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Chapter 14: Poetry
BERTOLT BRECHT (1898–1956)
Bertolt Brecht was born in Augsburg, Germany, studied medicine at Munich University, and worked as an orderly in a military hospital at the end of World War I. He soon became a radical critic of war and nationalism. He wrote poems and stories, but concentrated on drama. In 1929 he married actress Helene Weigel, for whom he wrote many roles. With the rise of Hitler, Brecht left Germany in 1933, eventually coming to California in 1941, where he worked with Charlie Chaplin and others in the film industry. He settled in East Berlin in the late 1940s. Among Brecht’s major plays are The Three-penny Opera (1928), written with Kurt Weill, The Life of Galileo (1939), Mother Courage and Her Children (1941), The Good Woman of Setzuan (1943), and The Caucasian Chalk Circle (1954).

A Worker Reads History
(1936)

Translated by H. R. Hays.

Who built the seven gates of Thebes?

The books are filled with names of kings.

Was it kings who hauled the craggy blocks of stone?

And Babylon, so many times destroyed,

Who built the city up each time? In which of Lima’s houses,
5

That city glittering with gold, lived those who built it?

In the evening when the Chinese wall was finished

Where did the masons go? Imperial Rome

Is full of arcs of triumph. Who reared them up? Over whom

Did the Caesars triumph? Byzantium lives in song,
10
Were all her dwellings palaces? And even in Atlantis of the legend

The night the sea rushed in,

The drowning men still bellowed for their slaves.

Young Alexander conquered India.

He alone?
15

Caesar beat the Gauls.

Was there not even a cook in his army?

Philip of Spain wept as his fleet

Was sunk and destroyed. Were there no other tears?

Frederick the Great triumphed in the Seven Years War. Who
20
Triumphed with him?

Each page a victory,

At whose expense the victory ball?

Every ten years a great man,

Who paid the piper?
25

So many particulars.

So many questions.

Study and Discussion Questions

1.
List the different roles in the poem (invisible in history books) that members of the working classes have played.

2.
Why are so many sentences in the poem questions? Is this only a rhetorical device?

3.
What are the meanings and the irony of “Each page a victory”?

4.
Explain “Every ten years a great man, / Who paid the piper?”

Suggestions for Writing

1.
Where do women of the working classes appear in the poem? Why 
doesn’t Brecht mention their work?

2.
To what extent and how were the working classes represented in the history you learned in school?

3.
Write a poem or paragraph about a woman or an African American or a member of another historically dispossessed group reading history.

JONATHAN SWIFT (1667–1745)
Jonathan Swift was born in Dublin, Ireland and educated at Trinity College there. At various times, he was secretary to essayist and diplomat Sir William Temple, a vicar, a political pamphleteer and journalist, and Dean of St. Patrick’s Cathedral in Dublin. By 1720, he had become a passionate critic of British imperial exploitation of Ireland and much of his stinging satiric writing is on behalf of Irish national interests. Swift is best known for his prose writings, including Battle of the Books (1704), The Tale of a Tub (1704), Gulliver’s Travels (1726), and A Modest Proposal (1729).
A Description of the Morning 
(1709)

Now hardly here and there a hackney-coach

Appearing, showed the ruddy morn’s approach.

Now Betty from her master’s bed had flown,

And softly stole to discompose her own;

The slip-shod ’prentice from his master’s door
5
Had pared the dirt and sprinkled round the floor.

Now Moll had whirled her mop with dext’rous airs,

Prepared to scrub the entry and the stairs.

The youth with broomy stumps began to trace

The kennel-edge, where wheels had worn the place.1
10

The small-coal man was heard with cadence deep,

Till drowned in shriller notes of chimney-sweep:

Duns at his lordship’s gate began to meet;

And brickdust Moll had screamed through half the street.

The turnkey now his flock returning sees,
15

Duly let out a-nights to steal for fees:2
The watchful bailiffs take their silent stands,

And schoolboys lag with satchels in their hands.

Study and Discussion Questions

1.
Spell out what each person described is doing and why.

2.
What is the speaker’s attitude toward what is described?

3.
What comment is the poem making on differences in social class?

4.
What is the significance of the juxtaposition in the last two lines?

Suggestions for Writing

1.
There is a long tradition of poems describing the morning’s beauty in  pastoral terms, picturing glorious fields, idle shepherds, and so on. What relation does “A Description of the Morning” have to such poems?

2.
Try capturing Swift’s tone in a paragraph describing the morning at a place you are familiar with.

THEODORE ROETHKE (1908–1963)
Theodore Roethke was born in Saginaw, Michigan, where his German immigrant grandfather and his father owned greenhouses. Roethke attended the University of Michigan and Harvard and taught for years at the University of Washington. His poetry includes Open House (1941), The Lost Son (1948), Praise the End! (1951), and The Waking (1953).

Dolor
(1948)
I have known the inexorable sadness of pencils,

Neat in their boxes, dolor of pad and paper-weight,

All the misery of manilla folders and mucilage,

Desolation in immaculate public places,

Lonely reception room, lavatory, switchboard,
5
The unalterable pathos of basin and pitcher,

Ritual of multigraph, paper-clip, comma,

Endless duplication of lives and objects.

And I have seen dust from the walls of institutions,

Finer than flour, alive, more dangerous than silica,
10
Sift, almost invisible, through long afternoons of tedium,

Dropping a fine film on nails and delicate eyebrows,

Glazing the pale hair, the duplicate grey standard faces.

Study and Discussion Questions

1.
Look up dolor in the dictionary. How does the poem convey the various aspects of the definition of that word?

2.
What does Roethke suggest is the effect of office work on office workers?

3.
What specific kinds of office work does Roethke have in mind? It can be said that the boss also works in an office. Do you think Roethke’s poem refers to that person?

4.
Many of the words in “Dolor,” like the title itself, are abstract rather than concrete. List some of those words. How does the extensive use of abstractions add to the effect of the poem?

Suggestion for Writing

1.
Gather the materials to write a comparable poem about some kind 
of work you have done. What objects would you select? What are their 
qualities? What is the relation between the workers and those objects? 
What kind of mood would you want to convey? What would you title 
your poem?

JUDY GRAHN (b. 1940)
Judy Grahn grew up in New Mexico and has worked as a waitress, typist, sandwich maker, and meat wrapper. She has also taught in women’s writing programs in New York and Berkeley, and she cofounded the gay and lesbian studies program at the New College of California in San Francisco. Grahn has lived in California for many years with her partner, the writer Paula Gunn Allen, and was a cofounder of Diana Press and the Women’s Press Collective. Her writings include The Work of a Common Woman (1978) and The Queen of Wands (1982), poetry; Another Mother Tongue: Gay Words, Gay Worlds (1984) and Blood and Bread and Roses (1986), nonfiction; and Mundane’s World (1988), a novel. She has also edited two volumes of True to Life Adventure Stories (1978, 1980) and Really Reading Gertrude Stein (1989).
Ella, in a square apron, along Highway 80
(1969)
She’s a copperheaded waitress,

tired and sharp-worded, she hides

her bad brown tooth behind a wicked

smile, and flicks her ass

out of habit, to fend off the pass
5
that passes for affection.

She keeps her mind the way men

keep a knife—keen to strip the game

down to her size. She has a thin spine,

swallows her eggs cold, and tells lies.
10
She slaps a wet rag at the truck drivers

if they should complain. She understands

the necessity for pain, turns away

the smaller tips, out of pride, and

keeps a flask under the counter. Once,
15
she shot a lover who misused her child.

Before she got out of jail, the courts had pounced

and given the child away. Like some isolated lake,

her flat blue eyes take care of their own stark

bottoms. Her hands are nervous, curled, ready20
to scrape.

The common woman is as common

as a rattlesnake.

Study and Discussion Questions

1.
Describe Ella’s character. What kind of person is she? What outside forces have helped shape who she is?

2.
Would you call Ella a survivor? What are the means she uses to survive, psychologically and spiritually as well as physically?

3.
The last line of this poem is “The common woman is as common as a rattlesnake.” How is Ella like a rattlesnake? List words and phrases in the poem that add to the rattlesnake image.

4.
Grahn said in her preface to The Common Woman Poems that one of her goals in writing these poems was to change the stereotypes of the work that women do. How has your vision of the person who brings your coffee changed now that you’ve read Grahn’s poem?

5.
Read the poem out loud. Locate and list some of the sound patterns in the poem. These may include end rhyme, internal rhyme, off rhyme, consonance, assonance. (See “How Poetry Works’’ for explanations of these terms.)

Suggestions for Writing

1.
“Ella, in a square apron, along Highway 80” is the second in a sequence of seven poems Judy Grahn wrote about women and their lives. She called this sequence The Common Woman Poems. Freewrite for five or ten minutes on the word “common,” writing down all the meanings 
and associations of “common” that come to mind and any words you can think of that are related to the word “common.” In what ways is Ella a “common woman”? How is Grahn redefining the concept of “common”?

2. 
Write a poetic portrait of a woman or man: (a) about their relation to their work and (b) using a controlling metaphor or image as Grahn does in “Ella . . .” with the rattlesnake image.

