
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Poetry should please by a fine excess and not by singularity. It should strike the 

reader as a wording of his own highest thoughts, and appear almost as a 

remembrance. - John Keats 
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Anne Bradstreet (1612-1672) 

 

To My Dear and Loving Husband 
 

If ever two were one, then surely we. 

If ever man were loved by wife, then thee; 

If ever wife was happy in a man, 

Compare with me ye women if you can. 

I prize thy love more than whole mines of gold, 

Or all the riches that the East doth hold. 

My love is such that rivers cannot quench, 

Nor ought but love from thee give recompense. 

Thy love is such I can no way repay; 

The heavens reward thee manifold, I pray. 

Then while we live, in love let’s so persevere, 

That when we live no more we may live ever. 



Henry Longfellow (1807-1882) 

 

The Day is Done 
 

The day is done, and the darkness 

Falls from the wings of Night, 

As a feather is wafted downward 

From an eagle in his flight. 

 

I see the lights of the village 

Gleam through the rain and the mist, 

And a feeling of sadness comes o'er me, 

That my soul cannot resist: 

 

A feeling of sadness and longing, 

That is not akin to pain, 

And resembles sorrow only 

As the mist resembles the rain. 

 

Come, read to me some poem, 

Some simple and heartfelt lay, 

That shall soothe this restless feeling, 

And banish the thoughts of day. 

 

Not from the grand old masters, 

Not from the bards sublime, 

Whose distant footsteps echo 

Through the corridors of Time. 

 

For, like strains of martial music, 

Their mighty thoughts suggest 

Life's endless toil and endeavor; 

And to-night I long for rest. 

 

Read from some humbler poet, 

Whose songs gushed from his heart, 

As showers from the clouds of summer, 

Or tears from the eyelids start; 

 

Who, through long days of labor, 

And nights devoid of ease, 



Still heard in his soul the music 

Of wonderful melodies. 

 

Such songs have power to quiet 

The restless pulse of care, 

And come like the benediction 

That follows after prayer. 

 

Then read from the treasured volume 

The poem of thy choice, 

And lend to the rhyme of the poet 

The beauty of thy voice. 

 

And the night shall be filled with music 

And the cares that infest the day, 

Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs, 

And as silently steal away. 



I Heard the Bells on Christmas Day 
 

I heard the bells on Christmas day 

Their old familiar carols play, 

And wild and sweet the words repeat 

Of peace on earth, good will to men. 

 
I thought how, as the day had come, 

The belfries of all Christendom 

Had rolled along th'unbroken song 

Of peace on earth, good will to men. 

 
And in despair I bowed my head: 

'There is no peace on earth, ' I said 

'For hate is strong, and mocks the song 

Of peace on earth, good will to men.' 

 
Then pealed the bells more loud and deep: 

'God is not dead, nor doth He sleep; 

The wrong shall fail, the right prevail, 

With peace on earth, good will to men.' 

 
Till, ringing, singing on its way, 

The world revolved from night to day 

A voice, a chime, a chant sublime, 

Of peace on earth, good will to men. 



A Nameless Grave 
 

'A soldier of the Union mustered out,' 

Is the inscription on an unknown grave 

At Newport News, beside the salt-sea wave, 

Nameless and dateless; sentinel or scout 

Shot down in skirmish, or disastrous rout 

Of battle, when the loud artillery drave 

Its iron wedges through the ranks of brave 

And doomed battalions, storming the redoubt. 

Thou unknown hero sleeping by the sea 

In thy forgotten grave! with secret shame 

I feel my pulses beat, my forehead burn, 

When I remember thou hast given for me 

All that thou hadst, thy life, thy very name, 

And I can give thee nothing in return. 



Edgar Allen Poe (1809-1849) 

 

Annabel Lee 
 

It was many and many a year ago, 

In a kingdom by the sea, 

That a maiden there lived whom you may know 

By the name of ANNABEL LEE; 

And this maiden she lived with no other thought 

Than to love and be loved by me. 

 
I was a child and she was a child, 

In this kingdom by the sea; 

But we loved with a love that was more than love- 

I and my Annabel Lee; 

With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven 

Coveted her and me. 

 
And this was the reason that, long ago, 

In this kingdom by the sea, 

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 

My beautiful Annabel Lee; 

So that her highborn kinsman came 

And bore her away from me, 

To shut her up in a sepulchre 

In this kingdom by the sea. 

 
The angels, not half so happy in heaven, 

Went envying her and me- 

Yes!- that was the reason (as all men know, 

In this kingdom by the sea) 

That the wind came out of the cloud by night, 

Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee. 

 
But our love it was stronger by far than the love 

Of those who were older than we- 

Of many far wiser than we- 

And neither the angels in heaven above, 

Nor the demons down under the sea, 

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee. 



For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

And the stars never rise but I feel the bright eyes 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side 

Of my darling- my darling- my life and my bride, 

In the sepulchre there by the sea, 

In her tomb by the sounding sea. 



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? 

Al l that we see or seem 

Is but a dream within a dream. 

 
I stand amid the roar 

Of a surf-tormented shore, 

And I hold within my hand 

Grains of the golden sand — 

How few! yet how they creep 

Through my fingers to the deep, 

While I weep — while I weep! 

O God! Can I not grasp 

Them with a tighter clasp? 

O God! can I not save 

One from the pitiless wave? 

Is all that we see or seem 

But a dream within a dream? 



A Valentine 
 

For her this rhyme is penned, whose luminous eyes, 

Brightly expressive as the twins of Leda, 

Shall find her own sweet name, that nestling lies 

Upon the page, enwrapped from every reader. 

Search narrowly the lines!- they hold a treasure 

Divine- a talisman- an amulet 

That must be worn at heart. Search well the measure- 

The words- the syllables! Do not forget 

The trivialest point, or you may lose your labor 

And yet there is in this no Gordian knot 

Which one might not undo without a sabre, 

If one could merely comprehend the plot. 

Enwritten upon the leaf where now are peering 

Eyes scintillating soul, there lie perdus 

Three eloquent words oft uttered in the hearing 

Of poets, by poets- as the name is a poet's, too, 

Its letters, although naturally lying 

Like the knight Pinto- Mendez Ferdinando- 

Still form a synonym for Truth- Cease trying! 

You will not read the riddle, though you do the best you can do. 



Evening Star 
 

'Twas noontide of summer, 

And mid-time of night; 

And stars, in their orbits, 

Shone pale, thro' the light 

Of the brighter, cold moon, 

'Mid planets her slaves, 

Herself in the Heavens, 

Her beam on the waves. 

I gazed awhile 

On her cold smile; 

Too cold- too cold for me- 

There pass'd, as a shroud, 

A fleecy cloud, 

And I turned away to thee, 

Proud Evening Star, 

In thy glory afar, 

And dearer thy beam shall be; 

For joy to my heart 

Is the proud part 

Thou bearest in Heaven at night, 

And more I admire 

Thy distant fire, 

Than that colder, lowly light. 



Dreams 
 

Oh! that my young life were a lasting dream! 

My spirit not awakening, till the beam 

Of an Eternity should bring the morrow. 

Yes! tho' that long dream were of hopeless sorrow, 

'Twere better than the cold reality 

Of waking life, to him whose heart must be, 

And hath been still, upon the lovely earth, 

A chaos of deep passion, from his birth. 

But should it be- that dream eternally 

Continuing- as dreams have been to me 

In my young boyhood- should it thus be given, 

'Twere folly still to hope for higher Heaven. 

For I have revell'd, when the sun was bright 

I' the summer sky, in dreams of living light 

And loveliness,- have left my very heart 

In climes of my imagining, apart 

From mine own home, with beings that have been 

Of mine own thought- what more could I have seen? 

'Twas once- and only once- and the wild hour 

From my remembrance shall not pass- some power 

Or spell had bound me- 'twas the chilly wind 

Came o'er me in the night, and left behind 

Its image on my spirit- or the moon 

Shone on my slumbers in her lofty noon 

Too coldly- or the stars- howe'er it was 

That dream was as that night-wind- let it pass. 

 
I have been happy, tho' in a dream. 

I have been happy- and I love the theme: 

Dreams! in their vivid coloring of life, 

As in that fleeting, shadowy, misty strife 

Of semblance with reality, which brings 

To the delirious eye, more lovely things 

Of Paradise and Love- and all our own! 

Than young Hope in his sunniest hour hath known. 



Walt Whitman (1819-1892) 

 

O Captain! My Captain! 
 

O Captain! My Captain! our fearful trip is done; 

 
The ship has weather'd every rack, the prize we sought is won; 

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting, 

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring: 

 

But O heart! heart! heart! 

O the bleeding drops of red, 

Where on the deck my Captain lies, 

Fallen cold and dead. 

 

O Captain! My Captain! rise up and hear the bells; 

Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills; 

For you bouquets and ribbon'd wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding; 

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning; 

 

Here captain! dear father! 

This arm beneath your head; 

It is some dream that on the deck, 

You've fallen cold and dead. 

 

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still; 

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will; 

The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed and done; 

From fearful trip, the victor ship, comes in with object won; 

 

Exult, O shores, and ring, O bells! 

But I, with mournful tread, 

Walk the deck my captain lies, 

Fallen cold and dead. 



To You 
 

Whoever you are, I fear you are walking the walks of 

dreams, 

I fear these supposed realities are to melt from under your 

feet and hands, 

Even now your features, joys, speech, house, trade, manners, 

troubles, follies, costume, crimes, dissipate away from you, 

Your true soul and body appear before me, 

They stand forth out of affairs, out of commerce, shops, 

work, farms, clothes, the house, buying, selling, eating, 

drinking, suffering, dying. 

 
Whoever you are, now I place my hand upon you, that you 

be my poem, 

I whisper with my lips close to your ear, 

I have loved many women and men, but I love none better 

than you. 

 
O I have been dilatory and dumb, 

I should have made my way straight to you long ago, 

I should have blabb’d nothing but you, I should have chanted 

nothing but you. 

 
I will leave all and come and make the hymns of you, 

None has understood you, but I understand you, 

None has done justice to you, you have not done justice to 

yourself, 

None but has found you imperfect, I only find no 

imperfection in you, 

None but would subordinate you, I only am he who will 

never consent to subordinate you, 

I only am he who places over you no master, owner, better, 

God, beyond what waits intrinsically in yourself. 

 
Painters have painted their swarming groups and the centre- 

figure of all, 

From the head of the centre-figure spreading a nimbus of 

gold-color’d light, 

But I paint myriads of heads, but paint no head without its 

nimbus of gold-color’d light, 

From my hand from the brain of every man and woman it 

streams, effulgently flowing forever. 



O I could sing such grandeurs and glories about you! 

You have not known what you are, you have slumber’d upon 

yourself all your life, 

Your eyelids have been the same as closed most of the time, 

What you have done returns already in mockeries, 

(Your thrift, knowledge, prayers, if they do not return in 

mockeries, what is their return?) 

 
The mockeries are not you, 

Underneath them and within them I see you lurk, 

I pursue you where none else has pursued you, 

Silence, the desk, the flippant expression, the night, the 

accustom’d routine, if these conceal you from others or 

from yourself, they do not conceal you from me, 

The shaved face, the unsteady eye, the impure complexion, if 

these balk others they do not balk me, 

The pert apparel, the deform’d attitude, drunkenness, greed, 

premature death, all these I part aside. 

 
There is no endowment in man or woman that is not tallied 

in you, 

There is no virtue, no beauty in man or woman, but as good 

is in you, 

No pluck, no endurance in others, but as good is in you, 

No pleasure waiting for others, but an equal pleasure waits 

for you. 

