“What’s the scoop?” he asks Dad, a.k.a. Perry White.
Dad says, “We have some bad news.”
My little brother questions, “Bad news here in Metropolis?”
Wiping tears from his eyes, Dad says, “Yes, right here in Metropolis.”
Dad then tells us the results of my little brother’s recent blood work.
The doctors have discovered abnormalities in my brother’s blood,
And he has leukemia.

My little brother only half hears, half understands,
And he thinks our father has told him
He has a disease called Lex Luther.
He quickly turns to Mom. “Am I going to die?” he asks.
But Lois Lane is trembling, and it takes all of her strength
To brave a smile, smooth down his hair, and shake her head no.
Using only my index fingertip, I look down at the kitchen table
And write an imaginary headline, Save Superman.

By Jake Barton

Avoiding Kryptonite

This collection of poems, with the titles taken directly from
Beatles records, may be performed by a female or a male.
Each poem’s narrator is character-driven. In I Wanna Hold
Your Hand, the persona of the narrator will either be a very
conservative Mother or Father figure. Regardless of the performer’s gender, Do You Want to Know a Secret? plays best
when portrayed as a Valley Girl. The key to We All Live in
a Yellow Submarine is keeping the narrator 100% honest.
This particular poem embodies humor, heart, and drama,
so take your time. Let the audience see the thought process,
as the narrator reflects on the love and legacy left by the two
parents. The final poem, Strawberry Fields Forever, should
be performed with a slower pace. Remember, the murder of
John Lennon took the world by surprise. There should be a
sense of shock and numbness from the narrator, who needed
to mourn with others and pay tribute to a man who changed
the face of American culture during turbulent times.

I Wanna Hold Your Hand
Every girl in the Ed Sullivan Theater
Wanted to do just that.
Well, in 1964, that was what nice girls did.
They held hands. To be honest though,
If John, Paul, George, or Ringo
Wanted to perhaps give a girl a kiss,
I am sure there would have been a few volunteers.
{{{S-c-r-e-a-m}}}
Irritating isn’t it?
When my daughter asked me to get tickets
For The Ed Sullivan Show on February 9, 1964,
I had no idea what a Beatle was.
Old Ed knew though.
As I stood in the aisle
On the eleventh row of the theater,
I could see Ed off to the side of the stage,
Grinning like the Cheshire cat.

The Beatles Poems

One night, my parents decide to call a family meeting.
Sitting around the kitchen table, my little brother starts to giggle.
He informs us that this is not unlike the meetings they have at
The Daily Planet.
My little brother even renames us. Mom is Lois Lane.
He, of course, is Clark Kent, and I am Jimmy Olsen.

NOTES

By Shannon Cartwrright

Then, things change.
My little brother is no longer faster than a speeding bullet,
Or more powerful than a locomotive.
He is fatigued and bruises easily.
He is weak and has lost weight.
He is no longer able to leap tall buildings in a single bound.

By Shannon Cartwrright

The Beatles Poems

This morning Paula called Kathy
Who called Sarah who called Betty
Who, after her mother grounded her
For talking on the phone too late last night,
Called me.
And Paula told Kathy
Who told Sarah who Betty who told me
That Paul is dead.
I said I didn’t even know he was sick.
Then Paula phoned Kathy
Who phoned Sarah who phoned Betty
Who, after her mother decided she was ungrounded,
Phoned me, and told me that if you played the song,
I’m So Tired, backward,
You could hear the words, Paul is dead.
Then after lunch Paula called Kathy back
Who called Sarah back, who called Betty back
Who called me back and said it was all just a hoax
That started on some radio station.
But I told Betty who told Sarah
Who told Kathy who told Paula
That if it was true, I would die.
I would just die.
And then Paula and Kathy
And Sarah and Betty
Would have to come to my funeral
And play only Beatles music.

My little brother hates anything green.
Green is the color of Kryptonite!
And Kryptonite is, of course, the one thing
That can take away Superman’s powers.
My little brother hates spinach (which leaves more for Popeye, I guess.)
He hates lettuce (salads are completely out.)
He hates lima beans (okay, I concur on this one.)
And he will eat any flavor of Jell-O (except lime!)
My little brother’s dislike for Star Wars begins with The Empire
Strikes Back. (What color is Yoda?)
He refuses to root for the Notre Dame football team.
And he would rather be pinched a million times,
Than wear green on St. Patrick’s Day!
My little brother definitely hates anything green.

Avoiding Kryptonite

Do You Want To Know a Secret?

In no time at all, my little brother becomes the town celebrity.
Everyone in town knows him.
I, on the other hand, garner a new identity.
I become known as Superman’s older brother.
This title actually gives me instant notoriety and popularity.
Provided I will bring my little brother along occasionally,
Cheerleaders, who never knew my name,
Now ask me to study with them.
My little brother becomes more than a small town Super Hero.
He becomes my personal babe magnet!

By Jake Barton

I’ll say one thing though.
There is no way on God’s green Earth
Those girls could have sung
In the church choir the next morning.
All that screaming!

