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1: Best Holy Spirit Poems
Spiritual Poems about Life and After Death. God is truly man's best friend on this earth. No one loves like He. No one
cares like He. He is patient and true and waits with open arms for us to return to Him in truth.

Do I wish to keep repeating the pattern? Take time to think, it is the source of power. Take time to play , it is
the secret of perpetual youth. Take tie to read, it is the fountain of wisdom. Take time to be friendly, it is the
road to happiness. Take tie to dream, it is hitching your wagon to a star. Take time to look around, it is too
short a day to be selfish. Take time to laugh, it is the music of the soul. From each a mystic silence Love
demands. What do all seek so earnestly? What do they whisper to each other? Love is the subject of their
inmost thoughts. He who would know the secret of both worlds, Will find the secret of them both, is Love.
None are so rich that can get along without it- And none are so poor but that can be made rich by it. It enriches
those who receive, without making poor those who give- It creates sunshine in the home, Fosters good will in
business, And is the best antidote for trouble- And yet it cannot be begged, borrowed, or stolen, for it is of no
value Unless it is given away. Some people are too busy to give you a smile- Give them one of yours- For the
good Lord knows that no one needs a smile so badly As he or she who has no more smiles left to give.
Rassouli Support The Unbounded Spirit The Unbounded Spirit takes me hundreds of hours a month to
research and write, and thousands of dollars to sustain. If you find joy and value in what I do, please consider
supporting with a donation â€” every little bit helps and comes enormously appreciated. Enter your email
below to get them delivered right to your inbox. You can opt out at any time.
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2: 33 Beautiful Spiritual Poems To Touch The Heart - BayArt
This list of poetry about holy spirit is made of PoetrySoup member poems. Read short, long, best, famous, and modern
examples of holy spirit poetry. This list of works about holy spirit is a great resource for examples of holy spirit poems
and show how to write poems about holy spirit.

Today, I know, this is Authenticity. As I began to love myself, I understood how much it can offend
somebody as I try to force my desires on this person, even though I knew the time was not right and the person
was not ready for it, and even though this person was me. Today, I call it Respect. As I began to love myself, I
stopped craving for a different life, and I could see that everything that surrounded me was inviting me to
grow. Today, I call it Maturity. As I began to love myself, I understood that at any circumstance, I am in the
right place at the right time, and everything happens at the exactly right moment, so I could be calm. Today, I
call it Self-Confidence. As I began to love myself, I quit stealing my own time, and I stopped designing huge
projects for the future. Today, I only do what brings me joy and happiness, things I love to do and that make
my heart cheer, and I do them in my own way and in my own rhythm. Today, I call it Simplicity. As I began
to love myself, I freed myself of anything that is no good for my health - food, people, things, situations and
everything that drew me down and away from myself. At first I called this attitude a healthy egoism. Today, I
know it is Love of Oneself. As I began to love myself, I quit trying to always be right, and ever since, I was
wrong less of the time. Today, I discovered that is Modesty. As I began to love myself, I refused to go on
living in the past and worry about the future. Now, I only live for the moment, where Everything is happening.
Today, I live each day, day by day, and I call it Fulfilment. As I began to love myself, I recognized that my
mind can disturb me and it can make me sick. But, as I connected it to my heart, my mind became a valuable
ally. Today, I call this connection Wisdom of the Heart. We no longer need to fear arguments, confrontations
or any kind of problems with ourselves or others. Even stars collide, and out of their crashing new worlds are
born.
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3: Spirit by Maggie Nelson - Poems | Academy of American Poets
BY SOFO ARCHON. For all you poetry lovers, here's a beautiful collection of seven uplifting spiritual poems conveying
deep insights on life.

