
​U.S.American Poetry Packet​
​Literature Study Guide Version 3.1​
​©The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025 ⋅ rockfordqb.com​

​Selections of frequently-asked poems in American literature. This packet is organized roughly​
​chronologically by poet, then by their works' importance to quiz bowl. Lines and terms that are​​highlighted​
​appear frequently in tossups about the poem or its creator.​

​Contents​

​Edgar Allan Poe​ ​The Raven​ ​1​
​Annabel Lee​ ​2​

​Henry Wadsworth Longfellow​
​Paul Revere's Ride​ ​3​

​The Song of Hiawatha​ ​4​
​Evangeline​ ​4​

​Walt Whitman​

​Song of Myself​ ​5​
​O Captain! My Captain!​ ​6​

​When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom'd​ ​6​
​Crossing Brooklyn Ferry​ ​6​

​Emily Dickinson​ ​Because I could not stop for Death​ ​7​
​I heard a Fly buzz -- when I died​ ​7​

​Wallace Stevens​ ​The Emperor of Ice-Cream​ ​8​
​Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird​ ​8​

​Robert Frost​

​The Road Not Taken​ ​9​
​Mending Wall​ ​9​

​Stopping By Woods on a Snowy Evening​ ​10​
​Fire and Ice​ ​10​

​William Carlos Williams​ ​The Red Wheelbarrow​ ​10​
​This is Just to Say​ ​10​

​T.S. Eliot​ ​The Waste Land​ ​11​
​The Lovesong of J. Alfred Prufrock​ ​12​

​E. E. Cummings​ ​anyone lived in a pretty how town​ ​13​
​i sing of olaf glad and big​ ​13​

​Langston Hughes​

​The Negro Speaks of Rivers​ ​14​
​The Weary Blues​ ​14​

​Harlem​ ​15​
​Mother to Son​ ​15​

​Allen Ginsberg​ ​Howl​ ​16​
​A Supermarket in California​ ​16​

​Sylvia Plath​ ​Daddy​ ​17​
​Lady Lazarus​ ​18​

​Gwendolyn Brooks​
​We Real Cool​ ​19​

​The Bean Eaters​ ​19​
​the mother​ ​19​

​Maya Angelou​ ​The Caged Bird​ ​20​
​Still I Rise​ ​20​



​RQBCo Study Guide ･ U.S.American Poetry Packet ･ page​​1​​of 20​

​Edgar Allan​​Poe​

​The​​Raven​

​Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,​
​Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore—​

​While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a​
​tapping,​

​As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.​
​“’Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door—​

​Only this and nothing more.”​

​Ah, distinctly I remember it was​​in the bleak December;​
​And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.​

​Eagerly I wished the morrow;—vainly I had sought to borrow​
​From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for​​the lost​
​Lenore—​

​For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore—​
​Nameless​​here​​for evermore.​

​. . .​
​Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt​

​and flutter,​
​In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore;​

​Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or​
​stayed he;​
​But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber​
​door—​

​Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door—​
​Perched, and sat, and nothing more.​

​Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,​
​By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,​
​“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure no​

​craven,​
​Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly​

​shore—​
​Tell me what thy lordly name is on​​the Night’s Plutonian​​shore!​​”​

​Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”​

​. . .​
​Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an​
​unseen censer​

​Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.​
​“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he​
​hath sent thee​
​Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore;​

​Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe​​and forget this​​lost Lenore!”​
​Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”​

​“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil!—​
​Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here​

​ashore,​
​Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted—​
​On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore—​

​Is there—​​is​​there balm in Gilead?​​—tell me—tell me,​​I implore!”​
​Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”​

​“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or​
​devil!​

​By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both​
​adore—​
​Tell this soul with sorrow laden if,​​within the distant​​Aidenn,​
​It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name​
​Lenore—​

​Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.”​
​Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”​

​“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked,​
​upstarting—​

​“Get thee back into the tempest and​​the Night’s Plutonian​​shore​​!​
​Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath​
​spoken!​
​Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my door!​

​Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my​
​door!”​

​Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”​

​And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting,​​still​​is sitting​
​On the pallid bust of Pallas​​just above my chamber​​door;​

​And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is​
​dreaming,​
​And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on​
​the floor;​

​And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor​
​Shall be lifted—nevermore!​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​



​RQBCo Study Guide ･ U.S.American Poetry Packet ･ page​​2​​of 20​

​Edgar Allan​​Poe​

​Annabel Lee​

​It was many and many a year ago,​
​In a kingdom by the sea,​

​That a maiden there lived whom you may know​
​By the name of Annabel Lee;​

​And this maiden she lived with no other thought​
​Than to love and be loved by me.​

​I​​was a child and​​she​​was a child,​
​In this kingdom by the sea,​

​But we loved with a love that was more than love—​
​I and my Annabel Lee—​

​With a love that the wingèd seraphs of Heaven​
​Coveted her and me.​

​And this was the reason that, long ago,​
​In this kingdom by the sea,​

​A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling​
​My beautiful Annabel Lee;​

