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Root Cellar by Theodore Roethke 
 
 
 
Nothing would sleep in that cellar, dank as a ditch, 

Bulbs broke out of boxes hunting for chinks in the dark, 

Shoots dangled and drooped, 

Lolling obscenely from mildewed crates, 

Hung down long yellow evil necks, like tropical snakes. 

And what a congress of stinks! 

Roots ripe as old bait, 

Pulpy stems, rank, silo-rich, 

Leaf-mold, manure, lime, piled against slippery planks. 

Nothing would give up life: 

Even the dirt kept breathing a small breath.  
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Southern Cop by Sterling Brown 

 

Let us forgive Ty Kendricks. 

The place was Darktown. He was young.         

His nerves were jittery. The day was hot.                                                                     

The Negro ran down the alley.                 

And so Ty shot.  

 

Let us understand Ty Kendricks.                                    

The Negro must have been dangerous, 

Because he ran;                                                  

And here was a rookie with a chance 

To prove himself a man.  

Let us condone Ty Kendricks                              

If we cannot decorate. 

When he found what the Negro was running for,  

It was too late;                                                  

And all we can say for the Negro is                 

It was unfortunate.  

Let us pity Ty Kendricks.                         

He has been through enough,             

Standing there, his big gun smoking,           

Rabbit scared, alone,                          

Having to hear the wenches wail              

And the dying Negro moan. 
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Metaphors by Sylvia Plath 

 

I'm a riddle in nine syllables, 

An elephant, a ponderous house, 

A melon strolling on two tendrils, 

O red fruit, ivory, fine timbers! 

This loaf’s big with its yeasty rising. 

Money's new-minted in this fat purse. 

I'm a means, a stage, a cow in calf. 

I've eaten a bag of green apples, 

Boarded the train there's no getting off. 
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Barbie Doll by Marge Piercy 

 

 

This girlchild was born as usual 

and presented dolls that did pee-pee 

and miniature GE stoves and irons 

and wee lipsticks the color of cherry candy. 

Then in the magic of puberty, a classmate said: 

You have a great big nose and fat legs.  

 

She was healthy, tested intelligent, 

possessed strong arms and back, 

abundant sexual drive and manual dexterity. 

She went to and fro apologizing. 

Everyone saw a fat nose on thick legs.  

 

She was advised to play coy, 

exhorted to come on hearty, 

exercise, diet, smile and wheedle. 

Her good nature wore out 

like a fan belt. 

So she cut off her nose and her legs 

and offered them up.  

 

In the casket displayed on satin she lay 

with the undertaker's cosmetics painted on, 

a turned-up putty nose, 

dressed in a pink and white nightie. 

Doesn't she look pretty? everyone said. 

Consummation at last. 

To every woman a happy ending.  
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The Hand That Signed the Paper by Dylan Thomas 

 

The hand that signed the paper felled a city; 

Five sovereign fingers taxed the breath, 

Doubled the globe of dead and halved a country; 

These five kings did a king to death. 

 

The mighty hand leads to a sloping shoulder; 

The fingers' joints are cramped with chalk; 

A goose's quill has put an end to murder 

That put an end to talk. 

 

The hand that signed the treaty bred a fever, 

And famine grew, and locusts came; 

Great is the hand that holds dominion over 

Man by a scribbled name. 

 

The five kings count the dead but do not soften 

The crusted wound nor stroke the brow; 

A hand rules pity as a hand rules heaven; 

Hands have no tears to flow. 
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War is Kind by Stephen Crane 

Do not weep, maiden, for war is kind, 

Because your lover threw wild hands toward the sky 

And the affrighted steed ran on alone, 

Do not weep. 

War is kind. 

 

              Hoarse, booming drums of the regiment, 

              Little souls who thirst for fight, 

              These men were born to drill and die. 

              The unexplained glory flies above them, 

              Great is the battle god, great, and his kingdom 

              A field where a thousand corpses lie. 

 

Do not weep, babe, for war is kind. 

Because your father tumbles in the yellow trenches, 

Raged at his breast, gulped and died, 

Do not weep. 

War is kind. 

 

              Swift blazing flag of the regiment, 

              Eagle with crest of red and gold, 

              These men were born to drill and die. 

