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A Book 									A Word
1. 						                      		     A word is dead
He ate and drank the precious words,				      When it is said,	
His spirit grew robust;                                                                                        Some say.
He knew no more that he was poor,                                                               I say it just
Nor that his frame was dust.                                                                          Begins to live
He danced along the dingy days,                                                                        That day.
And this bequest of wings
Was but a book.    What liberty
A loosened spirit brings!

A Book										Hope
2.							        Hope is the thing with feathers
There is no frigate like a book			                     That perches in the soul,
To take us lands away,                                                             And sings the tune without the words,
Nor any coursers like a page				        And never stops at all,
Of prancing poetry.
This traverse may the poorest take 			       And sweetest in the gale is heard;
Without oppress of toll;				       And sore must be the storm
How frugal is the chariot				       That could abash the little bird
That bears a human soul!	                                               That kept so many warm.

                                                                                                    I’ve heard it in the chillest land
Success                                                                                      And on the strangest sea;
Success is counted sweetest	                                               Yet, never, in extremity,
By those who ne’er succeed.                                                 It asked a crumb of me.
To comprehend a nectar
Requires sorest need.

Not one of all the purple host
Who took the flas to-day 
Can tell the definition,
So clear, of victory,

As he, defeated, dying,
On whose forbidden ear
The distant strains of triumph
Break, agonized and clear.