​So that her highborn kinsmen came​
​And bore her away from me,​

​To shut her up in a sepulchre​
​In this kingdom by the sea.​

​The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,​
​Went envying her and me—​

​Yes!—that was the reason (as all men know,​
​In this kingdom by the sea)​

​That the wind came out of the cloud by night,​
​Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.​

​But our love it was stronger by far than the love​
​Of those who were older than we—​
​Of many far wiser than we—​

​And neither the angels in Heaven above​
​Nor the demons down under the sea​

​Can ever dissever my soul from the soul​
​Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;​

​For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams​
​Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;​

​And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes​
​Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;​

​And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side​
​Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride,​
​In her sepulchre there by the sea—​
​In her tomb by the sounding sea.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​Henry Wadsworth​​Longfellow​

​Paul Revere's Ride​

​Listen, my children, and you shall hear​
​Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere,​
​On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-five;​
​Hardly a man is now alive​
​Who remembers that famous day and year.​

​He said to his friend, "If the British march​
​By land or sea from the town to-night,​
​Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch​
​Of the North Church tower as a signal light,—​
​One, if by land, and two, if by sea;​
​And I on the opposite shore will be,​
​Ready to ride and spread the alarm​
​Through every Middlesex village and farm,​
​For the country folk to be up and to arm."​
​Then he said, "Good night!" and with muffled oar​
​Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore,​
​Just as the moon rose over the bay,​
​Where swinging wide at her moorings lay​
​The Somerset, British man-of-war;​
​A phantom ship, with each mast and spar​
​Across the moon like a prison bar,​
​And a huge black hulk, that was magnified​
​By its own reflection in the tide.​

​. . .​
​Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride,​
​Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride​
​On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere.​
​Now he patted his horse's side,​
​Now gazed at the landscape far and near,​
​Then, impetuous, stamped the earth,​
​And turned and tightened his saddle girth;​
​But mostly he watched with eager search​
​The belfry-tower of the Old North Church,​
​As it rose above the graves on the hill,​
​Lonely and spectral and sombre and still.​
​And lo! as he looks, on the belfry's height​
​A glimmer, and then a gleam of light!​
​He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns,​
​But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight​
​A second lamp in the belfry burns!​
​A hurry of hoofs in a village street,​
​A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark,​
​And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a spark​
​Struck out by a steed flying fearless and fleet:​

​. . .​

​It was twelve by the village clock,​
​When he crossed the bridge into Medford town.​
​He heard the crowing of the cock,​
​And the barking of the farmer's dog,​
​And felt the damp of the river fog,​
​That rises after the sun goes down.​

​It was one by the village clock,​
​When he galloped into Lexington.​
​He saw the gilded weathercock​
​Swim in the moonlight as he passed,​
​And the meeting-house windows, blank and bare,​
​Gaze at him with a spectral glare,​
​As if they already stood aghast​
​At the bloody work they would look upon.​

​It was two by the village clock,​
​When he came to the bridge in Concord town.​
​He heard the bleating of the flock,​
​And the twitter of birds among the trees,​
​And felt the breath of the morning breeze​
​Blowing over the meadows brown.​
​And one was safe and asleep in his bed​
​Who at the bridge would be first to fall,​
​Who that day would be lying dead,​
​Pierced by a British musket-ball.​

​You know the rest. In the books you have read,​
​How the British Regulars fired and fled, —​
​How the farmers gave them ball for ball,​
​From behind each fence and farm-yard wall,​
​Chasing the red-coats down the lane,​
​Then crossing the fields to emerge again​
​Under the trees at the turn of the road,​
​And only pausing to fire and load.​

​So through the night rode Paul Revere;​
​And so through the night went his cry of alarm​
​To every Middlesex village and farm, —​
​A cry of defiance and not of fear,​
​A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door,​
​And a word that shall echo forevermore!​
​For, borne on the night-wind of the Past,​
​Through all our history, to the last,​
​In the hour of darkness and peril and need,​
​The people will waken and listen to hear​
​The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed,​
​And the midnight message of Paul Revere.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​Henry Wadsworth​​Longfellow​

​The​​Song of Hiawatha​
​Excerpt from III. Hiawatha's Childhood​

​By the shores of Gitche Gumee,​
​By the shining Big-Sea-Water,​
​Stood the wigwam of Nokomis,​
​Daughter of the Moon, Nokomis.​
​Dark behind it rose the forest,​
​Rose the black and gloomy pine-trees,​
​Rose the firs with cones upon them;​
​Bright before it beat the water,​
​Beat the clear and sunny water,​
​Beat the shining Big-Sea-Water.​

