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	Every Grain of Sand
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	Auguries of Innocence – 

William Blake 

http://www.online-literature.com/blake/612/

	In the time of my confession, in the hour of my deepest need

 When the pool of tears beneath my feet flood every newborn seed

 There's a dyin' voice within me reaching out somewhere,

 Toiling in the danger and in the morals of despair.

 Don't have the inclination to look back on any mistake,

 Like Cain, I now behold this chain of events that I must break.

 In the fury of the moment I can see the Master's hand

 In every leaf that trembles, in every grain of sand.

 Oh, the flowers of indulgence and the weeds of yesteryear,

 Like criminals, they have choked the breath of conscience and good cheer.

 The sun beat down upon the steps of time to light the way

 To ease the pain of idleness and the memory of decay.

 I gaze into the doorway of temptation's angry flame

 And every time I pass that way I always hear my name.

 Then onward in my journey I come to understand

 That every hair is numbered like every grain of sand.

 I have gone from rags to riches in the sorrow of the night

 In the violence of a summer's dream, in the chill of a wintry light,

 In the bitter dance of loneliness fading into space,

 In the broken mirror of innocence on each forgotten face.

 I hear the ancient footsteps like the motion of the sea

 Sometimes I turn, there's someone there, other times it's only me.

 I am hanging in the balance of the reality of man

 Like every sparrow falling, like every grain of sand.

Copyright © 1981 Special Rider Music


	To see a world in a grain of sand
And a heaven in a wild flower,
Hold infinity in the palm of your hand
And eternity in an hour.
A robin redbreast in a cage
Puts all heaven in a rage.
A dove-house filled with doves and pigeons
Shudders hell through all its regions.
A dog starved at his master's gate
Predicts the ruin of the state….
The wanton boy that kills the fly
Shall feel the spider's enmity….
A truth that's told with bad intent
Beats all the lies you can invent.
It is right it should be so:
Man was made for joy and woe;
And when this we rightly know
Through the world we safely go.
Joy and woe are woven fine,
A clothing for the soul divine.
Under every grief and pine
Runs a joy with silken twine….
He who mocks the infant's faith
Shall be mocked in age and death.
He who shall teach the child to doubt
The rotting grave shall ne'er get out.
He who respects the infant's faith
Triumphs over hell and death.
The child's toys and the old man's reasons
Are the fruits of the two seasons…..
He who replies to words of doubt
Doth put the light of knowledge out……
He who doubts from what he sees
Will ne'er believe, do what you please.
If the sun and moon should doubt,
They'd immediately go out…..
The harlot's cry from street to street
Shall weave old England's winding sheet.
The winner's shout, the loser's curse,
Dance before dead England's hearse.
Every night and every morn
Some to misery are born.
Every morn and every night
Some are born to sweet delight.
Some are born to sweet delight,
Some are born to endless night.
We are led to believe a lie
When we see not through the eye
Which was born in a night to perish in a night,
When the soul slept in beams of light.
God appears, and God is light
To those poor souls who dwell in night,
But does a human form display
To those who dwell in realms of day.
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	Love Minus Zero/No Limit
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	‘Shall I compare thee… 

William Shakespeare

http://www.fleurdelis.com/shallIcomparethee.htm

	My love she speaks like silence,

 Without ideals or violence,

 She doesn't have to say she's faithful,

 Yet she's true, like ice, like fire.

 People carry roses,

 Make promises by the hours,

 My love she laughs like the flowers,

 Valentines can't buy her.

 In the dime stores and bus stations,

 People talk of situations,

 Read books, repeat quotations,

 Draw conclusions on the wall.

 Some speak of the future,

 My love she speaks softly,

 She knows there's no success like failure

 And that failure's no success at all.

 The cloak and dagger dangles,

 Madams light the candles.

 In ceremonies of the horsemen,

 Even the pawn must hold a grudge.

 Statues made of match sticks,

 Crumble into one another,

 My love winks, she does not bother,

 She knows too much to argue or to judge.

 The bridge at midnight trembles,

 The country doctor rambles,

 Bankers' nieces seek perfection,

 Expecting all the gifts that wise men bring.

 The wind howls like a hammer,

 The night blows cold and rainy,

 My love she's like some raven

 At my window with a broken wing.
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	Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? 

Thou  art more lovely and more temperate. 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds  of May, 

And summer's lease hath all too short a date. 

Sometime too hot  the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd; 

And  every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance or nature's changing  course untrimm'd; 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade 

Nor lose  possession of that fair thou ow'st; 

Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in  his shade, 

When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st: 

So long as men  can breathe or eyes can see, 

So long lives this, and this gives life to  thee.