CARL SANDBURG (1878–1967)
Son of Swedish immigrants, Carl Sandburg was born in Galesburg, Illinois. He left school at thirteen to work at odd jobs and at nineteen began traveling, working as a dishwasher and farm laborer. After military service in Puerto Rico during the Spanish-American War, he enrolled in college in Galesburg, but left in 1902 to continue his travels. Sandburg worked as a journalist, as a political organizer, and as secretary to the socialist mayor of Milwaukee. The controversial Chicago Poems (1916) brought him much attention as a poet; the volumes that followed included Cornhuskers (1918), Smoke and Steel (1920), and The People Yes (1936). In 1939, Sandburg completed a six-volume biography of Abraham Lincoln.

Chicago
(1916)
Hog Butcher for the World,

Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat,

Player with Railroads and the Nation’s Freight Handler;

Stormy, husky, brawling,

City of the Big Shoulders:
5
They tell me you are wicked and I believe them, for I have seen your

painted women under the gas lamps luring the farm boys.

And they tell me you are crooked and I answer: Yes, it is true I have

seen the gunman kill and go free to kill again.

And they tell me you are brutal and my reply is: On the faces of
10
women and children I have seen the marks of wanton hunger.


And having answered so I turn once more to those who sneer at this

my city, and I give them back the sneer and say to them:

Come and show me another city with lifted head singing so proud

to be alive and coarse and strong and cunning.
15
Flinging magnetic curses amid the toil of piling job on job, here is a tall

bold slugger set vivid against the little soft cities;

Fierce as a dog with tongue lapping for action, cunning as a savage

pitted against the wilderness,

Bareheaded,
20
Shoveling,


Wrecking,

Planning,

Building, breaking, rebuilding,

Under the smoke, dust all over his mouth, laughing with white teeth,
25
Under the terrible burden of destiny laughing as a young man laughs,

Laughing even as an ignorant fighter laughs who has never lost a battle,

Bragging and laughing that under his wrist is the pulse,

and under his ribs the heart of the people,

Laughing!
30

Laughing the stormy, husky, brawling laughter of Youth, half-naked,

sweating, proud to be Hog Butcher, Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat,

Player with Railroads and Freight Handler to the Nation.

Study and Discussion Questions

1.
What criticisms of the city does the speaker accept? What is it about the city that the speaker celebrates nonetheless?

2.
How does the style of the poem match the speaker’s feelings about Chicago?

3.
What do the way the city is personified and the dismissal of “the soft little cities” tell us about the speaker’s values?

Suggestions for Writing

1.
What do the treatment of the city’s problems and the way physical labor is portrayed in the poem suggest about the social class of the speaker?

2.
Write a poem or an image-filled prose piece about the city or town you live in. Like “Chicago,” it might be a poem of praise. If you don’t like where you live, you might consider writing a parody of Sandburg’s style.

JIMMY SANTIAGO BACA (b. 1952)
Of Chicano and Apache heritage, Jimmy Santiago Baca was born in Santa Fe, New Mexico, and spent much of his childhood in an orphanage, until he ran away at age eleven. He lived on the street and at twenty was convicted of drug possession and sent to a maximum security prison. He taught himself to read there and soon began writing poetry. His first book, Immigrants in Our Own Land: Poems (1979), was a critical success, and he has since published Swords of Darkness (1981), Black Mesa Poems (1989), and other volumes of poetry, as well as the essay collection Working in the Dark: Reflections of a Poet of the Barrio (1992).

So Mexicans Are Taking Jobs From Americans
(1979)

O Yes? Do they come on horses

with rifles, and say,

Ese gringo,1 gimmee your job?

And do you, gringo, take off your ring,

drop your wallet into a blanket
5
spread over the ground, and walk away?

I hear Mexicans are taking your jobs away.

Do they sneak into town at night,

and as you’re walking home with a whore,

do they mug you, a knife at your throat,
10
saying, I want your job?

Even on TV, an asthmatic leader

crawls turtle heavy, leaning on an assistant,

and from a nest of wrinkles on his face,

a tongue paddles through flashing waves
15
of lightbulbs, of cameramen, rasping

“They’re taking our jobs away.”

Well, I’ve gone about trying to find them,

asking just where the hell are these fighters.

The rifles I hear sound in the night
20
are white farmers shooting blacks and browns

whose ribs I see jutting out

and starving children,

I see the poor marching for a little work,

I see small white farmers selling out
25
to clean-suited farmers living in New York,

who’ve never been on a farm,

don’t know the look of a hoof or the smell

of a woman’s body bending all day long in fields.

I see this, and I hear only a few people
30
got all the money in this world, the rest

count their pennies to buy bread and butter.

Below that cool green sea of money,

millions and millions of people fight to live,

search for pearls in the darkest depths
35
of their dreams, hold their breath for years

trying to cross poverty to just having something.

The children are dead already. We are killing them,

that is what America should be saying;

on TV, in the streets, in offices, should be saying,
40
“We aren’t giving the children a chance to live.”

Mexicans are taking our jobs, they say instead.

What they really say is, let them die,

and the children too.

Study and Discussion Questions

1. 
To whom is the poem addressed; who is Baca’s imagined reader? How does Baca’s portrait of the reader and the reader’s culture make you feel?

2.
How would you characterize Baca’s tone in this poem? Does the tone change as the poem goes on?

3. 
How, according to the poem, do Americans characterize Mexicans? What emotions motivate these characterizations?

4. 
What, instead, does Baca say is the true picture of these Mexicans?

5.
What does the situation Baca writes about in this poem have to do with money and social class? Give examples from the poem of behavior motivated by people wanting to hold on to their money or property and of people wanting to make a living.

6.
The starving children appear in the middle of the poem and their image dominates by the poem’s end. How does this image change the argument and the tone of the poem? Do you find it effective?

Suggestions for Writing

1.
Analyze the extended image in the five-line stanza that begins: “Below that cool green sea of money.’’

2.
Take a position on immigration into the United States. You might look up statistics on immigration patterns over the past hundred years. Does immigration help, hurt, or have little effect on the quality of life and the availability of work for most Americans? Has the rise of the global economy over the past twenty or so years changed the immigration issue in any significant way? Baca’s poem raises ethical as well as economic concerns; how in fact do we respond to the world’s starving children?

JULIA ALVAREZ (b. 1950)

Julia Alvarez was born in the Dominican Republic and emigrated to the United States in 1960. She studied at Connecticut College, Middlebury College, and Syracuse University and now teaches literature and creative writing at Middlebury College in Vermont. Alvarez has written poetry, Homecoming (1984) and The Other Side/El Otro Lado (1995); fiction, How the Garciá Girls Lost Their Accents (1991), In the Time of the Butterflies (1994), and !Yo! (1997); and a book of essays, Something to Declare (1998).

Homecoming
(1984)
When my cousin Carmen married, the guards

at her father’s finca1 took the guests’ bracelets

and wedding rings and put them in an armored truck

for safekeeping while wealthy, dark-skinned men,

their plump, white women and spoiled children
5
bathed in a river whose bottom had been cleaned

for the occasion. She was Uncle’s only daughter,

and he wanted to show her husband’s family,

a bewildered group of sunburnt Minnesotans,

that she was valued. He sat me at their table
10
to show off my English, and when he danced with me,

fondling my shoulder blades beneath my bridesmaid’s gown

as if they were breasts, he found me skinny

but pretty at seventeen, and clever.

Come back from that cold place, Vermont, he said,
15
all this is yours! Over his shoulder 

a dozen workmen hauled in blocks of ice

to keep the champagne lukewarm and stole

glances at the wedding cake, a dollhouse duplicate

of the family rancho, the shutters marzipan,
20

the cobbles almonds. A maiden aunt housekept,

touching up whipped cream roses with a syringe

of eggwhites, rescuing the groom when the heat

melted his chocolate shoes into the frosting.

On too much rum Uncle led me across the dance floor,
25
dusted with talcum for easy gliding, a smell

of babies underfoot. He twirled me often,

excited by my pleas of dizziness, teasing me,

saying that my merengue had lost its Caribbean.

Above us, Chinese lanterns strung between posts
30
came on and one snapped off and rose

into a purple postcard sky.

A grandmother cried: The children all grow up too fast.

The Minnesotans finally broke loose and danced a Charleston

and were pronounced good gringos with latino hearts.
35
The little sister, freckled with a week of beach,

her hair as blonde as movie stars, was asked

by maids if they could touch her hair or skin,

and she backed off, until it was explained to her,

they meant no harm. This is all yours,
40
Uncle whispered, pressing himself into my dress.

The workmen costumed in their workclothes danced

a workman’s jig. The maids went by with trays

of wedding bells and matchbooks monogrammed

with Dick’s and Carmen’s names. It would be years
45
before I took the courses that would change my mind

in schools paid for by sugar from the fields around us,

years before I could begin to comprehend

how one does not see the maids when they pass by . . .

—It was too late, or early, to be wise—
50
The sun was coming up beyond the amber waves

of cane, the roosters crowed, the band struck up

Las Mañanitas,2 a morning serenade. I had a vision

that I blamed on the champagne:

the fields around us were burning. At last
55
a yawning bride and groom got up and cut

the wedding cake, but everyone was full

of drink and eggs, roast pig, and rice and beans.

Except the maids and workmen,

sitting on stoops behind the sugar house,
60
ate with their fingers from their open palms

windows, shutters, walls, pillars, doors,

made from the cane they had cut in the fields.
Study and Discussion Questions
1.
List what has been done to prepare for the wedding.

2.
What do we know about the speaker of the poem?

3.
Why does she repeat her uncle’s words about all of this being hers?

4.
Characterize the uncle.

5.
What vision does the speaker of the poem have? Why is it significant?

6.
Discuss the irony of the poem’s last five lines, when the maids and workmen eat the wedding cake. Also, what famous quote does this scene bring to mind?

