

Write a poem about a parent or grandparent.

Those Winter Sundays
Robert Hayden
Sundays too my father got up early,
and put his clothes on in the blueblack cold,
then with cracked hands that ached
from labor in the weekday weather made
banked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him.

I’d wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking.
when the rooms were warm, he’d call,
and slowly I would rise and dress,
fearing the chronic angers of that house.

Speaking indifferently to him,
who had driven out the cold
and polished my good shoes as well.
what did I know, what did I know
of love’s austere and lonely offices?
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For My Grandmother
Countee Cullen

This lovely flower fell to seed;
Work gently sun and rain;
She held it as her dying creed
That she would grow again.



Legacies
Nikki Giovanni

Her grandmother called her from the playground
  “yes, ma’am”
  “I want chu to learn how to make rolls,” said the old 
woman proudly
but the little girl didn’t want
to learn how because she knew
even if she couldn’t say it that
that would mean when the old one died she would be less 
dependent on her spirit so
she said
  “I don’t want to know how to make no rolls” with her lips poked out
and the old woman wiped her hands on
her apron saying “lord
  these children”
and neither of them ever
said what the meant
and I guess nobody ever does