​Evangeline​​: A Tale of Acadie​
​Except from Prologue​

​This is the forest primeval.​​The murmuring pines and​​the hemlocks,​
​Bearded with moss, and in garments green, indistinct in the twilight,​
​Stand like Druids of eld, with voices sad and prophetic,​
​Stand like harpers hoar, with beards that rest on their bosoms.​
​Loud from its rocky caverns, the deep-voiced neighboring ocean​
​Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wail of the forest.​

​This is the forest primeval;​​but where are the hearts​​that beneath it​
​Leaped like the roe, when he hears in the woodland the voice of the​

​huntsman?​
​Where is the thatch-roofed village, the home of Acadian farmers,--​
​Men whose lives glided on like rivers that water the woodlands,​
​Darkened by shadows of earth, but reflecting an image of heaven?​
​Waste are those pleasant farms, and the farmers forever departed!​
​Scattered like dust and leaves, when the mighty blasts of October​
​Seize them, and whirl them aloft, and sprinkle them far o'er the ocean​
​Naught but tradition remains of the beautiful village of Grand-Pré.​

​Ye who believe in affection that hopes, and endures, and is patient,​
​Ye who believe in the beauty and strength of woman's devotion,​
​List to the mournful tradition, still sung by the pines of the forest;​
​List to a Tale of Love in Acadie, home of the happy.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​Walt​​Whitman​

​Song of Myself​
​Excerpts from the 1892 version​

​1​
​I celebrate myself, and sing myself,​
​And what I assume you shall assume,​
​For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you.​

​I loafe and invite my soul,​
​I lean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass.​

​My tongue, every atom of my blood, form’d from this soil, this​
​air,​

​Born here of parents born here from parents the same, and their​
​parents the same,​

​I, now thirty-seven years old in perfect health begin,​
​Hoping to cease not till death.​

​Creeds and schools in abeyance,​
​Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never​

​forgotten,​
​I harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard,​
​Nature without check with original energy.​

​6​
​A child said​​What is the grass?​​fetching it to me​​with full hands;​
​How could I answer the child? I do not know what it is any more​

​than he.​

​I guess it must be the flag of my disposition, out of hopeful green​
​stuff woven.​

​Or I guess it is the handkerchief of the Lord,​
​A scented gift and remembrancer designedly dropt,​
​Bearing the owner’s name someway in the corners, that we may​

​see and remark, and say​​Whose?​

​Or I guess the grass is itself a child, the produced babe of the​
​vegetation.​

​Or I guess it is a uniform hieroglyphic,​
​And it means, Sprouting alike in broad zones and narrow zones,​
​Growing among black folks as among white,​
​Kanuck, Tuckahoe, Congressman, Cuff, I give them the same, I​

​receive them the same.​

​And now it seems to me the beautiful uncut hair of graves.​

​. . .​

​51​
​The past and present wilt—I have fill’d them, emptied them,​
​And proceed to fill my next fold of the future.​

​Listener up there! what have you to confide to me?​
​Look in my face while I snuff the sidle of evening,​
​(Talk honestly, no one else hears you, and I stay only a minute​

​longer.)​

​Do I contradict myself?​
​Very well then I contradict myself,​
​(I am large, I contain multitudes.)​

​I concentrate toward them that are nigh, I wait on the door-slab.​

​Who has done his day’s work? who will soonest be through with​
​his supper?​

​Who wishes to walk with me?​

​Will you speak before I am gone? will you prove already too late?​

​52​
​The spotted hawk swoops by and accuses me, he complains of my​

​gab and my loitering.​

​I too am not a bit tamed, I too am untranslatable,​
​I sound my barbaric yawp over the roofs of the world.​

​The last scud of day holds back for me,​
​It flings my likeness after the rest and true as any on the shadow’d​

​wilds,​
​It coaxes me to the vapor and the dusk.​

​I depart as air, I shake my white locks at the runaway sun,​
​I effuse my flesh in eddies, and drift it in lacy jags.​

​I bequeath myself to the dirt to grow from the grass I love,​
​If you want me again look for me under your boot-soles.​

​You will hardly know who I am or what I mean,​
​But I shall be good health to you nevertheless,​
​And filter and fibre your blood.​

​Failing to fetch me at first keep encouraged,​
​Missing me one place search another,​
​I stop somewhere waiting for you.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​Walt​​Whitman​

​O Captain! My Captain!​

​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,​
​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;​

​Exult O shores, and ring O bells!​
​But I with mournful tread,​
​Walk the deck my Captain lies,​

​Fallen cold and dead.​

​When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom'd​

​1​
​When lilacs last in the dooryard bloom’d,​
​And​​the great star early droop’d in the western sky​​in the night,​
​I mourn’d, and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring.​

​Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to me you bring,​
​Lilac blooming perennial and​​drooping star in the​​west​​,​
​And thought of him I love.​

​. . .​

​Crossing Brooklyn Ferry​

​1​
​Flood-tide below me! I see you face to face!​
​Clouds of the west—sun there half an hour high—I see you also​

