
“The Chimney Sweeper” by William Blake (1789) 
 

When my mother died I was very young, 
And my father sold me while yet my tongue 
Could scarcely cry 'weep! 'weep! 'weep! 'weep! 
So your chimneys I sweep, and in soot I sleep. 
 
There's little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head, 
That curled like a lamb's back, was shaved: so I said, 
"Hush, Tom! never mind it, for when your head's bare, 
You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair." 
 
And so he was quiet; and that very night, 
As Tom was a-sleeping, he had such a sight— 
That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned, and Jack, 
Were all of them locked up in coffins of black. 
 
And by came an angel who had a bright key, 
And he opened the coffins and set them all free; 
Then down a green plain leaping, laughing, they run, 
And wash in a river, and shine in the sun. 
 
Then naked and white, all their bags left behind, 
They rise upon clouds and sport in the wind; 
And the angel told Tom, if he'd be a good boy, 
He'd have God for his father, and never want joy. 
 
And so Tom awoke; and we rose in the dark, 
And got with our bags and our brushes to work. 
Though the morning was cold, Tom was happy and 
warm; 
So if all do their duty they need not fear harm. 
 
 
“Spring and Fall” by Gerard Manley Hopkins (1880) 
 

To a young child  
 

Márgarét, áre you gríeving  
Over Goldengrove unleaving?  
Leáves like the things of man, you 
With your fresh thoughts care for, can you?  
Ah! ás the heart grows older  
It will come to such sights colder  
By and by, nor spare a sigh  
Though worlds of wanwood leafmeal lie;  
And yet you wíll weep and know why.  
Now no matter, child, the name:  
Sórrow’s spríngs áre the same.  
Nor mouth had, no nor mind, expressed  
What heart heard of, ghost guessed:  
It ís the blight man was born for,  
It is Margaret you mourn for. 
 

 
“When I was One-and-Twenty”  by AE Housman (1896) 
 

When I was one-and-twenty 
       I heard a wise man say, 
“Give crowns and pounds and guineas 
       But not your heart away; 
Give pearls away and rubies 
       But keep your fancy free.” 
But I was one-and-twenty, 
       No use to talk to me. 
 
When I was one-and-twenty 
       I heard him say again, 
“The heart out of the bosom 
       Was never given in vain; 
’Tis paid with sighs a plenty 
       And sold for endless rue.” 
And I am two-and-twenty, 
       And oh, ’tis true, ’tis true. 
 
 
“The Road Not Taken” by Robert Frost (1916) 
 

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. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



“Advice to My Son” by Peter Meinke (1976) 
 

The trick is, to live your days 
as if each one may be your last 
(for they go fast, and young men lose their lives 
in strange and unimaginable ways) 
but at the same time, plan long range 
(for they go slow; if you survive 
the shattered windshield and the bursting shell 
you will arrive 
at our approximation here below 
of heaven or hell). 
 
To be specific, between the peony and the rose 
plant squash and spinach, turnips and tomatoes; 
beauty is nectar 
and nectar, in a desert, saves– 
but the stomach craves stronger sustaenance 
than the honied vine. 
 
Therefore, marry a pretty girl 
after seeing her mother; 
Show your soul to one man, 
work with another; 
and always serve bread with your wine. 
But son, always serve wine. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“My Mother” by Robert Mezey (1999) 
 

My mother writes from Trenton, 
a comedian to the bone 
but underneath serious 
and all heart. “Honey,” she says, 
“be a mensch and Mary too, 
its no good, to worry, you 
are doing the best you can 
your Dad and everyone 
thinks you turned out very well 
as long as you pay your bills 
nobody can say a word 
you can tell them, to drop dead 
so save a dollar it can’t 
hurt—remember Frank you went 
to highschool with? he still lives 
with his wife’s mother, his wife 
works while he writes his books and 
did he ever sell a one 
the four kids run around naked 
36, and he’s never had, 
you’ll forgive my expression 
even a pot to piss in 
or a window to throw it, 
such a smart boy he couldnt 
read the footprints on the wall 
honey you think you know all 
the answers you dont, please, try 
to put some money away 
believe me it wouldn’t hurt 
artist schmartist life’s too short 
for that kind of, forgive me, 
horseshit, I know what you want 
better than you, all that counts 
is to make a good living 
and the best of everything, 
as Sholem Aleichem said, 
he was a great writer did 
you ever read his books dear, 
you should make what he makes a year 
anyway he says some place 
Poverty is no disgrace 
but its no honor either 
that’s what I say, 
                               love, 
                                        Mother” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



“Our Room” by Molly Peacock (1983) 
 

I tell the children in school sometimes 
why I hate alcoholics :  my father was one 
“Alcohol” and “disease” I use, and shun 
the word “drunk” or even “drinking” since one time 
the kids burst out laughing when I told them.  
I felt as though they were laughing at me.  
I waited for them, wounded, remem- 
bering how I imagined they’d howl at me  
when I was in grade 5.  Acting drunk 
is a guaranteed screamer, especially  
for boys.  I’m quiet when I sort the junk 
of my childhood for them, quiet so we  
will all be quiet, and they can ask what  
questions they have to and tell about what  
happened to them, too. The classroom becomes 
oddly lonely when we talk about our homes.  
 
 
“My Wicked Wicked Ways”   
by Sandra Cisneros (1997) 
 

This is my father. 
See? He is young. 
He looks like Errol Flynn. 
He is wearing a hat 
that tips over one eye, 
a suit that fits him good, 
and baggy pants. 
He is also wearing 
those awful shoes, 
the two-toned ones 
my mother hates. 
Here is my mother. 
She is not crying. 
She cannot look into the lens 
because the sun is bright. 
The woman, 
the one my father knows, 
is not here. 
She does not come till later. 
My mother will get very mad. 
Her face will turn red 
and she will throw one shoe. 
My father will say nothing. 
After a while everyone 
will forget it. 
Years and years will pass. 
My mother will stop mentioning it. 
This is me she is carrying. 
I am a baby. 
She does not know 
I will turn out bad. 

 
“Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night” 
By Dylan Thomas (1951) 
 

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. 

 
 
 