 
As for me, I give nothing to any one except I give the like 

carefully to you, 

I sing the songs of the glory of none, not God, sooner than 

I sing the songs of the glory of you. 

 
Whoever you are! claim your own at an hazard! 

These shows of the East and West are tame compared to you, 

These immense meadows, these interminable rivers, you are 

immense and interminable as they, 

These furies, elements, storms, motions of Nature, throes of 

apparent dissolution, you are he or she who is master or 

mistress over them, 

Master or mistress in your own right over Nature, elements, 

pain, passion, dissolution. 

 
The hopples fall from your ankles, you find an unfailing 



sufficiency, 

Old or young, male or female, rude, low, rejected by the rest, 

whatever you are promulges itself, 

Through birth, life, death, burial, the means are provided, 

nothing is scanted, 

Through angers, losses, ambition, ignorance, ennui, what 

you are picks its way. 



I Hear America Singing 
 

I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear, 

Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe 

and strong, 

The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam, 

The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off 

work, 

The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the 

deckhand singing on the steamboat deck, 

The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing 

as he stands, 

The wood-cutter’s song, the ploughboy’s on his way in the 

morning, or at noon intermission or at sundown, 

The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at 

work, or of the girl sewing or washing, 

Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else, 

The day what belongs to the day—at night the party of young 

fellows, robust, friendly, 

Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs. 



A Child Said, What is the Grass? 
 

A child said, What is the grass? fetching it to me with full 

hands; 

How could I answer the child? ...... I do not know what it 

is any more than he. 

 
I guess it must be the flag of my disposition, out of hopeful 

green stuff woven. 

 
Or I guess it is the handkerchief of the Lord, 

A scented gift and remembrancer designedly dropped, 

Bearing the owner's name someway in the corners, that we 

may see and remark, and say Whose? 

 
Or I guess the grass is itself a child. ..... the produced babe 

of the vegetation. 

 
Or I guess it is a uniform hieroglyphic, 

And it means, Sprouting alike in broad zones and narrow 

zones, 

Growing among black folks as among white, 

Kanuck, Tuckahoe, Congressman, Cuff, I give them the 

same, I receive them the same. 

And now it seems to me the beautiful uncut hair of graves. 

Tenderly will I use you curling grass, 

It may be you transpire from the breasts of young men, 

It may be if I had known them I would have loved them; 

It may be you are from old people and from women, and 

from offspring taken soon out of their mother's laps, 

And here you are the mother's laps. 

 
This grass is very dark to be from the white heads of old 

mothers, 

Darker than the colorless beards of old men, 

Dark to come from under the faint red roofs of mouths. 

 
O I perceive after all so many uttering tongues! 

And I perceive they do not come from the roofs of mouths 

for nothing. 



I wish I could translate the hints about the dead young men 

and women, 

And the hints about old men and mothers, and the offspring 

taken soon out of their laps. 

 
What do you think has become of the young and old men? 

What do you think has become of the women and 

children? 

 
They are alive and well somewhere; 

The smallest sprouts show there is really no death, 

And if ever there was it led forward life, and does not wait 

at the end to arrest it, 

And ceased the moment life appeared. 

 
All goes onward and outward. ..... and nothing collapses, 

And to die is different from what any one supposed, and 

luckier. 



A Child’s Amaze 
 

SILENT and amazed, even when a little boy, 

I remember I heard the preacher every Sunday put God in his 

statements, 

As contending against some being or influence. 



A Noiseless, Patient Spider 
 

A noiseless, patient spider, 

I mark’d, where, on a little promontory, it stood, isolated; 

Mark’d how, to explore the vacant, vast surrounding, 

It launch’d forth filament, filament, filament, out of itself; 

Ever unreeling them—ever tirelessly speeding them. 

 
And you, O my Soul, where you stand, 

Surrounded, surrounded, in measureless oceans of space, 

Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing,—seeking the spheres, to connect them; 

Till the bridge you will need, be form’d—till the ductile anchor hold; 

Till the gossamer thread you fling, catch somewhere, O my Soul. 



Helen Hunt Jackson (1830-1885) 

 

Two Truths 
 

Darling,' he said, 'I never meant 

To hurt you;' and his eyes were wet. 

'I would not hurt you for the world: 

Am I to blame if I forget?' 

 
'Forgive my selfish tears!' she cried, 

'Forgive! I knew that it was not 

Because you meant to hurt me, sweet- 

I knew it was that you forgot!' 

 
But all the same, deep in her heart 

Rankled this thought, and rankles yet,- 

'When love is at its best, one loves 

So much that he cannot forget.' 



A Dream 
 

I dreamed that I was dead and crossed the heavens,-- 

Heavens after heavens with burning feet and swift,-- 

And cried: "O God, where art Thou?" I left one 

On earth, whose burden I would pray Thee lift." 

 
I was so dead I wondered at nothing,-- 

Not even that the angels slowly turned 

Their faces, speechless, as I hurried by 

(Beneath my feet the golden pavements burned); 

 
Nor, at the first, that I could not find God, 

Because the heavens stretched endlessly like space. 

At last a terror seized my very soul; 

I seemed alone in all the crowded place. 

 
Then, sudden, one compassionate cried out, 

Though like the rest his face from me he turned, 

As I were one no angel might regard 

(Beneath my feet the golden pavements burned): 

 
"No more in heaven than earth will he find God 

Who does not know his loving mercy swift 

But waits the moment consummate and ripe, 

Each burden, from each human soul to lift." 

 
Though I was dead, I died again for shame; 

Lonely, to flee from heaven again I turned; 

The ranks of angels looked away from me 

(Beneath my feet the golden pavements burned). 



Best 
 

Mother, I see you with your nursery light, 

Leading your babies, all in white, 

To their sweet rest; 

Christ, the Good Shepherd, carries mine tonight, 

And that is best. 

 
I cannot help tears when I see them twine 

Their fingers in yours, and their bright curls shine 

On your warm breast. 

But the Saviour's is purer than yours or mine. 

He can love best. 

 
You tremble each hour because your arms 

Are weak; your heart is wrung with alarms 

And sore opprest: 

My darlings are safe, out of reach of harm 

And that is best. 

 
You know over yours may hang even now 

Pain and disease, whose fulfilling slow, 

Naught can arrest. 

Mine in God's gardens run to and fro, 

And that is best. 

 
You know that of yours, your feeblest one 

And dearest, may live long years alone, 

Unloved, unblest. 

Mine entered spotless on eternal years, 

Oh, how much the best. 

 
But grief is selfish; I cannot see 

Always why I should stricken be, 

More than the rest: 

But I know that, as well as for them, for me 

God did the best. 



A Last Prayer 
 

FATHER, I scarcely dare to pray, 

So clear I see, now it is done, 

That I have wasted half my day, 

And left my work but just begun; 

 
So clear I see that things I thought 

Were right or harmless were a sin; 

So clear I see that I have sought, 

Unconscious, selfish aims to win; 

 
So clear I see that I have hurt 

The souls I might have helped to save; 

That I have slothful been, inert, 

Deaf to the calls thy leaders gave. 

 
In outskirts of thy kingdoms vast, 

Father, the humblest spot give me; 

Set me the lowliest task thou hast; 

Let me repentant work for thee! 



At Last 
 

O the years I lost before I knew you, 

Love! 

O, the hills I climbed and came not to you, 

Love! 

Ah! who shall render unto us to make 

Us glad 

The things which for and of each other's sake 

We might have had? 

 
If you and I had sat and played together, 

Love, 

Two speechless babes in the summer weather, 

Love, 

By one sweet brook which, though it dried up long 

Ago, 

Still makes for me today a sweeter song 

Than all I know- 

 
If hand-in-hand through the mysterious gateway, 

Love 

Of womanhood, we had first looked and straightway, 

Love, 

Had whispered to each other softly, ere 

It yet 

Was dawn, what now in noonday heat and fear 

We both forget- 

 
If all of this had given its completeness, 

Love, 

To every hour, would it be added sweetness, 

Love? 

Or ill 

With thee? One wish could I more sweetly tell, 

More swift fulfill? 

 
Ah, vainly thus I sit and dream and ponder, 

Love, 

Losing the precious present while I wonder, 

Love, 

About the days in which you grew and came 

To be 



So beautiful, and did not know the name 

Or sight of me. 

 
But all lost things are in the angel's keeping, 

Love; 

No past is dead for us, but only sleeping, 

Love; 

The years of heaven will all earth's little pain 

Make good, 

Together there we can begin again, 

In babyhood. 



My Strawberry 
O marvel, fruit of fruits, I pause 

To reckon thee. I ask what cause 

Set free so much of red from heats 

At core of earth, and mixed such sweets 

With sour and spice: what was that strength 

Which out of darkness, length by length, 

Spun all thy shining thread of vine, 

Netting the fields in bond as thine. 

I see thy tendrils drink by sips 

From grass and clover's smiling lips; 

I hear thy roots dig down for wells, 

Tapping the meadow's hidden cells. 

Whole generations of green things, 

Descended from long lines of springs, 

I see make room for thee to bide 

A quiet comrade by their side; 

I see the creeping peoples go 

Mysterious journeys to and fro, 

Treading to right and left of thee, 

Doing thee homage wonderingly. 

I see the wild bees as they fare, 

Thy cups of honey drink, but spare. 

I mark thee bathe and bathe again 

In sweet unclaendared spring rain. 

I watch how all May has of sun 

Makes haste to have thy ripeness done, 

While all her nights let dews escape 

To set and cool thy perfect shape. 

Ah, fruit of fruits, no more I pause 

To dream and seek thy hidden laws! 

I stretch my hand and dare to taste, 

In instant of delicious waste 

On single feast, all things that went 

To make the empire thou hast spent. 



Emily Dickinson (1830-1886) 

 

Because I could not stop For Death 
 

Because I could not stop for Death – 

He kindly stopped for me – 

The Carriage held but just Ourselves – 

And Immortality. 

 
We slowly drove – He knew no haste 

And I had put away 

My labor and my leisure too, 

For His Civility – 

 
We passed the School, where Children strove 

At Recess – in the Ring – 

We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain – 

We passed the Setting Sun – 

 
Or rather – He passed us – 

The Dews drew quivering and chill – 

For only Gossamer, my Gown – 

My Tippet – only Tulle – 

 
We paused before a House that seemed 

A Swelling of the Ground – 

The Roof was scarcely visible – 

The Cornice – in the Ground – 

 
Since then – ‘tis Centuries – and yet 

Feels shorter than the Day 

I first surmised the Horses’ Heads 

Were toward Eternity – 



If I can stop one heart from breaking 
 

If I can stop one heart from breaking, 

I shall not live in vain; 

If I can ease one life the aching, 

Or cool one pain, 

Or help one fainting robin 

Unto his nest again, 

I shall not live in vain. 



“Hope” is the thing with feathers 
 

“Hope” is the thing with feathers — 

That perches in the soul — 

And sings the tune without the words — 

And never stops — at all — 

 
And sweetest — in the Gale — is heard — 

And sore must be the storm — 

That could abash the little Bird 

That kept so many warm — 

 
I've heard it in the chillest land — 

And on the strangest Sea — 

Yet, never, in Extremity, 

It asked a crumb — of Me. 



I’m Nobody! Who are you? 
 

I’m Nobody! Who are you? 

Are you – Nobody – too? 

Then there’s a pair of us! 

Don’t tell! they’d advertise – you know! 

 
How dreary – to be – Somebody! 

How public – like a Frog – 

To tell one’s name – the livelong June – 

To an admiring Bog! 



