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A reader
lives a thousand lives

before he dies.
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Sonnet 116:

Let me not to the marriage
of true minds

By William Shakespeare
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: et me not to the marriage of true minds
~r
\e Admit impediments; love is not love
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“* Which alters when it alteration finds,

v

i} Or bends with the remover to remove.
" O no, it is an ever-fixéd mark
That looks on tempests and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wand'ring bark
Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken.

Love’s not time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks

Within his bending sickle’s compass come.

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom:
If this be error and upon me proved, _

I never writ, nor no man ever loved.




Rudyard Kipling (1865 - 1936)
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f you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you;
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,
But make allowance for their doubting too;
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,
Or, being lied about, don't deal in lies,
Or, being hated, don’t give way to hating,

And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise;

If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;
If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;
If you can meet with triumph and disaster

And treat those two impostors just the same;

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,
Or watch the things you gave your life to broken,

And stoop and build ‘em up with wornout tools;

If you can make one heap of all your winnings
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,
And lose, and start again at your beginnings

And never breathe a word about your loss;

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
To serve your turn long after they are gone,
And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them: “Hold on”;

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with kings—nor lose the common touch;
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you;

If all men count with you, but none too much;

If you can fill the unforgiving minute
With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run—
Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,

And—which is more—you'll be a Man, my son!




DAVID DIOP

(1927-1960)
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n that time

When civilization struck with insults

When holy water struck domesticated brows
The vultures built in the shadow of their claws
The bloody monument of the tutelary era
In that time
Laughter gasped its last in the metallic hell of roads
And the monotonous rhythm of Paternosters
Covered the groans on plantations run for profit
l¢ O sour memory of extorted kisses
¥~ Promises mutilated by machine-gun blasts
M Strange men who were not men
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5--'":'::; You knew all the books you did not know love 4
¢ Or the hands that fertilize the womb of the earth

The roots of our hands deep as revolt

8 Hope lived in us like a citadel

& And from the mines of Swaziland
SR {0 the heavy sweat of Europe’s factories Timse
&% Spring will put on flesh under our steps of lighi
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O ut of the night that covers me,

Black as the Pit from pole to pole,
I thank whatever gods may be
For my unconquerable soul.
In the fell clutch of circumstance
I have not winced nor cried aloud.
Under the bludgeonings of chance
My head is bloody, but unbowed.

Beyond this place of wrath and tears
Looms but the Horror of the shade,
And yet the menace of the years :

Finds, and shall find, me unafraid.
It matters not how strait the gate,

How charged with punishments the scroll,

I am the master of my fate:

I am the captain of my soul.




1872 — 1906

-\; \/ e wear the mask that grins and lies,

It hides our cheeks and shades our eyes,—
This debt we pay to human guile;

With torn and bleeding hearts we smile
And mouth with myriad subtleties,

Why should the world be over-wise,

In counting all our tears and sighs?

Nay, let them only see us, while

We wear the mask.

We smile, but oh great Christ, our cries

To thee from tortured souls arise.

We sing, but oh the clay is vile
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Beneath our feet, and long the mile,
But let the world dream otherwise, =
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On Friendship

Kahlil Gibran (1883 - 1931)
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A
nd a youth said, Speak to us of Friendship. |  For love that seeks aught
And he answered, saying: but the disclosute of its own mystery

is not love but a net cast forth:

and only the unprofitable is caught.

Your friend is your needs answered.

He is your field which you sow with love
and reap with thanksgiving. And let your best

And he is your board and your fireside. | be for your friend.

For you come to him with your hunger,

If he must know
the ebb of your tide,

When your friend speaks his mind let him know

you fear not the “nay” in your own mind, its flood also.

and you seek him for peace.

nor do you withhold the “ay.”

For what is your friend

And when he is silent ' that you should seek him
with hours to kill?

