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Plath, Sylvia. The Bed Book. Illustrated by Quentin Blake, Faber, 1976. 

 

 

The Bed Book 

 

Beds come in all sizes— 

Single or double, 

Cot-size or cradle, 

King-size or trundle. 

 

Most Beds are Beds 5 

For sleeping or resting, 

But the best Beds are much 

More interesting! 

 

Not just a white little 

Tucked-in-tight little 10 

Nighty-night little 

Turn-out-the-light little 

Bed— 

 

Instead 

A Bed for Fishing, 15 

A Bed for Cats,  

A Bed for a Troupe of Acrobats. 

 

The right sort of Bed 

(If you see what I mean) 

Is a Bed that might 20 

Be a Submarine  

 

Nosing through water 

Clear and green, 

Silver and glittery 

As a sardine 25 

 

Or a Jet-Propelled Bed  

For visiting Mars 

With mosquito nets 

For the shooting stars. 

 

If you get hungry 30 

In the middle of the night  

A Snack Bed is good 

For the appetite—  

 

With a pillow of bread 

To nibble at  35 

And up at the head  

An automat  

 

 

 



 

 

Where you need no shillings, 

Just a finger to stick in  

The slot, and out come  40 

Cakes and cold chicken.  

 

Another Bed 

That fits the bill 

Is the sort of Bed 

That is Spottable— 45 

 

With blankets all splotches  

Of black, blue and pink 

So nobody’ll notice 

If you spill ink  

 

Or if the dog and the cat 50 

And the parakeet   

Dance on the covers 

With muddyish feet. 

 

In a Spottable Bed  

It never matters 55 

Where jam rambles  

And where paint splatters! 

 

On the other hand,  

If you want to move  

A Tank Bed’s the Bed  60 

Most movers approve.  

 

A Tank Bed’s got cranks 

And wheels and cogs 

And levers to pull  

If you’re stuck in bogs.  65 

 

A Tank Bed’s treads   

Go upstairs or down, 

Through duck ponds or through 

A cobbledy town. 

 

And you’re snug inside  70 

If it rains or hails.  

A Tank Bed’s got  

Everything but sails! 

 

Now a gentler Bed  

Is a good deal more 75 

The sort of Bed  

Bird-Watchers adore—  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

A kind of hammock 

Between two tall trees  

Where you can swing 80 

In the leaves at ease  

 

And count all the birds— 

Wren, robin, and rook— 

And write their names  

In a Naming Book. 85 

 

Around Bird-Watching Beds  

You hang nests of straw  

For hummingbirds, hoopoes 

And the great macaw. 

 

All the birds would flock 90 

(If I’m not mistaken)  

To your berries and cherries  

And bits of bacon.  

 

None of these Beds, 

Of course, is very 95 

Easy to fold up   

Or fetch and carry  

 

So a Pocket-size Bed  

Is a fine Bed to own. 

When you’re eating out 100 

With friend Jim or Aunt Joan  

 

And they say: It’s too bad 

You can’t stay overnight 

But there isn’t an extra  

Bed in sight 105 

 

You can take out your Bed  

Shrunk small as a pea 

And water it till  

It grows suitably. 

 

Yes, a Pocket-size Bed 110 

Works very well  

Only how can you tell,  

O how can you tell 

 

It won’t shrink back  

To the size of a pea 115 

While you’re asleep in it?  

Then where would you be! 

 

 

 



 

 

 

O here is a Bed 

Shrinkproofer than that,  

A floatier, boatier 120 

Bed than that!  

 

In an Elephant Bed 

You go where you please. 

You pick up bananas 

Right out of the trees. 125 

 

If the tigers jump up   

When you happen to sneeze 

Why, they can’t jump higher  

Than the elephant’s knees.  

 

An Elephant Bed 130 

Is where kings ride. 

It’s cool as a pool 

In the shade inside. 

 

You can climb up the trunk 

And slide down behind. 135 

Everyone knows  

Elephants don’t mind!— 

 

When it’s even too hot 

For the Hottentot 

A trunk-spray shower’s 140 

There on the spot.  

 

But when it’s lots  

Of degrees below, 

A North-Pole Bed 

Is the best I know. 145 

 

It’s warm as toast  

Under ten feet of snow. 

It’s warm as the Bed 

Of an Eskimo. 

 

A North-Pole Bed 150 

Is made of fur.  

It’s fine if you’re   

An ex-plor-er, 

 

Or if you just  

Have a very cold nose. 155 

There’s a built-in oven  

To warm your toes.   

 

 

 



 

O who cares much 

If a Bed’s big or small 

Or lumpy and bumpy— 160 

Who cares at all  
 

As long as its springs  

Are bouncy and new. 