Death sets a Thing significant 
 

Death sets a Thing significant 

The Eye had hurried by 

Except a perished Creature 

Entreat us tenderly 

 
To ponder little Workmanships 

In Crayon, or in Wool, 

With "This was last Her fingers did" — 

Industrious until — 

 
The Thimble weighed too heavy — 

The stitches stopped — by themselves — 

And then 'twas put among the Dust 

Upon the Closet shelves — 

 
A Book I have — a friend gave — 

Whose Pencil — here and there — 

Had notched the place that pleased Him — 

At Rest — His fingers are — 

 
Now — when I read — I read not — 

For interrupting Tears — 

Obliterate the Etchings 

Too Costly for Repairs. 



I died for Beauty—but was scarce 
 

I died for Beauty — but was scarce 

Adjusted in the Tomb 

When One who died for Truth, was lain 

In an adjoining room — 

 
He questioned softly “Why I failed?” 

“For Beauty,” I replied — 

“And I — for Truth — Themself are One — 

We Brethren, are,” He said — 

 
And so, as Kinsmen, met a Night — 

We talked between the Rooms — 

Until the Moss had reached our lips — 

And covered up — our names — 



After great pain, a formal feeling comes – 
 

After great pain, a formal feeling comes – 

The Nerves sit ceremonious, like Tombs – 

The stiff Heart questions ‘was it He, that bore,’ 

And ‘Yesterday, or Centuries before’? 

 
The Feet, mechanical, go round – 

A Wooden way 

Of Ground, or Air, or Ought – 

Regardless grown, 

A Quartz contentment, like a stone – 

 
This is the Hour of Lead – 

Remembered, if outlived, 

As Freezing persons, recollect the Snow – 

First – Chill – then Stupor – then the letting go – 



I heard a Fly buzz - when I died - 
 

I heard a Fly buzz - when I died - 

The Stillness in the Room 

Was like the Stillness in the Air - 

Between the Heaves of Storm - 

 
The Eyes around - had wrung them dry - 

And Breaths were gathering firm 

For that last Onset - when the King 

Be witnessed - in the Room - 

 
I willed my Keepsakes - Signed away 

What portion of me be 

Assignable - and then it was 

There interposed a Fly - 

 
With Blue - uncertain - stumbling Buzz - 

Between the light - and me - 

And then the Windows failed - and then 

I could not see to see - 



Success is counted sweetest 
 

Success is counted sweetest 

By those who ne'er succeed. 

To comprehend a nectar 

Requires sorest need. 

 
Not one of all the purple Host 

Who took the Flag today 

Can tell the definition 

So clear of victory 

 
As he defeated – dying – 

On whose forbidden ear 

The distant strains of triumph 

Burst agonized and clear! 



I cannot live with You – 
 

I cannot live with You – 

It would be Life – 

And Life is over there – 

Behind the Shelf 

 
The Sexton keeps the Key to – 

Putting up 

Our Life – His Porcelain – 

Like a Cup – 

 
Discarded of the Housewife – 

Quaint – or Broke – 

A newer Sevres pleases – 

Old Ones crack – 

 
I could not die – with You – 

For One must wait 

To shut the Other’s Gaze down – 

You – could not – 

 
And I – could I stand by 

And see You – freeze – 

Without my Right of Frost – 

Death’s privilege? 

 
Nor could I rise – with You – 

Because Your Face 

Would put out Jesus’ – 

That New Grace 

 
Glow plain – and foreign 

On my homesick Eye – 

Except that You than He 

Shone closer by – 

 
They’d judge Us – How – 

For You – served Heaven – You know, 

Or sought to – 

I could not – 

 
Because You saturated Sight – 



And I had no more Eyes 

For sordid excellence 

As Paradise 

 
And were You lost, I would be – 

Though My Name 

Rang loudest 

On the Heavenly fame – 

 
And were You – saved – 

And I – condemned to be 

Where You were not – 

That self – were Hell to Me – 

 
So We must meet apart – 

You there – I – here – 

With just the Door ajar 

That Oceans are – and Prayer – 

And that White Sustenance – 

Despair – 



I had no time to Hate— 
 

I had no time to Hate— 

Because The Grave would hinder Me— 

And life was not so 

Ample I 

Could finish—Enmity 

 
Nor had I time to Love— 

But since 

Some Industry must be— 

The little Toil of Love— 

I thought 

Be large enough for Me— 



Robert Frost (1874-1963) 

 

 
Nothing Gold Can Stay 

 
Nature's first green is gold, 

Her hardest hue to hold. 

Her early leaf's a flower; 

But only so an hour. 

Then leaf subsides to leaf, 

So Eden sank to grief, 

So dawn goes down to day 

Nothing gold can stay 



The Road Not Taken 
 

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 

And sorry I could not travel both 

And be one traveler, long I stood 

And looked down one as far as I could 

To where it bent in the undergrowth; 

 
Then took the other, as just as fair, 

And having perhaps the better claim 

Because it was grassy and wanted wear, 

Though as for that the passing there 

Had worn them really about the same, 

 
And both that morning equally lay 

In leaves no step had trodden black. 

Oh, I kept the first for another day! 

Yet knowing how way leads on to way 

I doubted if I should ever come back. 

 
I shall be telling this with a sigh 

Somewhere ages and ages hence: 

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I, 

I took the one less traveled by, 

And that has made all the difference. 



Stopping by the Woods on a Snowy Evening 
 

Whose woods these are I think I know. 

His house is in the village though; 

He will not see me stopping here 

To watch his woods fill up with snow. 

 
My little horse must think it queer 

To stop without a farmhouse near 

Between the woods and frozen lake 

The darkest evening of the year. 

 
He gives his harness bells a shake 

To ask if there is some mistake. 

The only other sound’s the sweep 

Of easy wind and downy flake. 

 
The woods are lovely, dark and deep, 

But I have promises to keep, 

And miles to go before I sleep, 

And miles to go before I sleep. 



Fire and Ice 
 

Some say the world will end in fire, 

Some say in ice. 

From what I've tasted of desire 

I hold with those who favor fire. 

But if it had to perish twice, 

I think I know enough of hate 

To say that for destruction ice 

Is also great 

And would suffice. 



A Time to Talk 
 

When a friend calls to me from the road 

And slows his horse to a meaning walk, 

I don't stand still and look around 

On all the hills I haven't hoed, 

And shout from where I am, What is it? 

No, not as there is a time to talk. 

I thrust my hoe in the mellow ground, 

Blade-end up and five feet tall, 

And plod: I go up to the stone wall 

For a friendly visit. 



A Question 
 

A voice said, Look me in the stars 

And tell me truly, men of earth, 

If all the soul-and-body scars 

Were not too much to pay for birth. 



Amy Lowell (1875-1925) 

 

Petals 
 

Life is a stream 

On which we strew 

Petal by petal the flower of our heart; 

The end lost in dream, 

They float past our view, 

We only watch their glad, early start. 

Freighted with hope, 

Crimsoned with joy, 

We scatter the leaves of our opening rose; 

Their widening scope, 

Their distant employ, 

We never shall know. And the stream as it flows 

Sweeps them away, 

Each one is gone 

Ever beyond into infinite ways. 

We alone stay 

While years hurry on, 

The flower fared forth, though its fragrance still stays. 



A Little Song 
 

When you, my Dear, are away, away, 

How wearily goes the creeping day. 

A year drags after morning, and night 

Starts another year of candle light. 

O Pausing Sun and Lingering Moon! 

Grant me, I beg of you, this boon. 

 
Whirl round the earth as never sun 

Has his diurnal journey run. 

And, Moon, slip past the ladders of air 

In a single flash, while your streaming hair 

Catches the stars and pulls them down 

To shine on some slumbering Chinese town. 

O Kindly Sun! Understanding Moon! 

Bring evening to crowd the footsteps of noon. 

 
But when that long awaited day 

Hangs ripe in the heavens, your voyaging stay. 

Be morning, O Sun! with the lark in song, 

Be afternoon for ages long. 

And, Moon, let you and your lesser lights 

Watch over a century of nights. 



A Lady 
 

You are beautiful and faded 

Like an old opera tune 

Played upon a harpsichord; 

Or like the sun-flooded silks 

Of an eighteenth-century boudoir. 

In your eyes 

Smoulder the fallen roses of out-lived minutes, 

And the perfume of your soul 

Is vague and suffusing, 

With the pungence of sealed spice-jars. 

Your half-tones delight me, 

And I grow mad with gazing 

At your blent colours. 

 
My vigour is a new-minted penny, 

Which I cast at your feet. 

Gather it up from the dust, 

That its sparkle may amuse you. 



To a Friend 
 

I ask but one thing of you, only one, 

That always you will be my dream of you; 

That never shall I wake to find untrue 

All this I have believed and rested on, 

Forever vanished, like a vision gone 

Out into the night. Alas, how few 

There are who strike in us a chord we knew 

Existed, but so seldom heard its tone 

We tremble at the half-forgotten sound. 

The world is full of rude awakenings 

And heaven-born castles shattered to the ground, 

Yet still our human longing vainly clings 

To a belief in beauty through all wrongs. 

O stay your hand, and leave my heart its songs! 



Ezra Pound (1885-1972) 

 
In a Station of the Metro 

 
The apparition of these faces in the crowd 

Petals on a wet, black bough. 



A Girl 
 

The tree has entered my hands, 

The sap has ascended my arms, 

The tree has grown in my breast - 

Downward, 

The branches grow out of me, like arms. 

 
Tree you are, 

Moss you are, 

You are violets with wind above them. 

A child - so high - you are, 

And all this is folly to the world. 



An Immortality 
 

Sing we for love and idleness, 

Naught else is worth the having. 

 
Though I have been in many a land, 

There is naught else in living. 

 
And I would rather have my sweet, 

Though rose-leaves die of grieving, 

 
Than do high deeds in Hungary 

To pass all men's believing. 



And the days are not full enough 
 

And the days are not full enough 

And the nights are not full enough 

And life slips by like a field mouse 

Not shaking the grass 



W.H. Auden (1907-1973) 

 
If I Could Tell You 

 
Time will say nothing but I told you so, 

Time only knows the price we have to pay; 

If I could tell you I would let you know. 

 
If we should weep when clowns put on their show, 

If we should stumble when musicians play, 

Time will say nothing but I told you so. 

 
There are no fortunes to be told, although, 

Because I love you more than I can say, 

If I could tell you I would let you know. 

 
The winds must come from somewhere when they blow, 

There must be reasons why the leaves decay; 

Time will say nothing but I told you so. 

 
Perhaps the roses really want to grow, 

The vision seriously intends to stay; 

If I could tell you I would let you know. 

 
Suppose the lions all get up and go, 

And all the brooks and soldiers run away; 

Will Time say nothing but I told you so? 

If I could tell you I would let you know. 



Funeral Blues 
 

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 for ever: 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. 



Lullaby 
 

Lay your sleeping head, my love, 

Human on my faithless arm; 

Time and fevers burn away 

Individual beauty from 

Thoughtful children, and the grave 

Proves the child ephemeral: 

But in my arms till break of day 

Let the living creature lie, 

Mortal, guilty, but to me 

The entirely beautiful. 

 
Soul and body have no bounds: 

To lovers as they lie upon 

Her tolerant enchanted slope 

In their ordinary swoon, 

Grave the vision Venus sends 

Of supernatural sympathy, 

Universal love and hope; 

While an abstract insight wakes 

Among the glaciers and the rocks 

The hermit’s carnal ecstasy. 

