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Spirits of the Dead 

BY EDGAR ALLAN POE 

I. 

 

Thy soul shall find itself alone 

’Mid dark thoughts of the gray tombstone— 

Not one, of all the crowd, to pry 

Into thine hour of secrecy. 

 

 

II. 

 

Be silent in that solitude, 

   Which is not loneliness—for then 

The spirits of the dead who stood 

   In life before thee are again 

In death around thee—and their will 

Shall overshadow thee: be still. 

 

 

III. 

 

The night, tho’ clear, shall frown— 

And the stars shall look not down 

From their high thrones in the heaven, 

With light like Hope to mortals given— 

But their red orbs, without beam, 

To thy weariness shall seem 

As a burning and a fever 

Which would cling to thee for ever. 

 

IV. 

 

Now are thoughts thou shalt not banish, 

Now are visions ne’er to vanish; 

From thy spirit shall they pass 

No more—like dew-drop from the grass. 
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V. 

 

The breeze—the breath of God—is still— 

And the mist upon the hill, 

Shadowy—shadowy—yet unbroken, 

Is a symbol and a token— 

How it hangs upon the trees, 

A mystery of mysteries! 

 

(Retrieved from https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/48632/spirits-of-the-dead) 
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Caged Bird  

BY MAYA ANGELOU 

 

A free bird leaps 

on the back of the wind    

and floats downstream    

till the current ends 

and dips his wing 

in the orange sun rays 

and dares to claim the sky. 

 

But a bird that stalks 

down his narrow cage 

can seldom see through 

his bars of rage 

his wings are clipped and    

his feet are tied 

so he opens his throat to sing. 

 

The caged bird sings    

with a fearful trill    

of things unknown    

but longed for still    

and his tune is heard    

on the distant hill    

for the caged bird    

sings of freedom. 

 

The free bird thinks of another breeze 

and the trade winds soft through the sighing trees 

and the fat worms waiting on a dawn bright lawn 

and he names the sky his own. 

 

But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams    

his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream    

his wings are clipped and his feet are tied    

so he opens his throat to sing. 
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The caged bird sings    

with a fearful trill    

of things unknown    

but longed for still    

and his tune is heard    

on the distant hill    

for the caged bird    

sings of freedom. 

 

(From The Complete Collected Poems of Maya Angelou. Random House, 1994.) 
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Corpse Song  

BY MARGARET ATWOOD  

 

I enter your night 

like a darkened boat, a smuggler 

 

These lanterns, my eyes 

and heart are out 

 

I bring you something  

you do not want: 

 

news of the country 

I am trapped in, 

 

news of your future: 

soon you will have no voice 

 

               (I resent your skin, I resent 

               your lungs, your glib assumptions 

 

Therefore sing now 

while you have the choice 

 

               (My body turned against me 

               too soon, it was not a tragedy 

 

               (I did not become 

               a tree or a constellation 

 

               (I became a winter coat the children 

               thought they saw on the street corner 

 

               (I became this illusion, 

               this trick of ventriloquism 

 

               this blind noun, this bandage 

               crumpled at your dream’s edge 



 7

 

or you will drift as I do 

from head to head 

 

swollen with words you never said, 

swollen with hoarded love. 

 

I exist in two places, 

               here and where you are. 

 

Pray for me 

not as I am but as I am. 

 

(Retrieve from https://no-wasted-words.livejournal.com/194242.html) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 8

“To--Oh! There Are Spirits of the Air” Percy Bysshe Shelley  

 

Oh! there are spirits of the air, 

And genii of the evening breeze, 

And gentle ghosts, with eyes as fair 

As star-beams among twilight trees:— 

Such lovely ministers to meet 

Oft hast thou turned from men thy lonely feet. 

 

With mountain winds, and babbling springs, 

And moonlight seas, that are the voice 

Of these inexplicable things, 

Thou didst hold commune, and rejoice 

When they did answer thee; but they 

Cast, like a worthless boon, thy love away. 

 

And thou hast sought in starry eyes 

Beams that were never meant for thine, 

Another’s wealth:—tame sacrifice 

To a fond faith! stilldost thou pine? 

Still dost thou hope that greeting hands, 

Voice, looks, or lips, may answer thy demands? 

 

Ah! wherefore didst thou build thine hope 

On the false earth’s inconstancy? 

Did thine own mind afford no scope 

Of love, or moving thoughts to thee? 

That natural scenes or human smiles 

Could steal the power to wind thee in their wiles? 

 

Yes, all the faithless smiles are fled 

Whose falsehood left thee broken-hearted; 

The glory of the moon is dead; 

Night’s ghosts and dreams have now departed; 

Thine own soul still is true to thee, 
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But changed to a foul fiend through misery. 

 

This fiend, whose ghastly presence ever 

Beside thee like thy shadow hangs, 

Dream not to chase;—the mad endeavour 

Would scourge thee to severer pangs. 

Be as thou art. Thy settled fate, 

Dark as it is, all change would aggravate.  

 