7.
Discuss the line: “how one does not see the maids when they pass by . . .”

Suggestions for Writing

1. 
Who are the different groups of people who inhabit this poem? Describe each group.

2.
Write a paragraph looking at this wedding from the perspective of one of the maids or workmen.

GWENDOLYN BROOKS (b. 1917)

Gwendolyn Brooks was born in Topeka, Kansas, grew up in Chicago, attended Wilson Junior College, and in the 1930s worked for the NAACP Youth Council. She has taught at a number of colleges and in 1950 won the Pulitzer Prize for her volume of poetry Annie Allen. She has published a novel, Maud Martha (1953), and a number of other volumes of poems, including A Street in Bronzeville (1945), The Bean Eaters (1960), Riot (1969), Beckonings (1975), Blacks (1987), and Children Coming Home (1991).

Bronzeville1 Woman in a Red Hat
(1960)

hires out to Mrs. Miles

I

They had never had one in the house before.

The strangeness of it all. Like unleashing

A lion, really. Poised

To pounce. A puma. A panther. A black

Bear.

5

There it stood in the door,

Under a red hat that was rash, but refreshing—

In a tasteless way, of course—across the dull dare,

The semi-assault of that extraordinary blackness.

The slackness
10
Of that light pink mouth told little. The eyes told of heavy care . . .

But that was neither here nor there,

And nothing to a wage-paying mistress as should

Be getting her due whether life had been good

For her slave, or bad.
15
There it stood

in the door. They had never had

One in the house before.

But the Irishwoman had left!

A message had come.
20
Something about a murder at home.

A daughter’s husband—“berserk,” that was the phrase:

The dear man had “gone berserk”

And short work—

With a hammer—had been made
25
Of this daughter and her nights and days.

The Irishwoman (underpaid,

Mrs. Miles remembered with smiles),

Who was a perfect jewel, a red-faced trump,

A good old sort, a baker
30
Of rum cake, a maker

Of Mustard, would never return.

Mrs. Miles had begged the bewitched woman

To finish, at least, the biscuit blending,

To tarry till the curry was done,
35
To show some concern

For the burning soup, to attend to the tending

Of the tossed salad. “Inhuman,”

Patsy Houlihan had called Mrs. Miles.

“Inhuman.” And “a fool.”
40
And “a cool

One.”

The Alert Agency had leafed through its files—

On short notice could offer

Only this dusky duffer
45
That now made its way to her kitchen and sat on her kitchen stool.

II

Her creamy child kissed by the black maid! square on the mouth!

World yelled, world writhed, world turned to light and rolled

Into her kitchen, nearly knocked her down.

Quotations, of course, from baby books were great
50
Ready armor; (but her animal distress

Wore, too and under, a subtler metal dress,

Inheritance of approximately hate).

Say baby shrieked to see his finger bleed,

Wished human humoring—there was a kind
55
Of unintimate love, a love more of the mind

To order the nebulousness of that need.

—This was the way to put it, this the relief.

This sprayed a honey upon marvelous grime.

This told it possible to postpone the reef.
60
Fashioned a huggable darling out of crime.

Made monster personable in personal sight

By cracking mirrors down the personal night.

Disgust crawled through her as she chased the theme.

She, quite supposing purity despoiled,
65
Committed to sourness, disordered, soiled,

Went in to pry the ordure from the cream.

Cooing, “Come.” (Come out of the cannibal wilderness,

Dirt, dark, into the sun and bloomful air.

Return to freshness of your right world, wear
70
Sweetness again. Be done with beast, duress.)

Child with continuing cling issued his No in final fire,

Kissed back the colored maid,

Not wise enough to freeze or be afraid.

Conscious of kindness, easy creature bond.
75
Love had been handy and rapid to respond.

Heat at the hairline, heat between the bowels,

Examining seeming coarse unnatural scene,

She saw all things except herself serene:

Child, big black woman, pretty kitchen towels.
80
Study and Discussion Questions

1.
Who is the speaker of this poem?

2.
How is the Bronzeville woman described in part I? What is she compared to?

3.
Why does Mrs. Miles refer to her as “it”?

4.
What does the stanza about her previous domestic worker, the Irish woman, tell us about Mrs. Miles?

5.
What is the crisis described in part II? Why is it a crisis for Mrs. Miles?

Suggestions for Writing

1.
Gwendolyn Brooks, who is black, has created a white upper middle-class persona, Mrs. Miles, through whose eyes we see the black woman who comes to work for her. How does this situation create intentional irony in the poem?

2.
Are there any places where human sympathy and identification begin to break through the wall of Mrs. Miles’s racism? What does she do when that happens?

3.
What does Mrs. Miles’s racism consist of? Give examples.

WILLIAM BLAKE (1757–1827)

The Chimney Sweeper
(1789)

When my mother died I was very young,

And my father sold me while yet my tongue,

Could scarcely cry weep weep weep weep.

So your chimneys I sweep & in soot I sleep.

Theres little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head
5
That curl’d like a lambs back, was shav’d, so I said.

Hush Tom never mind it, for when your head’s bare,

You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair.

And so he was quiet, & that very night,

As Tom was a sleeping he had such a sight,
10
That thousands of sweepers Dick, Joe Ned & Jack

Were all of them lock’d up in coffins of black

And by came an Angel who had a bright key,

And he open’d the coffins & set them all free.

Then down a green plain leaping laughing they run
15
And wash in a river and shine in the Sun.

Then naked & white, all their bags left behind,

They rise upon clouds, and sport in the wind.

And the Angel told Tom if he’d be a good boy,

He’d have God for his father & never want joy.
20
And so Tom awoke and we rose in the dark

And got with our bags & our brushes to work.

Tho’ the morning was cold, Tom was happy & warm,

So if all do their duty, they need not fear harm.

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH (1770–1850)
The World Is Too Much With Us
(1807)
The world is too much with us; late and soon,

Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:

Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!

This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;
5
The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;

For this, for everything, we are out of tune;

It moves us not.—Great God! I’d rather be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;
10
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;

Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathèd horn.

ANONYMOUS

song: We raise de wheat1
We raise de wheat,

Dey gib us de corn;

We bake de bread,

Dey gib us de cruss;

We sif de meal,
5
Dey gib us de huss;

We peal de meat,

Dey gib us de skin,

And dat’s de way

Dey takes us in.
10
We skim de pot,

Dey gib us the liquor,

And say dat’s good enough for nigger.

Walk over! walk over!

Tom butter and de fat;
15
Poor nigger you can’t get over dat;

Walk over!

THOMAS HARDY (1840–1928)
The Ruined Maid
(1866)
‘O ’Melia, my dear, this does everything crown!

Who could have supposed I should meet you in Town?

And whence such fair garments, such prosperi-ty?’—

‘O didn’t you know I’d been ruined?’ said she.

—‘You left us in tatters, without shoes or socks,
5

Tired of digging potatoes, and spudding up docks;1
And now you’ve gay bracelets and bright feathers three!’—

‘Yes: that’s how we dress when we’re ruined,’ said she.

—‘At home in the barton2 you said “thee” and “thou”,

And “thik oon”, and “theäs oon”, and “t’other”; but now
10
Your talking quite fits ’ee for high compa-ny!’—

‘A polish is gained with one’s ruin,’ said she.

—‘Your hands were like paws then, your face blue and bleak,

But now I’m bewitched by your delicate cheek,

And your little gloves fit as on any la-dy!’—
15
‘We never do work when we’re ruined,’ said she.

—‘You used to call home-life a hag-ridden dream,

And you’d sigh, and you’d sock3; but at present you seem

To know not of megrims4 or melancho-ly!’—

‘True. One’s pretty lively when ruined,’ said she.
20
—‘I wish I had feathers, a fine sweeping gown,

And a delicate face, and could strut about Town!’—

‘My dear—a raw country girl, such as you be,

Cannot quite expect that. You ain’t ruined,’ said she.

MATTHEW ARNOLD (1822–1888)
West London
(1867)

Crouch’d on the pavement, close by Belgrave Square,

A tramp I saw, ill, moody, and tongue-tied.

A babe was in her arms, and at her side

A girl; their clothes were rags, their feet were bare.

Some labouring men, whose work lay somewhere there,
5

Pass’d opposite; she touch’d her girl, who hied

Across, and begg’d, and came back satisfied.

The rich she had let pass with frozen stare.

Thought I: ‘Above her state this spirit towers;

She will not ask of aliens, but of friends,
10
Of sharers in a common human fate.

‘She turns from the cold succour, which attends

The unknown little from the unknowing great,

And points us to a better time than ours.’

WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS (1883–1963)

The Young Housewife
(1917)
At ten a.m. the young housewife

moves about in negligee behind

the wooden walls of her husband’s house.

I pass solitary in my car.

Then again she comes to the curb
5

to call the ice-man, fish-man, and stands

shy, uncorseted, tucking in

stray ends of hair, and I compare her

to a fallen leaf.

The noiseless wheels of my car
10
rush with a crackling sound over

dried leaves as I bow and pass smiling.

SARAH CLEGHORN (1876–1959)
The golf links lie so near the mill
(1917)

The golf links lie so near the mill

That almost every day

The laboring children can look out

And see the men at play.

FENTON JOHNSON (1888–1958)
Tired
(1922)
I am tired of work; I am tired of building up somebody

else’s civilization.

Let us take a rest, M’Lissy Jane.