​face to face.​

​Crowds of men and women attired in the usual costumes, how​
​curious you are to me!​

​On the ferry-boats the hundreds and hundreds that cross, returning​
​home, are more curious to me than you suppose,​

​And you that shall cross from shore to shore years hence are more​
​to me, and more in my meditations, than you might suppose.​

​9​

​. . .​
​You have waited, you always wait, you dumb, beautiful ministers,​
​We receive you with free sense at last, and are insatiate​

​henceforward,​
​Not you any more shall be able to foil us, or withhold yourselves​

​from us,​
​We use you, and do not cast you aside—we plant you​

​permanently within us,​
​We fathom you not—we love you—there is perfection in you​

​also,​
​You furnish your parts toward eternity,​
​Great or small,​​you furnish your parts toward the​​soul.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​Emily​​Dickinson​

​Because I could not stop for Death​

​Because I could not stop for Death –​
​He kindly stopped for me –​
​The Carriage held but just Ourselves –​
​And Immortality.​

​We slowly drove – He knew no haste​
​And I had put away​
​My labor and my leisure too,​
​For His Civility –​

​We passed the School, where Children strove​
​At Recess – in the Ring –​
​We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain –​
​We passed the Setting Sun –​

​Or rather – He passed Us –​
​The Dews drew quivering and Chill –​
​For only Gossamer, my Gown –​
​My Tippet – only Tulle –​

​We paused before a House that seemed​
​A Swelling of the Ground –​
​The Roof was scarcely visible –​
​The Cornice – in the Ground –​

​Since then – 'tis Centuries – and yet​
​Feels shorter than the Day​
​I first surmised​​the Horses' Heads​
​Were toward Eternity –​

​I heard a Fly buzz - when I died -​

​I heard a Fly buzz - when I died -​
​The Stillness in the Room​
​Was like the Stillness in the Air -​
​Between the Heaves of Storm -​

​The Eyes around - had wrung them dry -​
​And Breaths were gathering firm​
​For that last Onset - when the King​
​Be witnessed - in the Room -​

​I willed my Keepsakes -​​Signed away​
​What portion of me be​
​Assignable​​- and then it was​
​There interposed a Fly -​

​With Blue - uncertain - stumbling Buzz -​
​Between the light - and me -​
​And then the Windows failed - and then​
​I could not see to see -​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​



​RQBCo Study Guide ･ U.S.American Poetry Packet ･ page​​8​​of 20​

​Wallace​​Stevens​

​The​​Emperor of Ice-Cream​

​Call the roller of big cigars,​
​The muscular one, and bid him whip​
​In kitchen cups​​concupiscent curds.​
​Let the wenches dawdle in such dress​
​As they are used to wear, and let the boys​
​Bring flowers in last month's newspapers.​
​Let be be finale of seem.​
​The only emperor is the emperor of ice-cream.​

​Take from the dresser of deal,​
​Lacking the three glass knobs, that sheet​
​On which she embroidered fantails once​
​And spread it so as to cover her face.​
​If her horny feet protrude, they come​
​To show how cold she is, and dumb.​
​Let the lamp affix its beam.​
​The only emperor is the emperor of ice-cream.​

​Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird​

​I​
​Among twenty snowy mountains,​
​The only moving thing​
​Was the eye of the blackbird.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​Robert​​Frost​

​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;​

​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.​

​Mending Wall​

​Something there is that doesn't love a wall,​
​That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it,​
​And spills the upper boulders in the sun;​
​And makes gaps even two can pass abreast.​
​The work of hunters is another thing:​
​I have come after them and made repair​
​Where they have left not one stone on a stone,​
​But they would have the rabbit out of hiding,​
​To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean,​
​No one has seen them made or heard them made,​
​But at spring mending-time we find them there.​
​I let my neighbor know beyond the hill;​
​And on a day we meet to walk the line​
​And set the wall between us once again.​
​We keep the wall between us as we go.​
​To each the boulders that have fallen to each.​
​And some are loaves and some so nearly balls​
​We have to use a spell to make them balance:​
​‘Stay where you are until our backs are turned!’​
​We wear our fingers rough with handling them.​
​Oh, just another kind of out-door game,​
​One on a side. It comes to little more:​
​There where it is we do not need the wall:​
​He is all pine and I am apple orchard.​
​My apple trees will never get across​
​And eat the cones under his pines,​​I tell him.​
​He only says, ‘​​Good fences make good neighbors.​​’​
​Spring is the mischief in me, and I wonder​
​If I could put a notion in his head:​
​‘Why​​do they make good neighbors? Isn't it​
​Where there are cows? But here there are no cows.​
​Before I built a wall I'd ask to know​
​What I was walling in or walling out,​
​And to whom I was like to give offense.​
​Something there is that doesn't love a wall,​
​That wants it down.’ I could say ‘Elves’ to him,​
​But it's not elves exactly, and I'd rather​
​He said it for himself. I see him there​
​Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top​
​In each hand, like an old-stone savage armed.​
​He moves in darkness as it seems to me,​
​Not of woods only and the shade of trees.​
​He will not go behind his father's saying,​
​And he likes having thought of it so well​
​He says again, ‘​​Good fences make good neighbors.​​’​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​Robert​​Frost​

