulls 
  
importuning for Cheetos or scraps 
of peanut butter sandwiches. 
  
Feed them a single crust 
and they will never leave you alone. 
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The Lost Woods as Elegy for Black Childhood 
  
Derrick Austin 
 
There used to be no one here, 
where cypresses and oaks play 
shadow puppets on sawgrass. 
  
You heard the music before 
I did: tambourines, pan pipes. 
Remember how I woke clean 
  
to meet you each morning? 
The dew and the dust? 
Remember how you’d catch me 
  
as I fell from trees? Someone 
heard and hurt us. I’m Black-Eyed 
Pea. You’re just Skull Kid. 
  
We wanted our genius to last. 
We never wanted chalkboards 
or snow. We never came home 
  
before the streetlights buzzed. 
All we do is dance in leaves. 
Cackle and Dreaming, we call it. 
  
Our mothers call it grief. 
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Sunset 
  
E. E. Cummings 
 
Great carnal mountains crouching in the cloud 
That marrieth the young earth with a ring, 
Yet still its thoughts builds heavenward, whence spring 
Wee villages of vapor, sunset-proud.— 
And to the meanest door hastes one pure-browed 
White-fingered star, a little, childish thing, 
The busy needle of her light to bring, 
And stitch, and stitch, upon the dead day’s shroud. 
Poises the sun upon his west, a spark 
Superlative,—and dives beneath the world; 
From the day’s fillets Night shakes out her locks; 
List! One pure trembling drop of cadence purled— 
“Summer!”—a meek thrush whispers to the dark. 
Hark! the cold ripple sneering on the rocks! 
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Landscape with Clinic and Oracle 
  
Lynn Melnick 
 
Maybe you’re not the featherweight champ 
of all the cutthroat combat sports 
  
(fifteen and pregnant 
again) 
  
but you’d convert your ring corner 
into a slaughterhouse 
  
before you’d inquire after human kindness. 
  
  
In the humdrum flare outside the clinic 
you wait for a ride, feel the spill at the tipping point 
  
trickle down your inner thigh 
as you bask in the post-industrial particulate 
  
on your skin, ash 
into a jasmine pot’s bituminous anchorage 
  
so tacky it glows in a habitat that spent your body 
long before it finished growing. 
  
  
     Lynn! they lied to you 
  
don’t you know? 
Your womb will be the first thing to heal. 
  
What you smell is pleasure, not the rot of the thing 
amid the waste. 
  
You will have babies. 
You will write poems about flowers that turn on in darkness. 
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Deer at Twilight 
  
Paula Bohince 
 
Darkness wounds the barley, 
etching it with denser clouds. A herd sends its 
envoy out to nose the garbage at 
road’s edge before creeping into the expanse. 
And the rest follow with cheap hunger— 
ten at once through the swaying curtain, heads 
tipped, disappearing in the dim. 
Wrong to think of them as vessels 
in which your feelings live, leaping across emptiness. 
Light a candle. Entertain pity all evening. 
It isn’t the deer’s work to hold you. That isn’t you 
growing full in the field. Paint them, your 
heaviest brush lavish with creams and blacks, 
trembling, timid, before the canvas. 
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Letters 
  
Ralph Waldo Emerson 
 
Every day brings a ship, 
Every ship brings a word; 
Well for those who have no fear, 
Looking seaward well assured 
That the word the vessel brings 
Is the word they wish to hear. 
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The/A Train 
  
David Tomas Martinez 
 
A honey badger’s skin can 
withstand multiple blows 
from machetes, arrows, 
and spears, but these rusted 
weapons haven’t killed 
anything in years, so that may 
be the lesson there, that 
there is no there there, like 
many poems, like many 
revolutions, and maybe there 
isn’t a there there in many 
people only that foggy 
anachronistic lizard eye, 
or what I have come to call 
the part of consciousness that 
builds impediments, isolates, 
the “supertrump.” Or 
what New Yorkers call 
subways. Or what a King 
calls a dream. Or what X 
called Y. What the crowd 
yells as lit, The Cave calls dim. 
What they deem in West 
Tejas as a fancy evening out 
is rocking on the porch, 
aint they good at irony, 
where watching the fugitive 
moon runaway takes days, 
like the time I caught the C 
I hoped was an A, and saw a 
butterfly move in what I can 
only say is protest. The wings 
made small combustions 
through the car. Eyes trained. 
The awful is tracked by 
awe. An officer lifts his 
gun, yells to raise your hands 
higher the TV flutters. 
Watch it. They will 
call you moth and kill you. 
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A Taste of Blue 
  
Cynthia Manick 
I tell my father about the way 
I collect small things 
in the sacs of my heart— 
  
thick juniper berries 
apple cores that retain their shape 
and the click of shells 
that sound like an oven baking. 
  
