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Student Name:  _________________________________
Poem
Annabel Lee

By Edgar Allan Poe

It was many and many a year ago,
In a kingdom by the sea,
That a maiden there lived whom you may know
By the name of ANNABEL LEE;
And this maiden she lived with no other thought
Than to love and be loved by me.


I was a child and she was a child,
In this kingdom by the sea;
But we loved with a love that was more than love-
I and my Annabel Lee;
With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven
Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,
In this kingdom by the sea,
A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling
My beautiful Annabel Lee;
So that her highborn kinsman came
And bore her away from me,
To shut her up in a sepulchre
In this kingdom by the sea.


The angels, not half so happy in heaven,
Went envying her and me-
Yes!- that was the reason (as all men know,
In this kingdom by the sea)
That the wind came out of the cloud by night,
Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we-
Of many far wiser than we-
And neither the angels in heaven above,
Nor the demons down under the sea,
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee.



For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
And the stars never rise but I feel the bright eyes
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side
Of my darling- my darling- my life and my bride,
In the sepulchre there by the sea,
In her tomb by the sounding sea. 

1. What type of poem is “Annabel Lee”?

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
2. How does the poet use figurative language effectively?  Identify two types of figurative language, and provide a reference to explain how each one functions in the poem.    
______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

3. What type of mood can best describe the poem “Annabel Lee”? Explain your answer with reference to the verse. 

______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

4. Discuss the rhyme scheme of “Annabel Lee”.  Does it follow a set pattern throughout?

______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Essay

Woe is Poe
Poe attended a lot of funerals. When he wasn’t going to funerals, he wrote stories about dead people (or soon to be dead people) living in torture chambers, haunted houses, and other creepy locales with zero chance of escape, like in “The Pit and the Pendulum,” “The Fall of the House of Usher,” and “The murders in the rue Morgue.” His stories start out with lines like “I was sick-sick unto death with that long agony,” and that’s the cheery part. Misery, loneliness, and death are the grim themes of his work…and of his life. Lots of bad stuff happened to him, and then he died. 

Poe’s major woe started when his dad split, leaving Poe’s ailing mother and three small children on their own. By the time Poe was three, his mom had died of tuberculosis. He watched her cough up blood and waste away. Little Poe sat in a room with his mom’s dead body for a few days until it was taken away and buried. After that, he slept with the covers over his head because he thought a dead person would come get him in the middle of the night. 

Abandoned and orphaned, Poe was separated from his brother and sister and raised by foster parents, Fanny and John Allan. Fanny loved Poe, but John hated his guts. Poe grew to have a large forehead, a brooding stare, and a gift for words. When Poe was fifteen, his first girlfriend dropped dead of tuberculosis just like his mother. By the time he was twenty, he’d gone to college, dropped out, joined the army, dropped out, and published his first book of poems; writing became his life’s work. 

Then stepmom Fanny started coughing up blood and she died of tuberculosis. John told Poe to get lost. 

Poe reconnected with his older brother, Henry, but then Henry died of tuberculosis. Poe moved in with an aunt and his first cousin, Virginia. He fell in love with Virginia and they got married (acceptable in those days), but then, guess what? Virginia died of tuberculosis.

There is no denying it: Poe was a disaster magnet.

Poe used his bad case of the gloomies when he put pen to paper. In 1845, his poem “The Raven” was published in the Evening Mirror and it became an instant classic. It turned Poe into a celebrity and everybody wanted to know him, but it didn’t pay the bills and he was starving most of the time. He was paid practically mothering and, because there were no copyright laws, what he wrote could be freely copied by others. In his whole life, he earned only three hundred dollars for all his writing. Reduced to begging people for help, sometimes he’d send letters to far-off relatives and acquaintances to ask for money.

Despite these troubles, Poe miraculously kept writing. But there was another problem: he tried to ditch his troubles by drinking. People expected that when he walked into a room he would probably be drunk. Or he’d wander the streets missing a show, disheveled and “disoriented” (a polite word used at the time for “drunk”). Through he tried many times, Poe couldn’t keep a paying job. He pursued a couple of wealthy women in the hope of finding love and security, but being a drunk is not that attractive. People avoided him like the plague. 

