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Sonic Boom 
(Smoky Hill AFB, Kansas, 1954) 

My best friend’s name is Tommy Avery. 
His mom talks funny because she’s English. 
The have a little toy Winston Churchill 
that puffs real smoke when she lights its cigar. 
She made Tommy’s fancy birthday dinner 
from a recipe in a magazine: 
Fiesta Peach Spam Loaf with canned string beans. 
Eight candles on his chocolate birthday cake. 
Lieutenant Avery was in uniform 
and Tommy was wearing his Cub Scout neckerchief. 
His mom said, “We can all sleep well at night, 
safeguarded by such good-looking soldiers.” 
While we were singing, a jet made a sonic boom, 
like a hammer on an iron curtain. 

Marilyn Nelson 
How I Discovered Poetry

The House on Bishop Street 

No front yard to speak of, 
just a porch cantilevered on faith 
where she arranged the canary's cage. 
The house stayed dark all year 
though there was instant light and water. 

(No more gas jets hissing, 

their flicker glinting off 
Anna Rettich's midwife spectacles 
as she whispered 'think a baby' 
and the babies came.) Spring 
brought a whiff of cherries, the kind 
you boiled for hours in sugar and cloves 

from the yard of the Jewish family next door. 
Yumanski refused to speak so  
she never bought his vegetables 
at the Canal Street Market. Gertrude, 
his youngest and blondest, 
slipped by mornings for bacon and grits. 
There were summer floods and mildew 

humming through fringe, there was 
a picture of a ship she passed 
on her way to the porch, strangers calling 
from the street 'Ma'am, your bird 
shore can sing!' If she leaned out she could glimpse  
the faintest of mauve-- no more than an idea-- 
growing just behind the last houses. 

Rita Dove 
Thomas and Beulah