From a Bounceable Bed 

You bounce into the blue— 165 
 

Over the hollyhocks  

(Toodle-oo!)  

Over the owls’ 

To-whit-to-whoo, 
 

Over the moon 170 

To Timbuktoo  

With springier springs  

Than a kangaroo. 
 

You can see if the Big Dipper’s 

Full of stew, 175 

And you may want to stay  

Up a week or two.  
 

These are the Beds 

For me and for you! 

These are the Beds 180 

To climb into:  
 

Pocket-size Beds  

And Beds for Snacks, 

Tank Beds, Beds 

On Elephant Backs, 185 
 

Beds that fly,  

Or go under water,  

Bouncy Beds, Beds 

You can Spatter and Spotter, 
 

Bird-Watching Beds, 190 

Beds for zero weather—  

Any kind of Bed   

As long as it’s rather 
 

Special and queer 

And full of surprises— 195 

Beds of amazing  

Shapes and sizes,  
 

NOT just a white little 

Tucked-in-tight little 

Nighty-night little 200 

Turn-out-the-light little  

Bed!  



 

Nedmon, Guy. “Conversation Piece.” Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine, 1 Dec. 1957, p. 42. 

 

 

Conversation Piece 
 

“No!” 

“Yes.” 

“You didn’t!” 

“I did.” 

“When?” 

“Just now.” 

“Where?” 

“Bedroom.” 

“Dead?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

“You know.” 

“I don’t!” 

“You do.” 

“Unfaithful?” 

“Yes.” 

“With whom?” 

“With you.” 

“No!” 

“Yes.” 

“She didn’t…” 

“She did.” 

“We didn’t…” 

“You did.” 

“You knew?” 

“I knew.” 

“How long?” 

“Long enough.” 

“What now?” 

“Guess.” 

“Police?” 

“Later.” 

“Why later?” 

“Guess again.” 

“Tell me!” 

“Look.” 

“Oh, no!” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“You can’t!” 

“I can.” 

“Please!” 

“Don’t beg.” 

“Forgive me!” 

“Too late.” 

“Good God!” 

“Goodbye.” 

 

“Operator?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“The police.” 



 

 

Finn, Carina. “ .” Poetry Foundation, 4 Feb. 2014, 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/harriet/2014/02/carina-finn-stephanie-bergers-emoji-code-translations-

are-quite-brilliant. 
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Berger, Stephanie. “Don’t mess with me I have been congratulating myself all morning.” Poetry 

Foundation, 4 Feb. 2014, https://www.poetryfoundation.org/harriet/2014/02/carina-finn-stephanie-

bergers-emoji-code-translations-are-quite-brilliant. 

 

 

 

Don’t mess with me I have been congratulating myself all morning. 

 

I walked alone I walked alone I skipped and walked alone 

I found a tangerine babydoll dress at Urban Outfitter’s 

that flatters me better than the hand I hold now. 

 

The summer bluffs in seagrass, the moorland 

falls under its clover’s course 

 

If I don’t have an American drip, a vintage 

Louis Vuitton, red lipstick, a diamond ring, a 

princess dress, and a new umbrella, opened up  

over an expensive dinner in some gorgeous 

courtyard right this second, I’ll die— 

 

I will bake my head like a loaf of bread, yes, 

and an apple crumble, 

 

and I will fail at everything until I wake with 

the worms in a warm pink bouquet of my 

choosing. 

 

Autumn has come. I am wearing a brown 

boater hat with a chartreuse bow. It catches 

leaves in its brim, good and dead. 

 

Will two cups of this poison do? 

 

& How will I know when the overripe 

strawberry of my untimely success has been  

crushed, powdered like a diamond? 

 

You will know only once you have travailed, worked 

through a course of aviation and sailboats, swimming pools, incredible palettes, and earned 

enormous, incongruous trophies. 

 

You will look back at the parade of gentlemen waving from the airplane 

and the handsome shirtless boy on his family’s yacht and remember, 

I chose these flowers. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Carroll, Lewis. “Jabberwocky.” The Annotated Alice: The Definitive Edition, introduction and notes 

Martin Gardner, illustrated by John Tenniel, W. W. Norton, 2000, pp. 148–50. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jabberwocky 

 

’Twas brillig and the sligthy toves 

Did gyre and gimble in the wabe: 

All mimsy were the borogoves, 

And the mome raths outgrabe. 

 

“Beware the Jabberwock, my son! 5 

The jaws that bite, the claws that catch! 

Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun 

The frumious Bandersnatch!” 

