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To Every Thing There Is a Season


To every thing there is a season,


and a time to every purpose under the heaven:


A time to be born, and a time to die;


A time to plant, and a time to pluck up that which is planted;


A time to kill, and a time to heal;


A time to break down, and a time to build up;


A time to weep, and a time to laugh;


A time to mourn, and a time to dance;


A time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones together;


A time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing;


A time to get, and a time to lose;


A time to keep, and a time to cast away;


A time to rend, and a time to sew;


A time to keep silence, and a time to speak;


A time to love, and a time to hate;


A time of war, and a time of peace.


Book of Ecclesiastes
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Happy Thought


The world is so full


of a number of things,


I’m sure we should all


be as happy as kings.


Robert Louis Stevenson
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Happy the Man


Happy the man, and happy he alone,


He who can call today his own:


He who, secure within, can say,


Tomorrow, do thy worst, for I have lived today.


John Dryden
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With Only One Life


Hold with both hands


The tray of every day


And pass in turn


Along this counter.


 


There is enough sun


For everybody.


There is enough sky,


And there is moon enough.


 


The earth gives off the smell


Of luck, of happiness, of glory,


Which tickles your nostrils


Temptingly.


 


So don’t be miserly,


Live after your own heart.


The prices are derisory.


For instance, with only one life


You can acquire


The most beautiful woman,


Plus a biscuit.


 


Marin Sorescu


Translated from the Romanian by


D. J. Enright with Iona Russell-Gebbett
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My Lover Eats Words For Supper


and there’s music for dinner


soft melody melting away at touch


sprinkle some hellos for seasoning


a scoop of ‘how was your day?’


the clink clink of plates


a clatter of spoons, forks, silence


words condense into nothingness


fade away at dawn


are boiled in hot water


gobbled up with rice


we do not speak here


we have nothing to say


love is only a metaphor


syllables lurk inside cupboards


silverware rattles


fills the house with noise


a distant orchestra hums


Khushi Daryani
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from Auguries of Innocence


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.


William Blake
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‘Hope’ is the Thing with Feathers


‘Hope’ is the thing with feathers –


That perches in the soul –


And sings the tune without the words –


And never stops – at all –


 


And sweetest – in the Gale – is heard –


And sore must be the storm –


That could abash the little Bird


That kept so many warm –


 


I’ve heard it in the chillest land –


And on the strangest Sea –


Yet, never, in Extremity,


It asked a crumb – of Me.


 


Emily Dickinson
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