 
Certainty, fidelity 

On the stroke of midnight pass 

Like vibrations of a bell, 

And fashionable madmen raise 

Their pedantic boring cry: 

Every farthing of the cost, 

All the dreaded cards foretell, 

Shall be paid, but from this night 

Not a whisper, not a thought, 

Not a kiss nor look be lost. 

 
Beauty, midnight, vision dies: 

Let the winds of dawn that blow 

Softly round your dreaming head 

Such a day of welcome show 

Eye and knocking heart may bless, 

Find the mortal world enough; 

Noons of dryness find you fed 

By the involuntary powers, 



Nights of insult let you pass 

Watched by every human love. 



The More Loving One 
 

Looking up at the stars, I know quite well 

That, for all they care, I can go to hell, 

But on earth indifference is the least 

We have to dread from man or beast. 

 
How should we like it were stars to burn 

With a passion for us we could not return? 

If equal affection cannot be, 

Let the more loving one be me. 

 
Admirer as I think I am 

Of stars that do not give a damn, 

I cannot, now I see them, say 

I missed one terribly all day. 

 
Were all stars to disappear or die, 

I should learn to look at an empty sky 

And feel its total dark sublime, 

Though this might take me a little time. 



William Carlos Williams (1883-1963) 

 
The Young Housewife 

 
At ten AM the young housewife 

moves about in negligee behind 

the wooden walls of her husband’s house. 

I pass solitary in my car. 

 
Then again she comes to the curb 

to call the ice-man, fish-man, and stands 

shy, uncorseted, tucking in 

stray ends of hair, and I compare her 

to a fallen leaf. 

 
The noiseless wheels of my car 

rush with a crackling sound over 

dried leaves as I bow and pass smiling. 



The Red Wheelbarrow 
 

so much depends 

upon 

 
a red wheel 

barrow 

 
glazed with rain 

water 

 
beside the white 

chickens. 



This Is Just To Say 
 

I have eaten 

the plums 

that were in 

the icebox 

 
and which 

you were probably 

saving 

for breakfast 

 
Forgive me 

they were delicious 

so sweet 

and so cold 



Blizzard 
 

Snow falls: 

years of anger following 

hours that float idly down -- 

the blizzard 

drifts its weight 

deeper and deeper for three days 

or sixty years, eh? Then 

the sun! a clutter of 

yellow and blue flakes -- 

Hairy looking trees stand out 

in long alleys 

over a wild solitude. 

The man turns and there -- 

his solitary track stretched out 

upon the world. 



Daisy 
 

The dayseye hugging the earth 

in August, ha! Spring is 

gone down in purple, 

weeds stand high in the corn, 

the rainbeaten furrow 

is clotted with sorrel 

and crabgrass, the 

branch is black under 

the heavy mass of the leaves-- 

The sun is upon a 

slender green stem 

ribbed lengthwise. 

He lies on his back-- 

it is a woman also-- 

he regards his former 

majesty and 

round the yellow center, 

split and creviced and done into 

minute flowerheads, he sends out 

his twenty rays-- a little 

and the wind is among them 

to grow cool there! 

 
One turns the thing over 

in his hand and looks 

at it from the rear: brownedged, 

green and pointed scales 

armor his yellow. 

 
But turn and turn, 

the crisp petals remain 

brief, translucent, greenfastened, 

barely touching at the edges: 

blades of limpid seashell. 



Approaches of Winter 
 

The half-stripped trees 

struck by a wind together, 

bending all, 

the leaves flutter drily 

and refuse to let go 

or driven like hail 

stream bitterly out to one side 

and fall 

where the salvias, hard carmine-- 

like no leaf that ever was-- 

edge the bare garden. 



April 
 

If you had come away with me 

into another state 

we had been quiet together. 

But there the sun coming up 

out of the nothing beyond the lake was 

too low in the sky, 

there was too great a pushing 

against him, 

too much of sumac buds, pink 

in the head 

with the clear gum upon them, 

too many opening hearts of lilac leaves, 

too many, too many swollen 

limp poplar tassels on the 

bare branches! 

It was too strong in the air. 

I had no rest against that 

springtime! 

The pounding of the hoofs on the 

raw sods 

stayed with me half through the night. 

I awoke smiling but tired. 



e.e. cummings (1864-1962) 
 

anyone lived in a pretty how town 
 

anyone lived in a pretty how town 

(with up so floating many bells down) 

spring summer autumn winter 

he sang his didn’t he danced his did. 

 
Women and men(both little and small) 

cared for anyone not at all 

they sowed their isn’t they reaped their same 

sun moon stars rain 

 
children guessed(but only a few 

and down they forgot as up they grew 

autumn winter spring summer) 

that noone loved him more by more 

 
when by now and tree by leaf 

she laughed his joy she cried his grief 

bird by snow and stir by still 

anyone’s any was all to her 

 
someones married their everyones 

laughed their cryings and did their dance 

(sleep wake hope and then)they 

said their nevers they slept their dream 

 
stars rain sun moon 

(and only the snow can begin to explain 

how children are apt to forget to remember 

with up so floating many bells down) 

 
one day anyone died i guess 

(and noone stooped to kiss his face) 

busy folk buried them side by side 

little by little and was by was 

 
all by all and deep by deep 

and more by more they dream their sleep 

noone and anyone earth by april 



wish by spirit and if by yes. 

 
Women and men(both dong and ding) 

summer autumn winter spring 

reaped their sowing and went their came 

sun moon stars rain 



Humanity i love you 
 

Humanity i love you 

because you would rather black the boots of 

success than enquire whose soul dangles from his 

watch-chain which would be embarrassing for both 

 

 
parties and because you 

unflinchingly applaud all 

songs containing the words country home and 

mother when sung at the old howard 

 

 
Humanity i love you because 

when you're hard up you pawn your 

intelligence to buy a drink and when 

you're flush pride keeps 

 

 
you from the pawn shop and 

because you are continually committing 

nuisances but more 

especially in your own house 

 

 
Humanity i love you because you 

are perpetually putting the secret of 

life in your pants and forgetting 

it's there and sitting down 

 

 
on it 

and because you are 

forever making poems in the lap 

of death Humanity 

 

 
i hate you 



May I feel said he 
 

may i feel said he 

(i'll squeal said she 

just once said he) 

it's fun said she 

 

(may i touch said he 

how much said she 

a lot said he) 

why not said she 

 
(let's go said he 

not too far said she 

what's too far said he 

where you are said she) 

 

may i stay said he 

(which way said she 

like this said he 

if you kiss said she 

 
may i move said he 

is it love said she) 

if you're willing said he 

(but you're killing said she 

 

but it's life said he 

but your wife said she 

now said he) 

ow said she 

 
(tiptop said he 

don't stop said she 

oh no said he) 

go slow said she 

 
(cccome?said he 

ummm said she) 

you're divine!said he 

(you are Mine said she) 



[i carry your heart with me(i carry it in] 
 

i carry your heart with me(i carry it in 

my heart)i am never without it(anywhere 

i go you go,my dear;and whatever is done 

by only me is your doing,my darling) 

i fear 

no fate(for you are my fate,my sweet)i want 

no world(for beautiful you are my world,my true) 

and it’s you are whatever a moon has always meant 

and whatever a sun will always sing is you 

 
here is the deepest secret nobody knows 

(here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud 

and the sky of the sky of a tree called life;which grows 

higher than soul can hope or mind can hide) 

and this is the wonder that's keeping the stars apart 

i carry your heart(i carry it in my heart) 



dying is fine)but Death 

 
 

dying is fine)but Death 

 
?o 

baby 

i 

 

wouldn’t like 

 
Death if Death 

were 

good:for 

when(instead of stopping to think)you 

begin to feel of it,dying 

’s miraculous 

why?be 

 
cause dying is 

 
perfectly natural;perfectly 

putting 

it mildly lively(but 

Death 

is strictly 

scientific 

& artificial & 

evil & legal) 

we thank thee 

god 

almighty for dying 

(forgive us,o life!the sin of Death 



2 little whos 
 

2 little whos 

(he and she) 

under are this 

wonderful tree 

smiling stand 

(all realms of where 

and when beyond) 

now and here 

(far from a grown 

-up i&you- 

ful world of known) 

who and who 

(2 little ams 

and over them this 

aflame with dreams 

incredible is) 



I shall imagine life 
 

I shall imagine life 

is not worth dying, if 

(and when) roses complain 

their beauties are in vain 

 

but though mankind persuades 

itself that every weed's 

a rose, roses (you feel 

certain) will only smile 



Dorothy Parker (1893-1967) 

 
A Certain Lady 

 
Oh, I can smile for you, and tilt my head, 

And drink your rushing words with eager lips, 

And paint my mouth for you a fragrant red, 

And trace your brows with tutored finger-tips. 

When you rehearse your list of loves to me, 

Oh, I can laugh and marvel, rapturous-eyed. 

And you laugh back, nor can you ever see 

The thousand little deaths my heart has died. 

And you believe, so well I know my part, 

That I am gay as morning, light as snow, 

And all the straining things within my heart 

You'll never know. 

 
Oh, I can laugh and listen, when we meet, 

And you bring tales of fresh adventurings, -- 

Of ladies delicately indiscreet, 

Of lingering hands, and gently whispered things. 

And you are pleased with me, and strive anew 

To sing me sagas of your late delights. 

Thus do you want me -- marveling, gay, and true, 

Nor do you see my staring eyes of nights. 

And when, in search of novelty, you stray, 

Oh, I can kiss you blithely as you go .... 

And what goes on, my love, while you're away, 

You'll never know. 



A Fairly Sad Tale 
 

I think that I shall never know 

Why I am thus, and I am so. 

Around me, other girls inspire 

In men the rush and roar of fire, 

The sweet transparency of glass, 

The tenderness of April grass, 

The durability of granite; 

But me- I don't know how to plan it. 

The lads I've met in Cupid's deadlock 

Were- shall we say?- born out of wedlock. 

They broke my heart, they stilled my song, 

And said they had to run along, 

Explaining, so to sop my tears, 

First came their parents or careers. 

But ever does experience 

Deny me wisdom, calm, and sense! 

Though she's a fool who seeks to capture 

The twenty-first fine, careless rapture, 

I must go on, till ends my rope, 

Who from my birth was cursed with hope. 

A heart in half is chaste, archaic; 

But mine resembles a mosaic- 

The thing's become ridiculous! 

Why am I so? Why am I thus? 



A Very Short Song 
 

Once, when I was young and true, 

Someone left me sad- 

Broke my brittle heart in two; 

And that is very bad. 

 
Love is for unlucky folk, 

Love is but a curse. 

Once there was a heart I broke; 

And that, I think, is worse. 



One Perfect Rose 
 

A single flow'r he sent me, since we met. 

All tenderly his messenger he chose; 

Deep-hearted, pure, with scented dew still wet - 

One perfect rose. 

 
I knew the language of the floweret; 

'My fragile leaves,' it said, 'his heart enclose.' 

Love long has taken for his amulet 

One perfect rose. 

 
Why is it no one ever sent me yet 

One perfect limousine, do you suppose? 

Ah no, it's always just my luck to get 

One perfect rose. 



But Not Forgotten 
 

I think, no matter where you stray, 

That I shall go with you a way. 

Though you may wander sweeter lands, 

You will not soon forget my hands, 

Nor yet the way I held my head, 

Nor all the tremulous things I said. 

You still will see me, small and white 

And smiling, in the secret night, 

And feel my arms about you when 

The day comes fluttering back again. 

I think, no matter where you be, 

You'll hold me in your memory 

And keep my image, there without me, 

By telling later loves about me. 