He presses the mole on my shoulder 
that matches his shoulder, 
proof that I was not found 
at the bottom of the sea. 
  
I also got his feet, far from 
Cinderella’s dainty glass slippers— 
and fingers, too wide for most 
  
Cracker Jack wedding rings. 
I read how some mammals never 
forget their young— 
  
their speckled spots, odd goat 
cries, or birthmarks on curved 
ivory tusks. There must be some 
thread of magic there 
  
cooling honey to stone—where 
like recognizes like or how 
a rib seeks its twin. 
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The First Layer of City 
  
Marianne Boruch 
 
Concerning the lost and so 
much of it, the Professor of Antiquities 
is on TV again— 
  
Think about that. 
  
I love the word oxymoron like I love the word 
hope loving him back such a long way. 
  
The ancients then, via digital pulse. But never 
to know except with shovel, brush, 
magnifying glass. He dreams out the rest. 
  
The rest is resting in dust. The rest too will 
  
come out of deep down 
petrified wood or gold or bronze 
fierce, the spear end of it. 
  
Not far, so many winged creatures 
sculpted out of flight to peer from a ledge, 
their grim human heads turned sideways, desert 
a distance, a horizon. Column after column 
holding up ago 
  
what made it cool in there, made us all 
the first days of the world: lie down, 
close your eyes a moment, 
listen to the fountain. 
  
The Professor of Antiquities 
looks into the camera as into what the Oracle saw 
and says you don’t destroy, 
you restore.  All this time to recover 
words for beer, for how-much-you-owe-me, for gods 
and king, the body living or in death, what to do, 
what’s elegy and next 
marked on clay tablets with a stick. 
  
First lost layer of city. Shock-seizure 
of flames larger than night 
after night some year B.C. burning back 
temple or palace until 
  
safe all words, safe, 
slow-fired to stone in the lower chamber 
when everything, everything else— 
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Schuyler today and the students 
  
Kate Angus 
 
wake up when he mentions colors 
and light, streets they’ve walked— 
Second Avenue, West 20th, Park. 
This guy is happy, right? they ask; 
who am I to answer. What I like 
about Schuyler is the way sonatas 
and Coca-Cola flourish in the same stanza, 
morning glories opening 
their bright mouths, and trailing down 
tender vines. 
  
I don’t drink soda and I never listen 
to Faure as much as I should 
(What voice 
is chanting always be better?). What I like is 
the pyrotechnics always just past 
the paper horizon, 
waiting to burst from underneath. 
It’s the idea that it’s enough to think 
one thing and then say it: maybe a stapler sits 
like a black jaw on the desk while the aloe 
stretches half-parabola curves 
towards the light and an avocado shell 
waits to be rubbish. 
  
There are, of course, always going to be people 
who hook us under the sternum and pull 
us forward with wire until our own bones break 
to make us relinquish them. And in their wake we watch 
their boat sail away with a mast solid as the Empire 
State Building and all flags in array. Goodbye, little sailor, 
I’ll miss you 
when I drift down under dark water 
where there are shipwrecks and bleached whale 
bones and fish bright as constellations, but not enough 
to keep swimming. 
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Song of the Open Road, I 
  
Walt Whitman 
 
Afoot and light-hearted I take to the open road, 
Healthy, free, the world before me, 
The long brown path before me leading wherever I choose. 
  
Henceforth I ask not good-fortune, I myself am good-fortune, 
Henceforth I whimper no more, postpone no more, need nothing, 
Done with indoor complaints, libraries, querulous criticisms, 
Strong and content I travel the open road. 
  
The earth, that is sufficient, 
I do not want the constellations any nearer, 
I know they are very well where they are, 
I know they suffice for those who belong to them. 
  
