
September 

 

God’s World 

 
by Edna St. Vincent Millay 

 

 O WORLD, I cannot hold thee close enough!   

Thy winds, thy wide grey skies!   

Thy mists that roll and rise!   

Thy woods, this autumn day, that ache and sag   

And all but cry with colour! That gaunt crag           

To crush! To lift the lean of that black bluff!   

World, World, I cannot get thee close enough!   

    

Long have I known a glory in it all,   

But never knew I this;   

Here such a passion is    

As stretcheth me apart. Lord, I do fear   

Thou'st made the world too beautiful this year.   

My soul is all but out of me,—let fall   

No burning leaf; prithee, let no bird call.  

  



October 

The Seven Ages of Man 
from “As You Like It” by William Shakespeare 

 

All the world's a stage, 

And all the men and women merely players, 

They have their exits and entrances, 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

His acts being seven ages. At first the infant, 

Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms. 

Then, the whining schoolboy with his satchel 

And shining morning face, creeping like snail 

Unwillingly to school. And then the lover, 

Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 

Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier, 

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 

Jealous in honour, sudden, and quick in quarrel, 

Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice 

In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd, 

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut, 

Full of wise saws, and modern instances, 

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 

Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon, 

With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side, 

His youthful hose well sav'd, a world too wide, 

For his shrunk shank, and his big manly voice, 

Turning again towards childish treble, pipes 

And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 

That ends this strange eventful history, 

Is second childishness and mere oblivion, 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything. 

  



November 

 

Travel 

 
by Robert Louis Stevenson 

 

I should like to rise and go   

Where the golden apples grow;—   

Where below another sky   

Parrot islands anchored lie,   

And, watched by cockatoos and goats,     

Lonely Crusoes building boats;—   

Where in sunshine reaching out   

Eastern cities, miles about,   

Are with mosque and minaret   

Among sandy gardens set,     

And the rich goods from near and far   

Hang for sale in the bazaar,—   

Where the Great Wall round China  

     goes,   

And on one side the desert blows,   

And with bell and voice and drum    

Cities on the other hum;—   

Where are forests, hot as fire,   

Wide as England, tall as a spire,   

Full of apes and cocoa-nuts   

And the negro hunters’ huts;—     

Where the knotty crocodile   

Lies and blinks in the Nile,   

 

 

And the red flamingo flies   

Hunting fish before his eyes;—   

Where in jungles, near and far,     

Man-devouring tigers are,   

Lying close and giving ear   

Lest the hunt be drawing near,   

Or a comer-by be seen   

Swinging in a palanquin;—     

Where among the desert sands   

Some deserted city stands,   

All its children, sweep and prince,   

Grown to manhood ages since,   

Not a foot in street or house,    

Not a stir of child or mouse,   

And when kindly falls the night,   

In all the town no spark of light.   

There I’ll come when I’m a man   

With a camel caravan;     

Light a fire in the gloom   

Of some dusty dining-room;   

See the pictures on the walls,   

Heroes, fights and festivals;   

And in a corner find the toys     

Of the old Egyptian boys.  

 

  



December 

 

Stopping by Woods 

 
by Robert Frost 

 

Whose woods these are I think I know. 

His house is in the village though; 

He will not see me stopping here 

To watch his woods fill up with snow. 

 

My little horse must think it queer 

To stop without a farmhouse near 

Between the woods and frozen lake 

The darkest evening of the year. 

 

He gives his harness bells a shake 

To ask if there is some mistake. 

The only other sound's the sweep 

Of easy wind and downy flake. 

 

The woods are lovely, dark and deep. 

But I have promises to keep, 

And miles to go before I sleep, 

And miles to go before I sleep. 

  



January 

If 
by Rudyard Kipling 

 

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 imposters 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 breath 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!  



February/March 

Psalm 96--A Song of Praise to God Coming in Judgment 

1 Oh, sing to the LORD a new song! 

         Sing to the LORD, all the earth. 

2 Sing to the LORD, bless His name; 

         Proclaim the good news of His salvation from day to day. 

3 Declare His glory among the nations, 

         His wonders among all peoples.  

          

4 For the LORD is great and greatly to be praised; 

         He is to be feared above all gods. 

5 For all the gods of the peoples are idols, 

         But the LORD made the heavens. 

6 Honor and majesty are before Him; 

         Strength and beauty are in His sanctuary.  

          

7 Give to the LORD, O families of the peoples, 

         Give to the LORD glory and strength. 

8 Give to the LORD the glory due His name; 

         Bring an offering, and come into His courts. 

9 Oh, worship the LORD in the beauty of holiness! 

         Tremble before Him, all the earth.  

 

10 Say among the nations, “The LORD reigns; 

         The world also is firmly established,  

         It shall not be moved;  

         He shall judge the peoples righteously.”  

          

11 Let the heavens rejoice, and let the earth be glad; 

         Let the sea roar, and all its fullness; 

12 Let the field be joyful, and all that is in it. 

         Then all the trees of the woods will rejoice 

13 before the LORD. 

         For He is coming, for He is coming to judge the earth.  

         He shall judge the world with righteousness,  

         And the peoples with His truth.  



April 

Abraham Lincoln Walks at Night 

in Springfield, Illinois 
by Vachel Lindsay 

 
It is portentous, and a thing of state  

That here at midnight, in our little town  

A mourning figure walks, and will not rest,  

Near the old court-house, pacing up and down.  

 

Or by his homestead, or by shadowed yards  

He lingers where his children used to play,  

Or through the market, on the well-worn stones  

He stalks until the dawn-stars burn away.  

 

A bronzed, lank man! His suit of ancient black,  

A famous high top-hat, and plain worn shawl  

Make him the quaint, great figure that men love,  

The prairie-lawyer, master of us all.  

 

He cannot sleep upon his hillside now.  

He is among us:--as in times before!  

And we who toss or lie awake for long  

Breathe deep, and start, to see him pass the door.  

 

His head is bowed. He thinks on men and kings.  

Yea, when the sick world cries, how can he sleep?  

Too many peasants fight, they know not why,  

Too many homesteads in black terror weep.  

 

The sins of all the war-lords burn his heart.  

He sees the dreadnaughts scouring every main.  

He carries on his shawl-wrapped shoulders now  

The bitterness, the folly and the pain.  

 

He cannot rest until a spirit-dawn  

Shall come:--the shining hope of Europe free:  

The league of sober folk, the Workers' Earth,  

Bringing long peace to Cornland, Alp and Sea.  

 

It breaks his heart that kings must murder still,  

That all his hours of travail here for men  

Seem yet in vain. And who will bring white peace  

That he may sleep upon his hill again?  



May 

A Narrow Fellow in the Grass 
by Emily Dickinson 

 

A narrow fellow in the grass 

Occasionally rides; 

You may have met him,--did you not, 

His notice sudden is. 

 

The grass divides as with a comb, 

A spotted shaft is seen; 

And then it closes at your feet 

And opens further on. 

 

He likes a boggy acre, 

A floor too cool for corn. 

Yet when a child, and barefoot, 

I more than once, at morn, 

 

Have passed, I thought, a whip-lash 

Unbraiding in the sun,-- 

When, stooping to secure it, 

It wrinkled, and was gone. 

 

Several of nature's people 

I know, and they know me; 

I feel for them a transport 

Of cordiality; 

 

But never met this fellow, 

Attended or alone, 

Without a tighter breathing, 

And zero at the bone. 