A Dream Lies Dead 
 

A dream lies dead here. May you softly go 

Before this place, and turn away your eyes, 

Nor seek to know the look of that which dies 

Importuning Life for life. Walk not in woe, 

But, for a little, let your step be slow. 

And, of your mercy, be not sweetly wise 

With words of hope and Spring and tenderer skies. 

A dream lies dead; and this all mourners know: 

 
Whenever one drifted petal leaves the tree- 

Though white of bloom as it had been before 

And proudly waitful of fecundity- 

One little loveliness can be no more; 

And so must Beauty bow her imperfect head 

Because a dream has joined the wistful dead! 



Resume 
 

Razors pain you; 

Rivers are damp; 

Acids stain you; 

And drugs cause cramp. 

Guns aren't lawful; 

Nooses give; 

Gas smells awful; 

You might as well live. 



Langston Hughes (1902-1967) 

 

Life is Fine 
 

I went down to the river, 

I set down on the bank. 

I tried to think but couldn't, 

So I jumped in and sank. 

 
I came up once and hollered! 

I came up twice and cried! 

If that water hadn't a-been so cold 

I might've sunk and died. 

But it was Cold in that water! It was cold! 

I took the elevator 

Sixteen floors above the ground. 

I thought about my baby 

And thought I would jump down. 

 
I stood there and I hollered! 

I stood there and I cried! 

If it hadn't a-been so high 

I might've jumped and died. 

But it was High up there! It was high! 

So since I'm still here livin', 

I guess I will live on. 

I could've died for love-- 

But for livin' I was born 

 
Though you may hear me holler, 

And you may see me cry-- 

I'll be dogged, sweet baby, 

If you gonna see me die. 

 
Life is fine! Fine as wine! Life is fine! 



Quiet Girl 
 

I would liken you 

To a night without stars 

Were it not for your eyes. 

I would liken you 

To a sleep without dreams 

Were it not for your songs. 



A Dream Deferred 
 

What happens to a dream deferred? 

 
Does it dry up 

like a raisin in the sun? 

Or fester like a sore-- 

And then run? 

Does it stink like rotten meat? 

Or crust and sugar over-- 

like a syrupy sweet? 

 
Maybe it just sags 

like a heavy load. 

 

Or does it explode? 



Dylan Thomas (1914-1953) 

 
Do not go gentle into that good night 

 
Do not go gentle into that good night, 

Old age should burn and rave at close of day; 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 
Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 

Because their words had forked no lightning they 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

 
Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright 

Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 
Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 

And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

 
Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 

Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 
And you, my father, there on the sad height, 

Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 



Light Breaks Where No Sun Shines 
 

Light breaks where no sun shines; 

Where no sea runs, the waters of the heart 

Push in their tides; 

And, broken ghosts with glowworms in their heads, 

The things of light 

File through the flesh where no flesh decks the bones. 

 
A candle in the thighs 

Warms youth and seed and burns the seeds of age; 

Where no seed stirs, 

The fruit of man unwrinkles in the stars, 

Bright as a fig; 

Where no wax is, the candle shows its hairs. 

 
Dawn breaks behind the eyes; 

From poles of skull and toe the windy blood 

Slides like a sea; 

Nor fenced, nor staked, the gushers of the sky 

Spout to the rod 

Divining in a smile the oil of tears. 

 
Night in the sockets rounds, 

Like some pitch moon, the limit of the globes; 

Day lights the bone; 

Where no cold is, the skinning gales unpin 

The winter's robes; 

The film of spring is hanging from the lids. 

 
Light breaks on secret lots, 

On tips of thought where thoughts smell in the rain; 

When logics die, 

The secret of the soil grows through the eye, 

And blood jumps in the sun; 

Above the waste allotments the dawn halts. 



Clown in the Moon 
 

My tears are like the quiet drift 

Of petals from some magic rose; 

And all my grief flows from the rift 

Of unremembered skies and snows. 

 
I think, that if I touched the earth, 

It would crumble; 

It is so sad and beautiful, 

So tremulously like a dream. 



Allen Ginsberg (1926-1997) 

 

America 
 

America I've given you all and now I'm nothing. 

America two dollars and twenty-seven cents January 17, 1956. 

I can't stand my own mind. 

America when will we end the human war? 

Go fuck yourself with your atom bomb 

I don't feel good don't bother me. 

I won't write my poem till I'm in my right mind. 

America when will you be angelic? 

When will you take off your clothes? 

When will you look at yourself through the grave? 

When will you be worthy of your million Trotskyites? 

America why are your libraries full of tears? 

America when will you send your eggs to India? 

I'm sick of your insane demands. 

When can I go into the supermarket and buy what I need with my good looks? 

America after all it is you and I who are perfect not the next world. 

Your machinery is too much for me. 

You made me want to be a saint. 

There must be some other way to settle this argument. 

Burroughs is in Tangiers I don't think he'll come back it's sinister. 

Are you being sinister or is this some form of practical joke? 

I'm trying to come to the point. 

I refuse to give up my obsession. 

America stop pushing I know what I'm doing. 

America the plum blossoms are falling. 

I haven't read the newspapers for months, everyday somebody goes on trial for 

murder. 

America I feel sentimental about the Wobblies. 

America I used to be a communist when I was a kid and I'm not sorry. 

I smoke marijuana every chance I get. 

I sit in my house for days on end and stare at the roses in the closet. 

When I go to Chinatown I get drunk and never get laid. 

My mind is made up there's going to be trouble. 

You should have seen me reading Marx. 

My psychoanalyst thinks I'm perfectly right. 

I won't say the Lord's Prayer. 

I have mystical visions and cosmic vibrations. 



America I still haven't told you what you did to Uncle Max after he came over 

from Russia. 

 

I'm addressing you. 

Are you going to let our emotional life be run by Time Magazine? 

I'm obsessed by Time Magazine. 

I read it every week. 

Its cover stares at me every time I slink past the corner candystore. 

I read it in the basement of the Berkeley Public Library. 

It's always telling me about responsibility. Businessmen are serious. Movie 

producers are serious. Everybody's serious but me. 

It occurs to me that I am America. 

I am talking to myself again. 

 

Asia is rising against me. 

I haven't got a chinaman's chance. 

I'd better consider my national resources. 

My national resources consist of two joints of marijuana millions of genitals 

an unpublishable private literature that goes 1400 miles and hour and 

twentyfivethousand mental institutions. 

I say nothing about my prisons nor the millions of underpriviliged who live in 

my flowerpots under the light of five hundred suns. 

I have abolished the whorehouses of France, Tangiers is the next to go. 

My ambition is to be President despite the fact that I'm a Catholic. 

 

America how can I write a holy litany in your silly mood? 

I will continue like Henry Ford my strophes are as individual as his 

automobiles more so they're all different sexes 

America I will sell you strophes $2500 apiece $500 down on your old strophe 

America free Tom Mooney 

America save the Spanish Loyalists 

America Sacco & Vanzetti must not die 

America I am the Scottsboro boys. 

America when I was seven momma took me to Communist Cell meetings they 

sold us garbanzos a handful per ticket a ticket costs a nickel and the 

speeches were free everybody was angelic and sentimental about the 

workers it was all so sincere you have no idea what a good thing the party 

was in 1835 Scott Nearing was a grand old man a real mensch Mother 

Bloor made me cry I once saw Israel Amter plain. Everybody must have 

been a spy. 

America you don're really want to go to war. 

America it's them bad Russians. 

Them Russians them Russians and them Chinamen. And them Russians. 

The Russia wants to eat us alive. The Russia's power mad. She wants to take 

our cars from out our garages. 



Her wants to grab Chicago. Her needs a Red Reader's Digest. her wants our 

auto plants in Siberia. Him big bureaucracy running our fillingstations. 

That no good. Ugh. Him makes Indians learn read. Him need big black niggers. 

Hah. Her make us all work sixteen hours a day. Help. 

America this is quite serious. 

America this is the impression I get from looking in the television set. 

America is this correct? 

I'd better get right down to the job. 

It's true I don't want to join the Army or turn lathes in precision parts 

factories, I'm nearsighted and psychopathic anyway. 

America I'm putting my queer shoulder to the wheel. 



A Supermarket in California 
 

What thoughts I have of you tonight, Walt Whitman, for 

I walked down the sidestreets under the trees with a headache 

self-conscious looking at the full moon. 

In my hungry fatigue, and shopping for images, I went 

into the neon fruit supermarket, dreaming of your enumerations! 

What peaches and what penumbras! Whole families 

shopping at night! Aisles full of husbands! Wives in the 

avocados, babies in the tomatoes!--and you, Garcia Lorca, what 

were you doing down by the watermelons? 

 
I saw you, Walt Whitman, childless, lonely old grubber, 

poking among the meats in the refrigerator and eyeing the grocery 

boys. 

I heard you asking questions of each: Who killed the 

pork chops? What price bananas? Are you my Angel? 

I wandered in and out of the brilliant stacks of cans 

following you, and followed in my imagination by the store 

detective. 

We strode down the open corridors together in our 

solitary fancy tasting artichokes, possessing every frozen 

delicacy, and never passing the cashier. 

 
Where are we going, Walt Whitman? The doors close in 

an hour. Which way does your beard point tonight? 

(I touch your book and dream of our odyssey in the 

supermarket and feel absurd.) 

Will we walk all night through solitary streets? The 

trees add shade to shade, lights out in the houses, we'll both be 

lonely. 

 
Will we stroll dreaming of the lost America of love 

past blue automobiles in driveways, home to our silent cottage? 

Ah, dear father, graybeard, lonely old courage-teacher, 

what America did you have when Charon quit poling his ferry and 

you got out on a smoking bank and stood watching the boat 

disappear on the black waters of Lethe? 



Homework 
 

If I were doing my Laundry I’d wash my dirty Iran 

I’d throw in my United States, and pour on the Ivory Soap, scrub up Africa, put all the 

birds and elephants back in the jungle, 

I’d wash the Amazon river and clean the oily Carib & Gulf of Mexico, 

Rub that smog off the North Pole, wipe up all the pipelines in Alaska, 

Rub a dub dub for Rocky Flats and Los Alamos, Flush that sparkly Cesium out of 

Love Canal 

Rinse down the Acid Rain over the Parthenon & Sphinx, Drain Sludge out of the 

Mediterranean basin & make it azure again, 

Put some blueing back into the sky over the Rhine, bleach the little Clouds so snow 

return white as snow, 

Cleanse the Hudson Thames & Neckar, Drain the Suds out of Lake Erie 

Then I’d throw big Asia in one giant Load & wash out the blood & Agent Orange, 

Dump the whole mess of Russia and China in the wringer, squeeze out the tattletail 

Gray of U.S. Central American police state, 

& put the planet in the drier & let it sit 20 minutes or an Aeon till it came out clean. 



Anne Sexton (1928-1974) 

 

Words 
 

Be careful of words, 

even the miraculous ones. 

For the miraculous we do our best, 

sometimes they swarm like insects 

and leave not a sting but a kiss. 

They can be as good as fingers. 

They can be as trusty as the rock 

you stick your bottom on. 

But they can be both daisies and bruises. 

Yet I am in love with words. 

They are doves falling out of the ceiling. 

They are six holy oranges sitting in my lap. 

They are the trees, the legs of summer, 

and the sun, its passionate face. 

Yet often they fail me. 

I have so much I want to say, 

so many stories, images, proverbs, etc. 

But the words aren’t good enough, 

the wrong ones kiss me. 

Sometimes I fly like an eagle 

but with the wings of a wren. 

But I try to take care 

and be gentle to them. 

Words and eggs must be handled with care. 

Once broken they are impossible 

things to repair. 



