
Dialogue Between Self and Soul 
 
By William Butler Yeats Submitted by Susan Guiney, Directory of Technology 
 
 
{My Soul} I summon to the winding ancient stair; 
Set all your mind upon the steep ascent, 
Upon the broken, crumbling battlement, 
Upon the breathless starlit air, 
'Upon the star that marks the hidden pole; 
Fix every wandering thought upon 
That quarter where all thought is done: 
Who can distinguish darkness from the soul? 
 
{My Self}.  The consecrated blade upon my knees 
Is Sato's ancient blade, still as it was, 
Still razor-keen, still like a looking-glass 
Unspotted by the centuries; 
That flowering, silken, old embroidery, torn 
From some court-lady's dress and round 
The wooden scabbard bound and wound 
Can, tattered, still protect, faded adorn. 
 
{My Soul.} Why should the imagination of a man 
Long past his prime remember things that are 
Emblematical of love and war? 
Think of ancestral night that can, 
If but imagination scorn the earth 
And intellect is wandering 
To this and that and t'other thing, 
Deliver from the crime of death and birth. 
 
{My Self.} Montashigi, third of his family, fashioned it 
Five hundred years ago, about it lie 
Flowers from I know not what embroidery -- 
Heart's purple -- and all these I set 
For emblems of the day against the tower 
Emblematical of the night, 
And claim as by a soldier's right 
A charter to commit the crime once more. 
 
{My Soul.} Such fullness in that quarter overflows 
And falls into the basin of the mind 
That man is stricken deaf and dumb and blind, 
For intellect no longer knows 
i{Is} from the i{Ought,} or i{Knower} from the i{Known -- } 
That is to say, ascends to Heaven; 



Only the dead can be forgiven; 
But when I think of that my tongue's a stone. 
 
II 
{My Self.} A living man is blind and drinks his drop. 
What matter if the ditches are impure? 
What matter if I live it all once more? 
Endure that toil of growing up; 
The ignominy of boyhood; the distress 
Of boyhood changing into man; 
The unfinished man and his pain 
Brought face to face with his own clumsiness; 
 
The finished man among his enemies? -- 
How in the name of Heaven can he escape 
That defiling and disfigured shape 
The mirror of malicious eyes 
Casts upon his eyes until at last 
He thinks that shape must be his shape? 
And what's the good of an escape 
If honour find him in the wintry blast? 
 
I am content to live it all again 
And yet again, if it be life to pitch 
Into the frog-spawn of a blind man's ditch, 
A blind man battering blind men; 
Or into that most fecund ditch of all, 
The folly that man does 
Or must suffer, if he woos 
A proud woman not kindred of his soul. 
 
I am content to follow to its source 
Every event in action or in thought; 
Measure the lot; forgive myself the lot! 
When such as I cast out remorse 
So great a sweetness flows into the breast 
We must laugh and we must sing, 
We are blest by everything, 
Everything we look upon is blest. 
 
 
This poem presents the ongoing dialogue, and often battle, between one’s self and one’s 
soul in recognizing and accepting one’s true identity.  The poem also asks the reader to 
put life and oneself into perspective and to appreciate all that surrounds us.  The last 
stanza is one of my most favorite in modern British poetry and was quoted by an 
incredible woman, professor of English literature, and mentor, Dr. Claire Hahn Becker, 



as her epitaph after a long and terminal battle with cancer.  She taught college students 
medieval and modern literature while she was in the throes of illness and inspired many 
students, including me, to maintain perspective and to appreciate each moment of life that 
we possess.   



KING OF THE RIVER 
 
By Stanley Kunitz Submitted by  Robert Shaps, Superintendent of Schools 
  
If the water were clear enough, 
if the water were still, 
but the water is not clear, 
the water is not still, 
you would see yourself, 
slipped out of your skin, 
nosing upstream, 
slapping, thrashing, 
tumbling 
over the rocks 
till you paint them 
with your belly's blood: 
Finned Ego, 
yard of muscle that coils, 
uncoils. 
If the knowledge were given you, 
but it is not given, 
for the membrane is clouded 
with self-deceptions 
and the iridescent image swims 
through a mirror that flows, 
you would surprise yourself 
in that other flesh 
heavy with milt, 
bruised, battering toward the dam 
that lips the orgiastic pool. 
 
