
Jabberwocky	  (from	  Through	  the	  Looking-‐Glass	  and	  What	  Alice	  Found	  There,	  1872)	  
	   Lewis	  Carroll	  

	  
’Twas	  brillig,	  and	  the	  slithy	  toves	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  Did	  gyre	  and	  gimble	  in	  the	  wabe:	  	  
All	  mimsy	  were	  the	  borogoves,	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  And	  the	  mome	  raths	  outgrabe.	  	  
	  
“Beware	  the	  Jabberwock,	  my	  son!	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  The	  jaws	  that	  bite,	  the	  claws	  that	  catch!	  	  
Beware	  the	  Jubjub	  bird,	  and	  shun	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  The	  frumious	  Bandersnatch!”	  	  
	  
He	  took	  his	  vorpal	  sword	  in	  hand;	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  Long	  time	  the	  manxome	  foe	  he	  sought—	  	  
So	  rested	  he	  by	  the	  Tumtum	  tree	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  And	  stood	  awhile	  in	  thought.	  	  
	  
And,	  as	  in	  uffish	  thought	  he	  stood,	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  The	  Jabberwock,	  with	  eyes	  of	  flame,	  	  
Came	  whiffling	  through	  the	  tulgey	  wood,	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  And	  burbled	  as	  it	  came!	  	  
	  
One,	  two!	  One,	  two!	  And	  through	  and	  through	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  The	  vorpal	  blade	  went	  snicker-‐snack!	  	  
He	  left	  it	  dead,	  and	  with	  its	  head	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  He	  went	  galumphing	  back.	  	  
	  
“And	  hast	  thou	  slain	  the	  Jabberwock?	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  Come	  to	  my	  arms,	  my	  beamish	  boy!	  	  
O	  frabjous	  day!	  Callooh!	  Callay!”	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  He	  chortled	  in	  his	  joy.	  	  
	  
’Twas	  brillig,	  and	  the	  slithy	  toves	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  Did	  gyre	  and	  gimble	  in	  the	  wabe:	  	  
All	  mimsy	  were	  the	  borogoves,	  	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  And	  the	  mome	  raths	  outgrabe.	  
	  
	  

This	  poem	  is	  comprised	  of	  nonsensical	  and	  nonexistent	  words.	  Nevertheless,	  it	  is	  able	  to	  effectively	  
communicate.	  	  Complete	  the	  following:	  

	  
1. Paraphrase	  events	  from	  each	  stanza.	  You	  do	  not	  need	  a	  1-‐1	  ratio	  of	  words,	  but	  try	  to	  capture	  the	  

message	  of	  each	  stanza.	  
2. Underline	  all	  words	  with	  which	  you	  are	  not	  familiar.	  
3. Look	  up	  and	  define	  five	  words.	  
4. Look	  up	  “onomatopoeia”.	  How	  does	  this	  relate	  to	  the	  poem?	  
5. How	  does	  the	  poet	  manage	  to	  create	  an	  effective	  poem	  with	  so	  many	  non-‐words?	  



Funeral	  Blues	  
	   W.H.	  Auden	  

	  

Stop	  all	  the	  clocks,	  cut	  off	  the	  telephone,	  

Prevent	  the	  dog	  from	  barking	  with	  a	  juicy	  bone,	  

Silence	  the	  pianos	  and	  with	  muffled	  drum	  

Bring	  out	  the	  coffin,	  let	  the	  mourners	  come.	  

	  

Let	  aeroplanes	  circle	  moaning	  overhead	  

Scribbling	  on	  the	  sky	  the	  message	  'He	  is	  Dead'.	  

Put	  crepe	  bows	  round	  the	  white	  necks	  of	  the	  public	  doves,	  

Let	  the	  traffic	  policemen	  wear	  black	  cotton	  gloves.	  