I will go down to the Last Chance Saloon, drink a gallon

or two of gin, shoot a game or two of dice and
5
sleep the rest of the night on one of Mike’s barrels.

You will let the old shanty go to rot, the white people’s

clothes turn to dust, and the Calvary Baptist Church

sink to the bottomless pit.

You will spend your days forgetting you married me and
10
your nights hunting the warm gin Mike serves the

ladies in the rear of the Last Chance Saloon.

Throw the children into the river; civilization has given

us too many. It is better to die than it is to grow up

and find out that you are colored.
15
Pluck the stars out of the heavens. The stars mark our

destiny. The stars marked my destiny.

I am tired of civilization.

COUNTEE CULLEN (1903–1946)
For a Lady I Know
(1925)
She even thinks that up in heaven

Her class lies late and snores,

While poor black cherubs rise at seven

To celestial chores.

ANONYMOUS

Transcribed by Will Geer from singing by a West Virginian woman who said she had composed the lyrics.
song:  Let Them Wear Their Watches Fine
(ca. 1925)

I lived in a town away down south

By the name of Buffalo;

And worked in the mill with the rest of the trash

As we’re often called, you know.

You factory folks who sing this rime,
5
Will surely understand

The reason why I love you so

Is I’m a factory hand.

While standing here between my looms

You know I lose no time
10
To keep my shuttles in a whiz

And write this little rime.

We rise up early in the morn

And work all day real hard;

To buy our little meat and bread
15
And sugar, tea, and lard.

We work from week end to week end

And never lose a day;
And when that awful payday comes

We draw our little pay.
20

We then go home on payday night

And sit down in a chair;

The merchant raps upon the door—

He’s come to get his share.

When all our little debts are paid
25
And nothing left behind,

We turn our pocket wrong side out

But not a cent can we find.

We rise up early in the morn

And toil from soon to late;
30
We have no time to primp or fix

And dress right up to date.

Our children they grow up unlearned

No time to go to school;

Almost before they’ve learned to walk
35
They learn to spin or spool.

The boss man jerks them round and round

And whistles very keen;

I’ll tell you what, the factory kids

Are really treated mean.
40
The folks in town who dress so fine

And spend their money free

Will hardly look at a factory hand

Who dresses like you and me.

As we go walking down the street
45
All wrapped in lint and strings,

They call us fools and factory trash

And other low-down things.

Well, let them wear their watches fine,

Their rings and pearly strings;
50
When the day of judgment comes

We’ll make them shed their pretty things.

EASY PAPA JOHNSON (ROOSEVELT SYKES) (1906–1983)
song: Cotton Seed Blues 
(1930)
When the sun goes down, mama, lord, the whole round world turns red

When the sun goes down, mama, lord, the whole round world turns red

Lord, my mind falls on things that my dear old mother have said

Lord, I ain’t gonna make no more cotton, mama, lord, I’ll tell you the

reason that I say so
5
Lord, I ain’t gonna make no more cotton, mama, lord, I’ll tell you the

reason that I say so

I don’t get nothin’ out of my seed and the cotton price is so doggone

low

The boss man told me go to the commissary, I could get anything
10
that I need

The boss man told me go to the commissary, I could get anything

that I need

He said I didn’t have to have no money right away, lord, he said he

would take it out of my seed
15
Lord make a cotton crop, mama, lord it’s just the same as shootin’ dice

Lord make a cotton crop, mama, lord it’s just the same as shootin’ dice

Lord, you work the whole year ’round, and then cotton won’t be no

price

Lord, I plowed all this summer long and the sun would burn my skin
20
Lord, I plowed all this summer long and the sun would burn my skin

And then the cotton sold for twelve and a half cents, you know no way

that I could win

D. H. LAWRENCE (1885–1930)

City-Life 
(1930)

When I see the great cities—

When I am in a great city, I know that I despair.

I know there is no hope for us, death waits, it is useless to care.

For oh the poor people, that are flesh of my flesh,

I, that am flesh of their flesh,
5
when I see the iron hooked into their faces

their poor, their fearful faces

I scream in my soul, for I know I cannot

take the iron hook out of their faces, that makes them so drawn,

nor cut the invisible wires of steel that pull them
10
back and forth, to work,

back and forth, to work,

like fearful and corpse-like fishes hooked and being played

by some malignant fisherman on an unseen shore

where he does not choose to land them yet, hooked fishes of the
15
factory world.

BERTOLT BRECHT (1898–1956)

Song of the Invigorating Effect of Money
(1933)
Translated by H. R. Hays.

Upon this earth we hear dispraise of money

Yet, without it, earth is very cold

And it can be warm and friendly

Suddenly through the power of gold.

Everything that seemed so hard to bear
5
In a gleaming golden glow is cloaked.

Sun is melting what was frozen.

Every man fulfills his hopes!

Rosy beams light the horizon,

Look on high: the chimney smokes!
10
Yes, all at once this world seems quite a different one.

Higher beats the heart, the glance sweeps wider.

Richer are the meals and clothes are finer.

Man himself becomes another man.

Ah, how very sorely they’re mistaken
15
They who think that money doesn’t count.

Fruitfulness turns into famine

When the kindly stream gives out.

Each one starts to yell and grabs it where he can.

Even were it not so hard to live
20
He who doesn’t hunger yet is fearful.

Every heart is empty now of love.

Father, Mother, Brother—cross and tearful!

See, the chimney smokes no more above!

Thick displeasing fog about us furled,
25
All is filled with hatred now and striving.

None will be the horse, all would be riding

And the world becomes an icy world.

So it goes with all that’s great and worthy.

In this world it’s quickly spoiled indeed,
30
For when feet are bare and bellies empty

Love of virtue always turns to greed.

Gold, not greatness, is what people need.

Poverty of soul puts out our hopes.

Good plus money, too, is what it takes
35
To keep man virtuous without a slip.

He whom crime’s already given breaks

Looks up on high: the chimney smokes!

Faith in the human race again grows bright.

Man is noble, good, so on and so forth.
40
Sentiment awakes. Need dimmed its light.

Faster beats the heart. The glance sweeps wider.

We know who the horse is, who the rider.

And once more it’s clear that right is right.

C. DAY LEWIS (1904–1972)

Come, live with me and be my love
(1935)

Come, live with me and be my love,

And we will all the pleasures prove

Of peace and plenty, bed and board,

That chance employment may afford.

I’ll handle dainties on the docks
5
And thou shalt read of summer frocks:

At evening by the sour canals

We’ll hope to hear some madrigals.

Care on thy maiden brow shall put

A wreath of wrinkles, and thy foot
10
Be shod with pain: not silken dress

But toil shall tire thy loveliness.

Hunger shall make thy modest zone

And cheat fond death of all but bone—

If these delights thy mind may move,
15
Then live with me and be my love.

ROBERT FROST (1874–1963)
Two Tramps In Mud Time
(1936)

Out of the mud two strangers came

And caught me splitting wood in the yard.

And one of them put me off my aim

By hailing cheerily “Hit them hard!”

I knew pretty well why he dropped behind
5
And let the other go on a way.

I knew pretty well what he had in mind:

He wanted to take my job for pay.

Good blocks of oak it was I split,

As large around as the chopping block;
10
And every piece I squarely hit

Fell splinterless as a cloven rock.

The blows that a life of self-control

Spares to strike for the common good,

That day, giving a loose to my soul,
15
I spent on the unimportant wood.

The sun was warm but the wind was chill.

You know how it is with an April day

When the sun is out and the wind is still,

You’re one month on in the middle of May.
20
But if you so much as dare to speak,

A cloud comes over the sunlit arch,

A wind comes off a frozen peak,

And you’re two months back in the middle of March.

A bluebird comes tenderly up to alight
25
And turns to the wind to unruffle a plume,

His song so pitched as not to excite

A single flower as yet to bloom.

It is snowing a flake: and he half knew

Winter was only playing possum.
30
Except in color he isn’t blue,

But he wouldn’t advise a thing to blossom.

The water for which we may have to look

In summertime with a witching wand,

In every wheelrut’s now a brook,
35
In every print of a hoof a pond.

Be glad of water, but don’t forget

The lurking frost in the earth beneath

That will steal forth after the sun is set

And show on the water its crystal teeth.
40
The time when most I loved my task

These two must make me love it more

By coming with what they came to ask.

You’d think I never had felt before

The weight of an ax-head poised aloft,
45
The grip on earth of outspread feet,

The life of muscles rocking soft

And smooth and moist in vernal heat.

Out of the woods two hulking tramps

(From sleeping God knows where last night,
50
But not long since in the lumber camps.)

They thought all chopping was theirs of right.

Men of the woods and lumberjacks,

They judged me by their appropriate tool.

Except as a fellow handled an ax
55
They had no way of knowing a fool.

Nothing on either side was said.

They knew they had but to stay their stay

And all their logic would fill my head:

As that I had no right to play
60

With what was another man’s work for gain.

My right might be love but theirs was need.

And where the two exist in twain

Theirs was the better right—agreed.

But yield who will to their separation,
65
My object in living is to unite

My avocation and my vocation

As my two eyes make one in sight.

Only where love and need are one,

And the work is play for mortal stakes,
70
Is the deed ever really done

For Heaven and the future’s sakes.

WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS (1883–1963)

The Poor
(1938)

It’s the anarchy of poverty

delights me, the old

yellow wooden house indented

among the new brick tenements

Or a cast-iron balcony
5

with panels showing oak branches

in full leaf. It fits

the dress of the children

reflecting every stage and

custom of necessity—
10
Chimneys, roofs, fences of

wood and metal in an unfenced

age and enclosing next to

nothing at all: the old man

in a sweater and soft black
15
hat who sweeps the sidewalk—

his own ten feet of it

in a wind that fitfully

turning his corner has

overwhelmed the entire city
20

MURIEL RUKEYSER (1913–1980)
Boy with His Hair Cut Short
(1938)

Sunday shuts down on this twentieth-century evening.

The El passes. Twilight and bulb define

the brown room, the overstuffed plum sofa,

the boy, and the girl’s thin hands above his head.

A neighbor radio sings stocks, news, serenade.
5

He sits at the table, head down, the young clear neck exposed,

watching the drugstore sign from the tail of his eye;

tattoo, neon, until the eye blears, while his

solicitous tall sister, simple in blue, bending

behind him, cuts his hair with her cheap shears.
10

The arrow’s electric red always reaches its mark,

successful neon! He coughs, impressed by that precision.

His child’s forehead, forever protected by his cap,

is bleached against the lamplight as he turns head

and steadies to let the snippets drop.
15

Erasing the failure of weeks with level fingers,

she sleeks the fine hair, combing: “You’ll look fine tomorrow!

You’ll surely find something, they can’t keep turning you down;

the finest gentleman’s not so trim as you!” Smiling, he raises

the adolescent forehead wrinkling ironic now.
20

He sees his decent suit laid out, new-pressed,

his carfare on the shelf. He lets his head fall, meeting

her earnest hopeless look, seeing the sharp blades splitting,

the darkened room, the impersonal sign, her motion,

the blue vein, bright on her temple, pitifully beating.
25
WOODY GUTHRIE (1912–1967)
song: Plane Wreck at Los Gatos1 (Deportees)
(1948)

The crops are all in and the peaches are rotting,

The oranges are piled in their creosote dumps;

You’re flying them back to the Mexican border

To pay all their money to wade back again.

Refrain:
Goodbye to my Juan, Goodbye Rosalita;
5
Adiós mis amigos, Jesús and Marie,

You won’t have a name when you ride the big airplane:

All they will call you will be deportee.

My father’s own father he waded that river;

They took all the money he made in his life;
10
My brothers and sisters come working the fruit trees

And they rode the truck till they took down and died.

Some of us are illegal and some are not wanted,

Our work contract’s out and we have to move on;

Six hundred miles to that Mexico border,
15
They chase us like outlaws, like rustlers, like thieves.

We died in your hills, we died in your deserts,

We died in your valleys and died on your plains;

We died neath your trees and we died in your bushes,

Both sides of this river we died just the same.
20
The sky plane caught fire over Los Gatos Canyon,

A fireball of lightning and shook all our hills.

Who are all these friends all scattered like dry leaves?

The radio says they are just deportees.

Is this the best way we can grow our big orchards?
25

Is this the best way we can grow our good fruit?

To fall like dry leaves to rot on my top soil

And be called by no name except deportees?

NAZIM HIKMET (1902–1963)
About Your Hands and Lies
(1949)

Translated by Randy Blasing and Mutlu Konuk.

Your hands grave like all stones,

sad like all songs sung in prison,

clumsy and heavy like all beasts of burden,

your hands that are like the sullen faces of hungry children.

Your hands nimble and light like bees,
5

full like breasts with milk,

brave like nature,

your hands that hide their friendly softness under their rough

skin.

This world doesn’t rest on the horns of a bull,
10

this world rests on your hands.

People, oh my people,

they feed you with lies.

But you’re hungry,

you need to be fed with meat and bread.
15
And never once eating a full meal at a white table,

you leave this world where every branch is loaded with fruit.

Oh my people,

especially those in Asia, Africa,

the Near East, Middle East, Pacific islands
20

and my countrymen—

I mean, more than seventy percent of all people—

you are old and absent-minded like your hands,

you are curious, amazed, and young like your hands.

Oh my people,
25
my European, my American,

you are awake, bold, and forgetful like your hands,

like your hands you’re quick to seduce,

easy to deceive . . .

People, oh my people,
30
if the antennas are lying,

if the presses are lying,

if the books lie,

if the poster on the wall and the ad in the column lie,

if the naked thighs of girls on the white screen lie,
35

if the prayer lies,

if the lullaby lies,

if the dream is lying,

if the violin player at the tavern is lying,

if the moonlight on the nights of hopeless days lies,
40
if the voice lies,

if the word lies,

if everything but your hands,

if everyone, is lying,

it’s so your hands will be obedient like clay,
45
blind like darkness,

stupid like sheep dogs,

it’s so your hands won’t rebel.

And it’s so that in this mortal, this livable world

—where we are guests so briefly anyway—
50
this merchant’s empire, this cruelty, won’t end.

LANGSTON HUGHES (1902–1967)

Ballad of the Landlord
(1951)

Landlord, landlord,

My roof has sprung a leak.

Don’t you ’member I told you about it

Way last week?

Landlord, landlord,
5

These steps is broken down.

When you come up yourself

It’s a wonder you don’t fall down.

Ten Bucks you say I owe you?

Ten Bucks you say is due?
10

Well, that’s Ten Bucks more’n I’ll pay you

Till you fix this house up new.

What? You gonna get eviction orders?

You gonna cut off my heat?

You gonna take my furniture and
15

Throw it in the street?

Um-huh! You talking high and mighty.

Talk on—till you get through.

You ain’t gonna be able to say a word

If I land my fist on you.
20
Police! Police!
Come and get this man!

He’s trying to ruin the government

And overturn the land!

Copper’s whistle!
25
Patrol bell!

Arrest.

Precinct Station.

Iron cell.

Headlines in press:
30
man threatens landlord
•

•    •

tenant held no bail
•

•    •

judge gives negro 90 days in county jail
35

DEREK WALCOTT (b. 1930)

The Virgins
(1971)

Down the dead streets of sun-stoned Frederiksted,1
the first free port to die for tourism,

strolling at funeral pace, I am reminded

of life not lost to the American dream;

but my small-islander’s simplicities
5
can’t better our new empire’s civilized

exchange of cameras, watches, perfumes, brandies

for the good life, so cheaply underpriced

that only the crime rate is on the rise

in streets blighted with sun, stone arches
10
and plazas blown dry by the hysteria

of rumour. A condominium drowns

in vacancy; its bargains are dusted,

but only a jewelled housefly drones

over the bargains. The roulettes spin
15
rustily to the wind—the vigorous trade

that every morning would begin afresh

by revving up green water round the pierhead

heading for where the banks of silver thresh.

PHILIP LEVINE (b. 1928)
They Feed They Lion
(1972)

Out of burlap sacks, out of bearing butter,

Out of black bean and wet slate bread,

Out of the acids of rage, the candor of tar,

Out of creosote, gasoline, drive shafts, wooden dollies,

They Lion grow.
5
Out of the gray hills


Of industrial barns, out of rain, out of bus ride,

West Virginia to Kiss My Ass, out of buried aunties,

Mothers hardening like pounded stumps, out of stumps,

Out of the bones’ need to sharpen and the muscles’ to stretch,
10
They Lion grow.


Earth is eating trees, fence posts,


Gutted cars, earth is calling in her little ones,

“Come home, Come home!” From pig balls,

From the ferocity of pig driven to holiness,
15
From the furred ear and the full jowl come

The repose of the hung belly, from the purpose


They Lion grow.

From the sweet glues of the trotters

Come the sweet kinks of the fist, from the full flower
20
Of the hams the thorax of caves,

From “Bow Down” come “Rise Up,”

Come they Lion from the reeds of shovels,


The grained arm that pulls the hands,

They Lion grow.
25
From my five arms and all my hands,

From all my white sins forgiven, they feed,

From my car passing under the stars,

They Lion, from my children inherit,


From the oak turned to a wall, they Lion,
30
From they sack and they belly opened


And all that was hidden burning on the oil-stained earth

They feed they Lion and he comes.

MAFIKA MBULI

The Miners
(1973)

This dungeon

Makes the mind weary

Kneaded with the sight of

A million stones

Passing through my hands
5

I see the flesh sticking like hair

On thorns

Against the grating rocks

Of these hills dug for gold,

And life is bitter here.
10
Crawling through the day

In a sleepwalker’s dream,

Frightening the night away with my snores,

I dream of the diminished breath

Of miners planted in the stones—
15
The world is not at ease

But quakes under the march of our boots

Tramping the dust under our feet. . . .

Click, clack, our picks knock for life

Until the eyes are dazed
20
Counting the rubble of scattered stones.

Day and night are one,

but I know each day dawns

And the heated sun licks every shrub dry

While we who burrow the earth
25
Tame the dust with our lungs.

Click, clack we knock with picks

And our minds

Drone with the voices of women

Harassing our loins
30
To force courage into the heart.

Wherefore might we scorn their sacrifice

Made in blood,

Greater that the blood of men
Sacrificed to the earth
35
For its possession!

And so

Clap, scrape

With our hands manacled

With weariness
40
We mine

All our lives

Till the mind is numb

And ceases to ask. . . .

MARGE PIERCY (b. 1936)
To Be of Use
(1973)

The people I love the best

jump into work head first

without dallying in the shallows

and swim off with sure strokes almost out of sight.

They seem to become natives of that element,
5
the black sleek heads of seals

bouncing like half-submerged balls.

