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1. Daystar 

 

By Rita Dove 

 

She wanted a little room for thinking; 

but she saw diapers steaming on the line, 

a doll slumped behind the door. 

 

So she lugged a chair behind the garage 

to sit out the children’s naps. 

 

Sometimes there were things to watch – 

the pinched armor of a vanished cricket, 

a floating maple leaf. Other days 

she stared until she was assured 

when she closed her eyes 

she’d see only her own vivid blood. 

 

She had an hour, at best, before Liza appeared 

pouting from the top of the stairs. 

And just what was mother doing 

out back with the field mice? Why, 

 

building a palace. Later 

that night when Thomas rolled over and 

lurched into her, she would open her eyes 

and think of the place that was hers 

for an hour—where 

she was nothing, 

pure nothing, in the middle of the day. 

 

https://www.poetryinternational.com/en/poets-poems/poems/poem/103-

29719_DAYSTAR 
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2. Mirror 

 

By Sylvia Plath 

 

I am silver and exact. I have no preconceptions. 

Whatever I see I swallow immediately 

Just as it is, unmisted by love or dislike. 

I am not cruel, only truthful‚ 

The eye of a little god, four-cornered. 

Most of the time I meditate on the opposite wall. 

It is pink, with speckles. I have looked at it so long 

I think it is part of my heart. But it flickers. 

Faces and darkness separate us over and over. 

 

Now I am a lake. A woman bends over me, 

Searching my reaches for what she really is. 

Then she turns to those liars, the candles or the moon. 

I see her back, and reflect it faithfully. 

She rewards me with tears and an agitation of hands. 

I am important to her. She comes and goes. 

Each morning it is her face that replaces the darkness. 

In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me an old woman 

Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible fish. 

 

https://allpoetry.com/poem/8498499-Mirror-by-Sylvia-Plath 
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3. A Blessing 

 

By James Wright 

 

Just off the highway to Rochester, Minnesota, 

Twilight bounds softly forth on the grass. 

And the eyes of those two Indian ponies 

Darken with kindness. 

They have come gladly out of the willows 

To welcome my friend and me. 

We step over the barbed wire into the pasture 

Where they have been grazing all day, alone. 

They ripple tensely, they can hardly contain their happiness 

That we have come. 

They bow shyly as wet swans. They love each other. 

There is no loneliness like theirs. 

At home once more, they begin munching the young tufts of spring in the darkness. 

I would like to hold the slenderer one in my arms, 

For she has walked over to me 

And nuzzled my left hand. 

She is black and white, 

Her mane falls wild on her forehead, 

And the light breeze moves me to caress her long ear 

That is delicate as the skin over a girl’s wrist. 

Suddenly I realize 

That if I stepped out of my body I would break 

Into blossom. 

 

https://allpoetry.com/A-Blessing 
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4. Dulce et Decorum Est 

 

By Wilfred Owen 

 

Bent double, like old beggars under sacks, 

Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge, 

Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs, 

And towards our distant rest began to trudge. 

Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots, 

But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind; 

Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots 

Of tired, outstripped Five-Nines that dropped behind. 

 

Gas! GAS! Quick, boys!—An ecstasy of fumbling 

Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time, 

But someone still was yelling out and stumbling 

And flound’ring like a man in fire or lime. . .  

Dim through the misty panes and thick green light, 

As under a green sea, I saw him drowning. 

 

In all my dreams before my helpless sight, 

He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning. 

 

If in some smothering dreams, you too could pace 

Behind the wagon that we flung him in, 

And watch the white eyes writhing in his face, 

His hanging face, like a devil’s sick of sin; 

If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood 

Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs, 

Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud 

Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,— 

My friend, you would not tell with such high zest 

To children ardent for some desperate glory, 

The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est 

Pro patria mori. 

 

https://www.bbc.co.uk/poetryseason/poems/dulce_et_decorum_est.shtml 
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5. The Raincoat 

 

By Ada Limón 

 

When the doctor suggested surgery 

and a brace for all my youngest years, 

my parents scrambled to take me 

to massage therapy, deep tissue work, 

osteopathy, and soon my crooked spine 

unspooled a bit, I could breathe again, 

and move more in a body unclouded 

by pain. My mom would tell me to sing 

songs to her the whole forty-five minute 

drive to Middle Two Rock Road and forty- 

five minutes back from physical therapy. 

She’d say, even my voice sounded unfettered 

by my spine afterward. So I sang and sang, 

because I thought she liked it. I never 

asked her what she gave up to drive me, 

or how her day was before this chore. Today, 

at her age, I was driving myself home from yet 

another spine appointment, singing along 

to some maudlin but solid song on the radio, 

and I saw a mom take her raincoat off 

and give it to her young daughter when 

a storm took over the afternoon. My god, 

I thought, my whole life I’ve been under her 

raincoat thinking it was somehow a marvel 

that I never got wet. 

 

https://poets.org/poem/raincoat 
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6. The Pulley 

 

By George Herbert 

 

When God at first made man, 

Having a glass of blessings standing by, 

“Let us,” said he, “pour on him all we can. 

Let the world’s riches, which dispersèd lie, 

Contract into a span.” 

 

So strength first made a way; 

Then beauty flowed, then wisdom, honour, pleasure. 

When almost all was out, God made a stay, 

Perceiving that, alone of all his treasure, 

Rest in the bottom lay. 

 

“For if I should,” said he, 

“Bestow this jewel also on my creature, 

He would adore my gifts instead of me, 

And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature; 

So both should losers be. 

 

“Yet let him keep the rest, 

But keep them with repining restlessness; 

Let him be rich and weary, that at least, 

If goodness lead him not, yet weariness 

May toss him to my breast.” 

 

 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/44370/the-pulley 

 

 

 


