
Poetry Set 4

A Dream Deferred

By: Langston Hughes

What happens to a dream deferred?

Does it dry up 

like a raisin in the sun? 

Or fester like a sore-- 

And then run? 

Does it stink like rotten meat? 

Or crust and sugar over-- 

like a syrupy sweet?

Maybe it just sags 

like a heavy load.

Or does it explode?

Still I Rise

  by Maya Angelou 

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

I rise

I rise.

Little Black Boy

By: William Blake (1789)


My mother taught me underneath a tree,

    And, sitting down before the heat of day,

She took me on her lap and kissèd me,


'Look at the rising sun: there God does live,

    And gives His light, and gives His heat away,

And flowers and trees and beasts and men receive


'And we are put on earth a little space,

    That we may learn to bear the beams of love;

And these black bodies and this sunburnt face


'For when our souls have learn'd the heat to bear,

    The cloud will vanish; we shall hear His voice,

Saying, "Come out from the grove, my love and care,


Thus did my mother say, and kissèd me,

    And thus I say to little English boy.

When I from black and he from white cloud free,


I'll shade him from the heat till he can bear

    To lean in joy upon our Father's knee;

And then I'll stand and stroke his silver hair,

	    And be like him, and he will then love me.


“Hope” is the thing with feathers--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. 

Read This Poem from the Bottom Up         Ruth Porritt

This simple cathedral of praise.

How you made, from the bottom up,

Is for you to remember

Of Andromeda. What remains

 

Until you meet the ancient light

With your sight you can keep ascending

Its final transformation into space.

And uphold

 

The horizon’s urge to sculpt the sky

Puts into relief

Your family’s mountain land

Upon the rising air. In the distance

 

A windward falcon is open high and steady

Far above the tallest tree

Just beyond your height.

You see a young pine lifting its green spire

 

By raising your eyes 

Out onto the roof deck.

You pass through sliding glass doors

And up to where the stairway ends.

 

To the top of the penultimate stanza

Past the second story,

But now you’re going the other way,

Line by line, to the bottom of the page.

 

A force that usually pulls you down,

Of moving against the gravity of habit,

While trying not to notice the effort

And feel what it’s like to climb stairs.

Titanic  by David Slavitt

Who does not love the Titanic?
If they sold passage tomorrow for that same crossing,
who would not buy?
 
To go down...We all go down, mostly
alone. But with crowds of people, friends, servants,
well fed, with music, with lights!Ah!
 
And the world, shocked, mourns, as it ought to do
and almost never does. There will be the books and movies
to remind our grandchildren who we were
and how we died, and give them a good cry.
 
Not so bad, after all. The cold
water is anesthetic and very quick.
The cries on all sides must be a comfort.
 
We all go: only a few, first class.