​Stopping By Woods on a Snowy Evening​

​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.​

​Fire and Ice​

​Some say the world will end in fire,​
​Some say in ice.​
​From what I’ve tasted of desire​
​I hold with those who favor fire.​
​But if it had to perish twice,​
​I think I know enough of hate​
​To say that​​for destruction ice​
​Is also great​
​And would suffice.​

​William Carlos​​Williams​

​The​​Red Wheelbarrow​

​so much depends​
​upon​

​a red wheel​
​barrow​

​glazed with rain​
​water​

​beside the white​
​chickens​

​This is Just to Say​

​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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​T.S.​​Eliot​

​The​​Waste Land​

​FOR EZRA POUND​
​IL MIGLIOR FABBRO​

​I. The Burial of the Dead​

​April is the cruellest month​​, breeding​
​Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing​
​Memory and desire, stirring​
​Dull roots with spring rain.​
​Winter kept us warm, covering​
​Earth in forgetful snow, feeding​
​A little life with dried tubers.​
​Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee​
​With a shower of rain; we stopped in the colonnade,​
​And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten,​
​And drank coffee, and talked for an hour.​
​Bin gar keine Russin, stamm’ aus Litauen, echt deutsch.​
​And when we were children, staying at the arch-duke’s,​
​My cousin’s, he took me out on a sled,​
​And I was frightened. He said, Marie,​
​Marie, hold on tight. And down we went.​
​In the mountains, there you feel free.​
​I read, much of the night, and go south in the winter.​

​. . .​
​What are the roots that clutch, what branches grow​

​Out of this stony rubbish? Son of man,​
​You cannot say, or guess, for you know only​
​A heap of broken images, where the sun beats,​
​And the dead tree gives no shelter, the cricket no relief,​
​And the dry stone no sound of water. Only​
​There is shadow under this red rock,​
​(Come in under the shadow of this red rock),​
​And I will show you something different from either​
​Your shadow at morning striding behind you​
​Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you;​
​I will show you fear in a handful of dust.​

​. . .​
​V. What the Thunder Said​

​. . .​
​I sat upon the shore​

​Fishing, with the arid plain behind me​
​Shall I at least set my lands in order?​
​London Bridge is falling down falling down falling down​
​Poi s’ascose nel foco che gli affina​
​Quando fiam uti chelidon​​—O swallow swallow​
​Le Prince d’Aquitaine à la tour abolie​
​These fragments I have shored against my ruins​
​Why then Ile fit you. Hieronymo’s mad againe.​
​Datta. Dayadhvam. Damyata.​

​Shantih​ ​shantih​ ​shantih​
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​T.S.​​Eliot​

​The​​Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock​

​S’io credesse che mia risposta fosse​
​A persona che mai tornasse al mondo,​
​Questa fiamma staria senza piu scosse.​
​Ma percioche giammai di questo fondo​
​Non torno vivo alcun, s’i’odo il vero,​

​Senza tema d’infamia ti rispondo.​

​Let us go then, you and I,​
​When the evening is spread out against the sky​
​Like a patient etherized upon a table;​
​Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets,​
​The muttering retreats​
​Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels​
​And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells:​
​Streets that follow like a tedious argument​
​Of insidious intent​
​To lead you to an overwhelming question ...​
​Oh, do not ask, “What is it?”​
​Let us go and make our visit.​

​In the room the women come and go​
​Talking of Michelangelo.​

​The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes,​
​The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes,​
​Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening,​
​Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains,​
​Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys,​
​Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap,​
​And seeing that it was a soft October night,​
​Curled once about the house, and fell asleep.​

​. . .​
​And indeed there will be time​
​To wonder, “Do I dare?” and, “Do I dare?”​
​Time to turn back and descend the stair,​
​With a bald spot in the middle of my hair —​
​(They will say: “How his hair is growing thin!”)​
​My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin,​
​My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin —​
​(They will say: “But how his arms and legs are thin!”)​
​Do I dare​
​Disturb the universe?​
​In a minute there is time​
​For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse.​

​For I have known them all already, known them all:​
​Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons,​
​I have measured out my life with coffee spoons​​;​
​I know the voices dying with a dying fall​
​Beneath the music from a farther room.​

​So how should I presume?​

​. . .​
​And would it have been worth it, after all,​
​After the cups, the marmalade, the tea,​
​Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me,​
​Would it have been worth while,​
​To have bitten off the matter with a smile,​
​To have squeezed the universe into a ball​
​To roll it towards some overwhelming question,​
​To say: “I am Lazarus, come from the dead,​
​Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all”—​
​If one, settling a pillow by her head​