Seek him always

with hours to live.

your heart ceases not to listen to his heart;

For without words, in friendship,
all thoughts, all desires, all expectations
are born and shared, For it is his

with joy that is unacclaimed. to fill your need
but not your emptiness.
When you part from your friend, you grieve not;

For that which you love most in him

And in the sweetness of friendshiph
let there be laughter,

be cl in his absence,
may be clearer in his absence and sharing of pleasures.

as the mountain to the climber
is clearer from the plain. For in the dew of little things g

the heart finds its morning

and is refreshed.

‘. !_d let there be no purpose in friendship

e deepening of the spirit.
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0 ¢ 7| hen God at first made man,
V2% | Having a glass of blessings standing by,

P Let us,” said he, “pour on him all we can.
* Let the world’s riches, which dispersed lie,

Contract into a span.”
0\91%

So strength first made a way;
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When almost all was out, God made a stay,
Perceiving that, alone of all his treasure,

Rest in the bottom lay.

“For if I should,” said he,

- “Bestow this jewel also on my creature,
| He would adore my gifts instead of me,
. And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature;

(! S0 both sho d losers be. :
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Then beauty flowed, then wisdom, honour, pleasure.

By George Herbert

(1593 - 1633)
T
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“Yet let him keep the rest,
But keep them with repining restlessness;
Let him be rich and weary, that at least,
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness
May toss him to my breast.”
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alm of Life"

By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
(1807 — 1882)

ell me not, in mournful numbers,
Life is but an empty dream!
For the soul is dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem.
oo

& Life is real! Life is earnest! = A
. And the grave is not its goal; - Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant!
. Dust thou art, to dust returnest, — Let the dead Past bury its dead!

| ~ Was not spoken of the soul. _f" T Act,— act in the living Present!
' oho - Heart within, and God o'erhead!

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, = Ve

" Lives of great men all remind us

Is our destined end or way; = _
% : But to act, that each to-morrow = We can make our lives sublime,

B Find us farther than to-day. *:'-:_‘_ | And, departing, leave behind us
B > - Footprints on the sands of time;
Art is long, and Time is fleeting, e
. And our hearts, though stout and brave, ~ | Footprints, that perhaps another,
\'_ISti]l, like muffled drums, are beating 8 Sailing o'er life’s solemn main,
& Funeral marches to the grave. s | A forlorn and shipwrecked brother, =
e oHo % Seeing, shall take heart again.
" In the world’s broad field of battle, = e
& g ~ In the bivouac of Life, = Let us, then, be up and doing,
b Be not like dumb, driven cattle! - «  With a heart for any fate;
+ Be a hero in the strife! - Still achieving, still pursuing,
B s o ¢ »-  Learn to labor and to wait.
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William Wordsworth
o

p! up! my Friend, and quit your books;
Or surely you'll grow double:
Up! up! my Friend, and clear your looks;
Why all this toil and trouble?

e
The sun above the mountain’s head,

\ A freshening lustre mellow
. . - Through all the long green fields has spread,
His first sweet evening yellow.
g@%@;
Books! 'tis a dull and endless strife:

Come, hear the woodland linnet,

- How sweet his music! on my life,
There’s more of wisdom in it.

B ki how blzthe the throstle smgs' Qf

*  He, too, is no mean preacher
w Come forth into the light of things,

Let Nature be your teacher.

s e
W& She has a world of ready wealth,

Qur minds and hearts to bless—

Spontaneous wisdom breathed by hea]th .\ i

Truth breathed by cheerfulness.

One impulse from a vernal wood
May teach you more of man,
Of moral evil and of good,
Than all the sages can.
Sweet is the lore which Nature bring-sﬂ; :
Our meddling intellect |
Mis-shapes the beauteous forms of things:
We murder to dissect.
e
Enough of Science and of Art;

Close up those barren leaves;

Come forth, and bring w1th you a h




IFE, believe, is not a dream
So dark as sages say;
Oft a little morning rain
Foretells a pleasant day.
Sometimes there are clouds of gloom,
But these are transient all;

If the shower will make the roses bloom,

b 0 why [ament its fall ?

