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Group No. 1  

 
“The City Is So Big” 
By Richard Garcia 
 
The city is so big 
Its bridges quake with fear 
I know, I have seen at night 
 
The lights sliding from house to house 
And trains pass with windows shining 
Like a smile full of teeth 
 
I have seen machines eating houses 
And stairways walk all by themselves 
And elevator doors opening and closing 
And people disappear 
 
 

“Concrete Mixers” 
By Patricia Hubbell 
 
The drivers are washing the concrete mixers; 
Like elephant tenders they hose them down. 
Tough gray-skinned monsters standing ponderous; 
Elephant-bellied and elephant-nosed, 
Standing in much up to their wheel-caps, 
Like rows of elephants, tail to trunk. 
Their drivers perch on their backs like mahouts, 
Sending the sprays of water up. 
They rid the trunk-like trough of concrete, 
Direct the spray to the bulging sides, 
Turn and start the monsters moving. 

Concrete mixers 
Move like elephants 
Bellow like elephants 
Spray like elephants 

Concrete mixers are urban elephants, 
Their trunks are raising a city. 
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“Thumbprint”  
By Eve Merriam  
 
On the pad of my thumb  
are whorls, whirls, wheels,  
in a unique design:  
mine alone.  
What a treasure to own!  
My own flesh, my own feelings.  
No other, however grand or base,  
can ever contain the same.  
My signature,  
thumbing the pages of my time.  
My universe key, my singularity.  
 
Impress, implant,  
I am myself,  
all of my atom parts I am the sum.  
And out of my blood and my brain  
I make my interior weather,  
my own sun and rain.  
Imprint my mark upon the world,  
whatever I shall become. 
 
 

“Ring Out, Wild Bells” 
Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
 
Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky, 
   The flying cloud, the frosty light: 
   The year is dying in the night; 
Ring out, wild bells, and let him die. 
 
Ring out the old, ring in the new, 
   Ring, happy bells, across the snow: 
   The year is going, let him go; 
Ring out the false, ring in the true. 
 
Ring out the grief that saps the mind 
   For those that here we see no more; 
   Ring out the feud of rich and poor, 
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Ring in redress to all mankind. 
 
Ring out a slowly dying cause, 
   And ancient forms of party strife; 
   Ring in the nobler modes of life, 
With sweeter manners, purer laws. 
 
Ring out the want, the care, the sin, 
   The faithless coldness of the times; 
   Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes 
But ring the fuller minstrel in. 
 
Ring out false pride in place and blood, 
   The civic slander and the spite; 
   Ring in the love of truth and right, 
Ring in the common love of good. 
 
Ring out old shapes of foul disease; 
   Ring out the narrowing lust of gold; 
   Ring out the thousand wars of old, 
Ring in the thousand years of peace. 
 
Ring in the valiant man and free, 
   The larger heart, the kindlier hand; 
   Ring out the darkness of the land, 
Ring in the Christ that is to be. 

 
 
“The Sky Is Low, The Clouds Are Mean” 
By Emily Dickenson 
 
The sky is low, the clouds are mean, 
A travelling flake of snow 
Across a barn or through a run 
Debates if it will go 
 
A narrow wind complains all day 
How some one treated him 
Nature, like us, is sometimes caught 
Without her diadem.  
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“Blow, Blow, Thou Winter Wind” 
By William Shakespeare 
 
Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
  Thou art not so unkind 
      As man’s ingratitude; 
  Thy tooth is not so keen, 
  Because thou art not seen, 
      Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh-ho! sing, heigh-ho! unto the green holly: 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly: 
  Then, heigh-ho, the holly! 
      This life is most jolly. 
 
  Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
  That does not bite so nigh 
      As benefits forgot: 
  Though thou the waters warp, 
  Thy sting is not so sharp 
      As friend remembered not. 
Heigh-ho! sing, heigh-ho! unto the green holly: 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly: 
  Then, heigh-ho, the holly! 
      This life is most jolly. 

 
 
“The New Colossus” 
By Emma Lazarus 
 
Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame, 
With conquering limbs astride from land to land; 
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand 
A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame 
Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name 
Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand 
Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command 
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame. 
“Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!” cries she 
With silent lips. “Give me your tired, your poor, 
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 
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The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 
Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me, 
I lift my lamp beside the golden door!” 
 