              Point for them the virtue of slaughter, 

              Make plain to them the excellence of killing 

              And a field where a thousand corpses lie. 

 

Mother whose heart hung humble as a button 

On the bright splendid shroud of your son, 

Do not weep. 

War is kind. 

 



 

AP English 12 Poetry Packet spring 2011 

Mirror by Sylvia Plath 

 

I am silver and exact. I have no preconceptions. 

Whatever I see, I swallow immediately 

Just as it is, unmisted by love or dislike. 

I am not cruel, only truthful— 

The eye of a little god, four-cornered. 

Most of the time I meditate on the opposite wall. 

It is pink, with speckles. I have looked at it so long 

I think it is a part of my heart. But it flickers. 

Faces and darkness separate us over and over. 

  

Now I am a lake. A woman bends over me, 

Searching my reaches for what she really is. 

Then she turns to those liars, the candles or the moon. 

I see her back, and reflect it faithfully. 

She rewards me with tears and an agitation of hands. 

I am important to her. She comes and goes. 

Each morning it is her face that replaces the darkness. 

In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me an old woman 

Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible fish. 
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Schizophrenia by Jim Stevens 

 

 

It was the house that suffered most.  

 

It had begun with slamming doors, angry feet scuffing the carpets,  

dishes slammed onto the table,  

greasy stains spreading on the cloth.  

 

Certain doors were locked at night,  

feet stood for hours outside them,  

dishes were left unwashed, the cloth  

disappeared under a hardened crust.  

 

The house came to miss the shouting voices,  

the threats, the half-apologies, noisy  

reconciliations, the sobbing that followed.  

 

The lines were drawn, borders established,  

some rooms declared their loyalties,  

keeping to themselves, keeping out the other.  

The house divided against itself.  

 

Seeing cracking paint, broken windows,  

the front door banging in the wind,  

the roof tiles flying off, one by one,  

the neighbors said it was a madhouse.  

 

It was the house that suffered most. 
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Purgatory by Maxine Kumin 

 

 

And suppose the darlings get to Mantua,  

suppose they cheat the crypt, what next? Begin  

with him, unshaven. Though not, I grant you, a  

displeasing cockerel, there's egg yolk on his chin.  

His seedy robe's aflap, he's got the rheum.  

Poor dear, the cooking lard has smoked her eye.  

Another Montague is in the womb  

although the first babe's bottom's not yet dry.  

She scrolls a weekly letter to her Nurse  

who dares to send a smock through Balthasar,  

and once a month, his father posts a purse.  

News from Verona? Always news of war.  

Such sour years it takes to right this wrong!  

The fifth act runs unconscionably long. 
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Aunt Jennifer’s Tigers by Adrienne Rich 

 

Aunt Jennifer's tigers prance across a screen,  

Bright topaz denizens of a world of green. 

They do not fear the men beneath the tree; 

They pace in sleek chivalric certainty.  

 

Aunt Jennifer's fingers fluttering through her wool 

Find even the ivory needle hard to pull. 

The massive weight of Uncle's wedding band 

Sits heavily upon Aunt Jennifer's hand. 

 

When Aunt is dead, her terrified hands will lie 

Still ringed with ordeals she was mastered by. 

The tigers in the panel that she made 

Will go on prancing, proud and unafraid. 



 

AP English 12 Poetry Packet spring 2011 

Ithaca by Constantine P. Cavafy 
 
When you set out on your journey to Ithaca, 
pray that the road is long, 
full of adventure, full of knowledge. 
The Lestrygonians and the Cyclops, 
the angry Poseidon -- do not fear them: 
You will never find such as these on your path, 
if your thoughts remain lofty, if a fine 
emotion touches your spirit and your body. 
The Lestrygonians and the Cyclops, 
the fierce Poseidon you will never encounter, 
if you do not carry them within your soul, 
if your soul does not set them up before you. 
 
Pray that the road is long. 
That the summer mornings are many, when, 
with such pleasure, with such joy 
you will enter ports seen for the first time; 
stop at Phoenician markets, 
and purchase fine merchandise, 
mother-of-pearl and coral, amber and ebony, 
and sensual perfumes of all kinds, 
as many sensual perfumes as you can; 
visit many Egyptian cities, 
to learn and learn from scholars. 
 
