Theme for English B

Langston Hughes

The instructor said,

    Go home and write
    a page tonight.
    And let that page come out of you--
    Then, it will be true.
I wonder if it's that simple?

I am twenty-two, colored, born in Winston-Salem.

I went to school there, then Durham, then here

to this college on the hill above Harlem.

I am the only colored student in my class.

The steps from the hill lead down into Harlem,

through a park, then I cross St. Nicholas,

Eighth Avenue, Seventh, and I come to the Y,

the Harlem Branch Y, where I take the elevator

up to my room, sit down, and write this page:

It's not easy to know what is true for you or me 

at twenty-two, my age. But I guess I'm what 

I feel and see and hear, Harlem, I hear you:

hear you, hear me--we two--you, me, talk on this page.

(I hear New York, too.) Me--who?

Well, I like to eat, sleep, drink, and be in love.

I like to work, read, learn, and understand life.

I like a pipe for a Christmas present,

or records--Bessie, bop, or Bach.

I guess being colored doesn't make me not like

the same things other folks like who are other races.

So will my page be colored that I write?

Being me, it will not be white. 

But it will be

a part of you, instructor. 

You are white-- 

yet a part of me, as I am a part of you. 

That's American.

Sometimes perhaps you don't want to be a part of me. 

Nor do I often want to be a part of you.

But we are, that's true! 

As I learn from you, 

I guess you learn from me-- 

although you're older--and white-- 

and somewhat more free.

This is my page for English B.
i carry your heart with me(I carry it in]

e.e. cummings

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 By Robert Pinsky 

Nothing to be said about it, and everything --- 

The change of changes, closer or further away: 

The Golden Retriever next door, Gussie, is dead, 

Like Sandy, the Cocker Spaniel from three doors down 

Who died when I was small; and every day 

Things that were in my memory fade and die. 

Phrases die out: first, everyone forgets 

What doornails are; then after certain decades 

As a dead metaphor, "dead as a doornail" flickers 

And fades away. But someone I know is dying --- 

And though one might say glibly, "everyone is," 

The different pace make the difference absolute. 

The tiny invisible spores in the air we breathe, 

That settle harmlessly on our drinking water 

And on our skin, happen to come together 

With certain conditions on the forest floor, 

Or even a shady corner of the lawn --- 

And overnight the fleshy, pale stalks gather, 

The colorless growth without a leaf or flower; 

And around the stalks, the summer grass keeps growing 

With steady pressure, like the insistent whiskers 

That grow between shaves on a face, the nails 

Growing and dying from the toes and fingers 

At their own humble pace, oblivious 

As the nerveless moths, that live their night or two --- 

Though like a moth a bright soul keeps on beating, 

Bored and impatient in the monster's mouth. 

MY PAPA’S WALTZ

Theodore Roethke

The whiskey on your breath

The hand that held my wrist

Could make a small boy dizzy;

Was battered on one knuckle;

But I hung on like death:


At every step you missed

Such waltzing was not easy.

My right ear scraped a buckle.
We romped until the pans

You beat time on my head

Slid from the kitchen shelf;

With a palm caked hard by dirt,

My mother's countenance

Then waltzed me off to bed
Could not unfrown itself.


Still clinging to your shirt.

My Physics Teacher  by David Wagoner 

He tried to convince us, but his billiard ball  

Fell faster than his pingpong ball and thumped  

To the floor first, in spite of Galileo.  

The rainbows from his prism skidded off­screen  

Before we could tell an infra from an ultra.  

His hand­cranked generator refused to spit  

Sparks and settled for smoke. The dangling pith  

Ignored the attractions of his amber wand,  

No matter how much static he rubbed and dubbed  

From the seat of his pants, and the housebrick  

He lowered into a tub of water weighed  

(Eureka!) more than the overflow. 

He believed in a World of Laws, where problems had answers,  

Where tangible objects and intangible forces  

Act ing thereon could be lettered, numbered and crammed  

Through our tough skulls for lifetimes of homework.  

But his only uncontestable demonstration  

Came with our last class: he broke his chalk  

On a formula, stooped to catch it, knocked his forehead  

On the eraser­gutter, staggered slewfoot, and stuck  

One foot forever into the wastebasket.  

When You Are Old – William Butler Yeats

When you are old and grey and full of sleep,

And nodding by the fire, take down this book,

And slowly read, and dream of the soft look

Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;

How many loved your moments of glad grace,

And loved your beauty with love false or true,

But one man loved the pilgrim Soul in you,

And loved the sorrows of your changing face;

And bending down beside the glowing bars,

Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled

And paced upon the mountains overhead

And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.