 
Group No. 2  

“O Captain! My Captain! 
By Walt Whitman 
 
O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,  
The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won,  
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting, 
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring; 
          But O heart! heart! heart! 
           O the bleeding drops of red,  
             Where on the deck my Captain lies,  
               Fallen cold and dead. 
  
O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;  
Rise up- for you the flag is flung- for you the bugle trills,  
For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths- for you the shores a-crowding, 
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning; 
             Here Captain! dear father! 
               This arm beneath your head! 
                 It is some dream that on the deck, 
                   You’ve fallen cold and dead. 
 
My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still, 
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will, 
The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done, 
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won; 
               Exult O shores, and ring O bells! 
                 But I with mournful tread, 
                   Walk the deck my Captain lies, 

                     Fallen cold and dead. 

“Your World” 
By Georgia Douglas Johnson 
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Your world is as big as you make it. 
I know, for I used to abide 
In the narrowest nest in a corner, 
My wings pressing close to my side. 
 
But I sighted the distant horizon 
Where the sky line encircled the sea 
And I throbbed with a burning desire 
To travel this immensity. 
 
I battered the cordons around me 
And cradled my wings on the breeze 
Then soared to the uttermost reaches 
With rapture, with power, with ease. 

 

“Black Cat”  
By Rainer Maria Rilke 
 
A ghost, though invisible, still is like a place 
your sight can knock on, echoing; but here 
within this thick black pelt, your strongest gaze 
will be absorbed and utterly disappear: 
 
just as a raving madman, when nothing else 
can ease him, charges into his dark night 
howling, pounds on the padded wall, and feels 
the rage being taken in and pacified. 
 
She seems to hide all looks that have ever fallen 
into her, so that, like an audience, 
she can look them over, menacing and sullen, 
and curl to sleep with them. But all at once 
 
as if awakened, she turns her face to yours; 
and with a shock, you see yourself, tiny, 
inside the golden amber of her eyeballs 
suspended, like a prehistoric fly. 
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“Snake on the Etowah” 
By David Bottoms 
 
Kicking through woods and fields, I’d spooked several 
And once stepped on a coachwhip among gravestones, 
At least one garter curled like a bow 
Under ivy in my yard. 
Once I even woke on the hazy bank of a lake, 
Wiped dew from my eyes and found 
On my ankle 
A cottonmouth draped like a bootlace. 
 
I thought I knew how beauty could poison 
A moment fear 
But wading that low river, feed wide on rocks -- 
My rod hung on the backswing, my jitterbug 
Snagged in the sun -- 
I felt something brush my thigh. 
The bronze spoon of a copperhead drifted 
Between my legs. 
 
Out came the little tongue reaching 
In two directions, 
The head following upriver, 
Following down, then a wide undulation of tail, 
A buff and a copper swish. The river eased 
Around it a quivering V, 
While inside my shudder 
It slipped out -- 
Spiny, cool, just below 
The surface, sidling against the current. 

 
“Ode to Enchanted Light” 
By Pablo Neruda 
 
Under the trees light 
has dropped from the top of the sky, 
light 
like a green 
latticework of branches, 
shining 
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on every leaf, 
drifting down like clean 
white sand. 
A cicada sends 
its sawing song 
high into the empty air. 

The world is 
a glass overflowing 
with water. 
 

“Silver” 
By Walter de la Mare 
 
Slowly, silently, now the moon 
Walks the night in her silver shoon; 
This way, and that, she peers, and sees 
Silver fruit upon silver trees; 
One by one the casements catch 
Her beams beneath the silvery thatch 
Couched in his kennel, like a log, 
With paws of silver sleeps a dog; 
From their shadowy coat the white breasts peep 
Of doves in a silver-feathered sleep; 
A harvest mouse goes scampering by, 
With silver claws, and silver eye; 
And moveless fish in the water gleam, 
By silver reeds in a silver stream. 

 
“Nature Knows Its Math” 
By Joan Graham 
 
Divide 
the year 
into seasons, 
four, 
subtract 
the snow then 
add 
some more 
green, 
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a bud, 
a breeze, 
a whispering 
behind 
the trees, 
and here 
beneath the 
rain-scrubbed 
sky 
orange poppies 
multiply. 
 


