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About the Author



Dear reader,

I love the intensity of the teen years. Friends, family, causes—peace, justice, the environment—matter in new ways. Our emotions are also turned UP, and some days we look at someone and feel dizzy in their eyes.

I began this collection in free verse, poems written without emphasis on counting syllables or stresses. My editor, Nancy Hinkel, suggested that I also try some poetic forms like sonnets or haiku to show my readers the options and challenges that such forms can pose. Although initially writers of any age might frown at forms, once we begin to play with the possibilities, we’re surprised at the interesting results.

The clerihew (KLER-uh-hyoo), for example, a form seldom used, was invented by Edmund Clerihew Bentley. A person’s name (often a famous person) is the first line, and using the aabb rhyme pattern, the poem pokes gentle fun at the subject. Since it’s fun to play with a form, I decided to write a clerihew about a very unfamous person: me.






Pat Mora,
una señora, autora, platicadora
so daffy, she thinks words sweet as candy,
so keeps her thesaurus handy.



Good thing I’m bilingual in Spanish since it’s hard to find a rhyme in English for mora, which literally means “mulberry.” Want to try writing a clerihew using your name?

I enjoyed writing these poems for you and hope that you enjoy reading them or using them as duets or for choral reading—or setting them to music. One of the final challenges of a collection is deciding the order for the book. As I reread the poems slowly, I began to think of the book as a piece of music with four movements that we could call a love cycle: from love’s initial rush and confusion, to love’s challenges, heartaches, and quiet sadness; to external solace that eases the pain, necessary healing; and finally, yes, to falling in love again. An important and sustaining love in our lives is hearing and valuing our own unique, internal song.

Pat Mora
JANUARY 2010




Weird


I start to type an e-mail, but
the letters on the screen don’t match
the letters I type. I try again,
stare at the screen,
feel I’m in some weird movie
and the machine is possessed,
has learned to read
my mind
and enjoys watching my confusion,
knows I can’t tell anyone:
     my computer and I
have a secret.
     They’ll think I’m crazy.




No matter what I do,
the keys type your name.




I Can Dance


I can dance,




moving muscles and knees,
shoulders and hips,
smart as you please.




I can dance,




like the guys on TV,
like the dudes on the street,
feeling free and at ease.




I can dance,




the old and the new,
baby, I’ve got the beat.
Watch my step. It’s a breeze—




in my room alone
with the door closed.
























Tercet (TUR-sut, from the Italian, meaning “third”): A three-line stanza or poem, often rhymed. I recast this poem and “Fortune Cookie” in tercets because the number three is emphasized in the poems.




Revenge × 3


I slipped a note to three—
the same note—Romeo me,
experienced at poetry.




All three were sweetly pretty.
Each read my words, smiled slyly.
I felt clever and happy.




My life would be a movie—
calls to make, hands to hold lightly,
poems to write nightly.




But one day, three came frowning toward me,
no hint of beauty. Running, I yelled loudly,
“Your frowns will make you ugly!”




Each crowned me—not that lightly.
“Rat!” they shouted, pounding fiercely,
shouted-pounded, “Triple-header!” furiously.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   
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