Always keep Ithaca in your mind. 
To arrive there is your ultimate goal. 
But do not hurry the voyage at all. 
It is better to let it last for many years; 
and to anchor at the island when you are old, 
rich with all you have gained on the way, 
not expecting that Ithaca will offer you riches. 
 
Ithaca has given you the beautiful voyage. 
Without her you would have never set out on the road. 
She has nothing more to give you. 
 
And if you find her poor, Ithaca has not deceived you. 
Wise as you have become, with so much experience, 
you must already have understood what Ithacas mean. 
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Delight in Disorder by Robert Herrick 

 

A sweet disorder in the dress  

Kindles in clothes a wantonness. 

A lawn about the shoulders thrown  

Into a fine distraction; 

An erring lace which here and there  

Enthralls the crimson stomacher; 

A cuff neglectful, and thereby  

Ribbons to flow confusedly; 

A winning wave, deserving note, 

In the tempestuous petticoat; 

A careless shoe-string, in whose tie 

I see a wild civility; 

Do more bewitch me than when art  

Is too precise in every part. 
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A Work of Artifice by Marge Piercy 

 

The bonsai tree 

in the attractive pot 

could have grown eighty feet tall 

on the side of a mountain 

till split by lightning. 

But a gardener 

carefully pruned it. 

It is nine inches high. 

Every day as he 

whittles back the branches 

the gardener croons, 

It is your nature 

to be small and cozy, 

domestic and weak; 

how lucky, little tree, 

to have a pot to grow in. 

With living creatures 

one must begin very early 

to dwarf their growth: 

the bound feet, 

the crippled brain, 

the hair in curlers, 

the hands you 

love to touch. 
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Rite of Passage by Sharon Olds 

 

As the guests arrive at our son’s party  

they gather in the living room—  

short men, men in first grade  

with smooth jaws and chins.  

Hands in pockets, they stand around  

jostling, jockeying for place, small fights  

breaking out and calming. One says to another  

How old are you?  Six.  I’m seven.  So?  

They eye each other, seeing themselves  

tiny in the other’s pupils. They clear their  

throats a lot, a room of small bankers,  

they fold their arms and frown. I could beat you   

up, a seven says to a six,  

the dark cake, round and heavy as a  

turret behind them on the table. My son,  

freckles like specks of nutmeg on his cheeks,  

chest narrow as the balsa keel of a  

model boat, long hands  

cool and thin as the day they guided him  

out of me, speaks up as a host  

for the sake of the group.   

We could easily kill a two-year-old,  

he says in his clear voice. The other  

men agree, they clear their throats  

like Generals, they relax and get down to  

playing war, celebrating my son’s life.  
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Cross by Langston Hughes 

 

My old man's a white old man 

And my old mother's black. 

If ever I cursed my white old man 

I take my curses back. 

 

If ever I cursed my black old mother 

And wished she were in hell, 

I'm sorry for that evil wish 

And now I wish her well 

 

My old man died in a fine big house. 

My ma died in a shack. 

I wonder were I'm going to die, 

Being neither white nor black? 
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The Waking by Theodore Roethke 

 

 

I wake to sleep, and take my waking slow. 

I feel my fate in what I cannot fear. 

I learn by going where I have to go. 

 

We think by feeling. What is there to know? 

I hear my being dance from ear to ear. 

I wake to sleep, and take my waking slow. 

 

Of those so close beside me, which are you? 

God bless the Ground! I shall walk softly there, 

And learn by going where I have to go. 

 

Light takes the Tree; but who can tell us how? 

The lowly worm climbs up a winding stair; 

I wake to sleep, and take my waking slow. 

 

Great Nature has another thing to do 

To you and me; so take the lively air, 

And, lovely, learn by going where to go. 

 

This shaking keeps me steady. I should know. 

What falls away is always. And is near. 

I wake to sleep, and take my waking slow. 

I learn by going where I have to go. 
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A Noiseless Patient Spider by Walt Whitman 

 

A noiseless patient spider, 

I marked where on a little promontory it stood isolated, 

Marked how to explore the vacant vast surrounding, 

It launched forth filament, filament, filament, out of itself, 

Ever unreeling them, ever tirelessly speeding them.  