 

He took his vorpal sword in hand: 

Long time the manxome foe he sought— 10 

So rested he by the Tumtum tree, 

And stood awhile in thought. 

 

And, as in uffish thought he stood, 

The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame, 

Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, 15 

And burbled as it came! 

 

One, two! One, two! And through and though 

The vorpal blade went snicker-snack! 

He left it dead, and with its head 

He went galumphing back. 20 

 

“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock? 

Come to my arms, my beamish boy! 

O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!” 

He chortled in his joy. 

 

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 25 

Did gyre and gimble in the wabe: 

All mimsy were the borogoves, 

And the mome raths outgrabe. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Carroll, Lewis. “Jabberwocky Notes.” The Annotated Alice: The Definitive Edition, introduction and 

notes by Martin Gardner, illustrated by John Tenniel, W. W. Norton, 2000, pp. 148–55. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Blake, William. “A Poison Tree.” Blake: The Complete Poems, edited by W. H. Stevenson, 

3rd ed., Routledge, 2007, p. 219. 

 

 

A Poison Tree 

 

I was angry with my friend; 

I told my wrath, my wrath did end. 

I was angry with my foe; 

I told it not, my wrath did grow. 

 

And I watered it in fears, 5 

Night and morning with my tears; 

And I sunned it with smiles, 

And with soft deceitful wiles. 

 

And it grew both day and night 

Till it bore an apple bright— 10 

And my foe beheld it shine. 

And he knew that it was mine, 

 

And into my garden stole, 

When the night had veiled the pole. 

In the morning glad I see 15 

My foe outstretched beneath the tree. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Cummings, E. E. “l(a.” 1958. Complete Poems, 1904–1962, edited by George J. Firmage, 

Liveright, 1991, p. 673. 
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Bender, Aimee. “The Rememberer.” The Girl in the Flammable Skirt: Stories, Anchor, 1999. 

 

 

The Rememberer 

 

My lover is experiencing reverse evolution. I tell no one. I don’t know how it 

happened, only that one day he was my lover and the next he was some kind of ape. It’s been 

a month and now he’s a sea turtle. 

I keep him on the counter, in a glass baking pan filled with salt water. 

“Ben,” I say to his small protruding head, “can you understand me?” and he stares 

with eyes like little droplets of tar and I drip tears into the pan, a sea of me. 

He is shedding a million years a day. I am no scientist, but this is roughly what I 

figured out. I went to the old biology teacher at the community college and asked him for an 

approximate time line of our evolution. He was irritated at first—he wanted money. I told 

him I’d be happy to pay and then he cheered up quite a bit. I can hardly read his time line—

he should’ve typed it—and it turns out to be wrong. According to him, the whole process 

should take about a year, but from the way things are going, I think we have less than a 

month left. 

At first, people called on the phone and asked me where was Ben. Why wasn’t he at 

work? Why did he miss his lunch date with those clients? His out-of-print special-ordered 

book on civilization had arrived at the bookstore, would he please pick it up? I told them he 

was sick, a strange sickness, and to please stop calling. The stranger thing was, they did. 

They stopped calling. After a week, the phone was silent and Ben, the baboon, sat in a corner 

by the window, wrapped up in drapery, chattering to himself. 

Last day I saw him human, he was sad about the world. 

This was not unusual. He was always sad about the world. It was a large reason why I 

loved him. We’d sit together and be sad and think about being sad and sometimes discuss 

sadness. 

On his last human day, he said, “Annie, don’t you see? We’re all getting too smart. 

Our brains are just getting bigger and bigger, and the world dries up and dies when there’s 

too much thought and not enough heart.” 

He looked at me pointedly, blue eyes unwavering. “Like us, Annie,” he said. “We 

think far too much.” 

I sat down. I remembered how the first time we had sex, I left the lights on, kept my 

eyes wide open, and concentrated really hard on letting go; then I noticed that his eyes were 

open too and in the middle of everything we sat down on the floor and had an hour-long 

conversation about poetry. It was all very peculiar. It was all very familiar. 

Another time he woke me up in the middle of the night, lifted me off the pale blue 

sheets, led me outside to the stars and whispered: Look, Annie, look—there is no space for 

anything but dreaming. I listened, sleepily, wandered back to bed and found myself wide 

awake, staring at the ceiling, unable to dream at all. Ben fell asleep right away, but I crept 

back outside. I tried to dream up to the stars, but I didn’t know how to do that. I tried to find a 

star no one in all of history had ever wished on before, and wondered what would happen if I 

did. 