I love people who harness themselves, an ox to a heavy cart,

who pull like water buffalo, with massive patience,

who strain in the mud and the muck to move things forward,
10
who do what has to be done, again and again.

I want to be with people who submerge

in the task, who go into the fields to harvest

and work in a row and pass the bags along,

who are not parlor generals and field deserters
15
but move in a common rhythm

when the food must come in or the fire be put out.

The work of the world is common as mud.

Botched, it smears the hands, crumbles to dust.

But the thing worth doing well done
20
has a shape that satisfies, clean and evident.

Greek amphoras for wine or oil,

Hopi vases that held corn, are put in museums

but you know they were made to be used.
The pitcher cries for water to carry
25
and a person for work that is real.

SUSAN GRIFFIN (b. 1943)
This Is the Story of the Day 

in the Life of a Woman Trying
(1976)

This is the story of the day in the life of a woman trying

to be a writer and her child got sick. And in the midst of

writing this story someone called her on the telephone.

And, of course, despite her original hostile reaction to the

ring of the telephone, she got interested in the conversation
5
which was about teaching writing in a women’s prison,

for no pay of course, and she would have done it if it

weren’t for the babysitting and the lack of money for the

plane fare, and then she hung up the phone and looked

at her typewriter, and for an instant swore her original
10
sentence was not there. But after a while she found it. Then

she began again, but in the midst of the second sentence,

a man telephoned wanting to speak to the woman she

shares her house with, who was not available to speak on

the telephone, and by the time she got back to her typewriter 
15
she began to worry about her sick daughter downstairs.

And why hadn’t the agency for babysitters called back

and why hadn’t the department for health called back

because she was looking for a day sitter and a night sitter,

one so she could teach the next day and one so she could
20
read her poetry. And she was hoping that the people who

had asked her to read poetry would pay for the babysitter

since the next evening after that would be a meeting of

teachers whom she wanted to meet and she could not afford

two nights of babysitters let alone one, actually. This was
25
the second day her child was sick and the second day she

tried to write (she had been trying to be a writer for years)

but she failed entirely the first day because of going to the

market to buy Vitamin C and to the toy store to buy cutouts

and crayons, and making soup from the chicken carcass that
30
had been picked nearly clean to make sandwiches for

lunch, and watering the plants, sending in the mortgage

check and other checks to cover that check to the bank,

and feeling tired, wishing she had a job, talking on the telephone,

and putting out newspaper and glue and scissors
35
on the kitchen table for her tired, bored child and squinting

her eyes at the clock waiting for Sesame Street1 to begin

again. Suddenly, after she went upstairs to her bedroom

with a book, having given up writing as impossible, it was

time to cook dinner. But she woke up on the second day
40
with the day before as a lesson in her mind. Then an old

friend called who had come to town whom she was eager

to see and she said, “Yes, I’m home with a sick child,” and

they spent the morning talking. She was writing poetry and

teaching she said. He had written four books he
45
said. Her daughter showed him her red and blue and

orange colored pictures. She wished he didn’t have to leave

so early, she thought but didn’t say, and went back to pick

up tissue paper off the floor and fix lunch for her and her

child and begin telephoning for babysitters because she
50
knew she had to teach the next day. And the truth was,

if she did not have a sick child to care for, she was

not sure she could write anyway because the kitchen was

still there needing cleaning, the garden there needing

weeding and watering, the living room needing curtains,
55
the couch needing pillows, a stack of mail needing answers

(for instance if she didn’t call the woman who had lived

in her house the month before about the phone bill soon,

she would lose a lot of money). All besides, she had

nothing to write. She had had fine thoughts for writing the
60
night before but in the morning they took on a sickly

complexion. And anyway, she had begun to think her life

trivial and so it was, and she was tired writing the same

words, or different words about the same situation, the

situation or situations being that she was tired, tired of trying 
65
to write, tired of poverty or almost poverty or fear of

poverty, tired of the kitchen being dirty, tired of having

no lover. She was amazed that she had gotten herself

dressed, actually, with thoughts like these, and caught herself

saying maybe I should take a trip when she realized she
70
had just come back from a trip and had wanted to be

home so much she came back early. And even in the writing

of this she thought I have written all this before and

went downstairs to find her daughter had still not eaten a

peanut butter sandwich and she wondered to herself what
75
keeps that child alive?

LAUREEN MAR (b. 1953)

My Mother, Who Came From China,

Where She Never Saw Snow
(1977)

In the huge, rectangular room, the ceiling

a machinery of pipes and fluorescent lights,

ten rows of women hunch over machines,

their knees pressing against pedals

and hands pushing the shiny fabric thick as tongues
5

through metal and thread.

My mother bends her head to one of these machines.

Her hair is coarse and wiry, black as burnt scrub.

She wears glasses to shield her intense eyes.

A cone of orange thread spins. Around her,
10

talk flutters harshly in Toisan wah.1
Chemical stings. She pushes cloth

through a pounding needle, under, around, and out,

breaks thread with a snap against fingerbone, tooth.

Sleeve after sleeve, sleeve.
15

It is easy. The same piece.

For eight or nine hours, sixteen bundles maybe,

250 sleeves to ski coats, all the same.

It is easy, only once she’s run the needle

through her hand. She earns money
20

by each piece, on a good day,

thirty dollars. Twenty-four years.

It is frightening how fast she works.

She and the women who were taught sewing

terms in English as Second Language.
25
Dull thunder passes through their fingers.

MARGE PIERCY (b. 1936)
The market economy
(1977)

Suppose some peddler offered

you can have a color TV

but your baby will be

born with a crooked spine;

you can have polyvinyl cups
5
and wash and wear

suits but it will cost

you your left lung

rotted with cancer; suppose

somebody offered you
10
a frozen precooked dinner

every night for ten years

but at the end

your colon dies

and then you do,
15
slowly and with much pain.

You get a house in the suburbs

but you work in a new plastics

factory and die at fifty-one

when your kidneys turn off.
20
But where else will you

work? where else can

you rent but Smog City?

The only houses for sale

are under the yellow sky.
25
You’ve been out of work for

a year and they’re hiring

at the plastics factory.

Don’t read the fine

print, there isn’t any.
30
JUNE JORDAN (b. 1936)
“Free Flight”
(1980)

Nothing fills me up at night

I fall asleep for one or two hours then

up again my gut

alarms

I must arise
5

and wandering into the refrigerator

think about evaporated milk homemade vanilla ice cream

cherry pie hot from the oven with Something Like Vermont

Cheddar Cheese disintegrating luscious

on the top while
10
mildly

I devour almonds and raisins mixed to mathematical

criteria or celery or my very own sweet and sour snack

composed of brie peanut butter honey and

a minuscule slice of party size salami
15

on a single whole wheat cracker no salt added

or I read Cesar Vallejo1/ Gabriela Mistral2/ last year’s

complete anthology or

I might begin another list of things to do

that starts with toilet paper and
20
I notice that I never jot down fresh

strawberry shortcake:  never

even though fresh strawberry shortcake shoots down

raisins and almonds 6 to nothing

effortlessly
25
effortlessly

is this poem on my list?

light bulbs lemons envelopes ballpoint refill

post office and zucchini

oranges no
30
it’s not

I guess that means I just forgot

walking my dog around the block leads

to a space in my mind where

during the newspaper strike questions
35
sizzle through suddenly like

Is there an earthquake down in Ecuador?

Did a TWA supersaver flight to San Francisco

land in Philadelphia instead

or

40
whatever happened to human rights

in Washington D.C.? Or what about downward destabilization

of the consumer price index

and I was in this school P. S. Tum-Ta-Tum and time came

for me to leave but
45
No! I couldn’t leave: The Rule was anybody leaving

the premises without having taught somebody something

valuable would be henceforth proscribed from the

premises would be forever null and void/dull and

vilified well
50
I had stood in front of 40 to 50 students running my

mouth and I had been generous with deceitful smiles/softspoken 

and pseudo-gentle wiles if and when forced

into discourse amongst such adults as constitutes

the regular treacheries of On The Job Behavior
55
ON THE JOB BEHAVIOR

is this poem on that list

polish shoes file nails coordinate tops and bottoms

lipstick control no

screaming I’m bored because
60
this is whoring away the hours of god’s creation

pay attention to your eyes your hands the twilight

sky in the institutional big windows

no

I did not presume I was not so bold as to put this
65
poem on that list

then at the end of the class this boy gives me Mahler’s 9th

symphony the double album listen

to it let it seep into you he

says transcendental love
70
he says

I think naw

I been angry all day long/nobody did the assignment

I am not prepared

I am not prepared for so much grace
75
the catapulting music of surprise that makes me

hideaway my face

nothing fills me up at night

yesterday the houseguest left a brown

towel in the bathroom for tonight
80
I set out a blue one and

an off-white washcloth seriously

I don’t need no houseguest

I don’t need no towels/lovers

I just need a dog
85
Maybe I’m kidding

Maybe I need a woman

a woman be so well you know so wifelike

so more or less motherly so listening so much

the universal skin you love to touch and who the
90
closer she gets to you the better she looks to me/somebody

say yes and make me laugh and tell me she know she

been there she spit bullets at my enemies she say you

need to sail around Alaska fuck it all try this new

cerebral tea and take a long bath
95

Maybe I need a man

a man be so well you know so manly so lifelike

so more or less virile so sure so much the deep

voice of opinion and the shoulders like a window

seat and cheeks so closely shaven by a twin-edged
100
razor blade no oily hair and no dandruff besides/

somebody say yes and make

me laugh and tell me he know he been there he spit

bullets at my enemies he say you need to sail around

Alaska fuck it all and take a long bath
105
lah-ti-dah and lah-ti-dum

what’s this socialized obsession with the bathtub

Maybe I just need to love myself myself

(anyhow I’m more familiar with the subject)

Maybe when my cousin tells me you remind me
110
of a woman past her prime maybe I need

to hustle my cousin into a hammerlock

position make her cry out uncle and

I’m sorry

Maybe when I feel this horrible
115
inclination to kiss folks I despise

because the party’s like that

an occasion to be kissing people

you despise maybe I should tell them kindly

kiss my

120
Maybe when I wake up in the middle of the night

I should go downstairs

dump the refrigerator contents on the floor

and stand there in the middle of the spilled milk

and the wasted butter spread beneath my dirty feet
125
writing poems

writing poems

maybe I just need to love myself myself and

anyway

I’m working on it
130

WENDY ROSE (b. 1948)
Three Thousand Dollar Death Song 
(1980)

“Nineteen American Indian skeletons 

from Nevada . . . valued at $3000 . . .”