“My life seems wasted-the future looks a dreary blank,” Poe wrote to his aunt. 

Desperate, he left Richmond, Virginia, to head to New York City on a wild goose chase in pursuit of work. Poe’s first stop was Baltimore, where he accidentally walked off with someone else’s cane and lost his luggage.

And then, for the next six days, Poe completely vanished. There is no record of where he was or what he was doing and, for a relatively famous man, that was hard to do unless he was drunk, facedown somewhere-which was very possible. 

On Election Day, Poe showed up at a bar called Ryan’s 4th Ward Polls in Baltimore, so named because it was used as an election-polling place. He was a wreck. He was disoriented (see previous page). His vest and neck cloth (like a tie, only wider and tied differently) were gone, and he was wearing someone else’s filthy clothes inside out and backward. 

It was a complete coincidence that two of Poe’s distant relatives came into the bar. They didn’t have any fond family memories; Poe had been drunk and belligerent the last time they saw him, and it looked like he was at it again. They dragged his limp body out of there and dropped him at the hospital so he could sleep it off in the drunk ward. 

At the hospital the next day, Poe was jumpy and agitated. He was talking, but it was all gibberish. The doctors assumed he was still drunk.

Overnight he became less erratic, but the next morning he still wasn’t making sense. He should have sobered up by then. The doctors offered Poe water to drink, but he wouldn’t take it.

Poe woke up the next morning delirious and began calling out the name “Reynolds.” He blathered about Reynolds until three the following morning. 

Then Edgar Allan Poe died. It was October 7, 1849, and he was only 40 years old. The cause of death was given as “congestion of the brain,” which was a common medical phrase at the time that explained practically nothing. 

Over the years everybody assumed that Poe had died of alcohol poisoning. But how could he still have been drunk after not drinking a drop for four days in the hospital?

Recently, doctors re-examined Poe’s medical records. It’s possible a rabid animal bit him. He refused to drink water at the hospital; people with rabies are unable to swallow water. And people with rabies also act like they’re, well…drunk-which would explain why he didn’t sober up.

The penniless Poe might have been part of a voter-fraud scheme right before he died. Potential voters at the time were kept in rooms where they would change into various clothes and then go to different polling places so they could vote more than once. The payoff was free alcohol. And “Reynold’s”-the name Poe kept calling out at the end-was the name of a polling official.

To this day, no one is completely certain if Poe died of rabies or of something else, but one thing seems clear: Poe wanted to take his place in the realm of the dead in a big hurry. After all, everybody he had ever loved was already there.

Multiple Choice:

1. What is the most dominant form of logical organization in the essay?
a. Chronological
b. Familiar to unfamiliar
c. General to specific
d. Spatial
2. What literary device is evident in the following excerpt: Abandoned and orphaned, Poe was separated from his brother and sister and raised by foster parents, Fanny and John Allan.
a. Alliteration
b. Hyperbole
c. Parallelism
d. Repetition
3. What literary device is found in the following: There is no denying it: Poe was a disaster magnet.
a. Assonance
b. Apostrophe
c. Metaphor
d. Personification
4. What do the italicized works in the phrase: “After all, everybody he had ever loved was already there,” help to establish in this essay?
a. Coherence
b. Purpose
c. Tone
d. Unity
5. What tone best describes the essay?
a. Cheeky
b. Exasperated
c. Serious
d. Solemn
Write the method of development in the column on the right. ( 7 marks)

	1. When he wasn’t going to funerals, he wrote stories about dead people (or soon to be dead people) living in torture chambers, haunted houses, and other creepy locales with zero chance of escape, like in “The Pit and the Pendulum,” “The Fall of the House of Usher,” and “The murders in the rue Morgue.”
	

	2. Little Poe sat in a room with his mom’s dead body for a few days until it was taken away and buried. After that, he slept with the covers over his head because he thought a dead person would come get him in the middle of the night.
	