Bob Dylan and the Canon

	It Ain't Me, Babe 
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	THE APPARITION.

 by John Donne

http://www.luminarium.org/sevenlit/donne/apparition.php

	Go 'way from my window,

 Leave at your own chosen speed.

 I'm not the one you want, babe,

 I'm not the one you need.

 You say you're lookin' for someone

 Never weak but always strong,

 To protect you an' defend you

 Whether you are right or wrong,

 Someone to open each and every door,

 But it ain't me, babe,

 No, no, no, it ain't me, babe,

 It ain't me you're lookin' for, babe.

 Go lightly from the ledge, babe,

 Go lightly on the ground.

 I'm not the one you want, babe,

 I will only let you down.

 You say you're lookin' for someone

 Who will promise never to part,

 Someone to close his eyes for you,

 Someone to close his heart,

 Someone who will die for you an' more,

 But it ain't me, babe,

 No, no, no, it ain't me, babe,

 It ain't me you're lookin' for, babe.

 Go melt back into the night, babe,

 Everything inside is made of stone.

 There's nothing in here moving

 An' anyway I'm not alone.

 You say you're looking for someone

 Who'll pick you up each time you fall,

 To gather flowers constantly

 An' to come each time you call,

 A lover for your life an' nothing more,

 But it ain't me, babe,

 No, no, no, it ain't me, babe,

 It ain't me you're lookin' for, babe.
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	WHEN by thy scorn, O murd'ress, I am dead,

 And that thou thinkst thee free

 From all solicitation from me,

 Then shall my ghost come to thy bed,

 And thee, feign'd vestal, in worse arms shall see :

 Then thy sick taper will begin to wink,

 And he, whose thou art then, being tired before,

 Will, if thou stir, or pinch to wake him, think

           Thou call'st for more,

 And, in false sleep, will from thee shrink :

 And then, poor aspen wretch, neglected thou

 Bathed in a cold quicksilver sweat wilt lie,

           A verier ghost than I.

 What I will say, I will not tell thee now,

 Lest that preserve thee ; and since my love is spent,

 I'd rather thou shouldst painfully repent,

 Than by my threatenings rest still innocent.
.
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	Dulce et Decorum Est. – Wilfrid Owen 

http://www.warpoetry.co.uk/owen1.html

	Oh my name it is nothin'

 My age it means less

 The country I come from

 Is called the Midwest

 I's taught and brought up there

 The laws to abide

 And that land that I live in

 Has God on its side.

 Oh the history books tell it

 They tell it so well

 The cavalries charged

 The Indians fell

 The cavalries charged

 The Indians died

 Oh the country was young

 With God on its side.

 Oh the Spanish-American

 War had its day

 And the Civil War too

 Was soon laid away

 And the names of the heroes

 I's made to memorize

 With guns in their hands

 And God on their side.

 Oh the First World War, boys

 It closed out its fate

 The reason for fighting

 I never got straight

 But I learned to accept it

 Accept it with pride

 For you don't count the dead

 When God's on your side.

 When the Second World War

 Came to an end

 We forgave the Germans

 And we were friends

 Though they murdered six million

 In the ovens they fried

 The Germans now too

 Have God on their side.

 I've learned to hate Russians

 All through my whole life

 If another war starts

 It's them we must fight

 To hate them and fear them

 To run and to hide

 And accept it all bravely

 With God on my side.

 But now we got weapons

 Of the chemical dust 

 If fire them we're forced to

 Then fire them we must

 One push of the button

 And a shot the world wide

 And you never ask questions

 When God's on your side.

 In a many dark hour

 I've been thinkin' about this

 That Jesus Christ

 Was betrayed by a kiss

 But I can't think for you

 You'll have to decide

 Whether Judas Iscariot

 Had God on his side.

 So now as I'm leavin'

 I'm weary as Hell

 The confusion I'm feelin'

 Ain't no tongue can tell

 The words fill my head

 And fall to the floor

 If God's on our side

 He'll stop the next war.
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	Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,  

 Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,  

 Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs  

 And towards our distant rest began to trudge.  

 Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots  

 But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;  

 Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots 

 Of tired, outstripped Five-Nines that dropped behind.

Gas! Gas! Quick, boys! –  An ecstasy of fumbling,  

 Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time;  

 But someone still was yelling out and stumbling,  

 And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime. . .  

 Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light,  

 As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.  

 In all my dreams, before my helpless sight,  

 He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning. 

