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The Whipping		 	 	 	 	 	 	 	  
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. 



Holy Sonnets: Batter my heart, three-person'd God	 	  
BY JOHN DONNE 
Batter my heart, three-person'd God, for you  
As yet but knock, breathe, shine, and seek to mend;  
That I may rise and stand, o'erthrow me, and bend  
Your force to break, blow, burn, and make me new.  
I, like an usurp'd town to another due,  
Labor to admit you, but oh, to no end;  
Reason, your viceroy in me, me should defend,  
But is captiv'd, and proves weak or untrue.  
Yet dearly I love you, and would be lov'd fain,  
But am betroth'd unto your enemy;  
Divorce me, untie or break that knot again,  
Take me to you, imprison me, for I,  
Except you enthrall me, never shall be free,  
Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me.  

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/john-donne


I felt a Funeral, in my Brain	 	 	 	 	 	  
BY EMILY DICKINSON 
I felt a Funeral, in my Brain, 
And Mourners to and fro 
Kept treading - treading - till it seemed 
That Sense was breaking through - 

And when they all were seated, 
A Service, like a Drum - 
Kept beating - beating - till I thought 
My mind was going numb - 

And then I heard them lift a Box 
And creak across my Soul 
With those same Boots of  Lead, again, 
Then Space - began to toll, 

As all the Heavens were a Bell, 
And Being, but an Ear, 
And I, and Silence, some strange Race, 
Wrecked, solitary, here - 

And then a Plank in Reason, broke, 
And I dropped down, and down - 
And hit a World, at every plunge, 
And Finished knowing - then - 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/emily-dickinson


The Sound of  Night	 	 	 	 	 	 	  
By Maxine Kumin  

And now the dark comes on, all full of  chitter noise. 
Birds huggermugger crowd the trees, 
the air thick with their vesper cries, 
and bats, snub seven-pointed kites, 
skitter across the lake, swing out, 
squeak, chirp, dip, and skim on skates 
of  air, and the fat frogs wake and prinkwide-lipped,  
noisy as ducks, drunk 
on the boozy black, gloating chink-chunk. 

And now on the narrow beach we defend ourselves from dark. 
The cooking done, we build our firework 
bright and hot and less for outlook 
than for magic, and lie in our blankets 
while night nickers around us. Crickets 
chorus hallelujahs; paws, quiet 
and quick as raindrops, play on the stones 
expertly soft, run past and are gone; 
fish pulse in the lake; the frogs hoarsen. 

Now every voice of  the hour--the known, the supposed, 
the strange, 
the mindless, the witted, the never seen-- 
sing, thrum, impinge, and rearrange 
endlessly; and debarred from sleep we wait 
for the birds, importantly silent, 
for the crease of  first eye-licking light, 
for the sun, lost long ago and sweet. 
By the lake, locked black away and tight, 
we lie, day creatures, overhearing night. 



We Real Cool	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	  
Gwendolyn Brooks 

                   THE POOL PLAYERS.  
                   SEVEN AT THE GOLDEN SHOVEL. 

We real cool. We 
Left school. We 

Lurk late. We 
Strike straight. We 

Sing sin. We 
Thin gin. We 

Jazz June. We 
Die soon.

https://www.poets.org/node/45683