	  

He	  was	  my	  North,	  my	  South,	  my	  East	  and	  West,	  

My	  working	  week	  and	  my	  Sunday	  rest,	  

My	  noon,	  my	  midnight,	  my	  talk,	  my	  song;	  

I	  thought	  that	  love	  would	  last	  forever:	  I	  was	  wrong.	  

	  

The	  stars	  are	  not	  wanted	  now;	  put	  out	  every	  one,	  

Pack	  up	  the	  moon	  and	  dismantle	  the	  sun,	  

Pour	  away	  the	  ocean	  and	  sweep	  up	  the	  wood;	  

For	  nothing	  now	  can	  ever	  come	  to	  any	  good.	  
	  
	  
	  
Do	  Not	  Go	  Gentle	  into	  That	  Good	  Night	  
	   Dylan	  Thomas	  
	  

	  
Do	  not	  go	  gentle	  into	  that	  good	  night,	  
Old	  age	  should	  burn	  and	  rave	  at	  close	  of	  day;	  	  
Rage,	  rage	  against	  the	  dying	  of	  the	  light.	  
	  
Though	  wise	  men	  at	  their	  end	  know	  dark	  is	  right,	  
Because	  their	  words	  had	  forked	  no	  lightning	  they	  
Do	  not	  go	  gentle	  into	  that	  good	  night.	  
	  



Good	  men,	  the	  last	  wave	  by,	  crying	  how	  bright	  
Their	  frail	  deeds	  might	  have	  danced	  in	  a	  green	  bay,	  
Rage,	  rage	  against	  the	  dying	  of	  the	  light.	  
	  
Wild	  men	  who	  caught	  and	  sang	  the	  sun	  in	  flight,	  
And	  learn,	  too	  late,	  they	  grieved	  it	  on	  its	  way,	  
Do	  not	  go	  gentle	  into	  that	  good	  night.	  
	  
Grave	  men,	  near	  death,	  who	  see	  with	  blinding	  sight	  
Blind	  eyes	  could	  blaze	  like	  meteors	  and	  be	  gay,	  
Rage,	  rage	  against	  the	  dying	  of	  the	  light.	  
	  
And	  you,	  my	  father,	  there	  on	  that	  sad	  height,	  
Curse,	  bless,	  me	  now	  with	  your	  fierce	  tears,	  I	  pray.	  
Do	  not	  go	  gentle	  into	  that	  good	  night.	  
Rage,	  rage	  against	  the	  dying	  of	  the	  light.	  	  
	  
	  
	  
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.	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
In	  the	  Waiting	  Room	  
	   Elizabeth	  Bishop	  
	  
In	  Worcester,	  Massachusetts,	  
I	  went	  with	  Aunt	  Consuelo	  
to	  keep	  her	  dentist's	  appointment	  
and	  sat	  and	  waited	  for	  her	  
in	  the	  dentist's	  waiting	  room.	  



