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How Do I Love Thee? by Elizabeth Barrett Browning 
 
How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.  
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height  
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight  
For the ends of Being and ideal Grace.  
I love thee to the level of every day's  
Most quiet need, by sun and candlelight.  
I love thee freely, as men strive for Right;  
I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise.  
I love with a passion put to use  
In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith.  
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose  
With my lost saints, -- I love thee with the breath,  
Smiles, tears, of all my life! -- and, if God choose,  
I shall but love thee better after death.  
 
"Hope" is the thing with feathers by 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.  
 
 
Little Red Riding Hood and the Wolf by Roald Dahl 
 
As soon as Wolf began to feel 
That he would like a decent meal, 
He went and knocked on Grandma's door. 
When Grandma opened it, she saw 
The sharp white teeth, the horrid grin, 
And Wolfie said, 'May I come in?' 
Poor Grandmamma was terrified, 
'He's going to eat me up!' she cried. 
And she was absolutely right. 
He ate her up in one big bite.  
But Grandmamma was small and tough, 
And Wolfie wailed, 'That's not enough! 
I haven't yet begun to feel 
That I have had a decent meal!' 
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He ran around the kitchen yelping, 
'I've got to have a second helping!' 
 
Then added with a frightful leer, 
'I'm therefore going to wait right here 
Till Little Miss Red Riding Hood 
Comes home from walking in the wood.' 
 
He quickly put on Grandma's clothes, 
(Of course he hadn't eaten those). 
He dressed himself in coat and hat. 
He put on shoes, and after that, 
He even brushed and curled his hair, 
Then sat himself in Grandma's chair. 
 
In came the little girl in red. 
She stopped. She stared. And then she said, 
'What great big ears you have, Grandma.' 
'All the better to hear you with,' 
the Wolf replied. 
'What great big eyes you have, Grandma.' 
said Little Red Riding Hood. 
'All the better to see you with,' 
the Wolf replied.  
He sat there watching her and smiled. 
He thought, I'm going to eat this child. 
Compared with her old Grandmamma, 
She's going to taste like caviar. 
 
Then Little Red Riding Hood said, ' 
But Grandma, what a lovely great big 
furry coat you have on.' 
 
'That's wrong!' cried Wolf. 
'Have you forgot 
To tell me what BIG TEETH I've got? 
Ah well, no matter what you say, 
I'm going to eat you anyway.' 
 
The small girl smiles. One eyelid flickers. 
She whips a pistol from her knickers. 
She aims it at the creature's head, 
And bang bangbang, she shoots him dead. 
 
A few weeks later, in the wood, 
I came across Miss Riding Hood. 
But what a change! No cloak of red, 
No silly hood upon her head. 
She said, 'Hello, and do please note 
My lovely furry wolfskin coat.'  
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The Fall of Gil-galad – J. R. R. Tolkien 
 
Gil-galad was an Elven-king. 
Of him the harpers sadly sing: 
the last whose realm was fair and free 
between the Mountains and the Sea. 
 
His sword was long, his lance was keen, 
his shining helm afar was seen; 
the countless stars of heaven's field 
were mirrored in his silver shield. 
 
But long ago he rode away, 
and where he dwelleth none can say; 
for into darkness fell his star 
in Mordor where the shadows are. 
 
 
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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As I Grew Older by Langston Hughes  
 
It was a long time ago. 
I have almost forgotten my dream. 
But it was there then, 
In front of me, 
Bright like a sun-- 
My dream. 
And then the wall rose, 
Rose slowly, 
Slowly, 
Between me and my dream. 
Rose until it touched the sky-- 
The wall. 
Shadow. 
I am black. 
I lie down in the shadow. 
No longer the light of my dream before me, 
Above me. 
Only the thick wall. 
Only the shadow. 
My hands! 
My dark hands! 
Break through the wall! 
Find my dream! 
Help me to shatter this darkness, 
To smash this night, 
To break this shadow 
Into a thousand lights of sun, 
Into a thousand whirling dreams 
Of sun!  
 
Daddy by Sylvia Plath  
 
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. 
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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, 
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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. 
12 October 1962 
 
 
Life Is Fine by Langston Hughes 
 
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. 
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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!  
 


