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Theme: Bravery  
Poetry by Marianne Moore  
I, too, dislike it: there are things that are important beyond 
      all this fiddle. 
   Reading it, however, with a perfect contempt for it, one 
      discovers that there is in 
   it after all, a place for the genuine. 
      Hands that can grasp, eyes 
      that can dilate, hair that can rise 
         if it must, these things are important not because a 
 
high-sounding interpretation can be put upon them but because 
      they are 
   useful; when they become so derivative as to become 
      unintelligible, the 
   same thing may be said for all of us—that we 
      do not admire what 
      we cannot understand. The bat, 
         holding on upside down or in quest of something to 
 
eat, elephants pushing, a wild horse taking a roll, a tireless 
      wolf under 
   a tree, the immovable critic twinkling his skin like a horse 
      that feels a flea, the base- 
   ball fan, the statistician—case after case 
      could be cited did 
      one wish it; nor is it valid 
         to discriminate against “business documents and 
 
school-books”; all these phenomena are important. One must 
      make a distinction 
   however: when dragged into prominence by half poets, 
      the result is not poetry, 
   nor till the autocrats among us can be 
     “literalists of 
      the imagination”—above 
         insolence and triviality and can present 
 
for inspection, imaginary gardens with real toads in them, 
      shall we have 
   it. In the meantime, if you demand on the one hand, in defiance 
       of their opinion— 
   the raw material of poetry in 
      all its rawness, and 
      that which is on the other hand, 
         genuine, then you are interested in poetry. 
 

 



 

 
 
 
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! ' 
 
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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This Is Just To Say by William Carlos Williams  
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 
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The Road Not Taken by Robert Frost  
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. 
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If We Must Die by Claude McKay  
If we must die—let it not be like hogs 
Hunted and penned in an inglorious spot, 
While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs, 
Making their mock at our accursed lot. 
If we must die—oh, let us nobly die, 
So that our precious blood may not be shed 
In vain; then even the monsters we defy 
Shall be constrained to honor us though dead! 
Oh, Kinsmen!  We must meet the common foe; 
Though far outnumbered, let us show us brave, 
And for their thousand blows deal one deathblow! 
What though before us lies the open grave? 
Like men we’ll face the murderous, cowardly pack, 
Pressed to the wall, dying, but fighting back! 
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He Wishes for the Cloths of Heaven by William Butler Yeats  
Had I the heavens’ embroidered cloths,    
Enwrought with golden and silver light,    
The blue and the dim and the dark cloths    
Of night and light and the half light,    
I would spread the cloths under your feet: 
But I, being poor, have only my dreams;    
I have spread my dreams under your feet;    
Tread softly because you tread on my dreams. 
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Sonnet XVII by Pablo Neruda  
I don’t love you as if you were a rose of salt, topaz,    
or arrow of carnations that propagate fire:    
I love you as one loves certain obscure things,    
secretly, between the shadow and the soul.  
 
I love you as the plant that doesn’t bloom but carries    
the light of those flowers, hidden, within itself,    
and thanks to your love the tight aroma that arose    
from the earth lives dimly in my body.  
 
I love you without knowing how, or when, or from where,    
I love you directly without problems or pride:  
I love you like this because I don’t know any other way to love,  
except in this form in which I am not nor are you,    
so close that your hand upon my chest is mine,    
so close that your eyes close with my dreams. 
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Sonnet 130 by William Shakespeare  
My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; 
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red; 
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; 
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 
I have seen roses damasked, red and white, 
But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 
And in some perfumes is there more delight 
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know 
That music hath a far more pleasing sound; 
I grant I never saw a goddess go; 
My mistress when she walks treads on the ground. 
     And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 
     As any she belied with false compare. 
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Dream Song No. 14 by John Berryman  
Life, friends, is boring. We must not say so.    
After all, the sky flashes, the great sea yearns,    
we ourselves flash and yearn, 
and moreover my mother told me as a boy    
(repeatingly) ‘Ever to confess you’re bored    
means you have no 
 
Inner Resources.’ I conclude now I have no    
inner resources, because I am heavy bored. 
Peoples bore me, 
literature bores me, especially great literature,    
Henry bores me, with his plights & gripes    
as bad as achilles, 
 
who loves people and valiant art, which bores me.    
And the tranquil hills, & gin, look like a drag    
and somehow a dog 
has taken itself & its tail considerably away 
into mountains or sea or sky, leaving  ​ ​ ​ ​ Theme:            
behind: me, wag. 
 
 
Do not go gentle into that good night by Dylan Thomas  
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.​ ​ ​ ​ Theme:  
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 



 

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. 
 
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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Sympathy by Paul Laurence Dunbar 
I know what the caged bird feels, alas! 
    When the sun is bright on the upland slopes;    
When the wind stirs soft through the springing grass,    
And the river flows like a stream of glass; 
    When the first bird sings and the first bud opes,    
And the faint perfume from its chalice steals— 
I know what the caged bird feels! 
 
I know why the caged bird beats his wing 
    Till its blood is red on the cruel bars;    
For he must fly back to his perch and cling    
When he fain would be on the bough a-swing; 
    And a pain still throbs in the old, old scars    
And they pulse again with a keener sting— 
I know why he beats his wing! 
 
I know why the caged bird sings, ah me, 
    When his wing is bruised and his bosom sore,— 
When he beats his bars and he would be free; 
It is not a carol of joy or glee, 
    But a prayer that he sends from his heart’s deep core,    
But a plea, that upward to Heaven he flings— 
I know why the caged bird sings! 
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