Preface to a Twenty Volume Suicide Note


--Amiri Baraka (LeRoi Jones)

Lately, I've become accustomed to the way
The ground opens up and envelopes me
Each time I go out to walk the dog.
Or the broad edged silly music the wind
Makes when I run for a bus...
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Things have come to that.

And now, each night I count the stars.
And each night I get the same number.
And when they will not come to be counted,
I count the holes they leave.
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Nobody sings anymore.

And then last night I tiptoed up
To my daughter's room and heard her
Talking to someone, and when I opened
The door, there was no one there...
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Only she on her knees, peeking into

Her own clasped hands

Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night





-Dylan Thomas

Do not go gentle into that good night,

Old age should burn and rave at close of day;

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.
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Though wise men at their end know dark is right,

Because their words had forked no lightning they

Do not go gentle into that good night.
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Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright

Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.
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Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,

And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,

Do not go gentle into that good night.
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Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight

Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.
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And you, my father, there on the sad height,

Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
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Break


-Dorianne Laux
We put the puzzle together piece
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by piece, loving how one curved

notch fits so sweetly with another.

A yellow smudge becomes

the brush of a broom, and two blue arms
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fill in the last of the sky.

We patch together porch swings and autumn

trees, matching gold to gold. We hold

the eyes of deer in our palms, a pair

of brown shoes. We do this as the child
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circles her room, impatient

with her blossoming, tired

of the neat house, the made bed,

the good food. We let her brood

as we shuffle through the pieces,
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setting each one into place with a satisfied

tap, our backs turned for a few hours

to a world that is crumbling, a sky

that is falling, the pieces

we are required to return to.
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I’ve Been Known


-Denise Duhamel

to spread it on thick to shoot off my mouth to get it off my chest

to tell him where


to get off

to stay put to face the music to cut a shine to go under to sell


myself short to play


myself down

to paint the town to fork over to shell out to shoot up to pull a


fast one to go haywire


to take a shine to

to be stuck on to glam it up to vamp it up to get her one better to


eat a little higher


on the hog

to win out to get away with to go to the spot to make a stake to


make a stand to 

stand for something to stand up for

to snow under to slip up to go for it to take a stab at it to try out


to go places to play


up to get back at

to size up to stand off to slop over to be solid with to lose my


shirt to get myself off


to get myself off the hook

End of April

Phillis Levin

Under a cherry tree
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I found a robin’s egg,

broken, but not shattered.

I had been thinking of you,

and was kneeling in the grass
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among fallen blossoms



when I saw it: a blue scrap,

a delicate toy, as light

as confetti

It didn’t seem real,
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but nature will do such things

from time to time.

I looked inside:

it was glistening, hollow,

a perfect shell
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except for the missing crown,

which made it possible

to look inside.

What had been there

is gone now
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and lives in my heart

where, periodically,

it opens up its wings,

tearing me apart.
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