(Still here I carry my old delicious burdens, 
I carry them, men and women, I carry them with me wherever I go, 
I swear it is impossible for me to get rid of them, 
I am fill’d with them, and I will fill them in return.) 
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Strange Celestial Roads 
  
Adrian Matejka 
 
There’s a father sleeping it off in every master bedroom  
     of the cul-de-sac the morning after, so Saturday 
morning is a snooze. The moon is still out, eyeballing 
     the quiet street like Sun Ra did his Arkestra. Somebody 
has to be a father figure for all of those musical notes. 
     No school busses to huff after, no mothers yelling 
their children onward. The only weekend noise is us, 
     kicking rocks—so bored we can’t even hear each other— 
on a celestial swirl of asphalt that will be a playground 
     one day. We stand, right feet extended in unison like foos 
men, rock after rock arcing at sorry angles toward 
     the open bar that hopes to dangle four swings. Some 
rocks go through, some miss as we balance on concrete 
    meant to backstop hop scotch & echo knock knock jokes. 
Not somebody’s father, finally up & at ‘em, yelling, 
    You got to be kidding me, after he opens the property tax 
bill. Maybe these bars were placed here for some other, 
    future kids to be dragged away from by big ears 
or red necks toward the unavoidable arguments, fist-to-face 
     noises & the bleating saxophones that come after. 
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Harmony 
  
Aaron Fagan 
 
Sisyphus punches in, each morning, 
At a mountain he must face all day, 
In hell, for eternity, and at night, 
Having not reached the summit 
Again, he walks down slow, where 
The rock rushed by, careful to see, 
With new eyes, where it all went 
Wrong, again, and then later, 
At the bar in town, sits cooling his 
Bleeding hands against a whiskey, 
On the rocks, and maps new paths, 
On a napkin, inside the wet ring 
His tumbler made, again and again, 
The routes running on to absurd 
Lengths, hands shaking, and if it 
Wasn’t a map, you might think 
It was the history of history 
Or parts of a nude in repose, 
Patient with death and belonging. 
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The Coal Picker 
  
Amy Lowell 
 
He perches in the slime, inert, 
Bedaubed with iridescent dirt. 
The oil upon the puddles dries 
To colours like a peacock’s eyes, 
And half-submerged tomato-cans 
Shine scaly, as leviathans 
Oozily crawling through the mud. 
The ground is here and there bestud 
With lumps of only part-burned coal. 
His duty is to glean the whole, 
To pick them from the filth, each one, 
To hoard them for the hidden sun 
Which glows within each fiery core 
And waits to be made free once more. 
Their sharp and glistening edges cut 
His stiffened fingers. Through the smut 
Gleam red the wounds which will not shut. 
Wet through and shivering he kneels 
And digs the slippery coals; like eels 
They slide about. His force all spent, 
He counts his small accomplishment. 
A half-a-dozen clinker-coals 
Which still have fire in their souls. 
Fire! And in his thought there burns 
The topaz fire of votive urns. 
He sees it fling from hill to hill, 
And still consumed, is burning still. 
Higher and higher leaps the flame, 
The smoke an ever-shifting frame. 
He sees a Spanish Castle old, 
With silver steps and paths of gold. 
From myrtle bowers comes the plash 
Of fountains, and the emerald flash 
Of parrots in the orange trees, 
Whose blossoms pasture humming bees. 
He knows he feeds the urns whose smoke 
Bears visions, that his master-stroke 
Is out of dirt and misery 
To light the fire of poesy. 
He sees the glory, yet he knows 
That others cannot see his shows. 
To them his smoke is sightless, black, 
His votive vessels but a pack 
Of old discarded shards, his fire 
A peddler’s; still to him the pyre 
Is incensed, an enduring goal! 
He sighs and grubs another coal. 
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A Visit to the Asylum 
  
Edna St. Vincent Millay 
 
Once from a big, big building, 
When I was small, small, 
The queer folk in the windows 
Would smile at me and call. 
       And in the hard wee gardens 
Such pleasant men would hoe: 
“Sir, may we touch the little girl’s hair!”— 
It was so red, you know. 
       They cut me coloured asters 
With shears so sharp and neat, 
They brought me grapes and plums and pears 
And pretty cakes to eat. 
       And out of all the windows, 
No matter where we went, 
The merriest eyes would follow me 
And make me compliment. 
       There were a thousand windows, 
All latticed up and down. 
And up to all the windows, 
When we went back to town, 
       The queer folk put their faces, 
As gentle as could be; 
“Come again, little girl!” they called, and I 
Called back, “You come see me!” 
 