Perfection Wasted by John Updike

And another regrettable thing about death

is the ceasing of your own brand of magic,

which took a whole life to develop and market—

the quips, the witticisms, the slant

adjusted to a few, those loved ones nearest

the lip of the stage, their soft faces blanched

in the footlight glow, their laughter close to tears,

their tears confused with their diamond earrings,

their warm pooled breath in and out with your heartbeat,

their response and your performance twinned.

The jokes over the phone. The memories

packed in the rapid-access file. The whole act.

Who will do it again? That’s it: no one;

imitators and descendants aren’t the same.

Mirror

By Sylvia Plath

I am silver and exact. I have no preconceptions.

Whatever I see I swallow immediately

Just as it is, unmisted by love or dislike.

I am not cruel, only truthful ‚

The eye of a little god, four-cornered.

Most of the time I meditate on the opposite wall.

It is pink, with speckles. I have looked at it so long

I think it is part of my heart. But it flickers.

Faces and darkness separate us over and over.

Now I am a lake. A woman bends over me,

Searching my reaches for what she really is.

Then she turns to those liars, the candles or the moon.

I see her back, and reflect it faithfully.

She rewards me with tears and an agitation of hands.

I am important to her. She comes and goes.

Each morning it is her face that replaces the darkness.

In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me an old woman

Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible fish.

Marks

By Linda Pastan

My husband gives me an A

for last night’s supper, 

an incomplete for my ironing, 

a B plus in bed.

My son says I’m average,

an average mother, but if

I put my mind to it

I could improve.

My daughter believes

in Pass/Fail and tells me

I pass.  Wait till they learn

I’m dropping out.

Those Winter Sundays  by Robert Hayden
Sundays too my father got up early

and put his clothes on in the blueblack cold,

then with cracked hands that ached

from labor in the weekday weather made

banked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him.

I’d wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking.

When the rooms were warm, he’d call,

and slowly I would rise and dress,

fearing the chronic angers of that house,

Speaking indifferently to him,

who had driven out the cold

and polished my good shoes as well.

What did I know, what did I know

of love’s austere and lonely offices?

Stopping By Woods on a Snowy Evening

by Robert Frost

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.

Fear No More the Heat o’ the Sun

Shakespeare

Fear no more the heat o' the sun,

Nor the furious winter's rages;

Thou thy worldly task hast done,

Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages;

Golden lads and girls all must,

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.

Fear no more the frown o' the great;

Thou art past the tyrant's stroke:

Care no more to clothe and eat;

To thee the reed is as the oak:

The sceptre, learning, physic, must

All follow this, and come to dust.

Fear no more the lightning-flash,

Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone;

Fear not slander, censure rash;

Thou hast finished joy and moan;

[All]2 lovers young, all lovers must

Consign to thee, and come to dust.

No exorciser harm thee!

Nor no witchcraft charm thee!

Ghost unlaid forbear thee!

Nothing ill come near thee!

Quiet consummation have;

And renownéd be thy grave!

The Second Coming by William Butler Yeats

Turning and turning in the widening gyre

The falcon cannot hear the falconer; 

Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold; 

Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world, 

The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere

The ceremony of innocence is drowned; 

The best lack all conviction, while the worst

Are full of passionate intensity. 

Surely some revelation is at hand; 

Surely the Second Coming is at hand. 

The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out

When a vast image out of Spritus Mundi
Troubles my sight: somewhere in the sands of the desert

A shape with lion body and the head of a man, 

A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun, 

Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it

Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds. 

The darkness drops again; but now I know

That twenty centuries of stony sleep

were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle, 

And what rough beast, its hour come round at last,

Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?

No Coward Soul of Mine

by Emily Bronte

No coward soul is mine,

No trembler in the world's storm-troubled sphere

I see Heaven's glories shine

And Faith shines equal, arming me from Fear

O God within my breast

Almighty, ever-present Deity

Life that in me has rest

As I, Undying Life, have power in Thee

Vain are the thousand creeds

That move men's hearts, unutterably vain,

Worthless as withered weeds

Or idlest froth amid the boundless main

To waken doubt in one

Holding so fast by thine infinity

So surely anchored on

The steadfast rock of Immortality

With wide-embracing love

Thy spirit animates eternal years

Pervades and broods above,

Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates and rears

Though Earth and Man were gone

And suns and universes ceased to be

And Thou wert left alone,

Every existence would exist in thee

There is not room for Death

Nor atom that his might could render void

Since Thou are Being and Breath,

And what THOU art may never be destroyed.

