       Freshman Honors English, Ms. Byun


POEMS Handout 1

Last Name, First _________________________________

	1) The Swimming Lesson by Mary Oliver

Feeling the icy kick, the endless waves
Reaching around my life, I moved my arms
And coughed, and in the end saw land.

Somebody, I suppose,
Remembering the medieval maxim,

(5)
Had tossed me in,
Had wanted me to learn to swim,

Not knowing that none of us, who ever came back
From that long lonely fall and frenzied rising,
Ever learned anything at all


(10)
About swimming, but only
How to put off, one by one,
Dreams and pity, love and grace, --
How to survive in any place.


	3) Those Winter Sundays Robert Hayden (b. 1913)
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. (5)

I'd wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking.
When the rooms were warm, he'd call,
and slowly I would rise and dress,
fearing the chronic angers of that house,

Speaking indifferently to him,

(10)
who had driven out the cold
and polished my good shoes as well.
What did I know, what did I know
of love's austere and lonely offices? 



	2) The Pressure of the Moment by Dara Wier
The pressure of the moment can cause someone to kill
   someone or something

The leniency of consideration might treat with more
   kindness

Which is to be desired. Or at least often to be desired.

But if my house is on fire and you notice, I wish you would
   kill

That fire. But if my hair is on fire, while I'm sure 
   you'll be enjoying

The spectacle of it, act quickly or don't act at all. But
   if a sudden

Jarring of us all out of existence is eminent, do
   something.
	4) The Horrid Voice of Science by Vachel Lindsay 
"There's machinery in the 
      butterfly;
   There's a mainspring to the 
      bee;
There's hydraulics to a daisy,
   And contraptions to a tree.

"If we could see the birdie
      That makes the chirping sound
With x-ray, scientific eyes,
   We could see the wheels go 
   round."

And I hope all men
Who think like this
Will soon lie
Underground.

	5) MENDING WALL by Robert Frost
Something there is that doesn't love a wall, 
That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it, 
And spills the upper boulders in the sun, 
And makes gaps even two can pass abreast. 
The work of hunters is another thing: 

(5)
I have come after them and made repair 
Where they have left not one stone on a stone, 
But they would have the rabbit out of hiding, 
To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean, 
No one has seen them made or heard them made, 
(10)
But at spring mending-time we find them there. 
I let my neighbor know beyond the hill; 
And on a day we meet to walk the line 
And set the wall between us once again. 
We keep the wall between us as we go. 

(15)
To each the boulders that have fallen to each. 
And some are loaves and some so nearly balls 
We have to use a spell to make them balance: 
'Stay where you are until our backs are turned!' 
We wear our fingers rough with handling them. 
(20)
Oh, just another kind of out-door game, 
One on a side. It comes to little more: 
There where it is we do not need the wall: 
He is all pine and I am apple orchard. 
My apple trees will never get across 


(25)
And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him. 
He only says, 'Good fences make good neighbors'. 
Spring is the mischief in me, and I wonder 
If I could put a notion in his head: 
'Why do they make good neighbors? Isn't it 
(30)
Where there are cows? 
But here there are no cows. 

	Before I built a wall I'd ask to know 
What I was walling in or walling out, 
And to whom I was like to give offence. 

(35)
Something there is that doesn't love a wall, 
That wants it down.' I could say 'Elves' to him, 
But it's not elves exactly, and I'd rather 
He said it for himself. I see him there 
Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top 
(40)
In each hand, like an old-stone savage armed. 
He moves in darkness as it seems to me~ 
Not of woods only and the shade of trees. 
He will not go behind his father's saying, 
And he likes having thought of it so well 

(45)
He says again, "Good fences make good neighbors." 