	3. He was a wreck. He was disoriented (see previous page). His vest and neck cloth (like a tie, only wider and tied differently) were gone, and he was wearing someone else’s filthy clothes inside out and backward.
	

	4. At the hospital the next day, Poe was jumpy and agitated. He was talking, but it was all gibberish. The doctors assumed he was still drunk.
Overnight he became less erratic, but the next morning he still wasn’t making sense. He should have sobered up by then. The doctors offered Poe water to drink, but he wouldn’t take it.


	

	5. On Election Day, Poe showed up at a bar called Ryan’s 4th Ward Polls in Baltimore, so named because it was used as an election-polling place. He was a wreck. He was disoriented (see previous page). His vest and neck cloth (like a tie, only wider and tied differently) were gone, and he was wearing someone else’s filthy clothes inside out and backward. 
It was a complete coincidence that two of Poe’s distant relatives came into the bar. They didn’t have any fond family memories; Poe had been drunk and belligerent the last time they saw him, and it looked like he was at it again. They dragged his limp body out of there and dropped him at the hospital so he could sleep it off in the drunk ward. 


	

	6. disheveled and “disoriented” (a polite word used at the time for “drunk”).

	

	7. The penniless Poe might have been part of a voter-fraud scheme right before he died. Potential voters at the time were kept in rooms where they would change into various clothes and then go to different polling places so they could vote more than once. The payoff was free alcohol. And “Reynold’s”-the name Poe kept calling out at the end-was the name of a polling official.

	


1. Explain what the author’s purpose is. Support your response with two references from the essay. (4 points)
_















































































































































2. Who would be the target audience for this essay? Support by providing two references from the essay.(4 points)
_















































































































































[image: image2.jpg]



Poetry

Sonnet 55

William Shakespeare

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme;
But you shall shine more bright in these contents
Than unswept stone besmear'd with sluttish time.
When wasteful war shall statues overturn,
And broils root out the work of masonry,Ch
Nor Mars his sword nor war's quick fire shall burn
The living record of your memory.
'Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity
Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room
Even in the eyes of all posterity
That wear this world out to the ending doom.
So, till the judgment that yourself arise,
You live in this, and dwell in lover's eyes.

Sluttish: slovenly (neglectful of neatness of cleanliness)

Mars-the Roman god of war

Enmity-ill will

Posterity: future generations

1. Write the rhyme scheme of the poem. What patterns do you notice? 

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

2. Paraphrase the main idea after each quatrain and the final rhyming couplet in the poem.

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
3. What is the “powerful rhyme” to which Shakespeare refers? What is he saying about poetry?

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

4. Find an example of allusion in the poem. What message is he sending by including it in his sonnet?

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

5. Find an example of assonance. Explain how it is effective in the poem.

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

6. Using visual terms as a guideline, draw a picture representing the theme of this poem. Ensure you use the following blank sheet for your representation. 

Visual
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Lunch atop a Skyscraper (New York Construction Workers Lunching on a Crossbeam) is a famous black-and-white photograph taken during construction of the RCA Building at 30 Rockefeller Center in Manhattan, New York City, United States.

1. How has the photographer used foreground and background to make this photograph effective?

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

2. How has perspective been used in this photograph?

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

3. Making reference to two visual elements, explain the story being told in this photo. 

______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Listening

Pretty by Katie Makkai

Listening Activity

Listen to the poem “Pretty” by Katie Makkai and then answer the following questions. The poem will be played twice for you.

1. What poetic device is used in the line, “Will I be wanted? Worthy? Pretty?

a. Hyperbole

b. Oxymoron

c. Parallelism

d. Repetition
2. What poetic device does the poet use in the line: “And the pretty question infects from conception passing blood and breath into cells”?

a. Allusion

b. Antithesis

c. Apostrophe

d. Assonance

3. What, according to the mother, is the greatest asset a girl can have?

a. Beauty

b. Creativity

c. Humor

d. Intelligence

4. What poetic device can be found in the following line: “Don’t worry, we’ll get it fixed,” she would say, grasping my face, twisting it this way and that as if it were a cabbage she might buy”?

a. Consonance

b. Metaphor

c. Rhyme

d. Simile

5. Identify the main message of the poem in a thematic statement. Justify your response with an explanation that includes two references from the poem.
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1. What comment is this editorial cartoon making on modern life?