And you O my soul where you stand, 

Surrounded, detached, in measureless oceans of space, 

Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing, seeking the spheres to connect them, 

Till the bridge you will need be formed, till the ductile anchor hold, 

Till the gossamer thread you fling catch somewhere, O my soul.  
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To A Daughter Leaving Home by Linda Pastan 

 

When I taught you 

at eight to ride 

a bicycle, loping along 

beside you 

as you wobbled away 

on two round wheels, 

my own mouth rounding 

in surprise when you pulled 

ahead down the curved 

path of the park, 

I kept waiting 

for the thud 

of your crash as I 

sprinted to catch up, 

while you grew 

smaller, more breakable 

with distance, 

pumping, pumping 

for your life, screaming 

with laughter, 

the hair flapping 

behind you like a 

handkerchief waving 

goodbye.  

 
 



 

AP English 12 Poetry Packet spring 2011 

 

 

The Guitarist Tunes Up  by Frances Cornford 

 

With what attentive courtesy he bent 

Over his instrument; 

Not as a lordly conqueror who could 

Command both wire and wood, 

But as a man with a loved woman might, 

Inquiring with delight 

What slight essential things she had to say 

Before they started, he and she, to play. 
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The Red Hat by Rachel Hadas 

 

It started before Christmas. Now our son  

officially walks to school alone.  

Semi-alone, it's accurate to say:  

I or his father track him on the way.  

He walks up on the east side of the West End,  

we on the west side. Glances can extend  

(and do) across the street; not eye contact.  

Already ties are feeling and not fact.  

Straus Park is where these parallel paths part;  

he goes alone from there. The watcher's heart  

stretches, elastic in its love and fear,  

toward him as we see him disappear,  

striding briskly. Where two weeks ago,  

holding a hand, he'd dawdle, dreamy, slow,  

he now is hustled forward by the pull  

of something far more powerful than school.  

 

The mornings we turn back to are no more  

than forty minutes longer than before,  

but they feel vastly different—flimsy, strange,  

wavering in the eddies of this change,  

empty, unanchored, perilously light  

since the red hat vanished from our sight. 
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The Whipping by Robert Hayden 

 

 

The old woman across the way 

        is whipping the boy again 

and shouting to the neighborhood 

        her goodness and his wrongs. 

 

Wildly he crashes through elephant-ears, 

        pleads in dusty zinnias, 

while she in spite of crippling fat 

        pursues and corners him. 

 

She strikes and strikes the shrilly circling 

        boy till the stick breaks 

in her hand. His tears are rainy weather 

        to woundlike memories: 

 

My head gripped in bony vise 

        of knees, the writhing struggle 

to wrench free, the blows, the fear 

        worse than blows that hateful 

 

Words could bring, the face that I 

        no longer knew or loved . . . 

Well, it is over now, it is over, 

        and the boy sobs in his room, 

 

And the woman leans muttering against 

        a tree, exhausted, purged— 

avenged in part for lifelong hidings 

        she has had to bear.  
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Curiosity by Alastair Reid 
 
may have killed the cat; more likely 
the cat was just unlucky, or else curious 
to see what death was like, having no cause 
to go on licking paws, or fathering 
litter on litter of kittens, predictably.  

Nevertheless, to be curious 
is dangerous enough. To distrust 
what is always said, what seems, 
to ask odd questions, interfere in dreams, 
leave home, smell rats, have hunches 
does not endear him to those doggy circles 
where well-smelt baskets, suitable wives, good lunches 
are the order of things, and where prevails 
much wagging of incurious heads and tails. 

Face it. Curiosity 
will not cause him to die -- 
only lack of it will. 
Never to want to see 
the other side of the hill, 
or that improbable country 
where living is an idyll 
(although a probable hell) 
would kill us all. 
Only the curious 
have, if they live, a tale 
worth telling at all. 

Dogs say he loves too much, is irresponsible, 
is changeable, marries too many wives, 
deserts his children, chills all dinner tables 
with tales of his nine lives. 
Well, he is lucky. Let him be 
nine-lived and contradictory, 
curious enough to change, prepared to pay 
the cat price, which is to die 
and die again and again, 
each time with no less pain. 
A cat minority of one 
is all that can be counted on 
to tell the truth. And what he has to tell 
on each return from hell 
is this: that dying is what the living do, 
that dying is what the loving do, 
and that dead dogs are those who do not know 
that hell is where, to live, they have to go. 