​Should say: “That is not what I meant at all;​
​That is not it, at all.”​

​And would it have been worth it, after all,​
​Would it have been worth while,​
​After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled streets,​
​After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts that trail along​

​the floor—​
​And this, and so much more?—​
​It is impossible to say just what I mean!​
​But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on a screen:​
​Would it have been worth while​
​If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl,​
​And turning toward the window, should say:​

​“That is not it at all,​
​That is not what I meant, at all.”​

​No!​​I am not Prince Hamlet​​, nor was meant to be;​
​Am an attendant lord, one that will do​
​To swell a progress, start a scene or two,​
​Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool,​
​Deferential, glad to be of use,​
​Politic, cautious, and meticulous;​
​Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse;​
​At times, indeed, almost ridiculous—​
​Almost, at times, the Fool.​

​I grow old ... I grow old ...​
​I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled.​

​Shall I part my hair behind?​ ​Do I dare to eat a​​peach?​
​I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach.​
​I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each.​

​I do not think that they will sing to me.​

​I have seen them riding seaward on the waves​
​Combing the white hair of the waves blown back​
​When the wind blows the water white and black.​
​We have lingered in the chambers of the sea​
​By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown​
​Till human voices wake us, and we drown.​
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​E.E.​​Cummings​

​anyone lived in a pretty how town​

​anyone lived in a pretty how town​
​(with up so floating many bells down)​
​spring summer autumn winter​
​he sang his didn’t he danced his did.​

​Women and men(both little and small)​
​cared for anyone not at all​
​they sowed their isn’t they reaped their same​
​sun moon stars rain​

​children guessed(but only a few​
​and down they forgot as up they grew​
​autumn winter spring summer)​
​that noone loved him more by more​

​when by now and tree by leaf​
​she laughed his joy she cried his grief​
​bird by snow and stir by still​
​anyone’s any was all to her​

​someones married their everyones​
​laughed their cryings and did their dance​
​(sleep wake hope and then)they​
​said their nevers they slept their dream​

​stars rain sun moon​
​(and only the snow can begin to explain​
​how children are apt to forget to remember​
​with up so floating many bells down)​

​one day anyone died i guess​
​(and noone stooped to kiss his face)​
​busy folk buried them side by side​
​little by little and was by was​

​all by all and deep by deep​
​and more by more they dream their sleep​
​noone and anyone earth by april​
​wish by spirit and if by yes.​

​Women and men(both dong and ding)​
​summer autumn winter spring​
​reaped their sowing and went their came​
​sun moon stars rain​

​i sing of Olaf glad and big​

​i sing of Olaf glad and big​
​whose warmest heart recoiled at war:​
​a conscientious object-or​

​his wellbelovéd colonel(trig​
​westpointer most succinctly bred)​
​took erring Olaf soon in hand;​
​but--though an host of overjoyed​
​noncoms(first knocking on the head​
​him)do through icy waters roll​
​that helplessness which others stroke​
​with brushes recently employed​
​anent this muddy toiletbowl,​
​while kindred intellects evoke​
​allegiance per blunt instruments--​
​Olaf(​​being to all intents​
​a corpse and wanting any rag​
​upon what God unto him gave​​)​
​responds,without getting annoyed​
​"I will not kiss your fucking flag"​

​straightway the silver bird looked grave​
​(departing hurriedly to shave)​

​but--though all kinds of officers​
​(a yearning nation's blueeyed pride)​
​their passive prey did kick and curse​
​until for wear their clarion​
​voices and boots were much the worse,​
​and egged the firstclassprivates on​
​his rectum wickedly to tease​
​by means of skilfully applied​
​bayonets roasted hot with heat--​
​Olaf(upon what were once knees)​
​does almost ceaselessly repeat​
​"there is some shit I will not eat"​

​our president,being of which​
​assertions duly notified​
​threw the yellowsonofabitch​
​into a dungeon,where he died​

​Christ(of His mercy infinite)​
​i pray to see;and Olaf,too​

​preponderatingly because​
​unless statistics lie he was​
​more brave than me:more blond than you.​
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​Langston​​Hughes​

​The​​Negro Speaks of Rivers​

​I’ve known rivers:​
​I’ve known rivers ancient as the world and older than the flow of​

​human blood in human veins.​

​My soul has grown deep like the rivers.​

​I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young.​
​I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep.​
​I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it.​
​I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln went​

​down to New Orleans, and I’ve seen its muddy bosom turn all​
​golden in the sunset.​