Come. Bathe in these waters. 
Increase and die. 
 
If the power were granted you 
to break out of your cells, 
but the imagination fails 
and the doors of the senses close 
on the child within, 
you would dare to be changed, 
as you are changing now, 
into the shape you dread 
beyond the merely human. 
A dry fire eats you. 
Fat drips from your bones. 
The flutes of your gills discolor. 



You have become a ship for parasites. 
The great clock of your life 
is slowing down, 
and the small clocks run wild. 
For this you were born. 
You have cried to the wind 
and heard the wind's reply: 
"I did not choose the way, 
the way chose me." 
You have tasted the fire on your tongue 
till it is swollen black 
with a prophetic joy: 
"Burn with me! 
The only music is time, 
the only dance is love." 
 
If the heart were pure enough, 
but it is not pure, 
you would admit 
that nothing compels you 
any more, nothing 
at all abides, 
but nostalgia and desire, 
the two-way ladder 
between heaven and hell. 
On the threshold 
of the last mystery, 
at the brute absolute hour, 
you have looked into the eyes 
of your creature self, 
which are glazed with madness, 
and you say 
he is not broken but endures, 
limber and firm 
in the state of his shining, 
forever inheriting his salt kingdom, 
from which he is banished 
forever  
 
I appreciate Kunitz’s use of descriptive language. This poem suggests that salmon 
swimming up stream struggle with more than the pre-determined sense of life and death. 
I enjoy reading this poem from time to time to appreciate differing perspectives of what 
the poet is offering through his poem. 



If 
 
By Rudyard Kipling Submitted by Regina Galligan, Librarian, FMS & HHS 
 
 IF you can keep your head when all about you  
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you, 
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you, 
But make allowance for their doubting too; 
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, 
Or being lied about, don't deal in lies, 
Or being hated, don't give way to hating, 
And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise:  
If you can dream - and not make dreams your master; 
If you can think - and not make thoughts your aim; 
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster 
And treat those two impostors just the same; 
If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken 
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools, 
Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, 
And stoop and build 'em up with worn-out tools:  
If you can make one heap of all your winnings  
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss, 
And lose, and start again at your beginnings 
And never breathe a word about your loss; 
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew 
To serve your turn long after they are gone, 
And so hold on when there is nothing in you 
Except the Will which says to them: 'Hold on!'  
If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue, 
' Or walk with Kings - nor lose the common touch, 
if neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you, 
If all men count with you, but none too much; 
If you can fill the unforgiving minute 
With sixty seconds' worth of distance run, 
Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it, 
And - which is more - you'll be a Man, my son!  
   
Of all the poems I love, this one is my favorite. The wording is wonderful, the lines are 
very quotable, and the insight into life is fantastic. It provides a real guideline on how to 
live your life, how to conduct yourself, and how to deal with others. Every time I read 
this poem I am once again inspired by it.  



The Times They Are A-Changin’ 
 
By Bob Dylan Submitted by Ariel Farber, Art Teacher, FMS & HHS 
 
Come gather 'round people 
Wherever you roam 
And admit that the waters 
Around you have grown 
And accept it that soon 
You'll be drenched to the bone. 
If your time to you 
Is worth savin' 
Then you better start swimmin' 
Or you'll sink like a stone 
For the times they are a-changin'. 
 
Come writers and critics 
Who prophesize with your pen 
And keep your eyes wide 
The chance won't come again 
And don't speak too soon 
For the wheel's still in spin 
And there's no tellin' who 
That it's namin'. 
For the loser now 
Will be later to win 
For the times they are a-changin'. 
 
Come senators, congressmen 
Please heed the call 
Don't stand in the doorway 
Don't block up the hall 
For he that gets hurt 
Will be he who has stalled 
There's a battle outside 
And it is ragin'. 
It'll soon shake your windows 
And rattle your walls 
For the times they are a-changin'. 
 
Come mothers and fathers 
Throughout the land 
And don't criticize 
What you can't understand 
Your sons and your daughters 
Are beyond your command 



Your old road is 
Rapidly agin'. 
Please get out of the new one 
If you can't lend your hand 
For the times they are a-changin'. 
 