______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

2. Choose three visual elements and explain how they work together to create the message of this piece. 

______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

3. What allusion is being made? Is it effective? Why or why not?

______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Poem

Identity Crisis
By Monica Holliday
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	You said to be beautiful, 

I had to be thin.

You said to wear that dress,

I needed perfect curves

(Whatever that meant).

You said to drive that car,

I had to have gorgeous eyes.

You said to wear that scent,

I needed flawless skin.

You said in order to get that man,

I had to have long, luscious lashes.

You said to get that job,

I needed big, pouting lips.

You said to succeed in life,

I had to be perfect.

You said to be happy,

I had to conform to all your obsessions.

And now as I lay here,

With my living breath departed,

Looking beautiful against

The creaseless silk of 

My eternal bed,

I ask you why you do this,

Why I died this way,

Trying to exemplify

Perfect.


Selected Response Items (5 %)




           
1. Which best describes the form of this poem?

A. Ballad

B. Elegy

C. Free verse

D. Sonnet

2.     What is the effect of the brackets in the quote: “(Whatever that meant).”(Line 5)?

A. To emphasize the speaker’s passing comment

B. To further explain the imagery described 

C. To separate the topic of curves from cars

D. To set off information of little importance

3.  What literary device is used in the quote: “I had to have long, luscious lashes”     (line 11)?

A. Alliteration

B. Assonance

C. Foreshadowing

D. Onomatopoeia

4. .
Which literary technique is used in the quote: “Looking beautiful against the creaseless silk of my eternal bed” (lines 20-22)?

A. Denotation 

B. Metaphor

C. Personification 

D. Simile 

5. 
What tone is created by the repetition of “you” throughout the poem?

A. Accusatory

B. Doubtful

C. Self-blame

D. Vengeful

6. Identify the theme of the poem “Identity Crisis” by Monica Holliday. Identify and explain two techniques the poet uses to develop this theme. Support your response with a reference for each. (10 %)

Short Story
The Tell-Tale Heart by Edgar Allen Poe

True! Nervous -- very, very nervous I had been and am! But why will you say that I am mad? The disease had sharpened my senses -- not destroyed them.

Above all was the sense of hearing. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard many things in the underworld. How, then, am I mad? Observe how healthily -- how calmly I can tell you the whole story.

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain. I loved the old man. He had never wronged me. He had never given me insult. For his gold I had no desire. I think it was his eye! Yes, it was this! He had the eye of a bird, a vulture -- a pale blue eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell on me, my blood ran cold; and so -- very slowly -- I made up my mind to take the life of the old man, and free myself of the eye forever.

Now this is the point. You think that I am mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have seen me. You should have seen how wisely and carefully I went to work!

I was never kinder to the old man than during the whole week before I killed him. And every night, late at night, I turned the lock of his door and opened it – oh, so gently! And then, when I had made an opening big enough for my head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed that no light shone out, and then I stuck in my head. I moved it slowly, very slowly, so that I might not interfere with the old man's sleep. And then, when my head was well in the room, I undid the lantern just so much that a single thin ray of light fell upon the vulture eye.

And this I did for seven long nights -- but I found the eye always closed; and so it was impossible to do the work; for it was not the old man who was a problem for me, but his Evil Eye.

On the eighth night, I was more than usually careful in opening the door. I had my head in and was about to open the lantern, when my finger slid on a piece of metal and made a noise. The old man sat up in bed, crying out "Who's there?"

I kept still and said nothing. I did not move a muscle for a whole hour. During that time, I did not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening -- just as I have done, night after night.

Then I heard a noise, and I knew it was the sound of human terror. It was the low sound that arises from the bottom of the soul. I knew the sound well. Many a night, late at night, when all the world slept, it has welled up from deep within my own chest. I say I knew it well.

