
“The Red Wheelbarrow” (1923)
By William Carlos Williams

so much depends

upon
a red wheel

barrow

glazed with rain

water

beside the white

chickens.
“The Great Figure” (1923)

By William Carlos Williams

Among the rain

and lights

I saw the figure 5

in gold

on a red

firetruck

moving

tense

unheeded

to gong clangs

siren howls

and wheels rumbling

through the dark city.

"To Elsie" or "The pure products of America / go crazy" (1923)

By William Carlos Williams

The pure products of America

go crazy--

mountain folk from Kentucky

or the ribbed north end of

Jersey

with its isolate lakes and

valleys, its deaf-mutes, thieves

old names

and promiscuity between

devil-may-care men who have taken

to railroading

out of sheer lust of adventure--

and young slatterns, bathed

in filth

from Monday to Saturday

to be tricked out that night

with gauds

from imaginations which have no

peasant traditions to give them

character

but flutter and flaunt

sheer rags succumbing without

emotion

save numbed terror

under some hedge of choke-cherry

or viburnum--

which they cannot express--

Unless it be that marriage

perhaps

with a dash of Indian blood

will throw up a girl so desolate

so hemmed round

with disease or murder

that she'll be rescued by an

agent--

reared by the state and

sent out at fifteen to work in

some hard-pressed

house in the suburbs--

some doctor's family, some Elsie

voluptuous water

expressing with broken

brain the truth about us--

her great

ungainly hips and flopping breasts

addressed to cheap

jewelry

and rich young men with fine eyes

as if the earth under our feet

were

an excrement of some sky

and we degraded prisoners

destined

to hunger until we eat filth

while the imagination strains

after deer

going by fields of goldenrod in

the stifling heat of September

somehow

it seems to destroy us

It is only in isolate flecks that

something

is given off

No one

to witness

and adjust, no one to drive the car

“This Is Just To Say”
by William Carlos Williams

I have eaten 

the plums 

that were in 

the icebox 

and which 

you were probably 

saving 

for breakfast

Forgive me 

they were delicious 

so sweet 

and so cold 

Flossie Williams's reply to "This Is Just to Say" 

         Reply

   (crumped on her desk)

Dear Bill: I've made a

couple of sandwiches for you.

In the ice-box you'll find

blue-berries--a cup of grapefruit

a glass of cold coffee.

On the stove is the tea-pot

with enough tea leaves

for you to make tea if you

prefer--Just light the gas--

boil the water and put it in the tea

Plenty of bread in the bread-box

and butter and eggs--

I didn't know just what to

make for you. Several people

called up about office hours--

See you later. Love. Floss.

Please switch off the telephone.
“Danse Russe” (1917) 

By William Carlos Williams 

If I when my wife is sleeping 

and the baby and Kathleen 

are sleeping 

and the sun is a flame-white disc 

in silken mists 

above shining trees,-- 

if I in my north room 

dance naked, grotesquely 

before my mirror 

waving my shirt round my head 

and singing softly to myself: 

"I am lonely, lonely. 

I was born to be lonely, 

I am best so!" 

If I admire my arms, my face, 

my shoulders, flanks, buttocks 

again the yellow drawn shades,-- 

Who shall say I am not 

the happy genius of my household?
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