Write a poem that features colors or one color.

Top of Form

Bottom of Form

The Red Wheelbarrow

BY WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS

so much depends
upon

a red wheel
barrow

glazed with rain
water

beside the white
chickens
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Blackberry-Picking
BY SEAMUS HEANEY
for Philip Hobsbaum
Late August, given heavy rain and sun
For a full week, the blackberries would ripen.
At first, just one, a glossy purple clot
Among others, red, green, hard as a knot.
You ate that first one and its flesh was sweet
Like thickened wine: summer's blood was in it
Leaving stains upon the tongue and lust for
Picking. Then red ones inked up and that hunger
Sent us out with milk cans, pea tins, jam-pots
Where briars scratched and wet grass bleached our boots.
Round hayfields, cornfields and potato-drills
We trekked and picked until the cans were full,
Until the tinkling bottom had been covered
With green ones, and on top big dark blobs burned
Like a plate of eyes. Our hands were peppered
With thorn pricks, our palms sticky as Bluebeard's.

We hoarded the fresh berries in the byre.
But when the bath was filled we found a fur,
A rat-grey fungus, glutting on our cache.
The juice was stinking too. Once off the bush
The fruit fermented, the sweet flesh would turn sour.
I always felt like crying. It wasn't fair
That all the lovely canfuls smelt of rot.
Each year I hoped they'd keep, knew they would not.
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POETRY

PURPLE ASTERS

In the months of lavender, late summer

and early fall, you notice the first purple
puffs on the thistles, and out along

the creek and high banks of weeds the joe-pyes
lean like giraffes above the undergrowth

into tree level. Down by the branch, grass
darkens the same color Charlésmagne had

his Irish scholars dye their pages for

jewelled lettering to play on like cities

in the desert sky. A purple butterfly

rolls its dice from chicory to burdock

to morning glory. And in the ageing fields
ironweed opens bright fur to nectar moths.
Almost hidden at the edge of upland swamps,
lobelia and foxglove shake their sexual
pockets around bees. So much royal

and ripeness! Foxgrapes fume the riverwoods,
and summer clots its ink in pokeberries

in the kingly time of sunsets and honey

trees and goldenrod. But all charge and color
are concentrated in this northern flower

the shade of the underworld and deep space
where stars begin, where the violent

and ultraviolet become seen dark.




