
When	  I	  Heard	  the	  Learn’d	  Astronomer	  
By	  Walt	  Whitman	  
 
When I heard the learn’d astronomer, 
When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns before me, 
When I was shown the charts and diagrams, to add, divide, and measure them, 
When I sitting heard the astronomer where he lectured with much applause in 
the lecture-room, 
How soon unaccountable I became tired and sick, 
Till rising and gliding out I wander’d off by myself, 
In the mystical moist night-air, and from time to time, 
Look’d up in perfect silence at the stars. 
 
 
 
The	  Bustle	  in	  a	  House	  
By	  Emily	  Dickinson	  
 
The Bustle in a House 
The Morning after Death 
Is solemnest of industries 
Enacted upon Earth – 
 
The Sweeping up the Heart 
And putting Love away 
We shall not want to use again 
Until Eternity – 
 
 
 
 
Dream	  Boogie	  
By	  Langston	  Hughes	  
	  
Good	  morning,	  daddy!	  
Ain't	  you	  heard	  
The	  boogie-‐woogie	  rumble	  
Of	  a	  dream	  deferred?	  
	  
Listen	  closely:	  
You'll	  hear	  their	  feet	  
Beating	  out	  and	  beating	  out	  a	  —	  
	  



You	  think	  
It's	  a	  happy	  beat?	  
	  
Listen	  to	  it	  closely:	  
Ain't	  you	  heard	  
something	  underneath	  
like	  a	  —	  
	  
What	  did	  I	  say?	  
	  
Sure,	  
I'm	  happy!	  
Take	  it	  away!	  
	  
Hey,	  pop!	  
Re-‐bop!	  
Mop!	  
	  
Y-‐e-‐a-‐h!	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
Harlem	  
By	  Langston	  Hughes	  
	  
What happens to a dream deferred? 
 
      Does it dry up 
      like a raisin in the sun? 
      Or fester like a sore— 
      And then run? 
      Does it stink like rotten meat? 
      Or crust and sugar over— 
      like a syrupy sweet? 
 
      Maybe it just sags 
      like a heavy load. 
 
      Or does it explode? 
 
 



 
Between	  Walls	  
By	  William	  Carlos	  Williams	  
	  
the back wings 
of the 
 
hospital where 
nothing 
 
will grow lie 
cinders 
 
in which shine 
the broken 
 
pieces of a green 
bottle 
	  


