
Name:  __________________________________ 
Teacher: Balas 
Period: _______  

Poetry Unit – Honors English 10 
This packet contains every poem that we will be reading in the Poetry Unit. Each poem is numbered 1-13. You will have a 
corresponding poetry writing assignment for each poem. Those assignments will be given after we finish reading and 
annotating each poem.  
 
Poem #1 (page 532 in textbook) 
Those Winter Sundays  
By Robert Hayden 
 
Sundays too my father got up early  
and put his clothes on in the blueblack cold,  
then with cracked hands that ached 
from labor in the weekday weather made  
banked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him.  
 
I'd wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking. 
 When the rooms were warm, he'd call,  
and slowly I would rise and dress,  
fearing the chronic angers of that house,  
 
Speaking indifferently to him,  
who had driven out the cold 
and polished my good shoes as well.  
What did I know, what did I know 
of love's austere and lonely offices?  
 

 
Poem #2 (page 574 in textbook) 
Three Haiku 
By Matsuo Basho (translated by Robert Hass) 
 

It would melt 
    in my hand— 

the autumn frost.  
 

First day of spring— 
   I keep thinking about 

the end of autumn.  
 
Spring! 

   a nameless hill 
 in the haze.  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This is my ONLY COPY of this Poetry Unit material. 
If I lose this, I am going to disappoint Ms. Balas 
deeply and I WILL NOT GET ANOTHER COPY. 



Poem #3 (page 579 in textbook) 
Woman with Kite 
By Chitra Banerjee Divakaruni 
 

Meadow of crabgrass, faded dandelions, 
querulous child-like voice. She takes 
from her son's disgruntled hands the spool 
of the kite that will not fly. 
 

Pulls on the heavy string, ground glass rough 
between her thumb and finger. Feels the kite, 
translucent purple square, rise in a resistant arc, 
flapping against the wind. Kicks off her chappals, 
tucks up her kurta so she can run with it, 
light flecking off her hair as when she was 
sexless-young, Up, up 
 

past the puff-cheeked cloud, she 
follows it, her eyes slit-smiling at the sun. 
She has forgotten her tugging children, their 

give me, give me wails. She sprints 
backwards, sure-footed, she cannot 
fall, connected to the air, she 
is flying, the wind blows through her, takes 
her red dupatta, mark of marriage. 
And she laughs like a woman should never laugh 
 

so the two widows on the park bench 
stare and huddle their white-veiled heads 
to gossip-whisper. The children have fallen, 
breathless, in the grass behind. 
She laughs like wild water, shaking 

her braids loose, she laughs  
like a fire, the spool a blur 
between her hands, 
the string unraveling all the way 
to release it into space, her life, 
into its bright weightless orbit.
 

Poem #4 (page 599 in textbook) 
Sonnet 18 (Shall I Compare Thee to a Summer’s Day?) 
By William Shakespeare 
 
Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?  
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer's lease hath all too short a date:  
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;  
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature's changing course, untrimm'd; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st; 
Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st;  

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.  

 



Poem #5 
I Am Offering This Poem  
By Jimmy Santiago Baca 
 

I am offering this poem to you, 
since I have nothing else to give. 
Keep it like a warm coat, 
when winter comes to cover you, 
or like a pair of thick socks 
the cold cannot bite through, 
 

I love you, 
 

I have nothing else to give you, 
so it is a pot full of yellow corn 
to warm your belly in the winter, 
it is a scarf for your head, to wear 
over your hair, to tie up around your face, 
 

I love you, 
 

Keep it, treasure it as you would 
if you were lost, needing direction, 
in the wilderness life becomes when mature; 
and in the corner of your drawer, 
tucked away like a cabin or a hogan 
in dense trees, come knocking, 
and I will answer, give you directions, 
and let you warm yourself by this fire, 
rest by this fire, and make you feel safe, 
 

I love you, 
 

It's all I have to give, 
and it's all anyone needs to live, 
and to go on living inside, 
when the world outside 
no longer cares if you live or die; 
remember, 
 

I love you.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Poem #6 (page 640 in textbook) 
Ballad of Birmingham 
Dudley Randall  
(On the bombing of a church in Birmingham, Alabama, 1963) 
 
“Mother dear, may I go downtown 
Instead of out to play, 
And march the streets of Birmingham 
In a Freedom March today?” 
 

“No, baby, no, you may not go, 
For the dogs are fierce and wild, 
And clubs and hoses, guns and jails 
Aren’t good for a little child.” 
 

“But, mother, I won’t be alone. 
Other children will go with me, 
And march the streets of Birmingham 
To make our country free.” 
 

“No, baby, no, you may not go, 
For I fear those guns will fire. 
But you may go to church instead 
And sing in the children’s choir.” 
 

She has combed and brushed her night-dark hair, 
And bathed rose petal sweet, 
And drawn white gloves on her small brown hands, 
And white shoes on her feet. 
 

The mother smiled to know her child 
Was in the sacred place, 
But that smile was the last smile 
To come upon her face. 
 

For when she heard the explosion, 
Her eyes grew wet and wild. 
She raced through the streets of Birmingham 
Calling for her child. 
 

She clawed through bits of glass and brick, 
Then lifted out a shoe. 
“O, here’s the shoe my baby wore, 
But, baby, where are you?” 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Addie Mae Collins, Denise McNair, 

Carole Robertson, and Cynthia 

Wesley 



Poems #7 (pages 671-673 in textbook) 
Dream Boogie 
By Langston Hughes 
 

Good morning, daddy! 
Ain't you heard 
The boogie-woogie rumble 
Of a dream deferred? 
 

Listen closely: 
You'll hear their feet 
Beating out and Beating out a -- 
 

You think 
It's a happy beat? 

