
The Curtain Goes Up!
Poems inspired by Betsy and Tacy Go Downtown 

by Maud Hart Lovelace



Jennifer Davis-Pretty

Uncle Tom’s Cabin. 

Just got it from library. 

. . . I may pull a Cab.



Carla Kozak

Nonet

Library shelves full of fresh new books,

some are classics, some yet to be.

Beckoning me to open,

All there for me to read!

Chairs are just my size.

I pick a book,

I sit down.

Lost in

Words.



Ben Davenport

The library makes a great display

Of good books – the classics – Betsy must decide 

Will it be Lady Audley or Mark Twain today?

New friends are made as Statues they play,

And Uncle Keith learns he no longer need hide, 

While Mrs. Poppy gifts them with new-mown hay.

Rip van Winkle will light the way,

Making hearts forever unified.

Betsy and Tacy went Downtown one day,

And with them our hearts will always stay.

Betsy and Tacy went Downtown one day,

Tib and Winona by their side,

Passing a horseless carriage on the way.

Uncle Tom’s Cabin was their desired play,

Yet when Tib got a ride they glowed with 
pride,

As Betsy and Tacy went Downtown one day.



Nancy Mohlis

Gorgeous colored fall

leaves made more lovely

by the bright face of the Sun 



Kate Carlin 
HaikuThe curtain goes up

on Betsy's career; she's a

published author now!



Nancy McCabe

The Sled Overturns

The sled whizzed downhill.
The children all screamed.
A feeling of joy
Was on everything
till the sled overturned
and Flossie’s head flew off
and everyone nearby
began to scoff.

YOU just try living
without your head.
You’re no child of ours
her parents said.
In a white fur coat,
skin pale like snowdrift,
Flossie wandered the earth
completely bereft.

The sled overturns
The sled overturns
It’s a head severing moment
when the sled overturns.

Flossie had to carry
her head like a lantern
her hair dangling, as curly
as the rings of Saturn.
She longed for pancakes,
she stowed away at sea, 
then alighted to meet
a handsome youth named 
Chauncey.

He noticed her face
all pale and wanlike,
He was taken by her neck
so long and swanlike,
so he seized her head
by its long black ringlets
and affixed it on her neck
with a few romantic swinglets,
And on the isle of Delos
they made a happy match.
They had ten kids.
Flossie’s head remained attached.

But when the sled overturns
your head from body adjourns
just try to remember this kernel:
When the sled overturns
When the sled overturns
You still won’t be in Ladies’ 
Home Journal.



Jennifer "I Wrote a FREAKING VILLANELLE" D-K

Winona, how I long to go
The Opera House, it calls to me!
Take us, please take us, to the 
show

Eliza, Uncle Tom, and – oh!
Topsy too! Also S. Legree
Winona, how I long to go

They feel like my old friends, you know
I want to meet them in real life
Take us, please take us, to the show

When Julia goes, she has a beau
But I’d be happy with the girls
Winona, how I long to go

Such unimaginable woe
To think I’ll miss this great event!
Take us, please take us, to the show

I dream to sit in the front row
The boys behind us, throwing shells
Winona, how I long to go
Take us, please take us, to the show



Susan Wagenhals

Origin story
==========
A tablet, a trunk,
A freshly sharpened pencil,
Deep Valley delights generations 
to come
Our Betsy, Our Maud



Theresa Jarosz Alberti
Flossie’s Villanelle

One day sweet Flossie tragically lost her head–
Bobsled tipped, head ripped, rolling down the street.
Oh, watch it go!  Black ringlets, pale skin, and lips 
blood red.

Thankfully still alive though decapitated–
She could see, hear and talk, but couldn’t eat,
So hungry after poor Flossie tragically lost her head.

Word of her unfortunate condition quickly spread–
People flocked to see her, staring in horror, not 
discreet.
Once beloved with her black ringlets, pale skin, and 
lips blood red.

She wandered far and yon, now an object of dread–
Scorned, jeered at, despised by all she would meet.
Oh woe was Flossie after she tragically lost her head.

To St. Paul, Memphis, and New Orleans she fled–
Forlorn and outcast, she hopped a boat to Crete,
With her lantern-head of black ringlets, pale skin, and 
lips blood red.

She met Chauncey, the god-like man she’d one day 
soon wed–
With goddess prayers, smoke, and love he performed 
an amazing feat.
Oh, happy the day when Chauncy magically fixed 
Flossie’s head,
Promising to ever adore her, her black ringlets, pale 
skin, and lips blood red.



My needs are simple -
a man with a car, hotel,
and opera house.

Barb Fecteau
The Perfect Marriage



Joanne Stein

a horseless carriage,

new faces, places, and fun

Magical Downtown



Joanne Stein

Up and away in a tree,

a cigar box filled with pads and chewed pencils

and a girl, straining for words, then scribbling madly

The joy of finding the right word, 

of connecting with nature, 

and pursuing dreams line by line



Alison Emery 

The hills are lovely, tall, and steep

But the girls have a date with the future to keep

So down to Lincoln Park they go,

Where the Elm points the way to all they will do and know 



Rosa Montano

The enchanting stopper’s blossom-cut royal crowns 

Scatter petals of light across the glass counter

Dreamy sniffs of elegance, romance, and, growing up

Rose and Lilac and Violet, and New-Mown Hay!

Exhilaration! Downtown Day.



Meganne A.

Downtown

A maple tree writing nook, 

A dimestore novel up in flames,

Clip-clop hooves alongside the chug and clank of spinning auto wheels, 

Red velvet seats and an excited hush as the show begins, 

Stories written with the inspiration of a theatrical trunk,

Classics discovered by the cozy crackle of a fireplace,

A new friend made,

The thrill and chill of a first coasting bobsled ride, 

Behind the footlights and an uncle reunited,

The Curtain Goes Up on a storied writing career . . .

And one perfect ornament keepsake to mark the year.



Tammy Orozco: "An Opera House Haiku"

Peanut gallery

Yelling, stomping, and cheering

I love this feeling



Jennifer Davis-Jackman: A Cinquain

Writing:

Submit pieces.

One by one: rejection.

And then: Finally you get a yes!

Repeat.
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