I knew what the old man felt, and felt sorry for him, although I laughed to myself. I knew that he had been lying awake ever since the first noise, when he had turned in the bed. His fears had been ever since growing upon him. 

When I had waited a long time, without hearing him lie down, I decided to open a little -- a very, very little -- crack in the lantern. So I opened it. You cannot imagine how carefully, carefully. Finally, a single ray of light shot from out and fell full upon the vulture eye.

It was open -- wide, wide open -- and I grew angry as I looked at it. I saw it clearly -- all a dull blue, with a horrible veil over it that chilled my bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man's face or person. For I had directed the light exactly upon the damned spot.

And have I not told you that what you mistake for madness is but a kind of over-sensitivity? Now, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when inside a piece of cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the old man's heart. It increased my anger.

But even yet I kept still. I hardly breathed. I held the lantern motionless. I attempted to keep the ray of light upon the eye. But the beating of the heart increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder every second. The old man's terror must have been extreme! The beating grew louder, I say, louder every moment!

And now at the dead hour of the night, in the horrible silence of that old house, so strange a noise as this excited me to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes longer I stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! I thought the heart must burst.

And now a new fear seized me -- the sound would be heard by a neighbor! The old man's hour had come! With a loud shout, I threw open the lantern and burst into the room.

He cried once -- once only. Without delay, I forced him to the floor, and pulled the heavy bed over him. I then smiled, to find the action so far done.

But, for many minutes, the heart beat on with a quiet sound. This, however, did not concern me; it would not be heard through the wall. At length, it stopped. The old man was dead. I removed the bed and examined the body. I placed my hand over his heart and held it there many minutes. There was no movement. He was stone dead. His eye would trouble me no more.

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise steps I took for hiding the body. I worked quickly, but in silence. First of all, I took apart the body. I cut off the head and the arms and the legs.

I then took up three pieces of wood from the flooring, and placed his body parts under the room. I then replaced the wooden boards so well that no human eye -- not even his -- could have seen anything wrong. 

There was nothing to wash out -- no mark of any kind -- no blood whatever. I had been too smart for that. A tub had caught all -- ha! ha!

When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o'clock in the morning. As a clock sounded the hour, there came a noise at the street door. I went down to open it with a light heart -- for what had I now to fear? There entered three men, who said they were officers of the police. A cry had been heard by a neighbor during the night; suspicion of a crime had been aroused; information had been given at the police office, and the officers had been sent to search the building.

I smiled -- for what had I to fear? The cry, I said, was my own in a dream. The old man, I said, was not in the country. I took my visitors all over the house. I told them to search -- search well. I led them, at length, to his room. I brought chairs there, and told them to rest. I placed my own seat upon the very place under which lay the body of the victim.

The officers were satisfied. I was completely at ease. They sat, and while I answered happily, they talked of common things. But, after a while, I felt myself getting weak and wished them gone. My head hurt, and I had a ringing in my ears; but still they sat and talked. 

The ringing became more severe. I talked more freely to do away with the feeling. But it continued until, at length, I found that the noise was not within my ears.

I talked more and with a heightened voice. Yet the sound increased -- and what could I do? It was a low, dull, quick sound like a watch makes when inside a piece of cotton. I had trouble breathing -- and yet the officers heard it not. I talked more quickly -- more loudly; but the noise increased. I stood up and argued about silly things, in a high voice and with violent hand movements. But the noise kept increasing.

Why would they not be gone? I walked across the floor with heavy steps, as if excited to anger by the observations of the men -- but the noise increased. What could I do? I swung my chair and moved it upon the floor, but the noise continually increased. It grew louder -- louder -- louder! And still the men talked pleasantly, and smiled. 

Was it possible they heard not? No, no! They heard! They suspected! They knew! They were making a joke of my horror! This I thought, and this I think. But anything was better than this pain! I could bear those smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die! And now -- again! Louder! Louder! Louder! 

"Villains!" I cried, "Pretend no more! I admit the deed! Tear up the floor boards! Here, here! It is the beating of his hideous heart!"

The Tell-tale Heart 
Discussion Questions: 

Did you find the story frightening? 