 

Listen to it closely: 
Ain't you heard 
something underneath 
like a 
 

What did I say? 
 

Sure, 
I'm happy! 
Take it away! 
 

Hey, pop! 
Re-bop! 
Mop! 
 

Y-e-a-h! 
 

Motto 
By Langston Hughes 
 

I play it cool 
I dig all jive 
That's the reason  
I stay alive. 
 

My motto, 
As I live and learn, 
 

Dig And Be Dug 
In Return.  
 

Harlem 
By Langston Hughes 
 

What happens to a dream deferred? 
 

Does it dry up 
like a raisin in the sun? 
Or fester like a sore— 
And then run? 
Does it stink like rotten meat? 
Or crust and sugar over— 
like a syrupy sweet? 
 

Maybe it just sags 
like a heavy load. 
 

Or does it explode? 

Poem #8 
Mother to Son 
By Langston Hughes 
 
Well, son, I’ll tell you: 
Life for me ain’t been no crystal stair. 
It’s had tacks in it, 
And splinters, 
And boards torn up, 
And places with no carpet on the floor— 
Bare. 
But all the time 
I’se been a-climbin’ on, 
And reachin’ landin’s, 
 
And turnin’ corners, 
And sometimes goin’ in the dark 
Where there ain’t been no light. 
So boy, don’t you turn back. 
Don’t you set down on the steps 
’Cause you finds it’s kinder hard. 
Don’t you fall now— 
For I’se still goin’, honey, 
I’se still climbin’, 
And life for me ain’t been no crystal stair. 

 



Poem #9 
Ex-Basketball Player 
By John Updike 
 
Pearl Avenue runs past the high-school lot, 
Bends with the trolley tracks, and stops, cut off 
Before it has a chance to go two blocks, 
At Colonel McComsky Plaza. Berth’s Garage 
Is on the corner facing west, and there, 
Most days, you'll find Flick Webb, who helps Berth out. 
 
Flick stands tall among the idiot pumps— 
Five on a side, the old bubble-head style, 
Their rubber elbows hanging loose and low. 
One’s nostrils are two S’s, and his eyes 
An E and O. And one is squat, without 
A head at all—more of a football type. 
 
Once Flick played for the high-school team, the Wizards. 
He was good: in fact, the best. In ’46 
He bucketed three hundred ninety points, 
A county record still. The ball loved Flick. 
I saw him rack up thirty-eight or forty 
In one home game. His hands were like wild birds. 
 
He never learned a trade, he just sells gas, 
Checks oil, and changes flats. Once in a while, 
As a gag, he dribbles an inner tube, 
But most of us remember anyway. 
His hands are fine and nervous on the lug wrench. 
It makes no difference to the lug wrench, though. 
 
Off work, he hangs around Mae’s Luncheonette. 
Grease-gray and kind of coiled, he plays pinball, 
Smokes those thin cigars, nurses lemon phosphates. 
Flick seldom says a word to Mae, just nods 
Beyond her face toward bright applauding tiers 
Of Necco Wafers, Nibs, and Juju Beads. 
 
  
 

Poem #10 

.05 

By Ishmael Reed 
 

If i had a nickel 
For all the women who’ve 
Rejected me in my life 
i would be the head of the 
World Bank with a flunkie 
To hold my derby as i 
Prepared to fly chartered 
Jet to sign a check 
Giving India a new lease 
On life 

 
If i had a nickel for 
All the women who’ve loved 
Me in my life i would be 
The World Bank’s assistant 
Janitor and wouldn’t need 
To wear a derby 
All i’d think about would 
Be going home 

 
 

 



 
Poem #11 
Love Without Love 
By Luis Llorens Torres 
 
I love you, because in my thousand and one nights of dreams, 
I never once dreamed of you.  
I looked down paths that traveled from afar,  
but it was never you I expected.  
Suddenly I've felt you flying through my soul  
in quick, lofty flight,  
and how beautiful you seem way up there, far  
from my always idiot heart!  
Love me that way, flying over everything.  
And, like the bird on its branch, land in my arms  
only to rest,  
then fly off again.  
Be not like the romantic one who, in love, set me on fire.  
When you climb up my mansion,  
enter so lightly, that as you enter  
the dog on my heart will not bark.  
 
Poem #12 
The Road Not Taken  
By Robert Frost 
 
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth; 
 
Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And having perhaps the better claim, 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear; 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same, 
 
And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way, 
I doubted if I should ever come back. 
 
I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I— 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Poem #13 
The Flying Cat 
By Naomi Shihab Nye 
 
Never, in all your career of worrying, did you imagine 
What worries could occur concerning the flying cat. 
You are traveling to a distant city. 
The cat must travel in a small box with holes. 
 

Will the baggage compartment be pressurized? 
Will a soldier's footlocker fall on the cat during take-off? 
Will the cat freeze? 

 
You ask these questions one by one, in different voices 
over the phone. Sometimes you get an answer, 
sometimes a click. 
Now it's affecting everything you do. 
At dinner you feel nauseous, like you're swallowing 
at twenty thousand feet. 
In dreams you wave fish-heads, but the cat has grown propellers, 
the cat is spinning out of sight! 
 

Will he faint when the plane lands? 
Is the baggage compartment soundproofed? 
Will the cat go deaf? 
 

"Ma'am, if the cabin weren't pressurized, your cat would explode." 
And spoken in a droll impersonal tone, as if 
the explosion of cats were another statistic! 
 
Hugging the cat before departure, you realize again 
the private language of pain. He purrs. He trusts you. 
He knows little of planets or satellites, 
black holes in space or the weightless rise of fear. 


