
Poems for ENG102

1. “Hope” is the thing with feathers 
BY EMILY DICKINSON

“Hope” is the thing with feathers -
That perches in the soul -
And sings the tune without the words -
And never stops - at all -

And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard -
And sore must be the storm -
That could abash the little Bird
That kept so many warm -

I’ve heard it in the chillest land -
And on the strangest Sea -
Yet - never - in Extremity,
It asked a crumb - of me.

2. Theme for English B
BY LANGSTON HUGHES

The instructor said,

      Go home and write
      a page tonight.
      And let that page come out of you—
      Then, it will be true.

I wonder if it’s that simple?
I am twenty-two, colored, born in Winston-Salem.   
I went to school there, then Durham, then here   
to this college on the hill above Harlem.   
I am the only colored student in my class.   
The steps from the hill lead down into Harlem,   
through a park, then I cross St. Nicholas,   
Eighth Avenue, Seventh, and I come to the Y,   
the Harlem Branch Y, where I take the elevator   
up to my room, sit down, and write this page:

It’s not easy to know what is true for you or me   
at twenty-two, my age. But I guess I’m what
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I feel and see and hear, Harlem, I hear you.
hear you, hear me—we two—you, me, talk on this page.   
(I hear New York, too.) Me—who?

Well, I like to eat, sleep, drink, and be in love.   
I like to work, read, learn, and understand life.   
I like a pipe for a Christmas present,
or records—Bessie, bop, or Bach.
I guess being colored doesn’t make me not like
the same things other folks like who are other races.   
So will my page be colored that I write?   
Being me, it will not be white.
But it will be
a part of you, instructor.
You are white—
yet a part of me, as I am a part of you.
That’s American.
Sometimes perhaps you don’t want to be a part of me.   
Nor do I often want to be a part of you.
But we are, that’s true!
As I learn from you,
I guess you learn from me—
although you’re older—and white—
and somewhat more free.

This is my page for English B.

3. Isaiah 43:
     14Thus says the LORD your Redeemer, the Holy One of Israel,
            “For your sake I have sent to Babylon,
            And will bring them all down as fugitives,
            Even the Chaldeans, into the ships in which they rejoice.
     15“I am the LORD, your Holy One,
            The Creator of Israel, your King.”
     16Thus says the LORD,
            Who makes a way through the sea
            And a path through the mighty waters,
     17Who brings forth the chariot and the horse,
            The army and the mighty man
            (They will lie down together and not rise again;
            They have been quenched and extinguished like a wick):
     18“Do not call to mind the former things,
            Or ponder things of the past.
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     19“Behold, I will do something new,
            Now it will spring forth;
            Will you not be aware of it?
            I will even make a roadway in the wilderness,
            Rivers in the desert.
     20“The beasts of the field will glorify Me;
            The jackals and the ostriches;
            Because I have given waters in the wilderness
            And rivers in the desert,
            To give drink to My chosen people.
     21“The people whom I formed for Myself,
            Will declare My praise.

4. The Tyger 
BY WILLIAM BLAKE

Tyger Tyger, burning bright, 
In the forests of the night; 
What immortal hand or eye, 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies. 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand, dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain, 
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp, 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp! 

When the stars threw down their spears 
And water'd heaven with their tears: 
Did he smile his work to see?
Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tyger Tyger burning bright, 
In the forests of the night: 
What immortal hand or eye,
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Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?


