Spot the Lesbian, Gay and Bisexual poets.

Here are 10 poems from poets who are considered to be Lesbian, Gay or Bisexual.

Name them – and the poem if you want to be really clever.

1. My candle burns at both ends; 
It will not last the night; 

But ah, my foes, and oh, my friends 

It gives a lovely light!

2. A woman's face with Nature's own hand painted
Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion;
A woman's gentle heart, but not acquainted
With shifting change, as is false women's fashion;
An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,
Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;
A man in hue, all 'hues' in his controlling,
Much steals men's eyes and women's souls amazeth.
And for a woman wert thou first created;
Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting,
And by addition me of thee defeated,
By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.
  But since she prick'd thee out for women's pleasure,
  Mine be thy love and thy love's use their treasure. 

3. She walks in beauty like the night
of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that's best of dark and bright
meets in her aspect and her eyes:
Thus mellow'd to that tender light
which heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,
had half impair'd the nameless grace
which waves in every raven tress,
or softly lightens o'er her face -
where thoughts serenely sweet express
how pure, how dear their dwelling - place.

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow,
so soft, so calm, yet eloquent,
the smiles that win, the tints that glow,
but tells in days of goodness spent,
a mind at peace with all below,
a heart whose love is innocent.

4. Waking, with a dream of first love forming real words,
as close to my lips as lipstick, I speak your name,
after a silence of years, into the pillow, and the power
of your name brings me here to the window, naked,
to say it again to a garden shaking with light. 

This was a child's love, and yet I clench my eyes
till the pictures return, unfocused at first, then
almost clear, an old film played at a slow speed.
All day I will glimpse it, in windows of changing sky,
in mirrors, my lover's eyes, wherever you are.

And later a star, long dead, here, seems precisely
the size of a tear.  Tonight, a love-letter out of a dream
stammers itself in my heart.  Such faithfulness.
You smile in my head on the last evening.  Unseen
flowers suddenly pierce and sweeten the air.

5. I have not had one word from her 
Frankly I wish I were dead
When she left, she wept 
a great deal; she said to me, "This parting must be
endured. I go unwillingly." 
I said, "Go, and be happy
but remember (you know 
well) whom you leave shackled by love 
"If you forget me, think
of our gifts to Aphrodite
and all the loveliness that we shared 
"all the violet tiaras,
braided rosebuds, dill and
crocus twined around your young neck 
"myrrh poured on your head
and on soft mats girls with
all that they most wished for beside them 
"while no voices chanted
choruses without ours,
no woodlot bloomed in spring without song..." 

6. I, too, sing America.

I am the darker brother.

They send me to eat in the kitchen

When company comes,

But I laugh,

And eat well, and grow strong.

Tomorrow

I’ll be at the table

When company comes.

Nobody will dare

Say to me,

“Eat in the kitchen,”

Then.

Besides,

They will see how beautiful I am

And be ashamed…

I, too, am America.

7. Mr. Irving Berlin 
Often emphasizes sin 
In a charming way. 
Mr. Coward we know 
Wrote a song or two to show 
Sex was here to stay. 
Richard Rodgers it's true 
Took a more romantic view 
Of this sly biological urge. 
But it really was Cole 
Who contrived to make the whole 
Thing merge. 

He said the Belgians and Greeks do it 
Nice young men who sell antiques do it, 
Let's do it, let's fall in love. 
Monkeys whenever you look do it, 
Aly Khan and King Farouk do it, 
Let's do it, let's fall in love. 
Louella Parsons can't quite do it, 
For she's so highly strung, 
Marlene might do it, 
But she looks far too young. 
Each man out there shooting crap does it, 
Davy Crockett in that dreadful cap does it, 
Let's do it, let's fall in love. 

Our famous writers in swarms do it, 
Somerset and all the Maughams do it, 
Let's do it, let's fall in love. 
The Brontes felt that they must do it, 
Ernest Hemingway could-just-do it, 
Let's do it, let's fall in love. 
E. Allan Poe-ho! ho! ho!-did it, 
But he did it in verse. 
H. Beecher Stowe did it, 
But she had to rehearse. 
Tennessee Williams self-taught does it, 
Kinsey with a deafening report does it. 
Let's do it, let's fall in love. 
 
In the Spring of the year 
Inhibitions disappear 
And our hearts beat high, 
We had better face facts 
Every gland that overacts 
Has an alibi 
For each bird and each bee, 
Each slap-happy sappy tree, 
Each temptation that lures us along 
Is just Nature elle-meme 
Merely singing us the same 
Old song. 
 
In Texas some of the men do it 
Others drill a hole-and then do it, 
Let's do it, let's fall in love 
West Point cadets forming fours do it, 
People say all those Gabors do it, 
Let's do it, let's fall in love. 
My kith and kin, more or less, do it, 
Every uncle and aunt, 
But I confess to it- 
I've one cousin that can't. 
Teenagers squeezed into jeans do it, 
Probably we'll live to see machines do it, 
Let's do it, let's fall in love. 

Each baby bat after dark does it, 
In the desert Wilbur Clark does it 
Let's do it, let's fall in love. 
We're told that every hormone does it, 
Victor Borge all alone does it, 
Let's do it, let's fall in love. 
Each tiny clam you consume does it, 
Even Liberace-we assume-does it, 
Let's do it, let's fall in love!
8. Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone,
Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone,
Silence the pianos and with muffled drum
Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come

Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead
Scribbling on the sky the message He Is Dead,
Put crepe bows round the white necks of the public doves,
Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.

He was my North, my South, my East and West,
My working week and my Sunday rest
My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song;
I thought that love would last forever: I was wrong.

The stars are not wanted now: put out every one;
Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun;
Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood.
For nothing now can ever come to any good.

9. All trembling in my arms Aminta lay, Defending of the bliss I strove to take; Raising my rapture by her kind delay, Her force so charming was and weak. The soft resistance did betray the grant, While I pressed on the heaven of my desires; Her rising breasts with nimbler motions pant; Her dying eyes assume new fires. Now to the height of languishment she grows, And still her looks new charms put on; - Now the last mystery of Love she knows, We sigh, and kiss: I waked, and all was done. 

`Twas but a dream, yet by my heart I knew, Which still was panting, part of it was true: Oh how I strove the rest to have believed; Ashamed and angry to be undeceived! 

10. You know, some people got a lot of nerve.  Sometimes I don't believe the things I see and hear.
Have you met the woman who's shocked by two women kissing and, in the same breath, tells you she is pregnant? But gays shouldn't be so blatant.
Or this straight couple sits next to you in a movie and you can't hear the dialogue because of the sound effects. But gays shouldn't be so blatant.
And the woman in your office spends an entire lunch hour talking about her new bikini drawers and how much her husband likes them. But gays shouldn't be so blatant.
Or the "hip" chick in your class rattling like a mile a minute, while you're trying to get stoned in the john, about the camping trip she took with her musician boyfriend.
But gays shouldn't be so blatant.
You go into a public bathroom and all over the walls there's John loves Mary, Janice digs Richard, Pepe loves Delores, etc., etc. But gays shouldn't be so blatant.
Or your go to an amusement park and there's a tunnel of love with pictures of straights painted on the front and grinning couples are coming in and out. But gays shouldn't be so blatant.
Fact is, blatant heterosexuals are all over the place. Supermarkets, movies, on your job, in church, in books, on television every day and night, every place--even in gay bars--and they want gay men and woman to go and hide in the closet.
So to you straight folks I say, "Sure, I'll go if you go too. But, I'm polite so, after you."
  