—Museum  invoice, 1975

Is it in cold hard cash? the kind

that dusts the insides of men’s pockets

lying silver-polished surface along the cloth.

Or in bills? papering the wallets of they

who thread the night with dark words. Or
5
checks? paper promises weighing the same

as words spoken once on the other side

of the grown grass and dammed rivers

of history. However it goes, it goes.

Through my body it goes
10

assessing each nerve, running its edges

along my arteries, planning ahead

for whose hands will rip me

into pieces of dusty red paper,

whose hands will smooth or smatter me
15
into traces of rubble. Invoiced now,

it’s official how our bones are valued

that stretch out pointing to sunrise

or are flexed into one last foetal bend,

that are removed and tossed about,
20
catalogued, numbered with black ink

on newly-white foreheads.

As we were formed to the white soldier’s voice,

so we explode under white students’ hands.

Death is a long trail of days
25
in our fleshless prison.

From this distant point we watch our bones

auctioned with our careful beadwork,

our quilled medicine bundles, even the bridles

of our shot-down horses.You:  who have
30

priced us, you who have removed us:  at what cost?

What price the pits where our bones share

a single bit of memory, how one century

turns our dead into specimens, our history

into dust, our survivors into clowns.
35
Our memory might be catching, you know;

picture the mortars, the arrowheads, the labrets

shaking off their labels like bears

suddenly awake to find the seasons have ended

while they slept. Watch them touch each other,
40
measure reality, march out the museum door!

Watch as they lift their faces

and smell about for us; watch our bones rise

to meet them and mount the horses once again!

The cost, then, will be paid
45
for our sweetgrass-smelling having-been

in clam shell beads and steatite,

dentalia and woodpecker scalp, turquoise

and copper, blood and oil, coal

and uranium, children, a universe
50
of stolen things.

LORNA DEE CERVANTES (b. 1954)
Cannery Town in August
(1981)

All night it humps the air.

Speechless, the steam rises

from the cannery columns. I hear

the night bird rave about work

or lunch, or sing the swing shift
5
home. I listen, while bodyless

uniforms and spinach specked shoes

drift in monochrome down the dark

moon-possessed streets. Women

who smell of whiskey and tomatoes,
10
peach fuzz reddening their lips and eyes—

I imagine them not speaking, dumbed

by the can’s clamor and drop

to the trucks that wait, grunting

in their headlights below.
15
They spotlight those who walk

like a dream, with no one

waiting in the shadows

to palm them back to living.

MARY FELL (b. 1947)

The Triangle Fire1
(1983)
I. Havdallah2
This is the great divide

by which God split

the world:

on the Sabbath side

he granted rest,
5
eternal toiling

on the workday side.

But even one

revolution of the world

is an empty promise
10
where bosses

where bills to pay

respect no heavenly bargains.

Until each day is ours

let us pour
15
darkness in a dish

and set it on fire,

bless those who labor

as we pray, praise God

his holy name,
20
strike for the rest.

2. Among the Dead

First a lace of smoke

decorated the air of the workroom,

the far wall unfolded

into fire. The elevator shaft
25
spun out flames like a bobbin,

the last car sank.

I leaped for the cable,

my only chance. Woven steel

burned my hands as I wound
30
to the bottom.

I opened my eyes. I was lying

in the street. Water and blood

washed the cobbles, the sky

rained ash. A pair of shoes
35
lay beside me, in them

two blistered feet.

I saw the weave in the fabric

of a girl’s good coat,

the wilted nosegay pinned to her collar.
40
Not flowers, what I breathed then,

awake among the dead.

3. Asch Building

In a window,

lovers embrace

haloed by light.
45
He kisses her, holds her

gently, lets her go

nine stories to the street.

Even the small ones

put on weight
50
as they fall:

eleven thousand pounds split

the fireman’s net,

implode the deadlights

on the Greene Street side,
55
until the basement catches them

and holds. Here

two faceless ones are found

folded neatly over the steam pipes

like dropped rags.
60
I like the one

on that smoky ledge, taking stock

in the sky’s deliberate mirror.

She gives her hat

to wind, noting its style,
65
spills her week’s pay

from its envelope, a joke

on those who pretend

heaven provides, and chooses

where there is no choice
70
to marry air, to make

a disposition of her life.

4. Personal Effects

One lady’s

handbag, containing

rosary beads, elevated
75
railroad ticket, small pin

with picture, pocket knife,

one small purse containing

$1.68 in cash,

handkerchiefs,
80
a small mirror, a pair of gloves,

two thimbles, a Spanish

comb, one yellow metal ring,

five keys, one

fancy glove button,
85
one lady’s handbag containing

one gent’s watch case

number of movement 6418593

and a $1 bill,

one half dozen postal cards,
90
a buttonhook, a man’s photo,

a man’s garter,

a razor strap,

one portion of limb and hair

of human being.
95
5. Industrialist’s Dream

This one’s

dependable won’t

fall apart

under pressure doesn’t

lie down on the job
100
doesn’t leave early

come late

won’t join unions

strike

ask for a raise
105
unlike one hundred

forty six

others I could name

who couldn’t

take the heat this one’s
110
still at her machine

and doubtless

of spotless moral

character you

can tell by the bones
115
pure white

this one

does what she’s told

and you don’t hear

her complaining.
120
6. The Witness

Woman, I might have watched you

sashay down Washington Street

some warm spring evening

when work let out,

your one thin dress
125
finally right for the weather,

an ankle pretty

as any flower’s stem, full

breasts the moon’s envy, eyes bold

or modest as you passed me by.
130
I might have thought, as heat

climbed from the pavement,

what soft work you’d make

for a man like me:

even the time clock, thief of hours,
135
kinder, and the long day

passing in a dream.

Cradled in that dream

I might have slept

forever, but today’s nightmare
140
vision woke me:

your arms aflame, wings

of fire, and you a falling star,

a terrible lump of coal

in the burning street.
145
No dream, your hair of smoke,

your blackened face.

No dream the fist I make,

taking your hand

of ashes in my own.
150
7. Cortege

A cold rain comforts the sky.

Everything ash-colored under clouds.

I take my place in the crowd,

move without will as the procession moves,

a gray wave breaking against the street.
155
Up ahead, one hundred and forty seven

coffins float, wreckage of lives. I follow

the box without a name. In it

whose hand encloses whose heart? Whose mouth

presses the air toward a scream?
160
She is no one, the one I claim

as sister. When the familiar is tagged

and taken away, she remains.

I do not mourn her. I mourn no one.

I do not praise her. No one
165
is left to praise. Seventy years after

her death, I walk in March rain behind her.

She travels before me into the dark.

KATE RUSHIN (b. 1951)

The Black Back-Ups
(1983)

This is dedicated to Merry Clayton, Cissy Houston, Vonetta 

Washington, Dawn, Carrietta McClellen, Rosie Farmer, Marsha 

Jenkins and Carolyn Williams. This is for all of the Black 

women who sang back-up for Elvis Presley, John Denver, James 

Taylor, Lou Reed, Etc. Etc. Etc.
5
I said Hey Babe

Take a Walk on the Wild Side

I said Hey Babe

Take a Walk on the Wild Side

And the colored girls say
10
Do dodo do do dodododo

Do dodo do do dodododo

Do dodo do do dodododo ooooo

This is for my Great Grandmother Esther, my Grandmother

Addie, my Grandmother called Sister, my Great Aunt Rachel,
15
my Aunt Hilda, my Aunt Tine, my Aunt Breda, my Aunt

Gladys, my Aunt Helen, my Aunt Ellie, my Cousin Barbara, my

Cousin Dottie and my Great Great Aunt Vene

This is dedicated to all of the Black women riding on buses

and subways Back and forth to the Main Line, Haddonfield,
20
N.J., Cherry Hill and Chevy Chase. This is for those women who

spend their summers in Rockport, Newport, Cape Cod and

Camden, Maine. This is for the women who open bundles of

dirty laundry sent home from ivy-covered campuses

And the colored girls say
25
Do dodo do do dodododo

Do dodo do do dodododo

Do dodo do do dodododo ooooo

Jane Fox  Jane Fox

Calling Jane Fox
30
Where are you Jane?