It	  was	  winter.	  It	  got	  dark	  
early.	  The	  waiting	  room	  
was	  full	  of	  grown-‐up	  people,	  
arctics	  and	  overcoats,	  
lamps	  and	  magazines.	  
My	  aunt	  was	  inside	  
what	  seemed	  like	  a	  long	  time	  
and	  while	  I	  waited	  and	  read	  
the	  National	  Geographic	  
(I	  could	  read)	  and	  carefully	  
studied	  the	  photographs:	  
the	  inside	  of	  a	  volcano,	  
black,	  and	  full	  of	  ashes;	  
then	  it	  was	  spilling	  over	  
in	  rivulets	  of	  fire.	  
Osa	  and	  Martin	  Johnson	  
dressed	  in	  riding	  breeches,	  
laced	  boots,	  and	  pith	  helmets.	  
A	  dead	  man	  slung	  on	  a	  pole	  
"Long	  Pig,"	  the	  caption	  said.	  
Babies	  with	  pointed	  heads	  
wound	  round	  and	  round	  with	  string;	  
black,	  naked	  women	  with	  necks	  
wound	  round	  and	  round	  with	  wire	  
like	  the	  necks	  of	  light	  bulbs.	  
Their	  breasts	  were	  horrifying.	  
I	  read	  it	  right	  straight	  through.	  
I	  was	  too	  shy	  to	  stop.	  
And	  then	  I	  looked	  at	  the	  cover:	  
the	  yellow	  margins,	  the	  date.	  
Suddenly,	  from	  inside,	  
came	  an	  oh!	  of	  pain	  
-‐-‐Aunt	  Consuelo's	  voice-‐-‐	  
not	  very	  loud	  or	  long.	  
I	  wasn't	  at	  all	  surprised;	  
even	  then	  I	  knew	  she	  was	  
a	  foolish,	  timid	  woman.	  
I	  might	  have	  been	  embarrassed,	  
but	  wasn't.	  What	  took	  me	  
completely	  by	  surprise	  
was	  that	  it	  was	  me:	  
my	  voice,	  in	  my	  mouth.	  
Without	  thinking	  at	  all	  
I	  was	  my	  foolish	  aunt,	  
I-‐-‐we-‐-‐were	  falling,	  falling,	  
our	  eyes	  glued	  to	  the	  cover	  
of	  the	  National	  Geographic,	  
February,	  1918.	  
	  
I	  said	  to	  myself:	  three	  days	  



and	  you'll	  be	  seven	  years	  old.	  
I	  was	  saying	  it	  to	  stop	  
the	  sensation	  of	  falling	  off	  
the	  round,	  turning	  world.	  
into	  cold,	  blue-‐black	  space.	  
But	  I	  felt:	  you	  are	  an	  I,	  
you	  are	  an	  Elizabeth,	  
you	  are	  one	  of	  them.	  
Why	  should	  you	  be	  one,	  too?	  
I	  scarcely	  dared	  to	  look	  
to	  see	  what	  it	  was	  I	  was.	  
I	  gave	  a	  sidelong	  glance	  
-‐-‐I	  couldn't	  look	  any	  higher-‐-‐	  
at	  shadowy	  gray	  knees,	  
trousers	  and	  skirts	  and	  boots	  
and	  different	  pairs	  of	  hands	  
lying	  under	  the	  lamps.	  
I	  knew	  that	  nothing	  stranger	  
had	  ever	  happened,	  that	  nothing	  
stranger	  could	  ever	  happen.	  
	  
Why	  should	  I	  be	  my	  aunt,	  
or	  me,	  or	  anyone?	  
What	  similarities	  
boots,	  hands,	  the	  family	  voice	  
I	  felt	  in	  my	  throat,	  or	  even	  
the	  National	  Geographic	  
and	  those	  awful	  hanging	  breasts	  
held	  us	  all	  together	  
or	  made	  us	  all	  just	  one?	  
How	  I	  didn't	  know	  any	  
word	  for	  it	  how	  "unlikely".	  .	  .	  
How	  had	  I	  come	  to	  be	  here,	  
like	  them,	  and	  overhear	  
a	  cry	  of	  pain	  that	  could	  have	  
got	  loud	  and	  worse	  but	  hadn't?	  
	  
The	  waiting	  room	  was	  bright	  
and	  too	  hot.	  It	  was	  sliding	  
beneath	  a	  big	  black	  wave,	  
another,	  and	  another.	  
	  
Then	  I	  was	  back	  in	  it.	  
The	  War	  was	  on.	  Outside,	  
in	  Worcester,	  Massachusetts,	  
were	  night	  and	  slush	  and	  cold,	  
and	  it	  was	  still	  the	  fifth	  
of	  February,	  1918.	  	  
	  
	  



	  
	  
In	  a	  Station	  of	  the	  Metro	  
	   Ezra	  Pound	  
	  
The	  apparition	  of	  these	  faces	  in	  the	  crowd;	  
Petals	  on	  a	  wet,	  black	  bough.	  
	  