​I’ve known rivers:​
​Ancient, dusky rivers.​

​My soul has grown deep like the rivers.​

​The​​Weary Blues​

​Droning​​a drowsy syncopated tune​​,​
​Rocking back and forth to a mellow croon,​
​I heard a Negro play.​
​Down on Lenox Avenue the other night​
​By the pale dull pallor of an old gas light​
​He did a lazy sway. . . .​
​He did a lazy sway. . . .​
​To the tune o’ those Weary Blues.​
​With his ebony hands on each ivory key​
​He made that poor piano moan with melody.​
​O Blues!​
​Swaying to and fro on his rickety stool​
​He played that sad raggy tune like a musical fool.​
​Sweet Blues!​
​Coming from a black man’s soul.​
​O Blues!​
​In a deep song voice with a melancholy tone​
​I heard that Negro sing, that old piano moan—​
​“Ain’t got nobody in all this world,​
​Ain’t got nobody but ma self.​
​I’s gwine to quit ma frownin’​
​And put ma troubles on the shelf.”​

​Thump, thump, thump, went his foot on the floor.​
​He played a few chords then he sang some more—​
​“I got the Weary Blues​
​And I can’t be satisfied.​
​Got the Weary Blues​
​And can’t be satisfied—​
​I ain’t happy no mo’​
​And I wish that I had died.”​
​And far into the night he crooned that tune.​
​The stars went out and so did the moon.​
​The singer stopped playing and went to bed​
​While the Weary Blues echoed through his head.​
​He slept like a rock or a man that’s dead.​
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​Langston​​Hughes​

​Harlem​

​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?​

​Mother to Son​

​Well, son, I’ll tell you:​
​Life for me ain’t been no crystal stair.​
​It’s had tacks in it,​
​And splinters,​
​And boards torn up,​
​And places with no carpet on the floor—​
​Bare.​
​But all the time​
​I’se been a-climbin’ on,​
​And reachin’ landin’s,​
​And turnin’ corners,​
​And sometimes goin’ in the dark​
​Where there ain’t been no light.​
​So boy, don’t you turn back.​
​Don’t you set down on the steps​
​’Cause you finds it’s kinder hard.​
​Don’t you fall now—​
​For I’se still goin’, honey,​
​I’se still climbin’,​
​And life for me ain’t been no crystal stair.​
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​Allen​​Ginsberg​

​Howl​

​For​​Carl Solomon​

​I​

​I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness,​
​starving hysterical naked,​

​dragging themselves through the negro streets at dawn looking for​
​an angry fix,​

​angelheaded hipsters burning for the ancient heavenly connection​
​to the starry dynamo in the machinery of night,​

​who poverty and tatters and hollow-eyed and high sat up smoking​
​in the supernatural darkness of cold-water flats floating across​
​the tops of cities contemplating jazz,​

​who bared their brains to Heaven under the El and saw​
​Mohammedan angels staggering on tenement roofs​
​illuminated,​

​. . .​
​III​

​Carl Solomon! I’m with you in Rockland​
​where you’re madder than I am​

​I’m with you in Rockland​
​where you must feel very strange​

​I’m with you in Rockland​
​where you imitate the shade of my mother​

​I’m with you in Rockland​
​where you’ve murdered your twelve secretaries​

​I’m with you in Rockland​
​where you laugh at this invisible humor​

​I’m with you in Rockland​
​where we are great writers on the same dreadful typewriter​

​. . .​

​A​​Supermarket in California​

​What thoughts I have of you tonight, Walt Whitman, for I walked​
​down the sidestreets under the trees with a headache​
​self-conscious looking at the full moon.​

​In my hungry fatigue, and shopping for images, I went into​
​the neon fruit supermarket, dreaming of your enumerations!​

​What peaches and what penumbras! Whole families​
​shopping at night! Aisles full of husbands! Wives in the​
​avocados, babies in the tomatoes!—and you, Garcia Lorca,​
​what were you doing down by the watermelons?​

​I saw you, Walt Whitman, childless, lonely​​old grubber,​
​poking among the meats in the refrigerator and eyeing the​
​grocery boys.​

​I heard you asking questions of each: Who killed the pork​
​chops?​​What price bananas? Are you my Angel?​

​I wandered in and out of the brilliant stacks of cans​
​following you, and followed in my imagination by the store​
​detective.​

​We strode down the open corridors together in our solitary​
​fancy tasting artichokes, possessing every frozen delicacy, and​
​never passing the cashier.​

​Where are we going, Walt Whitman? The doors close in an​
​hour.​​Which way does your beard point tonight?​

​(I touch your book and dream of our odyssey in the​
​supermarket and feel absurd.)​

​Will we walk all night through solitary streets? The trees​
​add shade to shade, lights out in the houses, we'll both be​
​lonely.​

​Will we stroll dreaming of the lost America of love past​
​blue automobiles in driveways, home to our silent cottage?​

​Ah, dear father, graybeard, lonely old courage-teacher, what​
​America did you have when Charon quit poling his ferry and​
​you got out on a smoking bank and stood watching the boat​
​disappear on the black waters of Lethe?​
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​Sylvia​​Plath​

​Daddy​

​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.​
​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,​
​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.​
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​Sylvia​​Plath​