The line it is drawn 
The curse it is cast 
The slow one now 
Will later be fast 
As the present now 
Will later be past 
The order is 
Rapidly fadin'. 
And the first one now 
Will later be last 
For the times they are a-changin'. 
 
 
I chose this Bob Dylan song because, for me, music has the power to make poetry even 
more powerful.  This song came out the year I was born. Our parents had watched on the 
TV as John Glenn became the first man to orbit the earth in ‘62, as Martin Luther King, 
Jr. made his “I have a dream” speech in August of ‘63, as JFK was assassinated in 
November, and as we were about to go to war in Vietnam. When I was young, the power 
and truth of Dylan’s words struck me as being so solid.  You just had to believe them.  
The message was that change is inevitable; resistance is futile.  The medium was 
folksinger as harbinger.  The words empowered us and fueled change.  



The Raven 
 
By Edgar Allan Poe Submitted by Laurie Verdeschi, Librarian, FMS & HHS 
 
Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary, 
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore, 
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. 
"'T is some visiter," I muttered, "tapping at my chamber door- 
Only this, and nothing more." 
 
Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December, 
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. 
Eagerly I wished the morrow:-vainly I had sought to borrow 
From my books surcease of sorrow-sorrow for the lost Lenore- 
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore- 
Nameless here for evermore. 
 
And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain 
Thrilled me-filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; 
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating 
"'T is some visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door 
Some late visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door;- 
This it is, and nothing more." 
 
Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer, 
"Sir," said I, "or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore; 
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, 
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, 
That I scarce was sure I heard you"-here I opened wide the door;- 
Darkness there, and nothing more. 
 
Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, 
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before; 
But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no token, 
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, "Lenore!" 
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, "Lenore!" 
Merely this and nothing more. 
 
Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, 
Soon again I heard a tapping, somewhat louder than before. 
"Surely," said I, "surely that is something at my window lattice; 
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore- 
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;- 
'T is the wind and nothing more!" 
 
Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 



In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore. 
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; 
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door- 
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door- 
Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 
 
Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore, 
"Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I said, "art sure no craven, 
Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore,- 
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!" 
Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 
 
Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly, 
Though its answer little meaning-little relevancy bore; 
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 
Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door- 
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door, 
With such name as "Nevermore." 
 
But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only 
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. 
Nothing further then he uttered-not a feather then he fluttered- 
Till I scarcely more than muttered, "Other friends have flown before- 
On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown before." 
Then the bird said, "Nevermore." 
 
Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 
"Doubtless," said I, "what it utters is its only stock and store, 
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster 
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore- 
Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore 
Of 'Never-nevermore.'" 
 
But the Raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling, 
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door; 
Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore- 
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt and ominous bird of yore 
Meant in croaking "Nevermore." 
 
This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom's core; 
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 
On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamplight gloated o'er, 
But whose velvet violet lining with the lamplight gloating o'er 



She shall press, ah, nevermore! 
 
Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer 
Swung by seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor. 
"Wretch," I cried, "thy God hath lent thee-by these angels he hath sent thee 
Respite-respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore! 
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe, and forget this lost Lenore!" 
Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 
 
"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil!-prophet still, if bird or devil!- 
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore, 
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted- 
On this home by Horror haunted-tell me truly, I implore- 
Is there-is there balm in Gilead?-tell me-tell me, I implore!" 
Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 
 
"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil-prophet still, if bird or devil! 
By that Heaven that bends above, us-by that God we both adore- 
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore- 
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore." 
Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 
 
"Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!" I shrieked, upstarting- 
"Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian shore! 
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken! 
Leave my loneliness unbroken!-quit the bust above my door! 
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!" 
Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 
 
And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming, 
And the lamplight o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor; 
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 
Shall be lifted-nevermore! 
 
 
At the risk of unoriginality, I’ve chosen this poem because it spoke so well to me when I 
needed a good dose of beautiful melancholy. Of course, I read it when I was in High 
School, but it didn’t really speak to me until I happened upon it again later when I was 
grieving over a lost love.   
 
 
 


