Broken (I Am Not Broken, I Am Free)

Heartbreak opens onto the sunrise

For even breaking is opening

And I am broken

I’m open

Broken to the new light without pushing in

Open to the possibilities within, pushing out

See the love shine in through my cracks?

See the light shine out through me?

I  am broken

I am open

I am broken open

See the love light shining through me

Shining through my cracks

Through the gaps

My spirit takes journey

My spirit takes flight

Could not have risen otherwise

And I am not running

I’m choosing

Running is not a choice from the breaking

Breaking is freeing

Broken is freedom

I am not broken

I’m free.

                                 ~ Spoken by Alike (ah-lee-kay) in Pariah
                                     Written by Dee Rees



Who do you become if you cannot be yourself? Alike comes to the realization that she is not running, but rather choosing to be herself. 
Pariah [puh—rahy-uh] noun: A rejected member of society. An outcast.
Life is but a Dream

Lewis Carroll

A boat, beneath a sunny sky 
Lingering onward dreamily 
In an evening of July 

Children three that nestle near, 
Eager eye and willing ear, 
Pleased a simple tale to hear 

Long has paled that sunny sky; 
Echoes fade and memories die; 
Autumn frosts have slain July. 

Still she haunts me, phantomwise, 
Alice moving under skies 
Never seen by waking eyes. 

Children yet, the tale to hear, 
Eager eye and willing ear, 
Lovingly shall nestle near. 

In a Wonderland they lie, 
Dreaming as the days go by, 
Dreaming as the summers die; 

Ever drifting down the stream 
Lingering in the golden gleam 
Life, what is it but a dream? 

Ulysses,” by Alfred, Lord Tennyson
Tho’ much is taken, much abides; and though
We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved earth and heaven; that which we are, we are;
One equal temper of heroic hearts,
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

I, Too, Sing America

  by Langston Hughes 

I, too, sing America.

I am the darker brother.

They send me to eat in the kitchen

When company comes,

But I laugh,

And eat well,

And grow strong.

Tomorrow,

I'll be at the table

When company comes.

Nobody'll dare

Say to me,

"Eat in the kitchen,"

Then.

Besides, 

They'll see how beautiful I am

And be ashamed—

I, too, am America.
Dreams

  by Langston Hughes 

Hold fast to dreams 

For if dreams die

Life is a broken-winged bird

That cannot fly.

Hold fast to dreams

For when dreams go

Life is a barren field

Frozen with snow.
We real cool. 

We Left school. 

We Lurk late. 

We Strike straight. 

We Sing sin. 

We Thin gin. 

We Jazz June. 

We Die soon.

Dedicated to: The Pool Players-Seven at the Golden Shovel

Source: http://www.poets.org/viewmedia.php/prmMID/15433#sthash.1rCqcQfb.dpuf
	Do not go gentle into that good night
	 

	by Dylan Thomas

	
	
	

	

	Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had forked no lightning they
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

And you, my father, there on the sad height,
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.
Do not go gentle into that good night.
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.
	


Source: http://www.poets.org/viewmedia.php/prmMID/15377#sthash.P1REMkS9.dpuf
One Art

  by Elizabeth Bishop 

The art of losing isn't hard to master;

so many things seem filled with the intent

to be lost that their loss is no disaster.

Lose something every day. Accept the fluster

of lost door keys, the hour badly spent.

The art of losing isn't hard to master.

Then practice losing farther, losing faster:

places, and names, and where it was you meant 

to travel. None of these will bring disaster.

I lost my mother's watch. And look! my last, or

next-to-last, of three loved houses went.

The art of losing isn't hard to master.

I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster,

some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent.

I miss them, but it wasn't a disaster.

—Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture

I love) I shan't have lied.  It's evident

the art of losing's not too hard to master

though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster.
Source: http://www.poets.org/viewmedia.php/prmMID/15212#sthash.TRKJ9LS6.dpuf
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