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            A Dream Within A Dream by Edgar Allan Poe Take this kiss upon the brow! And, in parting from you now, Thus much let me avow-- You are not wrong, who deem That my days have been a dream; Yet if hope has flown away In a night, or in a day, In a vision, or in none, Is it therefore the less gone? All that we see or seem Is but a dream within a dream. 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 
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A Dream Within A Dream by Edgar Allan Poe
 Take this kiss upon the brow!
 And, in parting from you now,
 Thus much let me avow--
 You are not wrong, who deem
 That my days have been a dream;
 Yet if hope has flown away
 In a night, or in a day,
 In a vision, or in none,
 Is it therefore the less gone?
 All that we see or seem
 Is but a dream within a dream.
 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?
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Invictus: The Unconquerable BY WILLIAM ERNEST HENLEY
 Out of the night that covers me,
 Black as the pit from pole to pole,
 I thank whatever gods may be
 For my unconquerable soul.
 In the fell clutch of circumstance
 I have not winced nor cried aloud.
 Under the bludgeonings of chance
 My head is bloody, but unbowed.
 Beyond this place of wrath and tears
 Looms but the Horror of the shade,
 And yet the menace of the years
 Finds and shall find me unafraid.
 It matters not how strait the gate,
 How charged with punishments the scroll,
 I am the master of my fate,
 I am the captain of my soul.
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Caged Bird by Maya Angelou
 A free bird leaps
 on the back of the wind
 and floats downstream
 till the current ends
 and dips his wing
 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 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.
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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.
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Still I Rise by Maya Angelou
 You may write me down in history
 With your bitter, twisted lies,
 You may trod 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 backyard.
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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.
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Pig by Roald Dahl
 In England once there lived a big
 And wonderfully clever pig.
 To everybody it was plain
 That Piggy had a massive brain.
 He worked out sums inside his head,
 There was no book he hadn't read.
 He knew what made an airplane fly,
 He knew how engines worked and why.
 He knew all this, but in the end
 One question drove him round the bend:
 He simply couldn't puzzle out
 What LIFE was really all about.
 What was the reason for his birth?
 Why was he placed upon this earth?
 His giant brain went round and round.
 Alas, no answer could be found.
 Till suddenly one wondrous night.
 All in a flash he saw the light.
 He jumped up like a ballet dancer
 And yelled, 'By gum, I've got the answer! '
 'They want my bacon slice by slice
 'To sell at a tremendous price!
 'They want my tender juicy chops
 'To put in all the butcher's shops!
 'They want my pork to make a roast
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'And that's the part'll cost the most!
 'They want my sausages in strings!
 'They even want my chitterlings!
 'The butcher's shop! The carving knife!
 'That is the reason for my life! '
 Such thoughts as these are not designed
 To give a pig great piece of mind.
 Next morning, in comes Farmer Bland,
 A pail of pigswill in his hand,
 And piggy with a mighty roar,
 Bashes the farmer to the floor…
 Now comes the rather grisly bit
 So let's not make too much of it,
 Except that you must understand
 That Piggy did eat Farmer Bland,
 He ate him up from head to toe,
 Chewing the pieces nice and slow.
 It took an hour to reach the feet,
 Because there was so much to eat,
 And when he finished, Pig, of course,
 Felt absolutely no remorse.
 Slowly he scratched his brainy head
 And with a little smile he said,
 'I had a fairly powerful hunch
 'That he might have me for his lunch.
 'And so, because I feared the worst,
 'I thought I'd better eat him first.'
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O CAPTAIN! My Captain! by Walt Whitman
 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; 10
 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; 20
 Exult, O shores, and ring, O bells!
 But I, with mournful tread,
 Walk the deck my Captain lies,
 Fallen cold and dead.
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“Hope” is a Thing With Feathers by Emily Dickinson
 Hope is a thing with feathers
 That perches in the soul
 And sings a tune without 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 keeps so many warm.
 I’ve heard it in the chilliest land
 And on the strangest sea
 Yet, never, in extremity
 It ask a crumb of me.
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If… by Rudyard Kipling
 If you can keep your head when all about you
 Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,
 If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,
 But make allowance for their doubting too;
 If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,
 Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,
 Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,
 And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise:
 If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;
 If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;
 If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster
 And treat those two impostors just the same;
 If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken
 Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,
 Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,
 And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools:
 If you can make one heap of all your winnings
 And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,
 And lose, and start again at your beginnings
 And never breathe a word about your loss;
 If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
 To serve your turn long after they are gone,
 And so hold on when there is nothing in you
 Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’
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If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
 Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch,
 If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,
 If all men count with you, but none too much;
 If you can fill the unforgiving minute
 With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,
 Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,
 And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son!
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The Daffodils by William Wordsworth
 I wandered lonely as a cloud
 That floats on high o’er vales and hills,
 When all at once I saw a crowd,
 A host, of golden daffodils;
 Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
 Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.
 Continuous as the stars that shine
 And twinkle on the Milky Way,
 They stretched in never-ending line
 Along the margin of a bay:
 Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
 Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.
 The waves beside them danced, but they
 Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:
 A Poet could not but be gay,
 In such a jocund company:
 I gazed—and gazed—but little thought
 What wealth the show to me had brought:
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For oft, when on my couch I lie
 In vacant or in pensive mood,
 They flash upon that inward eye
 Which is the bliss of solitude;
 And then my heart with pleasure fills,
 And dances with the daffodils.

Page 16
						

Ozymandias by Percy Bysshe Shelley
 I met a traveller from an antique land
 Who said: “Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
 Stand in the desert . . . Near them, on the sand,
 Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
 And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,
 Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
 Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
 The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed:
 And on the pedestal these words appear:
 ‘My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:
 Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!'
 Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
 Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare
 The lone and level sands stretch far away.”
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If You Forget Me by Pablo Neruda
 I want you to know
 one thing.
 You know how this is:
 if I look
 at the crystal moon, at the red branch
 of the slow autumn at my window,
 if I touch
 near the fire
 the impalpable ash
 or the wrinkled body of the log,
 everything carries me to you,
 as if everything that exists,
 aromas, light, metals,
 were little boats
 that sail
 toward those isles of yours that wait for me.
 Well, now,
 if little by little you stop loving me
 I shall stop loving you little by little.
 If suddenly
 you forget me
 do not look for me,
 for I shall already have forgotten you.
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If you think it long and mad,
 the wind of banners
 that passes through my life,
 and you decide
 to leave me at the shore
 of the heart where I have roots,
 remember
 that on that day,
 at that hour,
 I shall lift my arms
 and my roots will set off
 to seek another land.
 But
 if each day,
 each hour,
 you feel that you are destined for me
 with implacable sweetness,
 if each day a flower
 climbs up to your lips to seek me,
 ah my love, ah my own,
 in me all that fire is repeated,
 in me nothing is extinguished or forgotten,
 my love feeds on your love, beloved,
 and as long as you live it will be in your arms
 without leaving mine.
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