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Still I Rise 

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. 
 
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 
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I rise 
I rise. 

Maya Angelou, "Still I Rise" from And Still I Rise: A Book 
of Poems.  1978 

 

Barn Owl 

Daybreak: the household slept. 
I rose, blessed by the sun. 
A horny fiend, I crept 
out with my father's gun. 
Let him dream of a child 
obedient, angel-mind- 
 
old no-sayer, robbed of power 
by sleep. I knew my prize 
who swooped home at this hour 
with day-light riddled eyes 
to his place on a high beam 
in our old stables, to dream 
 
light's useless time away. 
I stood, holding my breath, 
in urine-scented hay, 

master of life and death, 
a wisp-haired judge whose law 
would punish beak and claw. 
 
My first shot struck. He swayed, 
ruined, beating his only 
wing, as I watched, afraid 
by the fallen gun, a lonely 
child who believed death clean 
and final, not this obscene 
 
bundle of stuff that dropped, 
and dribbled through the loose straw 
tangling in bowels, and hopped 
blindly closer. I saw 
those eyes that did not see 
mirror my cruelty 
 
while the wrecked thing that could 
not bear the light nor hide 
hobbled in its own blood. 
My father reached my side, 
gave me the fallen gun. 
'End what you have begun.' 
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I fired. The blank eyes shone 
once into mine, and slept. 
I leaned my head upon 
my father's arm, and wept, 
owl blind in early sun 
for what I had begun. 

 

by Gwen Harwood, 1969 

 

I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud  
 

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: 
 
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. 

BY WILLIAM WORDSWORTH, 1807 

 

The Road Not Taken 
 
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; 
 



POEMS   6 
 

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. 
 
By Robert Frost, 1916 
 

Love after love 

The time will come 
when, with elation 
you will greet yourself arriving 
at your own door, in your own mirror 

and each will smile at the other's welcome, 
 
and say, sit here. Eat. 
You will love again the stranger who was your self. 
Give wine. Give bread. Give back your heart 
to itself, to the stranger who has loved you 
 
all your life, whom you ignored 
for another, who knows you by heart. 
Take down the love letters from the bookshelf, 
 
the photographs, the desperate notes, 
peel your own image from the mirror. 
Sit. Feast on your life. 

 

By Dereck Walcott, 1971 

 

Happiness 
 
So early it's still almost dark out. 
I'm near the window with coffee, 
and the usual early morning stuff 
that passes for thought. 
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When I see the boy and his friend 
walking up the road 
to deliver the newspaper. 
They wear caps and sweaters, 
and one boy has a bag over his shoulder. 
They are so happy 
they aren't saying anything, these boys. 
I think if they could, they would take 
each other's arm. 
It's early in the morning, 
and they are doing this thing together. 
They come on, slowly. 
The sky is taking on light, 
though the moon still hangs pale over the water. 
Such beauty that for a minute 
death and ambition, even love, 
doesn't enter into this. 
Happiness. It comes on 
unexpectedly. And goes beyond, really, 
any early morning talk about it. 

 

By Raymond Carver, 1985 

Sonnet 18, by Shakespeare 

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate. 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date. 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimmed; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimmed; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st, 
Nor shall death brag thou wand'rest in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to Time thou grow'st. 
    So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 
    So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 
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After great pain, a formal feeling comes – 
After great pain, a formal feeling comes – 
The Nerves sit ceremonious, like Tombs – 
The stiff Heart questions ‘was it He, that bore,’ 
And ‘Yesterday, or Centuries before’? 
 
The Feet, mechanical, go round – 
A Wooden way 
Of Ground, or Air, or Ought – 
Regardless grown, 
A Quartz contentment, like a stone – 
 
This is the Hour of Lead – 
Remembered, if outlived, 
As Freezing persons, recollect the Snow – 
First – Chill – then Stupor – then the letting go – 
 
By Emily Dickinson 
 

“Hope” is the thing with feathers - (314) 
 “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. 
 
By Emily Dickson 

 
 

 

 

 


