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DESIREE CASEN - MODERN CINDERELLA 

I'm a modern Cinderella. 
I wish I was more like Twighlight's Bella. 
But I'm locked away. 
It's like that every day. 
 
I'm the modern Cinderella. 
I wish I was the Enchanted Ella. 
My family wants to get rid of me. 
This no one really sees. 
 
I'm the Modern Cinderella. 
Never mind Bella. 
I'm meeting you for the very first time. 
This the day I challenge myself to sing 'The Climb.' 
 
I'm the modern Cinderella 
Never mind Ella. 
We feel in love at first sight. 
Now the clock strikes midnight. 
 
I'm the modern Cinderella. 
Never the original. 
Never mind Bella. 
Never mind Ella. 
I don't run in flight. 
I'm prepared to fight. 
 
I'm the modern Cinderella. 
See me as I am. 
See the real me. 
Not the person I pretended to be. 
 
I'm the modern Cinderella. 
Nothing like the original. 
Not like Bella. 
Not like Ella. 
Now I've found my modern Prince. 
 
I am me. 
I'm the Modern Cinderella... 
 
 
WILLIAM BLAKE  - THE GARDEN OF LOVE 

I laid me down upon a bank, 
Where Love lay sleeping; 
I heard among the rushes dank 
Weeping, weeping. 
 
Then I went to the heath and the wild, 
To the thistles and thorns of the waste; 
And they told me how they were beguiled, 
Driven out, and compelled to the chaste. 
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I went to the Garden of Love, 
And saw what I never had seen; 
A Chapel was built in the midst, 
Where I used to play on the green. 
 
And the gates of this Chapel were shut, 
And ‘Thou shalt not’ writ over the door; 
So I turned to the Garden of Love 
That so many sweet flowers bore. 
 
And I saw it was filled with graves, 
And tombstones where flowers should be; 
And Priests in black gowns were walking their rounds, 
And binding with briars my joys & desires. 
 
ALLEN GINSBERG – SONG 
 
The weight of the world 
is love. 
Under the burden 
of solitude, 
under the burden 
of dissatisfaction 
the weight, 
the weight we carry 
is love. 
Who can deny? 
In dreams 
it touches 
the body, 
in thought 
constructs 
a miracle, 
in imagination 
anguishes 
till born 
in human-- 
looks out of the heart 
burning with purity-- 
for the burden of life 
is love, 
but we carry the weight 
wearily, 
and so must rest 
in the arms of love 
at last, 
must rest in the arms 
of love. 
No rest 
without love, 
no sleep 
without dreams 
of love-- 
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be mad or chill 
obsessed with angels 
or machines, 
the final wish 
is love 
--cannot be bitter, 
cannot deny, 
cannot withhold 
if denied: 
the weight is too heavy 
--must give 
for no return 
as thought 
is given 
in solitude 
in all the excellence 
of its excess. 
The warm bodies 
shine together 
in the darkness, 
the hand moves 
to the center 
of the flesh, 
the skin trembles 
in happiness 
and the soul comes 
joyful to the eye-- 
yes, yes, 
that's what 
I wanted, 
I always wanted, 
I always wanted, 
to return 
to the body 
where I was born. 
 
ELISABETH BISHOP - MANNERS 
 
For a Child of 1918 
 
My grandfather said to me 
as we sat on the wagon seat, 
"Be sure to remember to always 
speak to everyone you meet." 
 
We met a stranger on foot. 
My grandfather's whip tapped his hat. 
"Good day, sir. Good day. A fine day." 
And I said it and bowed where I sat. 
 
Then we overtook a boy we knew 
with his big pet crow on his shoulder. 
"Always offer everyone a ride; 
don't forget that when you get older," 
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my grandfather said. So Willy 
climbed up with us, but the crow 
gave a "Caw!" and flew off. I was worried. 
How would he know where to go? 
 
But he flew a little way at a time 
from fence post to fence post, ahead; 
and when Willy whistled he answered. 
"A fine bird," my grandfather said, 
 
"and he's well brought up. See, he answers 
nicely when he's spoken to. 
Man or beast, that's good manners. 
Be sure that you both always do." 
 
When automobiles went by, 
the dust hid the people's faces, 
but we shouted "Good day! Good day! 
Fine day!" at the top of our voices. 
 
When we came to Hustler Hill, 
he said that the mare was tired,  
so we all got down and walked, 
as our good manners required.  
 
 
EMILY DICKINSON - BECAUSE I COULD NOT STOP FOR DEATH (712)   
 
Because I could not stop for Death –  
He kindly stopped for me –   
The Carriage held but just Ourselves –   
And Immortality. 
 
We slowly drove – He knew no haste 
And I had put away 
My labor and my leisure too, 
For His Civility –  
 
We passed the School, where Children strove 
At Recess – in the Ring –   
We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain –   
We passed the Setting Sun –  
 
Or rather – He passed us –  
The Dews drew quivering and chill –  
For only Gossamer, my Gown –  
My Tippet – only Tulle –  
 
We paused before a House that seemed 
A Swelling of the Ground –  
The Roof was scarcely visible –  
The Cornice – in the Ground –  
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Since then – 'tis Centuries – and yet 
Feels shorter than the Day 
I first surmised the Horses' Heads  
Were toward Eternity – 
 
 
WILLIAM BLAKE - THE ANGEL  
 
I dreamt a dream! What can it mean? 
And that I was a maiden Queen 
Guarded by an Angel mild: 
Witless woe was ne'er beguiled! 
 
And I wept both night and day, 
And he wiped my tears away; 
And I wept both day and night, 
And hid from him my heart's delight. 
 
So he took his wings, and fled; 
Then the morn blushed rosy red. 
I dried my tears, and armed my fears 
With ten-thousand shields and spears. 
 
Soon my Angel came again; 
I was armed, he came in vain; 
For the time of youth was fled, 
And grey hairs were on my head 
 
WILLIAM ERNEST HENLEY - INVICTUS 

Out of the night that covers me, 
Black as the Pit from pole to pole, 
I thank whatever gods may be 
For my unconquerable soul. 
 
In the fell clutch of circumstance 
I have not winced nor cried aloud. 
Under the bludgeonings of chance 
My head is bloody, but unbowed. 
 
Beyond this place of wrath and tears 
Looms but the Horror of the shade, 
And yet the menace of the years 
Finds, and shall find, me unafraid. 
 
It matters not how strait the gate, 
How charged with punishments the scroll. 
I am the master of my fate: 
I am the captain of my soul.  


