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notes

E-baby is a narrative poem and should be entered in Poetry 
Interpretation; however, because this poem is written in free-
verse, a performer could choose to enter this selection in Dramatic 
Interpretation.  This poem may be performed by either a female or 
male.  It is important for the performer to not give away the tragic 
ending in the introduction.  Also, do not give away the dramatic nature 
of the poem at the beginning of the selection.  Prior to the baby’s 
death, the performance should be played with hope, joy, and the 
anticipation of awaiting the arrival of a new brother or sister. There 
is a definitive emotional transition in this poem. Take time to play the 
emotional shift once the family returns from the hospital.  Also, play 
the ending for the hope that is inspired by the lessons learned from 
the Biblical story of Noah and the Ark.  The drama mask icons are 
simply visible to show the performer when to turn the pages in the 
manuscript.

I make lists.
It’s what I do.
It’s who I am.
It’s how I roll.

Lists keep me organized.
Lists keep me sane.
Lists validate my OCD.

The minute Mom and Dad
Announce they are going to have a baby—
I am shocked.
I’m surprised.
I’m numb.

I thought they were getting too old to have any more kids.
I thought they barely tolerate each other most of the time anyway.
I thought they were through with all that stuff.

I was wrong.

So I put the little girl down and crouched by her and held her by the arms 
so that I could look at her right in the face.  I told her that she had to jump, 
but she was just screaming.  She didn’t understand anything.  And when 
I tried to lead her to the edge she scratched and kicked and tried to run 
away.  So - I picked her up.

And it was all... very dark.  And there was smoke everywhere, and flames 
coming up all around.  And people shouting below, telling us we had to 
jump.  But she wouldn’t, she was too scared.  And my chest hurt, inside 
and out.  And she was scratching me where I had been burned.

But I wasn’t angry with her!  I wasn’t angry, I was just... scared.

And they were screaming at us to jump, but she wouldn’t.  So I had to 
pick her up; and I took her to the edge of the roof.  And the building was 
making noises underneath.  And the firemen were holding that circle for 
us to jump into.  And she wouldn’t jump.  And so I picked her up....  And I 
kissed her on the forehead.  And I threw her.
But she was squirming so much...  And the firemen tried to move 
underneath her, but she only landed half on.  And her little body flipped 
over the edge.  And above the roar of the flames I could hear the sound her 
little head made when… When it hit the pavement.

And I was still holding her stuffed bear.

It’s like a poem that I wro - .  That Edgar Allan Poe wrote.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

A Dream Within a Dream

Take this kiss upon the brow!
And, in parting from you now,
Thus much let me avow -
You are not wrong, who deem
That my days have been a dream;
Yet if hope has flown away
In a night, or in a day,
In a vision, or in none,
Is it therefore the less gone?
All that we see or seem
Is but a dream within a dream... 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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With me graduating someday, 
I guess it dawned on them they’d be alone.
With me going to college in the near future, 
I guess they realized they’d be living in an empty nest. 
With me leaving the house, 
I guess they decided they didn’t want that someday.

My parents have been planning this for months.
My parents didn’t know if they could even have another child.
My parents said they would pray about it.

Their prayers were answered.

I can’t believe it.
I am going to be a sibling.
I am no longer going to be an only child.
I am going to have a baby brother to teach how to throw a ball, or—
I am going to have a baby sister—to teach how to throw a ball.
I am going to be throwing balls to a baby.

How old does a baby have to be in order to catch the balls I throw?

We live out in the country.
We live on a farm.
We live too far away to shop at department stores.
So, we order lots of things online, or—
Rather, I order things online.

My parents have a fear of computers.
My parents have a fear of technology.
My parents suffer from technophobia.
They aren’t opposed to me having a computer.
They just don’t want anything to do with it,
Which is fine by me.

A baby will require a lot of things.
A baby will need certain things.
Our baby will have everything it requires and needs or wants.
Our baby is going to be the most spoiled baby in the universe.

heard something again, and then I found her—a wide eyed little girl in the 
bathtub.  She was clinging onto a stuffed bear and all curled up in a ball.

I said hello.  She didn’t say anything.  I heard an explosion somewhere.  
She just looked at me.  I asked her to come with me but she didn’t move 
- she was too scared, so I picked her up.  She screamed and kicked and 
bit me, but I held onto her and took her out of the bathroom.  I stumbled 
through the smoke in the living room and back out into the hall.  It was 
hotter there now, and my chest and face and arms were stinging where I 
had been burned.  But I carried her down the hall to the stairs.  But I guess 
the fire had spread to the first floor.  There was fire coming up the stairs 
and I couldn’t get back down that way.  So... so I went up.  I went past the 
fourth floor and out onto the roof.  

There was smoke everywhere and there were sirens now and flashing 
lights and angry sparks spiraling up into the stars.  It was very confusing.  
So I put the girl down and she ran away from me across the roof, but then 
she tripped and fell onto the gravel.  She curled up into her ball again and 
began to cry.  She had short dark hair, and she was wearing a Winnie-The-
Pooh sleeping gown.  She....

I went over to the edge of the roof and looked down at the people looking 
up in the orange light.  They were all milling around and some of them 
started pointing up at me.  Billows of smoke kept getting in the way, 
but I could see that there was a fire engine.  It couldn’t get through to 
the building though - there was a Mayflower Moving van blocking the 
entrance.  But there was a group of firemen coming down the drive with 
something that looked like a trampoline, and another one was shouting 
something into a bullhorn.  The roar of the fire was too loud though, and I 
couldn’t hear what he was saying.

And then I heard a sort of groan and felt a crack under my feet, and I 
turned and saw that the opposite side of the roof had caved in.  So I went 
over and grabbed the little girl and brought her away from the hole, 
back over to the edge.  And it was very dark... and there was smoke and 
sirens and things; and fire coming up through the roof now.  It was very 
confusing.  And the little girl started screaming again.

I looked over the edge and saw that the firemen had positioned themselves 
directly below us and they were all standing around the edges of the 
circular thing, holding it up and motioning to us.  And I could hear the 
man with the megaphone now.  He was saying that the building was about 
to collapse and we had to jump.