  

15 



The Inward Morning 
  
Henry David Thoreau 
 
Packed in my mind lie all the clothes 
   Which outward nature wears, 
And in its fashion’s hourly change 
    It all things else repairs. 
  
In vain I look for change abroad, 
    And can no difference find, 
Till some new ray of peace uncalled 
    Illumes my inmost mind. 
  
What is it gilds the trees and clouds, 
    And paints the heavens so gay, 
But yonder fast-abiding light 
    With its unchanging ray? 
  
Lo, when the sun streams through the wood, 
    Upon a winter’s morn, 
Where’er his silent beams intrude 
    The murky night is gone. 
  
How could the patient pine have known 
    The morning breeze would come, 
Or humble flowers anticipate 
    The insect’s noonday hum,— 
  
Till the new light with morning cheer 
    From far streamed through the aisles, 
And nimbly told the forest trees 
    For many stretching miles? 
  
I’ve heard within my inmost soul 
    Such cheerful morning news, 
In the horizon of my mind 
    Have seen such orient hues, 
  
As in the twilight of the dawn, 
    When the first birds awake, 
Are heard within some silent wood, 
    Where they the small twigs break, 
  
Or in the eastern skies are seen, 
    Before the sun appears, 
The harbingers of summer heats 
    Which from afar he bears. 
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Senior Discount 
  
Ali Liebegott 
 
I want to grow old with you. 
Old, old. 
  
So old we pad through the supermarket 
using the shopping cart as a cane that steadies us. 
  
I’ll wait at register two in my green sweater 
with threadbare elbows, smiling 
because you’ve forgotten the bag of day-old pastries. 
  
The cashier will tell me a joke about barbers as I wait. 
He repeats the first line three times 
but the only word I understand is barber. 
  
Over the years we’ve caught inklings 
of our shrinking frames and hunched spines. 
  
You’re a little confused 
looking for me at the wrong register with a bag 
of almost-stale croissants clenched in your hand. 
  
The first time I held your hand it felt enormous in my own. 
Sasquatch, I teased you, a million years ago. 
  
Over here, I yell, but not in a mad way. 
  
We’re laughing. 
You have a bright yellow pin on your coat that says, Shalom! 
  
Senior Discount, you say. 
But the cashier already knows us. 
We’re everyone’s favorite customers. 
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Ode to Richmond Hill 
  
Rajiv Mohabir 
 
then the drunk teen scatters 
a cascade of copper on cement, 
the old Uncle yells, eyes silver 
eyes in disbelief, Pick up yuh 
paisa, na man! no worry 
on this slate day youths dem 
speak no Hindi to know paisa 
means money, a taxi speeds  
by blaring chutney remix 
Kaise Bani and you remember 
your Aji dropping her rum 
at Aunty’s party to jump up 
and your mother’s awkward Hindi— 
you bit your fingers with each roti 
she rolled, each mantra she taught you 
floods your throat in front 
of this puja shop on 127th and Liberty 
front strung with plastic marigolds, 
a replica strung of polypropylene 
like you are now and not like 
long time when Par-Aja came 
from India, you are a forgery 
that will one day burn 
not on a pyre but in an incinerator, 
not on a riverbank, but 
in a crematorium, your prayers 
in Hindi accented in English alveolars 
neither devas nor prophets 
recognize as supplication 
but on Liberty Avenue 
in the waft of a spliff drag, 
and sandalwood a coolie Uncle 
in a kurta mouths Marley 
as you walk by 
you start to sing praise 
to Queens where you are 
Chandra’s son or so 
and so’s buddy ke pickni, 
where you wipe oil from doubles 
on your jeans and cuss up 
the car that backs into stacked crates 
of strawberries, to where you 
return after three years 
and Richmond Hill opens 
its coolie arms pulls you close 
and in your ear whispers 
dis time na long time. 
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The Dream 
  
Lola Ridge 
 
I have a dream 
to fill the golden sheath 
of a remembered day . . . . 
(Air 
heavy and massed and blue 
as the vapor of opium . . . 
domes 
fired in sulphurous mist . . . 
sea 
quiescent as a gray seal . . . 
and the emerging sun 
spurting up gold 
over Sydney, smoke-pale, rising out of the bay . . . . ) 
But the day is an up-turned cup 
and its sun a junk of red iron 
guttering in sluggish-green water 
where shall I pour my dream? 
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Endymion 
  
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
 
The rising moon has hid the stars; 
Her level rays, like golden bars, 
       Lie on the landscape green, 
       With shadows brown between. 
  