Anna Who Was Mad 
 

Anna who was mad, 

I have a knife in my armpit. 

When I stand on tiptoe I tap out messages. 

Am I some sort of infection? 

Did I make you go insane? 

Did I make the sounds go sour? 

Did I tell you to climb out the window? 

Forgive. Forgive. 

Say not I did. 

Say not. 

Say. 

 
Speak Mary-words into our pillow. 

Take me the gangling twelve-year-old 

into your sunken lap. 

Whisper like a buttercup. 

Eat me. Eat me up like cream pudding. 

Take me in. 

Take me. 

Take. 

 
Give me a report on the condition of my soul. 

Give me a complete statement of my actions. 

Hand me a jack-in-the-pulpit and let me listen in. 

Put me in the stirrups and bring a tour group through. 

Number my sins on the grocery list and let me buy. 

Did I make you go insane? 

Did I turn up your earphone and let a siren drive through? 

Did I open the door for the mustached psychiatrist 

who dragged you out like a gold cart? 

Did I make you go insane? 

From the grave write me, Anna! 

You are nothing but ashes but nevertheless 

pick up the Parker Pen I gave you. 

Write me. 

Write. 



Briar Rose (Sleeping Beauty) 
 

Consider 

a girl who keeps slipping off, 

arms limp as old carrots, 

into the hypnotist's trance, 

into a spirit world 

speaking with the gift of tongues. 

She is stuck in the time machine, 

suddenly two years old sucking her thumb, 

as inward as a snail, 

learning to talk again. 

She's on a voyage. 

She is swimming further and further back, 

up like a salmon, 

struggling into her mother's pocketbook. 

Little doll child, 

come here to Papa. 

Sit on my knee. 

I have kisses for the back of your neck. 

A penny for your thoughts, Princess. 

I will hunt them like an emerald. 

 
Come be my snooky 

and I will give you a root. 

That kind of voyage, 

rank as a honeysuckle. 

Once 

a king had a christening 

for his daughter Briar Rose 

and because he had only twelve gold plates 

he asked only twelve fairies 

to the grand event. 

The thirteenth fairy, 

her fingers as long and thing as straws, 

her eyes burnt by cigarettes, 

her uterus an empty teacup, 

arrived with an evil gift. 

She made this prophecy: 

The princess shall prick herself 

on a spinning wheel in her fifteenth year 

and then fall down dead. 

Kaputt! 



The court fell silent. 

The king looked like Munch's Scream 

Fairies' prophecies, 

in times like those, 

held water. 

However the twelfth fairy 

had a certain kind of eraser 

and thus she mitigated the curse 

changing that death 

into a hundred-year sleep. 

 
The king ordered every spinning wheel 

exterminated and exorcised. 

Briar Rose grew to be a goddess 

and each night the king 

bit the hem of her gown 

to keep her safe. 

He fastened the moon up 

with a safety pin 

to give her perpetual light 

He forced every male in the court 

to scour his tongue with Bab-o 

lest they poison the air she dwelt in. 

Thus she dwelt in his odor. 

Rank as honeysuckle. 

 
On her fifteenth birthday 

she pricked her finger 

on a charred spinning wheel 

and the clocks stopped. 

Yes indeed. She went to sleep. 

The king and queen went to sleep, 

the courtiers, the flies on the wall. 

The fire in the hearth grew still 

and the roast meat stopped crackling. 

The trees turned into metal 

and the dog became china. 

They all lay in a trance, 

each a catatonic 

stuck in a time machine. 

Even the frogs were zombies. 

Only a bunch of briar roses grew 

forming a great wall of tacks 

around the castle. 



Many princes 

tried to get through the brambles 

for they had heard much of Briar Rose 

but they had not scoured their tongues 

so they were held by the thorns 

and thus were crucified. 

In due time 

a hundred years passed 

and a prince got through. 

The briars parted as if for Moses 

and the prince found the tableau intact. 

He kissed Briar Rose 

and she woke up crying: 

Daddy! Daddy! 

Presto! She's out of prison! 

She married the prince 

and all went well 

except for the fear - 

the fear of sleep. 

 
Briar Rose 

was an insomniac... 

She could not nap 

or lie in sleep 

without the court chemist 

mixing her some knock-out drops 

and never in the prince's presence. 

If if is to come, she said, 

sleep must take me unawares 

while I am laughing or dancing 

so that I do not know that brutal place 

where I lie down with cattle prods, 

the hole in my cheek open. 

Further, I must not dream 

for when I do I see the table set 

and a faltering crone at my place, 

her eyes burnt by cigarettes 

as she eats betrayal like a slice of meat. 

 
I must not sleep 

for while I'm asleep I'm ninety 

and think I'm dying. 

Death rattles in my throat 

like a marble. 



I wear tubes like earrings. 

I lie as still as a bar of iron. 

You can stick a needle 

through my kneecap and I won't flinch. 

I'm all shot up with Novocain. 

This trance girl 

is yours to do with. 

You could lay her in a grave, 

an awful package, 

and shovel dirt on her face 

and she'd never call back: Hello there! 

But if you kissed her on the mouth 

her eyes would spring open 

and she'd call out: Daddy! Daddy! 

Presto! 

She's out of prison. 

 
There was a theft. 

That much I am told. 

I was abandoned. 

That much I know. 

I was forced backward. 

I was forced forward. 

I was passed hand to hand 

like a bowl of fruit. 

Each night I am nailed into place 

and forget who I am. 

Daddy? 

That's another kind of prison. 

It's not the prince at all, 

but my father 

drunkeningly bends over my bed, 

circling the abyss like a shark, 

my father thick upon me 

like some sleeping jellyfish. 

What voyage is this, little girl? 

This coming out of prison? 

God help - 

this life after death? 



Cinderella 
 

You always read about it: 

the plumber with the twelve children 

who wins the Irish Sweepstakes. 

From toilets to riches. 

That story. 

 
Or the nursemaid, 

some luscious sweet from Denmark 

who captures the oldest son's heart. 

from diapers to Dior. 

That story. 

 
Or a milkman who serves the wealthy, 

eggs, cream, butter, yogurt, milk, 

the white truck like an ambulance 

who goes into real estate 

and makes a pile. 

From homogenized to martinis at lunch. 

 
Or the charwoman 

who is on the bus when it cracks up 

and collects enough from the insurance. 

From mops to Bonwit Teller. 

That story. 

 
Once 

the wife of a rich man was on her deathbed 

and she said to her daughter Cinderella: 

Be devout. Be good. Then I will smile 

down from heaven in the seam of a cloud. 

The man took another wife who had 

two daughters, pretty enough 

but with hearts like blackjacks. 

Cinderella was their maid. 

She slept on the sooty hearth each night 

and walked around looking like Al Jolson. 

Her father brought presents home from town, 

jewels and gowns for the other women 

but the twig of a tree for Cinderella. 

She planted that twig on her mother's grave 

and it grew to a tree where a white dove sat. 



Whenever she wished for anything the dove 

would dropp it like an egg upon the ground. 

The bird is important, my dears, so heed him. 

 
Next came the ball, as you all know. 

It was a marriage market. 

The prince was looking for a wife. 

All but Cinderella were preparing 

and gussying up for the event. 

Cinderella begged to go too. 

Her stepmother threw a dish of lentils 

into the cinders and said: Pick them 

up in an hour and you shall go. 

The white dove brought all his friends; 

all the warm wings of the fatherland came, 

and picked up the lentils in a jiffy. 

No, Cinderella, said the stepmother, 

you have no clothes and cannot dance. 

That's the way with stepmothers. 

 
Cinderella went to the tree at the grave 

and cried forth like a gospel singer: 

Mama! Mama! My turtledove, 

send me to the prince's ball! 

The bird dropped down a golden dress 

and delicate little slippers. 

Rather a large package for a simple bird. 

So she went. Which is no surprise. 

Her stepmother and sisters didn't 

recognize her without her cinder face 

and the prince took her hand on the spot 

and danced with no other the whole day. 

 
As nightfall came she thought she'd better 

get home. The prince walked her home 

and she disappeared into the pigeon house 

and although the prince took an axe and broke 

it open she was gone. Back to her cinders. 

These events repeated themselves for three days. 

However on the third day the prince 

covered the palace steps with cobbler's wax 

and Cinderella's gold shoe stuck upon it. 

Now he would find whom the shoe fit 

and find his strange dancing girl for keeps. 



He went to their house and the two sisters 

were delighted because they had lovely feet. 

The eldest went into a room to try the slipper on 

but her big toe got in the way so she simply 

sliced it off and put on the slipper. 

The prince rode away with her until the white dove 

told him to look at the blood pouring forth. 

That is the way with amputations. 

They just don't heal up like a wish. 

The other sister cut off her heel 

but the blood told as blood will. 

The prince was getting tired. 

He began to feel like a shoe salesman. 

But he gave it one last try. 

This time Cinderella fit into the shoe 

like a love letter into its envelope. 

 
At the wedding ceremony 

the two sisters came to curry favor 

and the white dove pecked their eyes out. 

Two hollow spots were left 

like soup spoons. 

 
Cinderella and the prince 

lived, they say, happily ever after, 

like two dolls in a museum case 

never bothered by diapers or dust, 

never arguing over the timing of an egg, 

never telling the same story twice, 

never getting a middle-aged spread, 

their darling smiles pasted on for eternity. 

Regular Bobbsey Twins. 

That story. 



Again and Again and Again 
 

You said the anger would come back 

just as the love did. 

 
I have a black look I do not 

like. It is a mask I try on. 

I migrate toward it and its frog 

sits on my lips and defecates. 

It is old. It is also a pauper. 

I have tried to keep it on a diet. 

I give it no unction. 

 
There is a good look that I wear 

like a blood clot. I have 

sewn it over my left breast. 

I have made a vocation of it. 

Lust has taken plant in it 

and I have placed you and your 

child at its milk tip. 

 
Oh the blackness is murderous 

and the milk tip is brimming 

and each machine is working 

and I will kiss you when 

I cut up one dozen new men 

and you will die somewhat, 

again and again. 



Maya Angelou (1928-2014) 

 

I Know Why The Caged Bird Sings 
 

The free bird leaps 

on the back of the wind 

and floats downstream 

till the current ends 

and dips his wings 

in the orange sun rays 

and dares to claim the sky. 

 
But a bird that stalks 

down his narrow cage 

can seldom see through 

his bars of rage 

his wings are clipped and 

his feet are tied 

so he opens his throat to sing. 

 
The caged bird sings 

with fearful trill 

of the things unknown 

but longed for still 

and his tune is heard 

on the distant hill 

for the caged bird 

sings of freedom 

 
The free bird thinks of another breeze 

and the trade winds soft through the sighing trees 

and the fat worms waiting on a dawn-bright lawn 

and he names the sky his own. 

 
But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams 

his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream 

his wings are clipped and his feet are tied 

so he opens his throat to sing 

 
The caged bird sings 

with a fearful trill 



of things unknown 

but longed for still 

and his tune is heard 

on the distant hill 

for the caged bird 

sings of freedom. 



Touched By an Angel 
 

We, unaccustomed to courage 

exiles from delight 

live coiled in shells of loneliness 

until love leaves its high holy temple 

and comes into our sight 

to liberate us into life. 

 
Love arrives 

and in its train come ecstasies 

old memories of pleasure 

ancient histories of pain. 

Yet if we are bold, 

love strikes away the chains of fear 

from our souls. 

 
We are weaned from our timidity 

In the flush of love's light 

we dare be brave 

And suddenly we see 

that love costs all we are 

and will ever be. 

Yet it is only love 

which sets us free. 