	  
	  
Consulting	  an	  Elder	  Poet	  on	  an	  Anti-‐War	  Poem	  
	   Duane	  Niatum	  
	   	   for	  Elizabeth	  Bishop	  
	  

You	  said	  to	  me	  that	  day,	  

“There’s	  nothing	  you	  can	  do,”	  

and	  spoke	  of	  Auden’s	  line:	  

“Poetry	  makes	  nothing	  happen.”	  

And	  though	  I	  honor	  you,	  

especially	  your	  poems,	  

the	  objects	  you	  dipped	  in	  light,	  

then,	  left	  in	  the	  rainbow,	  

let	  slip	  from	  our	  sight,	  

I	  admitted,	  diving	  out	  of	  self,	  

a	  sweet	  woman’s	  white	  caress,	  

the	  hundreds	  of	  lives	  and	  places	  

in	  books,	  failed	  to	  counter	  confusion.	  

	  

You	  did	  agree	  that	  it	  

was	  Socrates	  who	  said	  

to	  his	  Athenian	  friends	  

that	  governments	  are	  only	  

governments	  with	  many	  heads	  

and	  cannot	  think	  as	  one.	  

That	  history	  continues	  to	  show	  

how	  they	  swing	  from	  war	  

to	  peace	  and	  back	  again,	  



in	  one	  wide	  gallow-‐sweep	  

just	  as	  the	  pendulum	  

of	  the	  world’s	  clocks	  

returned	  its	  towns	  to	  craters.	  

	  

Now	  I	  must	  ask	  myself,	  

fifteen	  cobalt-‐blue	  years	  later,	  

if	  the	  dust	  of	  each	  new	  war	  

that	  settles	  in	  our	  bones,	  

and	  deadens	  a	  generation,	  

is	  no	  more	  than	  negatives	  

of	  the	  Kennedys,	  King,	  and	  Lennon,	  

has	  less	  weight	  than	  what	  

we	  felt	  the	  day	  the	  Apollo	  

spaceship	  landed	  on	  the	  moon,	  

and	  Auden’s	  line	  is	  true,	  

then	  why	  did	  you	  to	  the	  end,	  

live	  with	  the	  dark,	  

sing	  into	  your	  ruin?	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
Of	  History	  and	  Hope	  
	   Miller	  Williams	  
	  

We	  have	  memorized	  America,	  	  

how	  it	  was	  born	  and	  who	  we	  have	  been	  and	  where.	  	  

In	  ceremonies	  and	  silence	  we	  say	  the	  words,	  	  

telling	  the	  stories,	  singing	  the	  old	  songs.	  	  

We	  like	  the	  places	  they	  take	  us.	  Mostly	  we	  do.	  	  

The	  great	  and	  all	  the	  anonymous	  dead	  are	  there.	  	  

We	  know	  the	  sound	  of	  all	  the	  sounds	  we	  brought.	  	  

The	  rich	  taste	  of	  it	  is	  on	  our	  tongues.	  	  

But	  where	  are	  we	  going	  to	  be,	  and	  why,	  and	  who?	  	  



The	  disenfranchised	  dead	  want	  to	  know.	  	  

We	  mean	  to	  be	  the	  people	  we	  meant	  to	  be,	  	  

to	  keep	  on	  going	  where	  we	  meant	  to	  go.	  	  

	  

But	  how	  do	  we	  fashion	  the	  future?	  Who	  can	  say	  how	  	  

except	  in	  the	  minds	  of	  those	  who	  will	  call	  it	  Now?	  	  

The	  children.	  The	  children.	  And	  how	  does	  our	  garden	  grow?	  	  

With	  waving	  hands—oh,	  rarely	  in	  a	  row—	  	  

and	  flowering	  faces.	  And	  brambles,	  that	  we	  can	  no	  longer	  allow.	  	  

	  

Who	  were	  many	  people	  coming	  together	  	  

cannot	  become	  one	  people	  falling	  apart.	  	  