My Great Aunt Rachel worked for the Foxes

Ever since I can remember

There was The Boy

Whose name I never knew
35
And there was The Girl

Whose name was Jane

My Aunt Rachel brought Jane’s dresses for me to wear

Perfectly Good Clothes

And I should’ve been glad to get them
40
Perfectly Good Clothes

No matter they didn’t fit quite right

Perfectly Good Clothes Jane

Brought home in a brown paper bag with an air of

Accomplishment and excitement
45
Perfectly Good Clothes

Which I hated

It’s not that I have anything personal against you Jane

It’s just that I felt guilty

For hating those clothes
50
I mean

Can you get to the irony of it Jane?

And the colored girls say

Do dodo do do dodododo

Do dodo do do dodododo
55
Do dodo do do dodododo ooooo

At school

In Ohio

I swear to Gawd

There was always somebody
60
Telling me that the only person

In their whole house

Who listened and understood them

Despite the money and the lessons

Was the housekeeper
65
And I knew it was true

But what was I supposed to say?

I know it’s true

I watch them getting off the train

And moving slowly toward the Country Squire
70
With their uniform in their shopping bag

And the closer they get to the car

The more the two little kids jump and laugh

And even the dog is about to

Turn inside out
75
Because they just can’t wait until she gets there

Edna Edna Wonderful Edna

(But Aunt Edna to me, or Gram, or Miz Johnson, or Sister

Johnson on Sundays)

And the colored girls say
80
Do dodo do do dodododo

Do dodo do do dodododo

Do dodo do do dodododo ooooo

This is for Hattie McDaniel, Butterfly McQueen, Ethel Waters1
Saphire2
85
Saphronia

Ruby Begonia

Aunt Jemima

Aunt Jemima on the Pancake Box

Aunt Jemima on the Pancake Box?
90
AuntJemimaonthepancakebox?

auntjemimaonthepancakebox?

Ainchamamaonthepancakebox?

Ain’t chure Mama on the pancake box?

Mama Mama
95
Get offa that damn box

And come home to me

And my Mama leaps offa that box

She swoops down in her nurse’s cape

Which she wears on Sunday
100
And on Wednesday night prayer meeting

And she wipes my forehead

And she fans my face for me

And she makes me a cup o’ tea

And it don’t do a thing for my real pain
105
Except she is my Mama

Mama Mommy Mommy Mammy Mammy

Mam-mee Mam-mee

I’d Walk a mill-yon miles

For one o’ your smiles
110
This is for the Black Back-ups

This is for my mama and your mama

My grandma and your grandma

This is for the thousand thousand Black Back-Ups

And the colored girls say
115
Do dodo do do dodododo

Dododododo

Dodo

do

Do

120
do
BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN (b. 1949)

song:  My Hometown

(1984)

I was eight years old and running with a dime in my hand

Into the bus stop to pick up a paper for my old man

I’d sit on his lap in that big old Buick and steer as we drove through

town

He’d tousle my hair and say son take a good look around

This is your hometown
5
This is your hometown

This is your hometown

This is your hometown

In ’65 tension was running high at my high school

There was a lot of fights between the black and white
10
There was nothing you could do

Two cars at a light on a Saturday night in the back seat there was a gun

Words were passed in a shotgun blast

Troubled times had come to my hometown

My hometown
15
My hometown

My hometown

Now Main Street’s whitewashed windows and vacant stores

Seems like there ain’t nobody wants to come down here no more

They’re closing down the textile mill across the railroad tracks
20
Foreman says these jobs are going boys and they ain’t coming back to

your hometown

Your hometown

Your hometown

Your hometown

Last night me and Kate we laid in bed talking about getting out
25
Packing up our bags maybe heading south

I’m thirty-five we got a boy of our own now

Last night I sat him up behind the wheel and said son take a good look

around this is your hometown
PATRICIA DOBLER (b. 1939)
Uncles’ Advice, 1957
(1986)

My handsome uncles like dark birds

flew away to war. They all flew back

glossier and darker than before, but willing

to be clipped to the mill for reasons

of their own—a pregnant girl,
5
a business failed, the seductive sound

of accents they’d grown up with—

so they settled, breaking promises to themselves.

This was the time when, moping in my room

while the aunts’ voices rose through the floorboards
10
prophesying my life—stews and babushkas—

the uncles’ advice also filtered up

like the smoky, persistent 5-note song

of the mourning dove:  get out, don’t come back.

MAGGIE ANDERSON (b. 1948)

Mining Camp Residents 

West Virginia, July, 1935
(1986)

They had to seize something in the face of the camera.

The woman’s hand touches her throat as if feeling

for a necklace that isn’t there. The man buries one hand

in his overall pocket, loops the other through a strap,

and the child twirls a strand of her hair as she hunkers
5
in the dirt at their feet. Maybe Evans1 asked them to stand

in that little group in the doorway, a perfect triangle

of people in the morning sun. Perhaps he asked them

to hold their arms that way, or bend their heads. It was

his composition after all. And they did what he said.
10

TODD JAILER (b. 1956)

Bill Hastings
(1990)

Listen to me, college boy, you can

keep your museums and poetry and string quartets

’cause there’s nothing more beautiful than

line work. Clamp your jaws together

and listen:
5
It’s a windy night, you’re freezing the teeth out

of your zipper in the ten below, working stiff

jointed and dreaming of Acapulco, the truck cab.

Can’t keep your footing for the ice, and

even the geese who died to fill your vest
10
are sorry you answered the call-out tonight.

You drop a connector and curses

take to the air like sparrows who freeze

and fall back dead at your feet.

Finally you slam the SMD fuse1 home.
15
Bang! The whole valley lights up below you

where before was unbreathing darkness.

In one of those houses a little girl

stops shivering. Now that’s beautiful,

and it’s all because of you.
20

SHERMAN ALEXIE (b. 1966)
The Reservation Cab Driver
(1991)

waits outside the Breakaway Bar

in the ’65 Malibu with no windshield.

It’s a beer a mile. No exceptions.

He picks up Lester FallsApart

who lives in the West End
5
twelve miles away, good for a half-rack.

When congress raised the minimum wage

the reservation cab driver upped his rates

made it a beer and a cigarette each mile.
HUD1 evicted him
10

so he wrapped himself in old blankets

and slept in the front seat of his cab.

When the BIA2 rescinded his benefits

he added a can of commodities for every mile.

Seymour climbed in the cab
15

said, this is a hell of a pony.

Ain’t no pony, the reservation cab driver

said, it’s a car.

During the powwow, he works 24 hours a day

gets paid in quilts, beads, fry bread, firewood.
20

3 a.m., he picks up Crazy Horse hitchhiking.

Where are you going, asks the reservation cab driver.

Same place you are, Crazy Horse answers

somewhere way up the goddamn road.

BENJAMIN ALIRE SÁENZ (b. 1954)

Journeys
(1991)
El Paso/Juárez1

1984

Every day she crosses. She

has been here before, has passed these streets

so often she no longer notices the shops

nor their names nor the people. No longer

notices the officials at the bridge who let her
5
pass as if she were going shopping. They know

her, know where she’s going, do not ask questions.

They have stopped smiling at each other.

Each morning she walks from her

Juárez home, crosses the bridge to El Paso.
10
Downtown, she waits for a bus that takes her

to a house where she irons and cleans and cooks.

She is not afraid to get caught. The Border

Patrol does not stop her as she waits for

the bus after work. They know what she does,
15
know she has no permit—but how would it look

arresting decent people’s maids? How

would it look? And besides, she’s a woman

getting old. The Migra2 prefers to chase

young men. She no longer notices their green
20
vans. They do not exist for her.

Nor she, for them.

She does not mind the daily journeys,

not far, and “really,” she says to herself,

“it is all one city, Juárez and El Paso.
25
The river is small and tired. A border? Ha!”

She sits, she laughs, she catches her bus to go home.

The woman whose house she cleans

asked her once if she wanted to be an American.

“No,” she smiled, “I’m happy.”  What for,
30
she thought, what for? My children, they want

to live here. Not me. I belong in my Juárez.

She cooks, she cleans, she takes her bus.

She journeys every day. The journey is easy,

never takes a long time, and always it is sunny.
35
When it rains, the people who live here

praise God—but she, she curses him

for the spit that soaks her skin.

1The youth is scavenging in the gutter.

2To pay their jailer.

1Hey, whitey.

1Country house.

2Popular song sung early in the morning to celebrate a birthday, a saint’s day, or a 
wedding.

1African American neighborhood in Chicago.

1Printed in My Bondage and My Freedom (1855), by Frederick Douglass.

1Digging weeds.

2Farm yard.

3Sigh.

4Severe headaches.>

1Town in western California.>

1Port on St. Croix, one of the Virgin Islands.

1Television program for children.>

1Chinese dialect.

1Peruvian poet and novelist (1895–1938).

2Chilean poet (1889–1957).

1On March 25, 1911, a fire started at the Triangle Shirtwaist Company, on the ninth floor of the Asch building. Hundreds of women workers, mostly Italian and Russian Jewish immigrants, had been locked in to keep out union organizers and therefore could not escape. Nearly one hundred fifty women, some as young as fourteen, died in the fire.

2Ceremony marking the end of the Jewish Sabbath.>

1The first two are actors, the third a jazz and blues singer.

2Black character on a popular radio and television show.

1Walker Evans (1903–1975), photographer known especially for his portrayal of the Great Depression in rural America.

1Fuse in an electrical substation.

1Department of Housing and Urban Development.

2Bureau of Indian Affairs.

1El Paso, Texas, and Juárez, Mexico.

2Immigration police.>

