Introduction to Poetry
Billy Collins

I ask them to take a poem
and hold it up to the light
like a color slide

or press an ear against its hive.

| say drop a mouse into a poem
and watch him probe his way out,

or walk inside the poem's room
and feel the walls for a light switch.

I want them to water-ski
across the surface of a poem
waving at the author's name on the shore.

But all they want to do
is tie the poem to a chair with rope
and torture a confession out of it.

They begin beating it with a hose
to find out what it really means.

Driving to Town Late to Mail a Letter
Robert Bly

It is a cold and snowy night. The main street is deserted.
The only things moving are swirls of snow.

As 1 lift the mailbox door, | feel its cold iron.

There is a privacy I love in this snowy night.

Driving around, | will waste more time.



Sentimental Moment or Why Did the Baguette Cross the Road?
Robert Hershon

Don't fill up on bread
| say absent-mindedly
The servings here are huge

My son, whose hair may be
receding a bit, says

Did you really just

say that to me?

What he doesn't know

is that when we're walking
together, when we get

to the curb

| sometimes start to reach
for his hand

Alley Cat Love Song

Dana Gioia

Come into the garden, Fred,

For the neighborhood tabby is gone.

Come into the garden, Fred.

I have nothing but my flea collar on,

And the scent of catnip has gone to my head.
I'll wait by the screen door till dawn.

The fireflies court in the sweet gum tree.
The nightjar calls from the pine,

And she seems to say in her rhapsody,
"Oh, mustard-brown Fred, be minel!”
The full moon lights my whiskers afire,
And the fur goes erect on my spine.

I hear the frogs in the muddy lake

Croaking from shore to shore.

They've one swift season to soothe their ache.
In autumn they sing no more.

So ignore me now, and you'll hear my meow
As | scratch all night at the door.



