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Note: I’ve attached links to Powell’s Books or Amazon so you can buy books by each poet. Where I could find the copyright holder, I’ve sought permission to reprint these poems.

Peacock Display, by David Wagoner 
He approaches her, trailing his whole fortune,

Perfectly cocksure, and suddenly spreads

The huge fan of his tail for her amazement:

Each turquoise and purple, black-horned, wall-eyed quill

Comes quivering forward, an amphitheatric shell

For his most fortunate audience, her alone.

He plumes himself.  He shakes his brassily gold

Wings and rump in a dance, lifting his claws

Stiff-legged under the great bulge of his breast.

And she strolls calmly away, pecking and pausing, 

Not watching him, astonished to discover

All these seeds spread just for her in the dirt.


in Through the Forest
http://www.powells.com/biblio/63-9780871131539-0
Heaven-Haven: a Nun Takes the Veil, by Gerard Manley Hopkins
I have desired to go 

Where springs not fail,

To fields where flies no sharp and sided hail,

And a few lilies blow.

And I have asked to be where no storms come,

Where the green swell is in the havens dumb,

And out of the swing of the sea.

http://www.powells.com/s?kw=Gerard+Manley+Hopkins&class=

Puritan Sonnet ,  by Elinor Wylie
Down to the Puritan marrow of my bones

There’s something in this richness that I hate.

I love the look, austere, immaculate,

Of landscapes drawn in pearly monotones.

There’s something in my very blood that owns

Bare hills, cold silver on a sky of slate,

A thread of water, churned to milky spate.

Streaming through slanted pastures, fenced with stones.

I love those skies, thin blue or snowy grey,

Those fields sparse planted, rend’ring meager sheaves

That spring, briefer than apple-blossom’s breath,

Summer, so much too beautiful to stay,

Swift autumn like a bonfire of leaves,

And sleepy winter, like the sleep of death.

http://www.powells.com/s?kw=Elinor+Wylie&class=

Lucifer in Starlight, by George Meredith
On a starred night Prince Lucifer uprose.

Tired of his dark dominion swung the fiend

Above the rolling ball in cloud partscreened,

Where sinners hugged their spectre of repose.

Poor prey to his hot fit of pride were those,

And now upon his western wing he leaned,

Now his huge bulk o’er Afric’s sands careened,

Now the black planet shadowed Arctic snows.

Soaring through wider zones that pricked his scars

With memory of the old revolt from Awe,

He reached a middle height, and at the stars,

Which are the brain of heaven, he looked, and sank,

Around the ancient track marched, rank on rank,

The army of unalterable law. 

http://www.powells.com/s?kw=George+Meredith&class=

Before a Departure in Spring by W. S. Merwin

Once more it is April with the first light sifting


through the young leaves heavy with dew making the colors

remember who they are the new pink of the cinnamon tree


the gilded lichens of the bamboo the shadowed bronze

of the kamani and the blue day opening


as the sunlight descends through it all like the return

of a spirit touching without touch and unable


to believe it is here and here again and awake

reaching out in silence into the cool breath


of the garden just risen from darkness and days of rain

it is only a moment the birds fly through it calling


to each other and are gone with their few notes and the flash

of their flight that had vanished before we ever knew it


we watch without touching any of it and we

can tell ourselves only that this is April this is the morning


this never happened before and we both remember it

http://www.powells.com/s?kw=W+S+Merwin&class=
The Order of the Day, by Billy Collins
A morning after a week of rain

and the sun shot down through the branches

and into the tall, bare windows.

The brindled cat rolled over on his back,

and I could hear you in the kitchen

grinding coffee beans into a powder.

Everything seemed especially vivid

because I knew we were all going to die,

first the cat, then you, then me

then somewhat later the liquified sun

was the order I was envisioning. 

But then again, you never really know.

The cat had a fiercely healthy look,

his coat so bristling and electric

I wondered what you had been feeding him

and what you had been feeding me

as I turned a corner

and beheld you out on the sunny deck now

running in place -

knees lifted high, skin

glistening, and that toothy, immortal smile.

http://www.powells.com/s?kw=Billy+Collins&class=
Acquainted with the Night, by Robert Frost
I have been one acquainted with the night.

I have walked out in rain, and back in rain.

I have outwalked the furthest city light.

I have looked down the saddest city lane.

I have passed by the watchman on his beat,

And dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain.

I have stood still, and stopped the sound of feet

When, far away, an interrupted cry 

Came over houses from a different street,

But not to call me back or say goodbye;

And further still, at an unearthly height,

One luminary clock against the sky

Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right.

I have been one acquainted with the night.

Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right.

http://www.powells.com/s?kw=Robert+Frost&class=

Nursery Rhyme: Numbers, by Lola Haskins
Seven old ladies crochet for the boys,

Six old ladies hear thunder.

Five old ladies afraid of the noise,

Four old ladies go under.

One old lady to pick up the lace,

One old lady is crying.

How cruel to be born with only one face

And to see in the mirror its dying.

http://www.amazon.com/Desire-Lines-Selected-American-Continuum/dp/1929918496/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1315572402&sr=1-1
Kindness, by Naomi Shihab Nye

Before you know what kindness really is,

you must lose things,

feel the future dissolve in a moment

like salt in a weakened broth.

What you held in your hand,

what you counted and carefully saved,

all this must go so you know

how desolate the landscape can be

between the regions of kindness.

How you ride and ride

thinking the bus will never stop, 

the passengers eating maize and chicken

will stare out the window forever.

Before you learn the tender gravity of kindness,

You must travel where the Indian in a white poncho

lies dead by the side of the road.

You must see how this could be you,

how he too was someone 

who journeyed through the night with plans

And the simple breath that kept him alive

Before you know kindness as the deepest thing inside,

you must know sorrow as the other deepest thing.

You must wake up with sorrow.

You must speak to it till your voice 

catches the thread of all sorrows

and you see the size of the cloth.

Then it is only kindness that makes any sense anymore,

only kindness that ties your shoes

and sends you out into the day to mail letters and

purchase bread,

only kindness that raises its head

from the crowd of the world to say

It is I you have been looking for,

And then goes with you everywhere

like a shadow or a friend.




From Words Under the Words
http://www.amazon.com/Words-Under-Selected-Poems-Corner/dp/0933377290/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1315573863&sr=1-1
Primary Lessons by Susan Meyers

The bus is a box, the children

obedient as crayons.

Each morning one by one

they climb into rows, thoughts

scattered out windows,

leaning toward that time of day

when they can wander outside the lines,

mark up the evening air

with the whirl of bicycle tires,

arc of a swing.

The older ones think of sundown,

when long, waxy shadows

soften every sidewalk they can imagine.

The youngest wants to step on a crack,

break your mama’s back.

On the way home they laugh

around corners,

stripe the street with smiles.

The first to spill out, the girl in plaid,

peels off her jacket, and breaks into a run,

tennis shoes flecking the grass. 

The bus fades behind her. 

Under the April sky she colors her day

and everything in it:

red house, blue dog, bright yellow

song of her particular art.

http://www.amazon.com/Keep-Give-Away-Carolina-Poetry/dp/1570036705/ref=pd_bbs_sr_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1214685693&sr=1-1
http://susanmeyers.blogspot.com  (her blog)