And silver white the river gleams, 
As if Diana, in her dreams, 
       Had dropt her silver bow 
       Upon the meadows low. 
  
On such a tranquil night as this, 
She woke Endymion with a kiss, 
       When, sleeping in the grove, 
       He dreamed not of her love. 
  
Like Dian’s kiss, unasked, unsought, 
Love gives itself, but is not bought; 
       Her voice, nor sound betrays 
       Its deep, impassioned gaze. 
  
It comes,—the beautiful, the free, 
The crown of all humanity,— 
       In silence and alone 
       To seek the elected one. 
  
It lifts the boughs, whose shadows deep, 
Are Life’s oblivion, the soul’s sleep, 
       And kisses the closed eyes 
       Of him, who slumbering lies. 
  
O, weary hearts! O, slumbering eyes! 
O, drooping souls, whose destinies 
       Are fraught with fear and pain, 
       Ye shall be loved again! 
  
No one is so accursed by fate, 
No one so utterly desolate, 
       But some heart, though unknown, 
       Responds unto his own. 
  
Responds,—as if with unseen wings, 
A breath from heaven had touched its strings 
       And whispers, in its song, 
      “Where hast though stayed so long!” 
 
  

20 



Hothouse 
  
Raymond McDaniel 
 
A rose, rose. A violet, violet. A jade, jade. 
No. The architecture of each, a refusal. 
  
Rose is not rose nor violet violet nor jade jade. 
But each is what it is, not what it seems. 
  
What each seems is what of each gets seen. 
Though what we see isn’t the thing seen. 
  
The petals of the rose are violet and jade. 
Thus the petals of the rose look, to us, rose. 
  
The shape of the violet absorbs all but violet. 
The violet we see is the violet a violet rejects. 
  
A rose is a rose is a rose, but not as a rose. 
Jade is the name of jade, not the jade named. 
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Ars Poetica 
  
Leslie McGrath 
 
To have 
even a 
lotto chance 
  
of getting 
somewhere 
within yourself 
  
you don’t quite know 
but feel 
  
To cling 
to the periphery 
through the constant 
  
gyroscopic 
re-drawing of its 
provinces 
  
To make 
what Makers make 
  
you must set aside 
certainty 
  
Leave it 
a lumpy backpack 
by the ticket window 
at the station 
  
Let the gentleman 
in pleated khakis 
pressed for time 
  
claim it 
  
The certainty 
not the poem. 
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Night Crossing 
  
Ron Slate 
 
Back and forth is a way to move 
when the visible is spacious. 
  
But what’s the state of the last boat, 
lightly loaded and unprofitable? 
  
Tied up at the mainland dock, 
the ferry shudders in its berth, 
  
its captain consults a tide chart 
and grunts. A new, possessive moon. 
  
Late departure, a rigid beam of light 
probes the sea lane for what violates or drifts. 
  
The other shore, not far off, can leap 
and hurt the hand pointing at it. 
  
In the dark alongside—wings seen, instantly gone, 
a half-thought interrupted by a heave. 
  
Then the ferry turns hard a-port to the channel, 
the parting waters make the sound of a god 
  
murmuring for both the first and last time. 
At mid-crossing, something is lacking twice over— 
  
in this location, in the mechanism or vision of the crossing? 
Two ports, both accommodating, but unmoved 
  
by what goes on between. How many departures 
does a person need, how many starts can be tolerated? 
  
A necessary collision at the pilings 
tells everyone it’s over. 
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Sea Lily 
  
H. D. 
 
Reed, 
slashed and torn 
but doubly rich— 
such great heads as yours 
drift upon temple-steps, 
but you are shattered 
in the wind. 
  
Myrtle-bark 
is flecked from you, 
scales are dashed 
from your stem, 
sand cuts your petal, 
furrows it with hard edge, 
like flint 
on a bright stone. 
  
Yet though the whole wind 
slash at your bark, 
you are lifted up, 
aye—though it hiss 
to cover you with froth. 
 