If in some smothering dreams you too could pace  

 Behind the wagon that we flung him in,  

 And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,  

 His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin;  

 If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood  

 Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,  

 Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud 

 Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,  

 My friend, you would not tell with such high zest 

 To children ardent for some desperate glory,  

 The old Lie; Dulce et Decorum est  

 Pro patria mori. 

8 October 1917 - March, 1918
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W. B. Yeats

http://www.web-books.com/classics/Poetry/anthology/
Yeats/Circus.htm

	Crimson flames tied through my ears

 Rollin' high and mighty traps

 Pounced with fire on flaming roads

 Using ideas as my maps

 "We'll meet on edges, soon," said I

 Proud 'neath heated brow.

 Ah, but I was so much older then, 

 I'm younger than that now.

 Half-wracked prejudice leaped forth

 "Rip down all hate," I screamed

 Lies that life is black and white

 Spoke from my skull. I dreamed

 Romantic facts of musketeers

 Foundationed deep, somehow.

 Ah, but I was so much older then,

 I'm younger than that now.

 Girls' faces formed the forward path

 From phony jealousy

 To memorizing politics

 Of ancient history

 Flung down by corpse evangelists

 Unthought of, though, somehow.

 Ah, but I was so much older then,

 I'm younger than that now.

 A self-ordained professor's tongue

 Too serious to fool

 Spouted out that liberty

 Is just equality in school

 "Equality," I spoke the word

 As if a wedding vow.

 Ah, but I was so much older then,

 I'm younger than that now.

 In a soldier's stance, I aimed my hand

 At the mongrel dogs who teach

 Fearing not that I'd become my enemy

 In the instant that I preach

 My pathway led by confusion boats

 Mutiny from stern to bow.

 Ah, but I was so much older then,

 I'm younger than that now.

 Yes, my guard stood hard when abstract threats

 Too noble to neglect

 Deceived me into thinking

 I had something to protect

 Good and bad, I define these terms

 Quite clear, no doubt, somehow.

 Ah, but I was so much older then,

 I'm younger than that now.


	I
I sought a theme and sought for it in vain,

 I sought it daily for six weeks or so.

 Maybe at last, being but a broken man,

 I must be satisfied with my heart, although

 Winter and summer till old age began

 My circus animals were all on show,

 Those stilted boys, that burnished chariot,

 Lion and woman and the Lord knows what.

II
What can I but enumerate old themes,

 First that sea-rider Oisin led by the nose

 Through three enchanted islands, allegorical dreams,

 Vain gaiety, vain battle, vain repose,

 Themes of the embittered heart, or so it seems,

 That might adorn old songs or courtly shows;

 But what cared I that set him on to ride,

 I, starved for the bosom of his faery bride.

And then a counter-truth filled out its play,

 'The Countess Cathleen' was the name I gave it;

 She, pity-crazed, had given her soul away,

 But masterful Heaven had intervened to save it.

 I thought my dear must her own soul destroy

 So did fanaticism and hate enslave it,

 And this brought forth a dream and soon enough

 This dream itself had all my thought and love.

And when the Fool and Blind Man stole the bread

 Cuchulain fought the ungovernable sea;

 Heart-mysteries there, and yet when all is said

 It was the dream itself enchanted me:

 Character isolated by a deed

 To engross the present and dominate memory.

 Players and painted stage took all my love,

 And not those things that they were emblems of.

III
Those masterful images because complete

 Grew in pure mind, but out of what began?

 A mound of refuse or the sweepings of a street,

 Old kettles, old bottles, and a broken can,

 Old iron, old bones, old rags, that raving slut

 Who keeps the till. Now that my ladder's gone,

 I must lie down where all the ladders start

 In the foul rag and bone shop of the heart.
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	The Circus Animals' Desertion

W. B. Yeats
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	Crimson flames tied through my ears

 Rollin' high and mighty traps

 Pounced with fire on flaming roads

 Using ideas as my maps

 "We'll meet on edges, soon," said I

 Proud 'neath heated brow.

 Ah, but I was so much older then, 

 I'm younger than that now.

 Half-wracked prejudice leaped forth

 "Rip down all hate," I screamed

 Lies that life is black and white

 Spoke from my skull. I dreamed

 Romantic facts of musketeers

 Foundationed deep, somehow.

 Ah, but I was so much older then,

 I'm younger than that now.

 Girls' faces formed the forward path

 From phony jealousy

 To memorizing politics

 Of ancient history

 Flung down by corpse evangelists

 Unthought of, though, somehow.

