Pigeon Woman

Slate, or dirty-marble-colored,

or rusty-iron-colored, the pigeons

on the flagstones in front of the

Public Library make a sharp lake

into which the pigeon woman wades 

at exactly 1:30.  She wears a 

plastic pink raincoat with a round

collar (looking like a little

girl, so gay) and flat gym shoes,

her hair square-cut orange.

Wide-apart feet carefully enter

the spinning, crooning waves

(as if she’d just learned how

to walk, each step conscious, 

an accomplishment) blue knots in the 

calves of her bare legs ( uglied marble),

age in angled cords of jaw 

and neck, her pimento-colored hair,

hanging in thin tassels, is gray

around a balding crown. 

John Doe, Jr.

Among the Missing . . . 
                   I think he always was---

Only no one thought to mention it before….

He was the boy who didn’t make the team

although, God knows, he tried:  his were the fingers,

always too eager, that always fumbled the ball.

He was the fellow

people forgot to invite when they planned a party.

After the party , once in a while, they would say,

“We should have invited John, “  But that was after:

and most of the time they did not think about it.

John thought about it:  thought of the laughter and music.

He was the chap who dreamed that his loneliness

might some how fine in words a redemptive beauty:

the yearning youth who sent his poems and stories,

bundled in hope, to editors----and found them,

paired to rejection slips, in his mail-box, later.

He was the man, defeated by diffidence,

who waited in line---and who did not get the job…..

Only war had use for him, and only 

long enough to lose him…..

                                             Among the missing… 

Bonaro W. Overstreety

Penelope

by Dorothy Parker

In the pathway of the sun,

     In the footsteps of the breeze,

Where the world and sky are one,

     He shall ride the silver seas,

         He shall cut the glittering wave.

I shall sit at home, and rock;

Rise, to heed a neighbor’s knock;

Brew my tea, and snip my thread;

Bleach the linen for my bed.


They will call him brave.

Dreams

by Langston Hughes

Hold fast to dreams

For if dreams die

Life is a broken-winged bird

That cannot fly.

Hold fast to dreams

For when dreams go 

Life is a barren field

Frozen with snow.

I Shall Not Live in Vain

By Emily Dickinson

If I can stop one heart from breaking,

I shall not live in vain; 
If I can ease one life the aching,

Or cool one pain,

Or help one fainting robin

Unto his nest again,

I shall not live in vain.

Poised between going on and back, pulled

Both ways taut like a tightrope-walker,

Fingertips pointing the opposites,

Now bouncing tiptoe like a dropped ball

Or a kid skipping rope, come on, come on,

Running a scattering of steps sidewise,

How he teeters, skitters, tingles, teases,

Taunts them, hovers like an ecstatic bird,

He’s only flirting, crowd him, crowd him,

Delicate, delicate, delicate, delicate --- now!

Annabel Lee
It was many a many a year ago,

   In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know

   By the name of Annabel Lee;

And this maiden she lived with no other thought

   Than to love and be loved by me.

I was a child and she was a child,

    In this kingdom by the sea,

But we loved with a love that was more than love ---

    I and my Annabel Lee---

With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven 

    Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,

    In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of the cloud, chilling

    My beautiful Annabel Lee;

So that her highborn kinsmen came

    And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulcher

    In this kingdom by the sea.

The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,

    Went envying her and me ---

Yes! --- that was the reason (as all men know,

    In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud, by night,

    Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love

    Of those who were older than we---

    Of many far wiser than we---

And neither the angels in heaven above,

    Nor the demons down under the sea,

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul

    Of the beautiful Annabel Lee.

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams

    Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And the stars never rise but I feel the bright eyes

    Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And so, all the night tide, I lie down by the side

Of my darling---my darling---my life and my bride,

    In her sepulcher there by the sea---

    In her tomb by the sounding sea.

‘OUT,OUT---‘

by Robert Frost

The buzz-saw snarled and rattled in the yard

And made dust and dropped stove-length sticks of wood,

Sweet-scented stuff when the breeze drew across it.

And from there those that lifted eyes could count

Five mountain ranges one behind the other

Under the sunset far into Vermont.

And the saw snarled and rattled, snarled and rattled,

As it ran light, or had to bear a load.

And nothing happened: day was all but done.

Call it a day, I wish they might have said

To please the boy by giving him the half hour

That a boy counts so much when saved from work.

His sister stood beside them in her apron

To tell them ‘Supper.’ At the word, the saw,

As if to prove saws knew what supper meant,

Leaped out at the boy’s hand, or seemed to leap---

He must have given the hand.  However it was,

Neither refused the meeting.  But the hand!

The boy’s first outcry was a rueful laugh,

As he swung toward them holding up the hand

Half in appeal, but half as if to keep 

The life from spilling.  Then the boy saw all---

Since he was old enough to know, big boy

Doing a man’s work, though a child at heart---

He saw all spoiled. ‘Don’t let him cut my hand off---

The doctor, when he comes. Don’t let him, sister!’

So. But the hand was gone already.

The doctor put him in the dark of ether.

He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath.

And then---the watcher at his pulse took fright.

No one believed.  They listened at his heart.

Little---less---nothing!---and that ended it.

No more to build on there.  And they, since they

Were not the one dead, turned to their affairs.
