Samples from my personal collection of favorite poems.
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When Ann and I go out and walk
‘We hold each other’s hand and talk
Of all the things we mean to do
When Ann and I are forty-two

A.A. Milne

The Word Woman

| met an old lady,

| met her on the stair,

Her apron was of silver,

And silver was her hair.

Her arms were piled high with ephemeral things,

And I think (now that | think of it), she almost had wings...

Patricia Hubbell
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When Anne and I go out and walk
We hold each other’s hand and talk
Of all the things we mean to do
When Anne and I are forty-two.





E.E. Milne

	Cover:  Many of the students also chose to include excerpts from favorite poems on the front.

Each poem was accompanied by an illustration and  ‘reflection.’  After much practice, the students produced increasingly thoughtful work.
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Quatrain

My cousin Anne and I used to draw our futures in the air with words on the
dock at the lake—When Anne and I are forty-two—AND we are—AND 1 feel
two, or perhaps three or four—When is it that we are drawn into the futures of
our dreams— that we feel graceful, stately, dignified as if we have come of age—
When Anne and I—still feeling sometimes shaky, sometimes not sure—still
sketching our dreams in the air. 42 seems so arbritrary— Of all the things we

mean to do When Anne and I are eighty-two.