Insomniac 
 

There are some nights when 

sleep plays coy, 

aloof and disdainful. 

And all the wiles 

that I employ to win 

its service to my side 

are useless as wounded pride, 

and much more painful. 



The Lesson 
I keep on dying again. 

Veins collapse, opening like the 

Small fists of sleeping 

Children. 

Memory of old tombs, 

Rotting flesh and worms do 

Not convince me against 

The challenge. The years 

And cold defeat live deep in 

Lines along my face. 

They dull my eyes, yet 

I keep on dying, 

Because I love to live. 



Still I Rise 
 

You may write me down in history 

With your bitter, twisted lies, 

You may tread me in the very dirt 

But still, like dust, I'll rise. 

 
Does my sassiness upset you? 

Why are you beset with gloom? 

'Cause I walk like I've got oil wells 

Pumping in my living room. 

 
Just like moons and like suns, 

With the certainty of tides, 

Just like hopes springing high, 

Still I'll rise. 

 
Did you want to see me broken? 

Bowed head and lowered eyes? 

Shoulders falling down like teardrops. 

Weakened by my soulful cries. 

 
Does my haughtiness offend you? 

Don't you take it awful hard 

'Cause I laugh like I've got gold mines 

Diggin' in my own back yard. 

 
You may shoot me with your words, 

You may cut me with your eyes, 

You may kill me with your hatefulness, 

But still, like air, I'll rise. 

 
Does my sexiness upset you? 

Does it come as a surprise 

That I dance like I've got diamonds 

At the meeting of my thighs? 

 
Out of the huts of history's shame 

I rise 

Up from a past that's rooted in pain 

I rise 

I'm a black ocean, leaping and wide, 

Welling and swelling I bear in the tide. 



Leaving behind nights of terror and fear 

I rise 

Into a daybreak that's wondrously clear 

I rise 

Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave, 

I am the dream and the hope of the slave. 

I rise 

I rise 

I rise. 



Sylvia Plath (1932-1963) 

 

Mad Girl’s Love Song 
 

"I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead; 

I lift my lids and all is born again. 

(I think I made you up inside my head.) 

 
The stars go waltzing out in blue and red, 

And arbitrary blackness gallops in: 

I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead. 

 
I dreamed that you bewitched me into bed 

And sung me moon-struck, kissed me quite insane. 

(I think I made you up inside my head.) 

 

God topples from the sky, hell's fires fade: 

Exit seraphim and Satan's men: 

I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead. 

 
I fancied you'd return the way you said, 

But I grow old and I forget your name. 

(I think I made you up inside my head.) 

 

I should have loved a thunderbird instead; 

At least when spring comes they roar back again. 

I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead. 

(I think I made you up inside my head.)" 



Never try to trick me with a kiss 
 

Never try to trick me with a kiss 

Pretending that the birds are here to stay; 

The dying man will scoff and scorn at this. 

 

A stone can masquerade where no heart is 

And virgins rise where lustful Venus lay: 

Never try to trick me with a kiss. 

 

Our noble doctor claims the pain is his, 

While stricken patients let him have his say; 

The dying man will scoff and scorn at this. 

 

Each virile bachelor dreads paralysis, 

The old maid in the gable cries all day: 

Never try to trick me with a kiss. 

 

The suave eternal serpents promise bliss 

To mortal children longing to be gay; 

The dying man will scoff and scorn at this. 

 
Sooner or later something goes amiss; 

The singing birds pack up and fly away; 

So never try to trick me with a kiss: 

The dying man will scoff and scorn at this. 



Jilted 
 

My thoughts are crabbed and sallow, 

My tears like vinegar, 

Or the bitter blinking yellow 

Of an acetic star. 

 
Tonight the caustic wind, love, 

Gossips late and soon, 

And I wear the wry-faced pucker of 

The sour lemon moon. 

 
While like an early summer plum, 

Puny, green, and tart, 

Droops upon its wizened stem 

My lean, unripened heart. 



Monologue at 3 AM 
 

Better that every fiber crack 

and fury make head, 

blood drenching vivid 

couch, carpet, floor 

and the snake-figured almanac 

vouching you are 

a million green counties from here, 

 
than to sit mute, twitching so 

under prickling stars, 

with stare, with curse 

blackening the time 

goodbyes were said, trains let go, 

and I, great magnanimous fool, thus wrenched from 

my one kingdom. 



Kindness 
 

Kindness glides about my house. 

Dame Kindness, she is so nice! 

The blue and red jewels of her rings smoke 

In the windows, the mirrors 

Are filling with smiles. 

 
What is so real as the cry of a child? 

A rabbit's cry may be wilder 

But it has no soul. 

Sugar can cure everything, so Kindness says. 

Sugar is a necessary fluid, 

 
Its crystals a little poultice. 

O kindness, kindness 

Sweetly picking up pieces! 

My Japanese silks, desperate butterflies, 

May be pinned any minute, anesthetized. 

 
And here you come, with a cup of tea 

Wreathed in steam. 

The blood jet is poetry, 

There is no stopping it. 

You hand me two children, two roses. 



A Birthday Present 
 

What is this, behind this veil, is it ugly, is it beautiful? 

It is shimmering, has it breasts, has it edges? 

 

I am sure it is unique, I am sure it is what I want. 

When I am quiet at my cooking I feel it looking, I feel it thinking 

 
‘Is this the one I am too appear for, 

Is this the elect one, the one with black eye-pits and a scar? 

 
Measuring the flour, cutting off the surplus, 

Adhering to rules, to rules, to rules. 

 

Is this the one for the annunciation? 

My god, what a laugh!’ 

 
But it shimmers, it does not stop, and I think it wants me. 

I would not mind if it were bones, or a pearl button. 

 

I do not want much of a present, anyway, this year. 

After all I am alive only by accident. 

 

I would have killed myself gladly that time any possible way. 

Now there are these veils, shimmering like curtains, 

 

The diaphanous satins of a January window 

White as babies’ bedding and glittering with dead breath. O ivory! 

 
It must be a tusk there, a ghost column. 

Can you not see I do not mind what it is. 

 

Can you not give it to me? 

Do not be ashamed–I do not mind if it is small. 

 
Do not be mean, I am ready for enormity. 

Let us sit down to it, one on either side, admiring the gleam, 

 
The glaze, the mirrory variety of it. 

Let us eat our last supper at it, like a hospital plate. 

 
I know why you will not give it to me, 

You are terrified 



The world will go up in a shriek, and your head with it, 

Bossed, brazen, an antique shield, 

 

A marvel to your great-grandchildren. 

Do not be afraid, it is not so. 

 

I will only take it and go aside quietly. 

You will not even hear me opening it, no paper crackle, 

 
No falling ribbons, no scream at the end. 

I do not think you credit me with this discretion. 

 
If you only knew how the veils were killing my days. 

To you they are only transparencies, clear air. 

 

But my god, the clouds are like cotton. 

Armies of them. They are carbon monoxide. 

 

Sweetly, sweetly I breathe in, 

Filling my veins with invisibles, with the million 

 
Probable motes that tick the years off my life. 

You are silver-suited for the occasion. O adding machine—– 

 
Is it impossible for you to let something go and have it go whole? 

Must you stamp each piece purple, 

 

Must you kill what you can? 

There is one thing I want today, and only you can give it to me. 

 
It stands at my window, big as the sky. 

It breathes from my sheets, the cold dead center 

 
Where split lives congeal and stiffen to history. 

Let it not come by the mail, finger by finger. 

 

Let it not come by word of mouth, I should be sixty 

By the time the whole of it was delivered, and to numb to use it. 

 
Only let down the veil, the veil, the veil. 

If it were death 

 

I would admire the deep gravity of it, its timeless eyes. 

I would know you were serious. 



There would be a nobility then, there would be a birthday. 

And the knife not carve, but enter 

 

Pure and clean as the cry of a baby, 

And the universe slide from my side. 



Ariel 
 

Stasis in darkness. 

Then the substanceless blue 

Pour of tor and distances. 

 
God’s lioness, 

How one we grow, 

Pivot of heels and knees!—The furrow 

 
Splits and passes, sister to 

The brown arc 

Of the neck I cannot catch, 

 
Nigger-eye 

Berries cast dark 

Hooks— 

 
Black sweet blood mouthfuls, 

Shadows. 

Something else 

 
Hauls me through air— 

Thighs, hair; 

Flakes from my heels. 

 
White 

Godiva, I unpeel— 

Dead hands, dead stringencies. 

 
And now I 

Foam to wheat, a glitter of seas. 

The child’s cry 

 
Melts in the wall. 

And I 

Am the arrow, 

 
The dew that flies 

Suicidal, at one with the drive 

Into the red 

 
Eye, the cauldron of morning. 



Daddy 
 

You do not do, you do not do 

Any more, black shoe 

In which I have lived like a foot 

For thirty years, poor and white, 

Barely daring to breathe or Achoo. 

 
Daddy, I have had to kill you. 

You died before I had time-- 

Marble-heavy, a bag full of God, 

Ghastly statue with one gray toe 

Big as a Frisco seal 

 
And a head in the freakish Atlantic 

Where it pours bean green over blue 

In the waters off beautiful Nauset. 

I used to pray to recover you. 

Ach, du. 

 
In the German tongue, in the Polish town 

Scraped flat by the roller 

Of wars, wars, wars. 

But the name of the town is common. 

My Polack friend 

 
Says there are a dozen or two. 

So I never could tell where you 

Put your foot, your root, 

I never could talk to you. 

The tongue stuck in my jaw. 

 
It stuck in a barb wire snare. 

Ich, ich, ich, ich, 

I could hardly speak. 

I thought every German was you. 

And the language obscene 

 
An engine, an engine 

Chuffing me off like a Jew. 

A Jew to Dachau, Auschwitz, Belsen. 

I began to talk like a Jew. 

I think I may well be a Jew. 



The snows of the Tyrol, the clear beer of Vienna 

Are not very pure or true. 

With my gipsy ancestress and my weird luck 

And my Taroc pack and my Taroc pack 

I may be a bit of a Jew. 

 
I have always been scared of you, 

With your Luftwaffe, your gobbledygoo. 

And your neat mustache 

And your Aryan eye, bright blue. 

Panzer-man, panzer-man, O You-- 

 
Not God but a swastika 

So black no sky could squeak through. 

Every woman adores a Fascist, 

The boot in the face, the brute 

Brute heart of a brute like you. 

 
You stand at the blackboard, daddy, 

In the picture I have of you, 

A cleft in your chin instead of your foot 

But no less a devil for that, no not 

Any less the black man who 

 
Bit my pretty red heart in two. 

I was ten when they buried you. 

At twenty I tried to die 

And get back, back, back to you. 

I thought even the bones would do. 

 
But they pulled me out of the sack, 

And they stuck me together with glue. 

And then I knew what to do. 

I made a model of you, 

A man in black with a Meinkampf look 

 
And a love of the rack and the screw. 

And I said I do, I do. 

So daddy, I’m finally through. 

The black telephone’s off at the root, 

The voices just can’t worm through. 

 
If I’ve killed one man, I’ve killed two-- 



The vampire who said he was you 

And drank my blood for a year, 

Seven years, if you want to know. 

Daddy, you can lie back now. 

 
There’s a stake in your fat black heart 

And the villagers never liked you. 

They are dancing and stamping on you. 

They always knew it was you. 

Daddy, daddy, you bastard, I’m through. 