Why did the narrator kill the old man?

Why did he confess to the murder? 

Was the narrator mad or not?

What is the meaning of the title? 

How does Poe achieve his effects? Look especially at: 

· Use of rhythm 
· Use of repetition 
· Use of sounds 
· Use of time words 

Describe Poe’s style of writing, with reference to the tools noted above. 

Have you ever found a feature or habit of another person to be extremely irritating? 

What was it? Why, exactly, did it irritate you? 

What is the craziest thing you have ever done?
Visual
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1. Identify the message of the visual and show how, through contrast and focal point, this message is effectively conveyed. ( 5 points)

2. Identify a tone that relates to both the visual and the poem. Provide a reference from each text to support your response. (5 points)

Representing Activity. Watch the youtube video by Sarah Kay. Students may choose one of the options below in order to show their understanding of a poem.

· Watch the poem Point B by Sarah Kay. Choose the image from the poem that impacts you the most. Represent your understanding of this imagery. 

· Choose an excerpt from a poem, and perform this in spoken word poetry. Your performance should demonstrate your understanding of the imagery in the poem and should be approximately one minute in length. Your spoken word performance must be different from Sarah Kay’s. 

B by Sarah Kay

Instead of mom, she’s going to call me “point b”
Because that way she knows that no matter what happens, At least she can always find her way to me.
& i’m going to paint the solar system on the back of her hands
so that she has to learn the entire universe before she can say
“oh, i know that like the back of my hand.”
she’s going to learn that this life will hit you, hard, in the face,
wait for you to get back up so it can kick you in the stomach,
but getting the wind knocked out of you is
the only way to remind your lungs how much they like the taste of air.
there is hurt, here, that cannot be fixed by band-aids or poetry,
so the first time she realizes that wonder woman isn’t coming,
i’ll make sure she knows she doesn’t have to wear the cape all by herself.
because no matter how wide you stretch your fingers
your hands will always be to small to catch all the pain you want to heal,
believe me, i’ve tried.
& “baby,” i’ll tell her “don’t keep your nose up in the air like that, i know that trick,
you’re just smelling for smoke so you can follow the trail back
to a burning house so you can find the boy who lost everything in the fire
to see if you can save him or else find the boy who lit the fire in the first place
to see if you can change him.”
but i know that she will anyway
so instead i’ll always keep an extra supply of chocolate & rain boats nearby
because there is no heartbreak that chocolate can’t fix.
okay, there’s a few heartbreaks chocolate can’t fix
but that’s what the rain boots are for
because rain will wash away everything if you let it.
i want her to see the world through the underside of a glass bottom boat,
to look through a magnifying glass at the galaxies that exist on the pin point of a human mind.
because that’s how my mom taught me,
that they’ll be days like this,
“they’ll be day’s like this my momma said.”
when you open your hands to catch
& end up with only blisters & bruises,
when you step out of the phone booth & try to fly
& the very people you want to save are the ones standing on your cape,
when your boots will fill with rain & you’ll be up to your knees in disappointment
& those are the very days you have all the more reason to say “thank you,”
because there is nothing more beautiful than the way
the ocean refuses to stop kissing the shoreline
no matter how many times it’s sent away.
you will put the “wind” in win some lose some,
you will put the “star” in starting over & over.
no matter how many land mines erupt in a minute
be sure your mind lands on the beauty of this funny place called life.
& yes, on a scale of one to over-trusting 
i am pretty ******* naive but i want her to know
that this world is made out of sugar.
it can crumble so easily but don’t be afraid to stick your tongue out & taste it.
“baby,” i’ll tell her “remember your mama is a worrier
but your papa is a warrior & you are the girl with small hands
& big eyes who never stops asking for more.”
remember that good things come in threes
& so do bad things & always apologize when you’ve done something wrong
but don’t ever apologize for the way your eyes refuse to stop shining.
your voice is small but don’t ever stop singing
& when they finally hand you heartbreak,
slip hatred & war under your doorstep
& hand you hand-outs on street corners of cynicism & defeat,
you tell them that they really ought to meet your mother. 



