
POETRY / SIX? / READY? 

My Shadow By Robert Louis Stevenson  

I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me,  

And what can be the use of him is more than I can see.  

He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head;  

And I see him jump before me, when I jump into my bed.  

 

The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to grow—  

Not at all like proper children, which is always very slow;  

For he sometimes shoots up taller like an india-rubber ball,  

And he sometimes gets so little that there's none of him at all.  

 

He hasn't got a notion of how children ought to play,  

And can only make a fool of me in every sort of way.  

He stays so close beside me, he's a coward you can see;  

I'd think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks to me!  

 

One morning, very early, before the sun was up,  

I rose and found the shining dew on every buttercup;  

But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant sleepy-head,  

Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in bed. 
 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fUuGV-JvHXw    

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0zOFkTwKH3E     

 

I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud  

By William Wordsworth  
 

I wandered lonely as a cloud  

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,  

When all at once I saw a crowd,  

A host, of golden daffodils;  

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,  

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.  

 

Continuous as the stars that shine  

And twinkle on the milky way,  

They stretched in never-ending line  

Along the margin of a bay:  
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https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/william-wordsworth


Ten thousand saw I at a glance,  

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.  

 

The waves beside them danced; but they  

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:  

A poet could not but be gay,  

In such a jocund company:  

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought  

What wealth the show to me had brought:  

 

For oft, when on my couch I lie  

In vacant or in pensive mood,  

They flash upon that inward eye  

Which is the bliss of solitude;  

And then my heart with pleasure fills,  

And dances with the daffodils.  
 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eAG81edmarA  

 

“Alone”  

By Edgar Allan Poe  
 

From childhood’s hour I have not been  

As others were—I have not seen  

As others saw—I could not bring  

My passions from a common spring—  

From the same source I have not taken  

My sorrow—I could not awaken  

My heart to joy at the same tone—  

And all I lov’d—I lov’d alone—  

Then—in my childhood—in the dawn  

Of a most stormy life—was drawn  

From ev’ry depth of good and ill  

The mystery which binds me still—  

From the torrent, or the fountain—  

From the red cliff of the mountain—  

From the sun that ’round me roll’d  

In its autumn tint of gold—  

From the lightning in the sky  

As it pass’d me flying by—  

From the thunder, and the storm—  

And the cloud that took the form  

(When the rest of Heaven was blue)  

Of a demon in my view— 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eAG81edmarA
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=enCC4lo7QhI  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HLTP9LKyZzE  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DZbHMmd-pIA  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1Co01IZRhi0 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WmRYryt3HIk  

The Smile  

By William Blake  

 

There is a Smile of Love  

And there is a Smile of Deceit  

And there is a Smile of Smiles  

In which these two Smiles meet  

 

And there is a Frown of Hate  

And there is a Frown of disdain  

And there is a Frown of Frowns  

Which you strive to forget in vain  

 

For it sticks in the Hearts deep Core  

And it sticks in the deep Back bone  

And no Smile that ever was smild  

But only one Smile alone  

 

That betwixt the Cradle & Grave  

It only once Smild can be  

But when it once is Smild  

There’s an end to all Misery  

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oWoiTXEF8Q4  

 

If You Forget Me –  

by Pablo Neruda 

I want you to know 

one thing.  

 

You know how this is:  

if I look  

at the crystal moon, at the red branch  

of the slow autumn at my window,  

if I touch  
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near the fire  

the impalpable ash  

or the wrinkled body of the log,  

everything carries me to you,  

as if everything that exists,  

aromas, light, metals,  

were little boats  

that sail  

toward those isles of yours that wait for me.  

 

Well, now,  

if little by little you stop loving me  

I shall stop loving you little by little.  

 

If suddenly  

you forget me  

do not look for me,  

for I shall already have forgotten you.  

 

If you think it long and mad,  

the wind of banners  

that passes through my life,  

and you decide  

to leave me at the shore  

of the heart where I have roots,  

remember  

that on that day,  

at that hour,  

I shall lift my arms  

and my roots will set off  

to seek another land.  

 

But  

if each day,  

each hour,  

you feel that you are destined for me  

with implacable sweetness,  

if each day a flower  

climbs up to your lips to seek me,  

ah my love, ah my own,  

in me all that fire is repeated,  

in me nothing is extinguished or forgotten,  

my love feeds on your love, beloved,  

and as long as you live it will be in your arms  

without leaving mine. 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=T5yADgMzGJo  

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eybPhv8Qfvc 
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