Blackberry Eating
By Galway Kinnell

I love to go out in late September 
among the fat, overripe, icy, black blackberries 
to eat blackberries for breakfast, 
the stalks very prickly, a penalty 
they earn for knowing the black art 
of blackberry-making; and as I stand among them 
lifting the stalks to my mouth, the ripest berries 
fall almost unbidden to my tongue, 
as words sometimes do, certain peculiar words 
like strengths or squinched, 
many-lettered, one-syllabled lumps, 
which I squeeze, squinch open, and splurge well 
in the silent, startled, icy, black language 
of blackberry -- eating in late September.

Blackberry-Picking
By Seamus Heaney 

Late August, given heavy rain and sun

For a full week, the blackberries would ripen.

At first, just one, a glossy purple clot

Among others, red, green, hard as a knot.

You ate that first one and its flesh was sweet

Like thickened wine: summer's blood was in it

Leaving stains upon the tongue and lust for

Picking. Then red ones inked up and that hunger

Sent us out with milk cans, pea tins, jam-pots

Where briars scratched and wet grass bleached our boots.

Round hayfields, cornfields and potato-drills

We trekked and picked until the cans were full,

Until the tinkling bottom had been covered

With green ones, and on top big dark blobs burned

Like a plate of eyes. Our hands were peppered

With thorn pricks, our palms sticky as Bluebeard's.

We hoarded the fresh berries in the byre.

But when the bath was filled we found a fur,

A rat-grey fungus, glutting on our cache.

The juice was stinking too. Once off the bush

The fruit fermented, the sweet flesh would turn sour.

I always felt like crying. It wasn't fair

That all the lovely canfuls smelt of rot.

Each year I hoped they'd keep, knew they would not.
Blackberrying

Blackberrying
By Sylvia Plath

Nobody in the lane, and nothing, nothing but blackberries,   

Blackberries on either side, though on the right mainly, 

A blackberry alley, going down in hooks, and a sea 

Somewhere at the end of it, heaving. Blackberries 

Big as the ball of my thumb, and dumb as eyes 

Ebon in the hedges, fat 

With blue-red juices. These they squander on my fingers. 

I had not asked for such a blood sisterhood; they must love me. 

They accommodate themselves to my milkbottle, flattening their sides. 

Overhead go the choughs in black, cacophonous flocks— 

Bits of burnt paper wheeling in a blown sky. 

Theirs is the only voice, protesting, protesting. 

I do not think the sea will appear at all. 

The high, green meadows are glowing, as if lit from within. 

I come to one bush of berries so ripe it is a bush of flies, 

Hanging their bluegreen bellies and their wing panes in a Chinese screen. 

The honey-feast of the berries has stunned them; they believe in heaven.   

One more hook, and the berries and bushes end. 

The only thing to come now is the sea. 

From between two hills a sudden wind funnels at me,   

Slapping its phantom laundry in my face. 

These hills are too green and sweet to have tasted salt. 

I follow the sheep path between them. A last hook brings me   

To the hills’ northern face, and the face is orange rock   

That looks out on nothing, nothing but a great space   

Of white and pewter lights, and a din like silversmiths   

Beating and beating at an intractable metal.

August
By Mary Oliver

When the blackberries hang
swollen in the woods, in the brambles
nobody owns, I spend

all day among the high
branches, reaching
my ripped arms, thinking

of nothing, cramming
the black honey of summer
into my mouth; all day my body

accepts what it is. In the dark
creeks that run by there is
this thick paw of my life darting among

the black bells, the leaves; there is
this happy tongue.

Blackberries for Amelia
By Richard Wilbur

Fringing the woods, the stone walls, and the lanes,

Old thickets everywhere have come alive,

Their new leaves reaching out in fans of five

From tangles overarched by this year’s canes.

They have their flowers, too, it being June,

And here or there in brambled dark-and-light

Are small, five-petalled blooms of chalky white, 

As random-clustered and as loosely strewn

As the far stars, of which we are now told

That ever faster do they bolt away,

And that a night may come in which, some say,

We shall have only blackness to behold.

I have no time for any change so great,

But I shall see the August weather spur

Berries to ripen where the flowers were –

Dark berries, savage-sweer and worth the wait –

And there will come the moment to be quick

And save some from the birds, and I shall need

Two pails, old clothes in which to stain and bleed, 

And a grandchild to talk with while we pick. 

Blackberry Picking

By Wendy Mooney

No movement, not a stir

In the trees, the pass between the houses,

But a woman in town jeans walking

Down the white line of the pathway;

Her two girls in green uniforms dashing into the blackberry bushes

Centipedes between their teeth, 

A thousand legs of conversation –

Glaring at her from beneath their eyebrows

Whey they return, becoming sullen:

“Shut up mother,

We are gelling our hair, painting our lips.’

Smell of moss and cobwebs that will never wash off.

This is it then – 

Two girls bloomed into two self-conscious women,

Two mountain ewes with long lashes

Tossing their heads, disappearing down the pathway

All their kisses waiting – 

Their mother’s face turned purple

Like a wineglass tilted to catch the lamplight,

Swollen with berries swilling in her cheeks,

Dribbling from her chin.

Blackberries

By Yusef Komunyakaa

They left my hands like a printer's 
Or thief's before a police blotter 
& pulled me into early morning's 
Terrestrial sweetness, so thick 
The damp ground was consecrated 
Where they fell among a garland of thorns. 

Although I could smell old lime-covered 
History, at ten I'd still hold out my hands 
& berries fell into them. Eating from one 
& filling a half gallon with the other, 
I ate the mythology & dreamt 
Of pies & cobbler, almost 

Needful as forgiveness. My bird dog Spot 
Eyed blue jays & thrashers. The mud frogs 
In rich blackness, hid from daylight. 
An hour later, beside City Limits Road 
I balanced a gleaming can in each hand, 
Limboed between worlds, repeating one dollar. 

The big blue car made me sweat. 
Wintertime crawled out of the windows. 
When I leaned closer I saw the boy 
& girl my age, in the wide back seat 
Smirking, & it was then I remembered my fingers 
Burning with thorns among berries too ripe to touch. 
Blackberry Sweet 

Dudley Randall 

Black girl black girl

lips as curved as cherries

full as grape bunches

sweet as blackberries

Black girl black girl

when you walk you are

magic as a rising bird

or a falling star

Black girl black girl

what’s your spell to make

the heart in my breast

jump      stop      shake
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