  

24 



  
Mutability 
  
William Wordsworth 
 
From low to high doth dissolution climb, 
And sink from high to low, along a scale 
Of awful notes, whose concord shall not fail; 
A musical but melancholy chime, 
Which they can hear who meddle not with crime, 
Nor avarice, nor over-anxious care. 
Truth fails not; but her outward forms that bear 
The longest date do melt like frosty rime, 
That in the morning whitened hill and plain 
And is no more; drop like the tower sublime 
Of yesterday, which royally did wear 
His crown of weeds, but could not even sustain 
Some casual shout that broke the silent air, 
Or the unimaginable touch of Time. 
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Artistic Statement 
  
Denise Duhamel 
 
My body of work is very similar to my corporal body. I often employ traditional forms (Spanx/dieting) but just 
as often revert to a more copious mode (cake/lazy afternoons). In that I wear little makeup (sensitive 
skin/feminist stance) I use few purely poetic flourishes except for rhyme—both internal and end line 
(lipstick/nail polish) conceding to self-conscious artifice. Perhaps because I grew up Catholic, I am drawn to 
acrostics (crosses) and punitive syllable counting (the rosary). I am interested in bodies seen and not seen 
(bikinis, muumuus, the dead and not-yet-born), poems written and yet-to-be-written. Holy ghost poems that 
cannot be read but only felt. 
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Moments of Vision 
  
Thomas Hardy 
 
            That mirror 
         Which makes of men a transparency, 
            Who holds that mirror 
And bids us such a breast-bared spectacle to see 
            Of you and me? 
  
            That mirror 
         Whose magic penetrates like a dart, 
            Who lifts that mirror 
And throws our mind back on us, and our heart, 
            Until we start? 
  
            That mirror 
         Works well in these night hours of ache; 
            Why in that mirror 
Are tincts we never see ourselves once take 
            When the world is awake? 
  
            That mirror 
          Can test each mortal when unaware; 
            Yea, that strange mirror 
May catch his last thoughts, whole life foul or fair, 
            Reflecting it—where? 
 
  

27 



Name That Tune 
  
Jennifer L. Knox 
 
Lately my 84-year-old mother’s been 
hearing noises: a party in the street below 
her bedroom window—gruff men cursing, 
a woman’s shrieking laughter, beer cans going 
“dink” off the concrete. Finally she got the nerve 
to peek out: nothing but a street light. Sounds 
coming from inside her, she says: pops, clicks, 
swooshes, gongs, alarms, heavy steps pounding 
through her as if someone’s stumbling around 
on the roof. Her cellphone rings. “Hello?” No 
answer from its flat, gray face. A fist pounding 
on the door she never used to lock—so hard she 
feared the wood would split—but the peephole: 
empty. A voice in the middle of the night: “Joann!”— 
impatient to get her attention, clear as day, she said. 
“That must be terrifying,” I said. She giggled, 
“I don’t know but it was really something! 
You know that poem ‘I Sing the Body Electric’?” 
“Of course. Did you recognize the voice?” I asked. 
“It must’ve been my mother because she called me 
‘Joann!’” she imitated her mother’s scolding voice 
“in just that way.” “A woman?” I asked. “Yes, 
and a stranger might call me, ‘Jody.’” “Yes,” 
I agreed, so at least it’s someone who knows her. 
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Hoard 
  
Rae Armantrout 
 
  1 
  
She went around pre-registered 
for her own eventual absence. 
  
Not that she believed 
her self-estrangement 
would save her, 
whatever that meant, 
  
but she hoped 
that registering this estrangement 
with the proper authorities 
might still 
  
    2 
  
Nice as it was, she resented it— 
this memory—this 
river-boat hotel deck chair 
in—Phoenix (?). 
  
There was no place for it 
in her already crowded rooms. 
  
She was no hoarder! 
  
But the alternative 
seemed even worse 
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We have no choice in the bodies that hold us 
  
Holly Amos 
 
Thing of dirt and water and oxygen marked by thinking 
and reacting and a couch 
one may or may not be permitted 
to sleep on. He may not permit me 
to touch him or to take the bone 
from his mouth, but he does, and that’s a choice 
based on many factors, not the least of which 
is his own desire to let me 
do these things. How I could ever 
think or feel myself more 
deserving of a single thing than 
this being, whom I call by a name the same way 
my parents chose a name for me. The same way my genes 
went expressing themselves to make my face exactly 
my face. This isn’t special. Or this is special. But it’s one 
answer, the same, for us both. 
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Cake 
  
Noah Eli Gordon 
 
Look, you 
want it 
you devour it 
and then, then 
good as it was 
you realize 
it wasn’t 
what you 
exactly 
wanted 
what you 
wanted 
exactly was 
wanting 
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