
“There Will Come Soft Rains” “Mother to Son” “I Heard a Fly Buzz -
When I Died”

Sarah Teasdale Langston Hughes Emily Dickinson

There will come soft rains and the smell of the ground Well, son, I’ll tell you I heard a Fly buzz – when I died
And swallows circling with their shimmering sound Life, for me, ain’t been no crystal stair The Stillness in the Room

It’s had tacks in it Was like the Stillness in the Air -
And frogs in the pools singing at night And splinters Between the Heaves of Storm
And wild plum trees in tremulous white And boards torn up,

And places with no carpet on the floor- The Eyes around – had wrung them dry -
Robins will wear their feathery fire Bare. And Breaths were gathering firm
Whistling their whims on a low fence wire But all the time For that last Onset – when the King

I’se been a’climbin on Be witnessed – in the Room -
And not one will know of the war, not one And reachin’ landin’s
Will care at last when it is done. And turnin’ corners, I willed my Keepsakes – Signed away

And sometimes goin’ in the dark What portion of me be
Not one would mind, neither bird nor tree Where there ain’t been no light. Assignable – And then it was
If mankind perished utterly; So boy, don’t you turn back. There interposed a Fly -

Don’t you set down on the steps
And Spring herself, when she woke at dawn, ‘Cause you find it’s kinder hard. With Blue – uncertain stumbling Buzz -
Would scarcely know that we were gone Don’t you fall now - Between the light -  and me -

For I’se still goin’, honey, And then the Windows failed – and then
I’se still climbin’. I could not see to see -

“I’m Nobody! And life, for me, ain’t been no crystal stair.

Who Are You?”
Emily Dickinson

I’m Nobody! Who are you? “The Eagle”
Are you Nobody, too? Alfred, Lord Tennyson
Then there’s a pair of us! Don’t tell!
They’d banish us, you know! He clasps the crag with crooked hands;

Close to the sun, in lonely lands,
How dreary to be somebody! Ringed with the azure world, he stands.
How public, like a frog
To tell your name the livelong day The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls,
To an admiring bog He watches from his mountain walls,

And like a thunderbolt, he falls.



“Do Not Go Gentle
Into That Good Night”

Dylan Thomas

Do not go gentle into that good night.
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had forked no lightning, they
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men, who caught and sang the sun in flight,
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

And you, my father, there on the sad height,
Curse, bless me now with your fierce tears, I pray.
Do not go gentle into that good night.
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.