​Lady Lazarus​

​I have done it again.​
​One year in every ten​
​I manage it——​

​A sort of walking miracle, my skin​
​Bright as a Nazi lampshade,​
​My right foot​

​A paperweight,​
​My face a featureless, fine​
​Jew linen.​

​Peel off the napkin​
​O my enemy.​
​Do I terrify?——​

​The nose, the eye pits, the full set of teeth?​
​The sour breath​
​Will vanish in a day.​

​Soon, soon the flesh​
​The grave cave ate will be​
​At home on me​

​And I a smiling woman.​
​I am only thirty.​
​And like the cat I have nine times to die.​

​This is Number Three.​
​What a trash​
​To annihilate each decade.​

​What a million filaments.​
​The peanut-crunching crowd​
​Shoves in to see​

​Them unwrap me hand and foot——​
​The big strip tease.​
​Gentlemen, ladies​

​These are my hands​
​My knees.​
​I may be skin and bone,​

​Nevertheless, I am the same, identical woman.​
​The first time it happened I was ten.​
​It was an accident.​

​The second time I meant​
​To last it out and not come back at all.​
​I rocked shut​

​As a seashell.​
​They had to call and call​
​And pick the worms off me like sticky pearls.​

​Dying​
​Is an art, like everything else.​
​I do it exceptionally well.​

​I do it so it feels like hell.​
​I do it so it feels real.​
​I guess you could say I’ve a call.​

​It’s easy enough to do it in a cell.​
​It’s easy enough to do it and stay put.​
​It’s the theatrical​

​Comeback in broad day​
​To the same place, the same face, the same brute​
​Amused shout:​

​‘A miracle!’​
​That knocks me out.​
​There is a charge​

​For the eyeing of my scars, there is a charge​
​For the hearing of my heart——​
​It really goes.​

​And there is a charge, a very large charge​
​For a word or a touch​
​Or a bit of blood​

​Or a piece of my hair or my clothes.​
​So, so, Herr Doktor.​
​So, Herr Enemy.​

​I am your opus,​
​I am your valuable,​
​The pure gold baby​

​That melts to a shriek.​
​I turn and burn.​
​Do not think I underestimate your great concern.​

​Ash, ash—​
​You poke and stir.​
​Flesh, bone, there is nothing there——​

​A cake of soap,​
​A wedding ring,​
​A gold filling.​

​Herr God, Herr Lucifer​
​Beware​
​Beware.​

​Out of the ash​
​I rise​​with my red hair​
​And​​I eat men like air.​
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​Gwendolyn​​Brooks​

​We Real Cool​

​The Pool Players.​
​Seven at the Golden Shovel.​

​We real cool. We​
​Left school​​. We​

​Lurk late. We​
​Strike straight. We​

​Sing sin. We​
​Thin gin. We​

​Jazz June​​. We​
​Die soon.​

​The​​Bean Eaters​

​They eat beans mostly, this old yellow pair.​
​Dinner is a casual affair.​
​Plain chipware on a plain and creaking wood,​
​Tin flatware.​

​Two who are Mostly Good.​
​Two who have lived their day,​
​But keep on putting on their clothes​
​And putting things away.​

​And remembering ...​
​Remembering, with twinklings and twinges,​
​As they lean over the beans in their rented back room that is full​

​of beads and receipts and dolls and cloths, tobacco crumbs,​
​vases and fringes.​

​the​​mother​

​Abortions will not let you forget.​
​You remember the children you got that you did not get,​
​The damp small pulps with a little or with no hair,​
​The singers and workers that never handled the air.​
​You will never neglect or beat​
​Them, or silence or buy with a sweet.​
​You will never wind up the sucking-thumb​
​Or scuttle off ghosts that come.​
​You will never leave them, controlling your luscious sigh,​
​Return for a snack of them, with gobbling mother-eye.​

​I have heard in the voices of the wind the voices of my dim killed​
​children.​

​I have contracted. I have eased​
​My dim dears at the breasts they could never suck.​
​I have said, Sweets, if I sinned, if I seized​
​Your luck​
​And your lives from your unfinished reach,​
​If I stole your births and your names,​
​Your straight baby tears and your games,​
​Your stilted or lovely loves, your tumults, your marriages, aches,​

​and your deaths,​
​If I poisoned the beginnings of your breaths,​
​Believe that even in my deliberateness I was not deliberate.​
​Though why should I whine,​
​Whine that the crime was other than mine?—​
​Since anyhow you are dead.​
​Or rather, or instead,​
​You were never made.​
​But that too, I am afraid,​
​Is faulty: oh, what shall I say, how is the truth to be said?​
​You were born, you had body, you died.​
​It is just that you never giggled or planned or cried.​

​Believe me, I loved you all.​
​Believe me, I knew you, though faintly, and I loved,​​I loved you​
​All.​
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​Caged Bird​

​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.​

​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​
​I rise​
​I rise.​
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