-T2

Rapidly, merrily,
Life’s sunny hours flit by,
R Gratefully, cheerily
Fads njoy them as they fly !
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What though Death at times steps m

And calls our Best away? A
What though sorrow seems to win, e
O'er hope, a heavy sway? = 7
Yet hope again elastic springs, - '
Unconquered, though she fell; |
Still buoyant are her golden wmgs, 3
Still strong to bear uswell. A

Manfully, ﬁearless[y, = e
The day of trial bear, =

- For gloriously, victoriously, e

Can courage quell despair L3
T e .f':
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\ I Felt a Funeral

in my Brain _
Emily Dickinson

1830 — 1886

Qoo

I felt a Funeral, in my Brain 4 LI
And Mourners to and fro As all the Heavens were a Bell,
Kept treading — treading — till it seemed And Being, but an Far,

That Sense was breaking through — ~ And [, and Silence, some strange Race

Wrecked, solitary, here - . 8¢

And when they all were seated,

Colro——

And then a Plank in Reason, broke,
And I dropped down, and down —

A Service, like a Drum —
Kept beating — beating — till I thought

My Mind was going numb - And hit a World, at every plunge,

And Finished knowing — then -

,'t‘<‘_a

And then I heard them lift a Box
And creak across my Soul

With those same Boots of Lead, again,

Then Space — began to toll,




My Hearts
in the nghlands

%0667‘5 L%urm’

: M y heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here,
\% My heart’s in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer;
Chasing the wild-deer, and following the roe,
My heart’s in the Highlands, wherever I go.

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North" |
| The birth-place of Valour, the country of Wort}g
I Wherever [ wander, wherever I tove,

& The hills of the Highlands forever I love ==
b e ; _____ - s :

Fa ewell t the mountains, high-coverd with snow, A
'i arewell to the straths and green vallies below; - f N
== Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods
arewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods.
— 0 -
My hearts in the Highlands, my heart is not here
& My hea.rt s in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer
-"f. the wild-deer, and following the roe, |
heart sin the nghlands wherever I 2.
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Annabel Lee

By Edgar Allan Poe
(1809 — 1849)
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t was many and many a year ago, ‘ , = e
In a kingdom by the sea, The angels, not half so happy in Heaven;
That a maiden there lived whom you may know Went envying her and me—

By the name of Annabel Lee; Yes!—that was the reason (as all men know,

And this maiden she lived with no other thought In this kingdom by the sea)
Than to love and be loved by me. That the wind came out of the cloud by night,

— O Ore— Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.
[ was a child and she was a child,

[n this kingdom by the sea,
But we loved with a love that was more than love—
[ and 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—

4 e And neither the angels in Heaven above
With a love that the winged seraphs of Heaven

Nor the demons down under the sea
Coveted her and me.

— O S Do

And this was the reason that, long ago, Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

et O (B e

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul

[n this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams
My beautiful Annabel Lee; Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

) tl;at her highborn kinsmen came And the stars never rise, but  feel the bright eyes
And bore her away from me, e Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

To shut her up in a sepulchre - | And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side

In this kingdom by the sea. e Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride,

In her sepulchre there by the sea—
In her tomb by the sounding sea.
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f we must die—Tlet it not be like hogs

Hunted and penned in an inglorious spot,
While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs,
Making their mock at our accursed lot. |

e G

If we must die—oh, let us nobly die,
So that our precious blood may not be shed
In vain; then even the monsters we defy

Shall be constrained to honor us though dead!
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Oh, Kinsmen! We must meet the common foe‘

Though far outnumbered, let us show us brave

s G

If We Must Die

oo
Claude McKay

1889 — 19438
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Like men we'll face the murderous, coward]y ag

Pressed to the wall, dying, but flghtmg bacl
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by R. S Thomas

1913 - 2000

have seen the sun break through

to illuminate a small field

for a while, and gone my way

and forgotten it. But that was the pearl

of great price, the one field that had

treasure in it. I realize now

that I must give all that I have

to possess it. Life is not hurrying
 —sclos—

on to a receding future, nor hankering after

an imagined past. It is the turning 3

aside like Moses to the miracle

of the lit bush, to a brightness



