I’M NOBODY! WHO ARE YOU?
Emily Dickinson

I’m nobody! Who are you?
Are you nobody, too?
Then there’s a pair of us—don’t tell!
They’d banish us, you know.

How dreary to be somebody!
How public like a frog
To tell your name the livelong day
To an admiring bog!


I MET A SEER 
Stephen Crane

I met a seer.
He held his hands
The book of wisdom.
“Sir,” I addressed him,
“Let me read.”
“Child—“ he began.
“Think not that I am a Child,
For already I know much
Of that which you hold.
Ay, much.”

He smiled.
Then he opened the book
And held it before me.
Strange that I should have grown so suddenly blind.















FIRST LESSON
Philip Booth

Lie back, daughter, let your head
be tipped back in the cup of my hand.
Gently, and I will hold you. Spread
your arms wide, lie out on the stream
and look high at the gulls. A dead-
man’s float is face down. You will dive 
and swim soon enough where this tidewater
ebbs to the sea. Daughter, believe
me, when you tire on the long thrash 
to your island, lie up, and survive. 
As you float now, where I held you 
and let you go, remember when fear
cramps your heart what I told you:
lie gently and wide to the light-year 
stars, lie back, and the sea will hold you.




Lucinda Matlock
Edgar Lee Masters

I went to the dance at Chandlerville, 
And played snap-out at Winchester, 
One time we changed partners,
Driving home in the moonlight of middle June,
And then I found Davis.
We were married and lived together for seventy years, 
Enjoying, working, raising the twelve children,
Eight of whom we lost
Ere I had reached the age of sixty.
I spun, I wove, I kept the house, I nursed the sick,
I made the garden, and for holiday
Rambled over the fields where sang the larks, 
And by Spoon River gathering many a shell,
And many a flower and medicinal weed-
Shouting to the wooded hills singing to the green valleys.
At ninety-six I had lived enough, that is al,
And passed to a sweet repose.
What is this I hear of sorrow and weariness,
Anger, discontent and drooping hopes?
Degenerate sons and daughters,
Life is to strong for you –
It takes life to love Life. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]Having it Out with Melancholy
by Jane Kenyon.



PART 5: ONCE THERE WAS LIGHT

Once, in my early thirties, I saw 
that I was a speck of light in the great 
river of light that undulates through time

I was floating with the whole 
human family. We were all colors -- those 
who are living now, those who have died, 
those who are not yet born. For a few

moments I floated, completely calm, 
and I no longer hated having to exist.

Like a crow who smells hot blood 
you came flying to pull me out 
of the glowing stream. "I'll hold you up. I never let my dear Ones drown!” After that, I wept for days.

PART 9:  WOOD THRUSH

High on Nardil and June light 
I wake at four, 
waiting greedily for the first
note of the wood thrush. Easeful air 
presses through the screen 
with the wild, complex song 
of the bird, and I am overcome

by ordinary contentment. 
What hurt me so terribly 
all my life until this moment? 
How I love the small, swiftly 
beating heart of the bird 
singing in the great maples; 
its bright, unequivocal eye.


Acquainted with the Night by Robert Frost. 
I have been one acquainted with the night. 
I have walked out in rain - and back in rain. 
I have outwalked the furthest city light. 
I have looked down the saddest city lane. 
I have passed by the watchman on his beat 
And dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain. 
I have stood still and stopped the sound of feet 
When far away an interrupted cry 
Came over houses from another street, 
But not to call me back or say good-bye; 
And further still at an unearthly height, 
One luminary clock against the sky 
Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right. 
I have been one acquainted with the night. 