 Ah, but I was so much older then,

 I'm younger than that now.

 A self-ordained professor's tongue

 Too serious to fool

 Spouted out that liberty

 Is just equality in school

 "Equality," I spoke the word

 As if a wedding vow.

 Ah, but I was so much older then,

 I'm younger than that now.

 In a soldier's stance, I aimed my hand

 At the mongrel dogs who teach

 Fearing not that I'd become my enemy

 In the instant that I preach

 My pathway led by confusion boats

 Mutiny from stern to bow.

 Ah, but I was so much older then,

 I'm younger than that now.

 Yes, my guard stood hard when abstract threats

 Too noble to neglect

 Deceived me into thinking

 I had something to protect

 Good and bad, I define these terms

 Quite clear, no doubt, somehow.

 Ah, but I was so much older then,

 I'm younger than that now.


	I
I sought a theme and sought for it in vain,

 I sought it daily for six weeks or so.

 Maybe at last, being but a broken man,

 I must be satisfied with my heart, although

 Winter and summer till old age began

 My circus animals were all on show,

 Those stilted boys, that burnished chariot,

 Lion and woman and the Lord knows what.

II
What can I but enumerate old themes,

 First that sea-rider Oisin led by the nose

 Through three enchanted islands, allegorical dreams,

 Vain gaiety, vain battle, vain repose,

 Themes of the embittered heart, or so it seems,

 That might adorn old songs or courtly shows;

 But what cared I that set him on to ride,

 I, starved for the bosom of his faery bride.

And then a counter-truth filled out its play,

 'The Countess Cathleen' was the name I gave it;

 She, pity-crazed, had given her soul away,

 But masterful Heaven had intervened to save it.

 I thought my dear must her own soul destroy

 So did fanaticism and hate enslave it,

 And this brought forth a dream and soon enough

 This dream itself had all my thought and love.

And when the Fool and Blind Man stole the bread

 Cuchulain fought the ungovernable sea;

 Heart-mysteries there, and yet when all is said

 It was the dream itself enchanted me:

 Character isolated by a deed

 To engross the present and dominate memory.

 Players and painted stage took all my love,

 And not those things that they were emblems of.

III
Those masterful images because complete

 Grew in pure mind, but out of what began?

 A mound of refuse or the sweepings of a street,

 Old kettles, old bottles, and a broken can,

 Old iron, old bones, old rags, that raving slut

 Who keeps the till. Now that my ladder's gone,

 I must lie down where all the ladders start

 In the foul rag and bone shop of the heart.
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	Ozymandias – P. B. Shelley

http://expat.savagenet.com/ozymandias

	Once upon a time you dressed so fine

 You threw the bums a dime in your prime, didn't you?

 People'd call, say, "Beware doll, you're bound to fall"

 You thought they were all kiddin' you

 You used to laugh about

 Everybody that was hangin' out

 Now you don't talk so loud

 Now you don't seem so proud

 About having to be scrounging for your next meal.

 Chorus How does it feel

 How does it feel

 To be without a home

 Like a complete unknown

 Like a rolling stone?

 You've gone to the finest school all right, Miss Lonely

 But you know you only used to get juiced in it

 And nobody has ever taught you how to live on the street

 And now you find out you're gonna have to get used to it

 You said you'd never compromise

 With the mystery tramp, but now you realize

 He's not selling any alibis

 As you stare into the vacuum of his eyes

 And ask him do you want to make a deal?

 Chorus 

 You never turned around to see the frowns on the jugglers and the clowns

 When they all come down and did tricks for you

 You never understood that it ain't no good

 You shouldn't let other people get your kicks for you

 You used to ride on the chrome horse with your diplomat

 Who carried on his shoulder a Siamese cat

 Ain't it hard when you discover that

 He really wasn't where it's at

 After he took from you everything he could steal.

 Chorus 

 Princess on the steeple and all the pretty people

 They're drinkin', thinkin' that they got it made

 Exchanging all kinds of precious gifts and things

 But you'd better lift your diamond ring, you'd better pawn it babe

 You used to be so amused

 At Napoleon in rags and the language that he used

 Go to him now, he calls you, you can't refuse

 When you got nothing, you got nothing to lose

 You're invisible now, you got no secrets to conceal.

 Chorus 
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	I met a traveler from an antique land

 Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone

 Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand,

 Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,

 And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,

 Tell that its sculptor well those passions read,

 Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,

 The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed,

 And on the pedestal these words appear:

“My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings:

 Look upon my works, ye Mighty, and despair!”

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay

 Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare

 The lone and level sands stretch far away.