POET BIOS 

 

Maya Angelou (1928-2014) 
 

Maya Angelou was one of the most celebrated voices of our time. A renowned poet 

and novelist, Angelou was also a memoirist, educator, actress, historian, filmmaker, 

journalist, and civil rights activist—a true Renaissance woman. Angelou worked with 

Malcolm X and Martin Luther King Jr. during the Civil Rights movement; she even 

wrote the poem “On the Pulse of Morning” for former President Bill Clinton’s 

Inaugural Address. Angelou is the first African American woman to be nominated for 

a Pulitzer Prize. She received over fifty honorary degrees, including one from Harvard 

University in 2014, the year of her death. 

 
W.H. Auden (1907-1973) 

 
Originally a Brit who then became an American citizen, W.H. Auden was an 

extremely prolific writer, composing over 400 poems since the age of thirteen. His 

early works mimic the style of the 19th-century Romantics, though at the age of 

twenty Auden finally found his own voice. Auden’s poems cover themes such as 

politics, religion and morals, love and loss, and the relationships between strangers. 

These poems vary in tone and form, though always remain stylistically technical, with 

regular stanzas resonating irony and detachment. 

 
Anne Bradstreet (1612-1672) 

 
Born in England and then settling in Massachusetts, Anne Bradstreet was the first 

significant female poet of the American colonies. While raising eight of her own 

children, Bradstreet magically found the time to write poetry. In 1650, her 

brother-in-law took her works to England where they were collectively published as 

The Tenth Muse Spring up in America. Eight years later, they were published in the 

new colonies, renamed as Several Poems Compiled with Great Variety of Wit and 

Learning. Bradstreet’s poems tend to be formulaic yet personal, streaked with 

emotion. A deeply religious woman, Bradstreet also composed a collection of 

religious poems which were only posthumously published. 

 

e.e. cummings (1894-1962) 
 

No, the lower-case letters are not a mistake. e.e. cummings had a style all his own, 



combining poetry with the visual arts. He broke all conventional rules and traditional 

techniques, shunning proper punctuation and grammar. Experimenting with spelling, 

syntax, and structure, cummings created his own style of poetic expression. cummings 

is America’s second-most read poet (after Frost), especially appealing to young 

readers for his simple, jocund language and fearlessness to cover spicy themes such as 

war and sex. To truly “get” a cummings poem, you must look at its form just as 

closely as you read it! 

 

Emily Dickinson (1830-1886) 
 

Emily Dickinson, one of America’s best-loved and oft-studied poets, sure had her 

own style. Hailing from Amherst, Massachusetts, she led a private life, only wore 

white, and wrote thousands of letters and poems which were only posthumously 

published. As Dickinson wrote, “the soul selects its own society,” and her preferred 

society was solace. Though she was a quiet recluse who never married, Dickinson’s 

poems reveal her vast communication with her own soul. Through language, rhythm 

(often interrupted flow through the use of dashes), select capitalization, and 

punctuation, Dickinson created her own style. Common themes of her poems include 

love, death, and (im)mortality. 

 

Robert Frost (1874-1963) 
 

A simple farmer from New Hampshire who decided to move to England and publish 

his poems, Robert Frost is hands-down America’s most beloved poet. Though he 

never attended proper schooling, Frost has received honorary awards from over forty 

renowned US universities and colleges. His verses are elegant and concise, covering 

themes of mankind, nature, and the relationship between the two through peaceful 

imagery. Frost’s poetry is bold and fresh, yet he never strays from verse and meter. 

Frost’s personal life was a bit less serene than his poems—he suffered from 

depression and sadly watched four of his six children pass away. 

 
Langston Hughes (1902-1967) 

 
One of the most prominent figures of the Harlem Renaissance, the 1920s-era 

movement celebrating black arts and culture in New York City, Hughes portrayed the 

beauty and struggles of the black community in America through his poems, short 

stories, novels, plays, biographies, and memoirs. He refused to accept the racist norms 

of the society of his time and sought “to explain and illuminate the Negro condition in 

America and obliquely that of all humankind.” His poems contain simple yet elegant 

images, straight-forward, lyrical language, and convey his limitless creativity. 



Allen Ginsberg (1926-1997) 
 

One of the most famous Beat writers, Ginsberg’s works sparked the fuse of the 

cultural revolution of the sixties. Openly writing about his homosexuality and blatant 

drug abuse, Ginsberg was condemned by many for the controversial content of his 

poems. His poems cover topics of mental illness, oppression, and meditation. It’s not 

difficult to see Walt Whitman’s influence on his works; like his literary idol, Ginsberg 

writes in free verse—no meter, no rhyme, and occasional capitalization. 

 
Helen Hunt Jackson (1830-1885) 

 
Born into an intellectual household in Amherst, Helen Maria Fiske attended boarding 

school in New York City, where she was classmates with Dickinson (also from 

Amherst). The two became friends and maintained a lifelong correspondence. Twice 

married - once to a Hunt, then to a Jackson - a New York Times article misprinted her 

name, and to her outrage, “Helen Hunt Jackson” stuck. In her later years, Jackson 

spent her time advocating for the rights of Native Americans. Her only novel, Ramona, 

was her attempt at getting the masses to understand and empathize with natives’ 

plight. 

 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882) 
 

One of the best appreciated American poets, Longfellow led quite the life. Born in 

Maine yet fascinated by the foreign, as soon as he finished college, he set sail to 

Europe, where he learned French, Spanish, Portuguese, Italian, and German. He 

became a renowned translator (and thankfully provided us with the first American 

translation of Dante’s The Divine Comedy) and professor, and he was a celebrity of 

his time. Criticized for appealing to the masses, Longfellow’s works praise hard work 

and simplicity. They deal with themes such as struggle against adversity, which are 

appropriate for and appealed to the people of a young, new nation. His poems follow 

structure and meter while conveying sentimentality. After teaching at Harvard for a 

few years, Longfellow quit his job so that he could focus his energies on writing. 

Great men such as Abraham Lincoln, Charles Dickens, and Walt Whitman were all 

vocal of Longfellow’s positive influence on their character. 

 
Amy Lowell (1875-1925) 

 
Born into the prominent Massachusetts family, Amy Lowell was a bibliophile and 

avid traveler. An open lesbian who flaunted her obesity and ability to smoke cigars 

like a man, this socialite was quite scandalous for her time. Belonging to the Imagist 



group of poets, Lowell’s works (she published over 600 poems!) are classified by 

their hard, clear verse and compressed thoughts. Lowell was not afraid to experiment 

with free verse, which she called “polyphonic prose.” Before her death, Lowell also 

completed a thorough, two-volume biography on the poet Keats. 

 
Dorothy Parker (1893-1967) 

 
One of the most popular writers of the 1920s, Parker published poems, short stories, 

satire, and newspaper articles best known for their witty nature. A member of the 

Algonquin Round Table (a group of NYC writers and actors who met to toss around 

ideas and jokes) and a socialist political activist, Parker’s social and literary life was 

more than busy. However, her personal life left much to be desired, as proven by her 

multiple suicide attempts. Though Parker’s most famous poem “Resume” covers 

different methods of suicide, she writes with such a neat rhyme scheme and simple 

dimeter that she renders the otherwise morbid subject matter playful. 

 
Sylvia Plath (1932-1963) 

 
Sylvia Plath is one of the most famous 20th-century American poets and novelists. 

Plath’s conflicted relationship with her father (a very authoritative man who died 

when she was just eight) haunted her throughout her life and often comes up as a 

theme in her works; in her poem Daddy, Plath compares her father to a black boot, a 

God, a Nazi, and a vampire. Her only published novel, The Bell Jar, received only 

mediocre success in her lifetime, though her collection of poems, Ariel, was a 

smashing success. After battling depression and a failed suicide attempt, Plath stuck 

her head in the oven and turned on the gas, taking her own life. Considered a part of 

the “Confessional movement” of poets along with Amy Lowell and Anne Sexton, 

Plath’s works are distinguished by their disturbing themes, intense imagery, and 

acerbic tone amidst playful use of alliteration and rhyme. 

 
Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849) 

 
Born in Boston, Poe’s life was one of tragedy. His mother died when he was only two, 

and he was then adopted by a wealthy yet miserly merchant who failed to provide him 

with the necessary funds to survive comfortably. After dropping out of West Point for 

lack of money, Poe moved to New York City at the tender age of 24, where he tried 

and failed to get his stories and poems published. Despite Poe’s literary contributions 

to the world (he invented the detective genre) he never experienced literary success in 

his lifetime. Constantly losing or quitting jobs at small newspapers in New York while 

struggling with alcoholism, Poe’s life was characterized by utter poverty. Though his 

best-known works tend to be dark–about murder, torture, or the descent into insanity– 



Poe also wrote adventure novels of sailors and pirates in faraway lands. 

 
In 1849, Poe supposedly took the wrong train and ended up in Baltimore instead of 

New York. He was found in the streets, slipping in and out of consciousness unable to 

explain what had occurred to him. He died at a hospital a few days later. To this day, 

no one knows what actually caused Poe’s death (rabies? alcoholism?). Like his tales 

of the macabre, his death remains a fascinating mystery. 

 
Ezra Pound (1885-1972) 

 
Born in the uneventful Idaho, Pound decided to live a life of action and travelled 

profusely throughout Europe after terminating his studies. In Italy, where he lived in 

self-imposed exile, he became involved in Fascist politics. Upon returning to the US, 

he was arrested for treason on the grounds of spreading Fascist propaganda. In the 

early twentieth century, Pound started defining a modernist aesthetic in poetry. His 

preferred style was Imagism - a movement whose technique comes from classical 

Chinese and Japanese poetry. Imagism ignores traditional rhyme and meter, in favor 

of clarity, precision, and terseness. 

 
Anne Sexton (1928-1974) 

 
Another member of the “Confessional movement,” Sexton writes in a conversational, 

often sarcastic and humorous manner. The child of an abusive household, Sexton’s 

sexually sadistic tone reflects her pain and neglect. Her poems are personal and 

haunting, often dealing with themes of depression and death. In Transformations, her 

re-telling of classic Grimm’s fairy tales, Sexton gives these timeless tales a modern, 

personal, yet very twisted spin. Continuously mocking “fairy tale” happiness, Sexton 

instead chose to portray a gory, truly grim picture of reality. 

 
Walt Whitman (1819-1892) 

 
In 1885, Walt Whitman self-published a collection of his poems, Leaves of Grass. 

Formerly unknown, a teacher, journalist, and printer, Whitman’s works led to 

overnight popularity - his work was either hailed as genius or labeled as obscenities 

for their sometimes-erotic content. Whitman’s style is bold, daring, sensual, and 

joyful, celebrating the human experience. Part of the transcendental movement, 

Whitman holds the philosophy that we can transcend this material realm through a 

deep connection to nature. He promotes ideals yet faces the not-always pretty realities 

of the physical world, showing daily life as it really is. Whitman’s voice is distinctly 

American, though his audience is all men and women of this world. Whitman spent 

his entire life editing, expanding, and deleting the content of Leaves of Grass until just 



two months prior to his death. 

 

William Carlos Williams (1883-1963) 
 

William Carlos Williams’ poems tend to be short but sweet, simplistically formed yet 

profoundly poignant. After a period of post-WWI writing influenced by art - Imagism, 

Dadaism, and Cubism to be specific - Williams decided that his contemporaries were 

mimicking the Brits. Claiming, “The American idiom has much to offer us that the 

English language has never heard of,” Williams decided that his poems would instead 

convey those distinctly American speech rhythms and idioms while transforming 

ordinary subject matter into the extraordinary. Unafraid to experiment with meter and 

to use easily accessible language, Williams largely appealed to and influenced the 

Beat writers of the fifties and sixties. 



 


