
Hope 
Emily Dickinson 
 
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. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Word is Dead 
Emily Dickinson 
 
A word is dead 
When it is said, 
Some say. 
 
I say it just 
Begins to live 
That day. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Lamb  
William Blake 
 
Little Lamb, who made thee?  
Dost thou know who made thee?  
Gave thee life, and bid thee feed,  
By the stream and o'er the mead;  
Gave thee clothing of delight,  
Softest clothing, woolly, bright;  
Gave thee such a tender voice,  
Making all the vales rejoice?  
Little Lamb, who made thee?  
Dost thou know who made thee?  
Little Lamb, I'll tell thee,  
Little Lamb, I'll tell thee.  
He is called by thy name,  
For He calls Himself a Lamb.  
He is meek, and He is mild;  
He became a little child.  
I a child, and thou a lamb,  
We are called by His name.  
Little Lamb, God bless thee!  
Little Lamb, God bless thee!  
 
 
 
 
 

The Author to Her Book 
Anne Bradstreet 
 
Thou ill-formed offspring of my feeble brain, 
Who after birth did'st by my side remain, 
Till snatcht from thence by friends, less wise than true, 
Who thee abroad exposed to public view, 
Made thee in rags, halting to th' press to trudge, 
Where errors were not lessened (all may judge). 
At thy return my blushing was not small, 
My rambling brat (in print) should mother call. 
I cast thee by as one unfit for light, 
The visage was so irksome in my sight, 
Yet being mine own, at length affection would 
Thy blemishes amend, if so I could. 
I washed thy face, but more defects I saw, 
And rubbing off a spot, still made a flaw. 
I stretcht thy joints to make thee even feet, 
Yet still thou run'st more hobbling than is meet. 
In better dress to trim thee was my mind, 
But nought save home-spun cloth, i' th' house I find. 
In this array, 'mongst vulgars may'st thou roam. 
In critic's hands, beware thou dost not come, 
And take thy way where yet thou art not known. 
If for thy father askt, say, thou hadst none; 
And for thy mother, she alas is poor, 
Which caused her thus to send thee out of door.  
 

 Petition 
W.H. Auden 
 
Sir, no man's enemy, forgiving all  
But will his negative inversion, be prodigal:  
Send to us power and light, a sovereign touch  
Curing the intolerable neural itch,  
The exhaustion of weaning, the liar's quinsy,  
And the distortions of ingrown virginity.  
Prohibit sharply the rehearsed response  
And gradually correct the coward's stance;  
Cover in time with beams those in retreat  
That, spotted, they turn though the reverse were great;  
Publish each healer that in city lives  
Or country houses at the end of drives;  
Harrow the house of the dead; look shining at  
New styles of architecture, a change of heart.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Wind 
Ted Hughes 
 
All out of doors looked darkly in at him 
Through the thin frost, almost in separate stars, 
That gathers on the pane in empty rooms. 
What kept his eyes from giving back the gaze 
Was the lamp tilted near them in his hand. 
What kept him from remembering what it was 
That brought him to that creaking room was age. 
He stood with barrels round him -- at a loss. 
And having scared the cellar under him 
In clomping there, he scared it once again 
In clomping off; -- and scared the outer night, 
Which has its sounds, familiar, like the roar 
Of trees and crack of branches, common things, 
But nothing so like beating on a box. 
A light he was to no one but himself 
Where now he sat, concerned with he knew what, 
A quiet light, and then not even that. 
He consigned to the moon, such as she was, 
So late-arising, to the broken moon 
As better than the sun in any case 
For such a charge, his snow upon the roof, 
His icicles along the wall to keep; 
And slept. The log that shifted with a jolt 
Once in the stove, disturbed him and he shifted, 
And eased his heavy breathing, but still slept. 
One aged man -- one man -- can't keep a house, 
A farm, a countryside, or if he can, 
It's thus he does it of a winter night. 

Nicene Creed 
 
Credo in unum Deum, 
Patrem omnipoténtem, 
factórem cæli et terræ, 
visibílium ómnium et 
invisibílium. 
Et in unum Dóminum 
Iesum Christum, 
Fílium Dei Unigénitum, 
et ex Patre natum ante 
ómnia sæcula. 
Deum de Deo, lumen de 
lúmine, Deum verum de 
Deovero, 
génitum, non factum, 
consubstantiálem Patri: 
per quem ómnia facta 
sunt. 
Qui propter nos hómines 
et propter nostram salútem 
descéndit de cælis. 
Et incarnátus est de Spíritu 
Sancto 
ex María Vírgine, et homo 
factus est. 
Crucifíxus étiam pro nobis 
sub Póntio Piláto; 

passus, et sepúltus est, 
et resurréxit tértia die, 
secúndum Scriptúras, 
et ascéndit in cælum, sedet 
ad déxteram Patris. 
Et íterum ventúrus est cum 
glória, 
iudicáre vivos et mórtuos, 
cuius regni non erit finis. 
Et in Spíritum Sanctum, 
Dóminum et vivificántem: 
qui ex Patre Filióque 
procédit. 
Qui cum Patre et Fílio 
simul adorátur et 
conglorificátur: 
qui locútus est per 
prophétas. 
Et unam, sanctam, 
cathólicam et apostólicam 
Ecclésiam. 
Confíteor unum baptísma 
in remissiónem 
peccatorum. 
Et expecto resurrectionem 
mortuorum, 
et vitam ventúri sæculi. 
Amen. 

The Rear-Guard 
Siegfried Sassoon 
 
Groping along the tunnel, 
step by step, 
He winked his prying torch 
with patching glare  
From side to side, and 
sniffed the unwholesome 
air. 
 
Tins, boxes, bottles, shapes 
too vague to know, 
A mirror smashed, the 
mattress from a bed; 
And he, exploring fifty feet 
below 
The rosy gloom of battle 
overhead. 
Tripping, he grabbed the 
wall; saw someone lie  
Humped at his feet, half-
hidden by a rug,  
And stopped to give the 
sleeper's arm a tug. 
"I'm looking for 
headquarters." No reply. 
"God blast your neck!" (For 

days he's had no sleep.) 
"Get up and guide me 
through this stinking place." 
Savage he kicked a soft, 
unanswering heap, 
And flashed his beam 
across the livid face 
Terribly glaring up, whose 
eyes yet wore  
Agony dying hard ten days 
before; 
And fists of fingers 
clutched a blackening 
wound. 
Alone he staggered on until 
he found 
Dawn's ghost that filtered 
down a shafted stair 
To the dazed, muttering 
creatures underground 
Who hear the boom of 
shells in muffled sound. 
At last, with sweat of horror 
in his hair, 
He climbed through 
darkness to the twilight air, 
Unloading hell behind him 
step by step. 

 