Who	  dreamed	  for	  every	  child	  an	  even	  chance	  	  

cannot	  let	  luck	  alone	  turn	  doorknobs	  or	  not.	  	  

Whose	  law	  was	  never	  so	  much	  of	  the	  hand	  as	  the	  head	  	  

cannot	  let	  chaos	  make	  its	  way	  to	  the	  heart.	  	  

Who	  have	  seen	  learning	  struggle	  from	  teacher	  to	  child	  	  

cannot	  let	  ignorance	  spread	  itself	  like	  rot.	  	  

We	  know	  what	  we	  have	  done	  and	  what	  we	  have	  said,	  	  

and	  how	  we	  have	  grown,	  degree	  by	  slow	  degree,	  	  

believing	  ourselves	  toward	  all	  we	  have	  tried	  to	  become—	  	  

just	  and	  compassionate,	  equal,	  able,	  and	  free.	  	  

	  

All	  this	  in	  the	  hands	  of	  children,	  eyes	  already	  set	  	  

on	  a	  land	  we	  never	  can	  visit—it	  isn’t	  there	  yet—	  	  

but	  looking	  through	  their	  eyes,	  we	  can	  see	  	  

what	  our	  long	  gift	  to	  them	  may	  come	  to	  be.	  	  

If	  we	  can	  truly	  remember,	  they	  will	  not	  forget.	  
	  

 

 



	  

Woodchucks	  

Maxine	  Kumin	  (1972)	  

Gassing	  the	  woodchucks	  didn't	  turn	  out	  right.	  
The	  knockout	  bomb	  from	  the	  Feed	  and	  Grain	  Exchange	  
was	  featured	  as	  merciful,	  quick	  at	  the	  bone	  
and	  the	  case	  we	  had	  against	  them	  was	  airtight,	  
both	  exits	  shoehorned	  shut	  with	  puddingstone,	  
but	  they	  had	  a	  sub-‐sub-‐basement	  out	  of	  range.	  
	  
Next	  morning	  they	  turned	  up	  again,	  no	  worse	  
for	  the	  cyanide	  than	  we	  for	  our	  cigarettes	  
and	  state-‐store	  Scotch,	  all	  of	  us	  up	  to	  scratch.	  
They	  brought	  down	  the	  marigolds	  as	  a	  matter	  of	  course	  
and	  then	  took	  over	  the	  vegetable	  patch	  
nipping	  the	  broccoli	  shoots,	  beheading	  the	  carrots.	  
	  
The	  food	  from	  our	  mouths,	  I	  said,	  righteously	  thrilling	  
to	  the	  feel	  of	  the	  .22,	  the	  bullets'	  neat	  noses.	  
I,	  a	  lapsed	  pacifist	  fallen	  from	  grace	  
puffed	  with	  Darwinian	  pieties	  for	  killing,	  
now	  drew	  a	  bead	  on	  the	  little	  woodchuck's	  face.	  
He	  died	  down	  in	  the	  everbearing	  roses.	  
	  
Ten	  minutes	  later	  I	  dropped	  the	  mother.	  She	  
flipflopped	  in	  the	  air	  and	  fell,	  her	  needle	  teeth	  
still	  hooked	  in	  a	  leaf	  of	  early	  Swiss	  chard.	  
Another	  baby	  next.	  O	  one-‐two-‐three	  
the	  murderer	  inside	  me	  rose	  up	  hard,	  
the	  hawkeye	  killer	  came	  on	  stage	  forthwith.	  
	  
There's	  one	  chuck	  left.	  Old	  wily	  fellow,	  he	  keeps	  
me	  cocked	  and	  ready	  day	  after	  day	  after	  day.	  
All	  night	  I	  hunt	  his	  humped-‐up	  form.	  I	  dream	  
I	  sight	  along	  the	  barrel	  in	  my	  sleep.	  
If	  only	  they'd	  all	  consented	  to	  die	  unseen	  
gassed	  underground	  the	  quiet	  Nazi	  way.	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  

	  


