William Carlos Williams
Nantucket

Flowers through the window
lavender and yellowchanged by white curtains-
Smell of cleanliness-Sunshine of late afternoon-
On the glass traya glass pitcher, the tumbler
turned down, by whicha key is lying- And the
immaculate white bed

The Red Wheelbarrow

so much depends

upon

a red wheel

barrow

glazed with rain

water

beside the white

chickens

To a Poor Old Woman

munching a plum on 

the street a paper bag

of them in her hand

They taste good to her

They taste good 

to her. They taste

good to her

You can see it by

the way she gives herself

to the one half

sucked out in her hand

Comforted

a solace of ripe plums

seeming to fill the air

They taste good to her

The Locust Tree in Flower 

Among 
the leaves 
bright 

green 
of wrist-thick 
tree 

and old 
stiff broken 
branch 

ferncool 
swaying 
loosely strung----- 

come May 
again 
white blossom 

clusters 
hide 
to spill 

their sweets 
almost 
unnoticed 

down 
and quickly 
fall

Between Walls

the back wings

of the

hospital where

nothing

will grow lie

cinders

in which shine

the broken

pieces of a green

bottle

This Is Just To Say

I have eaten

the plums

that were in

the icebox

and which

you were probably

saving

for breakfast

Forgive me

they were delicious

so sweet

and so cold