On his last human day, he put his head in his hands and sighed and I stood up and 

kissed the entire back of his neck, covered that flesh, made wishes there because I knew no 

woman had ever been so thorough, had ever kissed his every inch of skin. I coated him. What 

did I wish for? I wished for good. That’s all. Just good. My wishes became generalized long 

ago, in childhood; I learned quick the consequence of wishing specific. 

I took him in my arms and made love to him, my sad man. “See, we’re not thinking,” 

I whispered into his ear while he kissed my neck, “we’re not thinking at all” and he pressed 



his head into my shoulder and held me tighter. Afterward, we went outside again; there was 

no moon and the night was dark. He said he hated talking and just wanted to look into my 

eyes and tell me things that way. I let him and it made my skin lift, the things in his look. 

Then he told me he wanted to sleep outside for some reason and in the morning when I woke 

up in bed, I looked out to the patio and there was an ape sprawled on the cement, great furry 

arms covering his head to block out the glare of the sun. 

Even before I saw the eyes, I knew it was him. And once we were face to face, he 

gave me his same sad look and I hugged those enormous shoulders. I didn’t even really care, 

then, not at first, I didn’t panic and call 911. I sat with him outside and smoothed the fur on 

the back of his hand. When he reached for me, I said No, loudly, and he seemed to 

understand and pulled back. I have limits here. 

We sat on the lawn together and ripped up the grass. I didn’t miss human Ben right 

away; I wanted to meet the ape too, to take care of my lover like a son, a pet; I wanted to 

know him every possible way but I didn’t realize he wasn’t coming back. 

Now I come home from work and look for his regular-size shape walking and 

worrying and realize, over and over, that he’s gone. I pace the halls. I chew whole packs of 

gum in mere minutes. I review my memories and make sure they’re still intact because if he’s 

not here, then it is my job to remember. I think of the way he wrapped his arms around my 

back and held me so tight it made me nervous and the way his breath felt in my ear: right. 

When I go to the kitchen, I peer in the glass and see he’s some kind of salamander 

now. He’s small. 

“Ben,” I whisper, “do you remember me? Do you remember?” 

His eyes roll up in his head and I dribble honey into the water. He used to love honey. 

He licks at it and then swims to the other end of the pan. 

This is the limit of my limits: here it is. You don’t ever know for sure where it is and 

then you bump against it and bam, you’re there. Because I cannot bear to look down into the 

water and not be able to find him at all, to search the tiny clear waves with a microscope lens 

and to locate my lover, the one-celled wonder, bloated and bordered, brainless, benign, 

heading clear and small like an eye-floater into nothingness. 

I put him in the passenger seat of the car, and drive him to the beach. Walking down 

the sand, I nod at people on towels, laying their bodies out to the sun and wishing. At the 

water’s edge, I stoop down and place the whole pan on the tip of a baby wave. It floats well, a 

cooking boat, for someone to find washed up on shore and to make cookies in, a lucky catch 

for a poor soul with all the ingredients but no container. 

Ben the salamander swims out. I wave to the water with both arms, big enough for 

him to see if he looks back. 

I turn around and walk back to the car. 

Sometimes I think he’ll wash up on shore. A naked man with a startled look. Who has 

been to history and back. I keep my eyes on the newspaper. I make sure my phone number is 

listed. I walk around the block at night in case he doesn’t quite remember which house it is. I 

feed the birds outside and sometimes before I put my one self to bed, I place my hands 

around my skull to see if it’s growing, and wonder what, of any use, would fill it if it did. 

 

 



 

Whitman, Walt. “I Hear America Singing.” Leaves of Grass, Washington, D.C., 1871, p. 207. 

 

 

I Hear America Singing 

 

I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear; 

Those of mechanics—each one singing his, as it should 

 be, blithe and strong; 

The carpenter singing his, as he measures his plank or  

 beam, 

The mason singing his, as he makes ready for work, or 

 leaves off work; 

The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat— 5 

 the deck-hand singing on the steamboat deck; 

The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench—the 

 hatter singing as he stands; 

The wood-cutter’s song—the ploughboy’s, on his way in 

 the morning, or at the noon intermission, or at 

 sundown; 

The delicious singing of the mother—or of the young 

 wife at work—or of the girl sewing or washing— 

 Each singing what belongs to her, and to none 

 else; 

The day what belongs to the day—At night, the party 

 of young fellows, robust, friendly, 

Singing, with open mouths, their strong melodious 10 

 songs.  

 

 

 

Whitman, Walt. “I Hear America Singing.” Leaves of Grass, James R. Osgood, 1881–82,  

p. 17. 

