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City of Ships

City of ships!
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(O the black ships! O the fierce ships!
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City of Ships

O the beautiful sharp-bow'd steam-ships and sail-ships!)

City of the world! (for all races are here,

All the lands of the earth make contributions here;)

Those Winter Sundays

City of the sea! city of hurried and glittering tides!

[love is more thicker than forget]

City whose gleeful tides continually rush or recede, whirling in
and out with eddies and foam!

A Poison Tree

Friday

City of wharves and stores—city of tall facades of marble and
iron!

Ah, Ah

| am Offering This Poem

Proud and passionate city-mettlesome, mad, extravagant city!

It Ain't What You Do It's What It Does To You

Spring up O city-not for peace alone, but be indeed yourself,

warlike!

Fear not-submit to no models but your own O city!

Behold me—incarnate me as | have incarnated you!

I'have rejected nothing you offer'd me-whom you adopted | have
adopted,

Good or bad | never question you=I love all-I do not condemn
anything,

I chant and celebrate all that is yours—yet peace no more,

In peace | chanted peace, but now the drum of war is mine,

War, red war is my song through your streets, O city!

By Walt Whitman




Those Winter Sundays

Sundays too my father got up early

and put his clothes on in the blueblack cold,
then with cracked hands that ached

from labor in the weekday weather made

banked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him.

I'd wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking.

When the rooms were warm, he'd call,
and slowly | would rise and dress,

fearing the chronic angers of that house,

Speaking indifferently to him,

who had driven out the cold

and polished my good shoes as well.
What did | know, what did | know

of love's austere and lonely offices?

By Robert Hayden

[love is more thicker than forget]
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love is more thicker than forget

more thinner than recall

more seldom than a wave is wet

more frequent than to fail

it is most mad and moonly

and less it shall unbe

than all the sea which only

is deeper than the sea

love is less always than to win

less never than alive

less bigger than the least begin

less littler than forgive

it is most sane and sunly

and more it cannot die

than all the sky which only
is higher than the sky

By E. E. Cummings




| was angry with my friend:
| told my wrath, my wrath did end.
| was angry with my foe:

I told it not, my wrath did grow.

And | waterd it in fears
Night & morning with my tears;
And | sunned it with smiles,

And with soft deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night,
Till it bore an apple bright.
And my foe beheld it shine,

And he knew that it was mine.

And into my garden stole,
When the night had veild the pole;
In the morning glad | see;

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.

By William Blake
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The print of a bare foot, the second toe
A little longer than the one which is
Traditionally designated ‘great’.

Praxiteles would have admired it.

You must have left in haste; your last wet step
Before boarding your suit and setting sail,
Outlined in talcum on the bathroom floor

Mocks your habitual fastidiousness.

There is no tide here to obliterate
Your oversight. Unless | wipe or sweep
Or suck it up, it will not go away.

The thought delights me. | will keep the footprint.

Too slight, too simply human to be called
Token or promise; | am keeping it
Because it is a precious evidence

That on this island | am not alone.

By Ann Drysdale
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Ah, ah cries the crow arching toward the heavy sky over the
marina.

Lands on the crown of the palm tree.

Ah, ah slaps the urgent cove of ocean swimming through the
slips.

We carry canoes to the edge of the salt.

Ah, ah groans the crew with the weight, the winds cutting skin.

We claim our seats. Pelicans perch in the draft for fish.

Ah, ah beats our lungs and we are racing into the waves.

Though there are worlds below us and above us, we are straight
ahead.

Ah, ah tattoos the engines of your plane against the sky—away
from these waters.

Each paddle stroke follows the curve from reach to loss.

Ah, ah calls the sun from a fishing boat with a pale, yellow sail.
We fly by

on our return, over the net of eternity thrown out for stars.

Ah, ah scrapes the hull of my soul. Ah, ah.

By Joy Harjo

| am Offering This Poem

| am offering this poem to you,
since | have nothing else to give.
Keep it like a warm coat

when winter comes to cover you,
or like a pair of thick socks

the cold cannot bite through,

| love you,

| have nothing else to give you,
so it is a pot full of yellow corn

lo warm your belly in winter,

it is a scarf for your head, to wear

over your hair, to tie up around your face,

| love you,

Keep it, treasure this as you would

if you were lost, needing direction,

in the wilderness life becomes when mature;
and in the corner of your drawer,

tucked away like a cabin or hogan

in dense trees, come knocking,

and | will answer, give you directions,

and let you warm yourself by this fire,

rest by this fire, and make you feel safe

| love you,
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It's all | have to give,

and all anyone needs to live,
and to go on living inside,

when the world outside

no longer cares if you live or die;

remember,

I love you.

By Jimmy Santiago Baca

It Ain’t What You Do It’'s What It Does To You

| have not bummed across America
with only a dollar to spare, one pair
of busted Levi's and a bowie knife.

| have lived with thieves in Manchester.

| have not padded through the Taj Mahal,
barefoot, listening to the space between
each footfall picking up and putting down

its print against the marble floor, But |

skimmed flat stones across Black Moss on a day
so still | could hear each set of ripples
as they crossed. | felt each stone’s momentum

spend itself against the water; then sink.

| have not toyed with a parachute cord

while perched on the lip of a light aircraft;
but | held the wobbly head of a boy

at the day centre, and stroked his fat hands.

And | guess that the tightness in the throat
and the tiny cascading sensation
somewhere inside us are both part of that

sense of something else. That feeling, | mean.

By Simon Armitage
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