 

I Hear America Singing 

 

I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear, 

Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe 

 and strong, 

The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam, 

The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off 

 work, 

The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the deck- 5 

 hand singing on the steamboat deck, 

The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing 

 as he stands, 

The wood-cutter’s song, the ploughboy’s, on his way in the morn- 

 ing, or at the noon intermission or at sundown, 

The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at work, 

 or of the girl sewing or washing, 

Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else, 

The day what belongs to the day—at night the party of young 10 

 fellows, robust, friendly, 

Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs.   



 

Clare, John. “Emmonsails Heath in Winter.” John Clare, edited by Eric Robinson and David 

Powell, Oxford UP, 1884, p. 212. 

 

 

Emmonsails Heath in Winter 

 

I love to see the old heaths withered brake 

Mingle its crimpled leaves with furze and ling, 

While the old Heron from the lonely lake 

Starts slow and flaps his melancholly wing, 

And oddling crow in idle motions swing 5 

On the half rotten ash trees topmost twig, 

Beside whose trunk the gipsey makes his bed 

Up flies the bouncing wood cock from the brig 

Where a black quagmire quakes beneath the tread 

The field fare chatters in the whistling thorn 10 

And for the awe round fields and closen rove 

And coy bumbarrels twenty in a drove 

Flit down the hedgerows in the frozen plain 

And hang on little twigs and start again 

 

 



 

Brooks, Gwendolyn. “We Real Cool.” 1960. Selected Poems, Harper and Row, 1963, p. 73. 

 

 

We Real Cool 

 

The Pool Players. 

Seven at the Golden Shovel. 

 

We real cool. We 

Left school. We 

 

Lurk late. We 

Strike straight. We 

 

Sing sin. We  

Thin gin. We 

 

Jazz June. We 

Die soon. 

 

 

 

 



 

Brooks, Gwendolyn. “The Chicago Picasso.” In the Mecca, Harper and Row, 1968, pp. 40–

41. 

 

 

The Chicago Picasso 

 

August 15, 1967 

 
“Mayor Daley tugged a white ribbon, loosing the 

blue percale wrap. A hearty cheer went up as the 

covering slipped off the big steel sculpture that  

looks at once like a bird and a woman.” 

—Chicago Sun-Times 
 

(Seiji Ozawa leads the Symphony. 

The Mayor smiles. 

And 50,000 See.) 

 

Does man love Art? Man visits Art, but squirms. 

Art hurts. Art urges voyages— 

and it is easier to stay at home, 

the nice beer ready. 

In commonrooms 

we belch, or sniff, or scratch. 

Are raw. 

 

But we must cook ourselves and style ourselves for Art, who 

is a requiring courtesan. 

We squirm. 

We do not hug the Mona Lisa. 

We 

may touch or tolerate 

an astounding fountain, or a horse-and-rider. [end of page 40] 

At most, another Lion. 

 

Observe the tall cold of a Flower 

which is as innocent and as guilty, 

as meaningful and as meaningless as any 

other flower in the western field.



 

Shelley, Percy Bysshe. “Ozymandias.” Shelley’s Poetry and Prose: Authoritative Texts, 

Criticism, edited by Donald H. Reiman and Sharon B. Powers, W. W. Norton, 1977, p. 103. 

Norton Critical Edition. 

 

 

Ozymandias 

 

I met a traveler from an antique land, 

Who said—“Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 

Stand in the desart…. Near them, on the sand, 

Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 

And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 5 

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 

Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 

The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed; 

And on the pedestal, these words appear: 

My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings, 10 

Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair! 

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 

Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare 

The lone and level sands stretch far away.” 

 

 



Clarke, Gillian. “Neighbours.” 1989. Collected Poems, Carcanet, 1997, p. 85. 

 

 

Neighbours 

 

That spring was late. We watched the sky 

and studied charts for shouldering isobars. 

Birds were late to pair. Crows drank from the lamb’s eye. 

 

Over Finland small birds fell: song-thrushes 

steering north, smudged signatures on light, 

migrating warblers, nightingales. 

 

Wing-beats failed over fjords, each lung a sip of gall. 

Children were warned of their dangerous beauty. 

Milk was spilt in Poland. Each quarrel 

 

the blowback from some old story, 

a mouthful of bitter air from the Ukraine 

brought by the wind out of its box of sorrow. 

 

This spring a lamb sips caesium on a Welsh hill. 

A child, lifting her face to drink the rain, 

takes into her blood the poisoned arrow. 

 

Now we are all neighbourly, each little town 

in Europe twinned to Chernobyl, each heart 

with the burnt fireman, the child on the Moscow train. 

 

In the democracy of the virus and the toxin 

we wait. We watch for bird migrations, 

one bird returning with green in its voice, 

 

glasnost 

golau glas,1 

a first break of blue. 

 

 
1 golau glas: blue light 