There are also several poems and readings of love on the Wedding Quotes and Wedding Sayings pages.
Inspirational poems are listed by title Inspirational Poems: Footprints In The Sand One night a man had a
dream. He dreamed he was walking along the beach with the Lord. Across the sky flashed scenes from his life.
For each scene, he noticed two sets of footprints in the sand: When the last scene of his life flashed before
him, he looked back at the footprints in the sand. He noticed that many times along the path of this life there
was only one set of footprints. He also noticed that it happened at the very lowest and saddest times in his life.
But I noticed that during the most troublesome times in my life there is only one set of footprints. During your
times of trial and suffering, when you see only one set of footprints, it was then that I carried you. God is love
and He enfoldeth All the world in one embrace With unfailing grasp He holdeth Every child of every race And
when human hearts are breaking Under sorrows iron rod Then they will find the self-same aching Deep within
the heart of God Inspirational Poems: Guideposts To Peace To be glad of life because it gives you the chance
to love, and to work, and to play, and to look up at the stars To be satisfied with your possessions, but not
contented with yourself until you have made the best of them. To despise nothing in the world except
falsehood, and meanness, and to fear nothing except cowardice. To be governed by your admirations rather
than your disgusts. To thing seldom of your enemies, often of your friends, and every day of Christ. These are
the little guideposts on the way to peace. A meeting was held quite far from Earth. I can see through the clouds
of the sky and I am not afraid of the waves of the sea. Little paths through green woods I love, and the sound
of leaves on the ground, or of a nut falling, or even of a broken twig. I BELIEVE that the days to come already
feel the wonder of the days that have passed, and will permit the wonder to endure and increase.
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4: Holy Spirit Poems | Examples of Holy Spirit Poetry
Spiritual poems are the expressions of souls who are striving on the upward path, encountering the hurdles that we all
face and looking within to find answers. I have chosen this selection of poetry as a means for you to explore your own
feelings towards similar challenges in your life, and to strengthen your resolve.

New dreams, new desires, a self consciousness was born. I desired to know myself in terms of the new
standards set by these books. Hence poetry is something more philosophic and of graver import than history,
since its statements are of the nature rather of universals, whereas those of history are singulars. Auden It is a
sad fact about our culture that a poet can earn much more money writing or talking about his art than he can
by practicing it. Auden What is a Professor of Poetry? How can poetry be professed? Auden A poet is, before
anything else, a person who is passionately in love with language. Auden One demands two things of a poem:
Firstly, it must be a well-made verbal object that does honor to the language in which it is written. Secondly, it
must say something significant about a reality common to us all, but perceived from a unique perspective.
What the poet says has never been said before, but, once he has said it, his readers recognize its validity for
themselves. Auden Love is the poetry of the senses. To live poetry is better than to write it. A good poem does
not allow itself to be read in a low voice or silently. If we can read it silently, it is not a valid poem: Poetry
always remembers that it was an oral art before it was a written art. It remembers that it was first song. I
consider the poetic sentiment, correspondent to my idea of the musical expression, then chuse my theme,
begin one stanza, when that is composedâ€”which is generally the most difficult part of the businessâ€”I walk
out, sit down now and then, look out for objects in nature around me that are in unison or harmony with the
cogitations of my fancy and workings of my bosom, humming every now and then the air with the verses I
have framed. When I feel my Muse beginning to jade, I retire to the solitary fireside of my study, and there
commit my effusions to paper, swinging, at intervals, on the hind-legs of my elbow chair, by way of calling
forth my own critical strictures, as my, pen goes. Chesterton In my young days I never tasted sorrow. I wanted
to become a famous poet. I wanted to get ahead so I pretended to be sad. Now I am old and have known the
depths of every sorrow, and I am content to loaf and enjoy the clear autumn. Nor does a nursery gardener
scent his roses. It unveils, in the strict sense of the word. It lays bare, under a light which shakes off torpor, the
surprising things which surround us and which our senses record mechanically. If your life is burning well,
poetry is just the ash. For poetry is the blossom and the fragrance of all human knowledge, human thoughts,
human passions, emotions, language. I find I must keep copies. I never pin up my hair with prose. So he
begins every line with a capital letter, and keeps on writing prose. You govern in prose. We read and write
poetry because we are members of the human race. And the human race is filled with passion. And medicine,
law, business, engineering. But poetry, beauty, romance, love. No less than science, it seeks a hold upon
reality, and the closeness of its approach is the test of its success. They have known and watched in themselves
and others. Anything I can sing, I call a song. Eliot, Dante, Poetry is not a turning loose of emotion, but an
escape from emotion; it is not the expression of personality, but an escape from personality. But, of course,
only those who have personality and emotions know what it means to want to escape from these things. The
first time you hear it, it sounds rather as if copied out of some invisible tablet in the eternal mind than as if
arbitrarily composed by the poet. Fitzhugh Everything one invents is true, you may be perfectly sure of that.
Poetry is as precise as geometry. Information points to something else. A poem points to nothing but itself.
Forster, Two Cheers for Democracy, Browsing the dim back corner Of a musty antique shop Opened an old
book of poetry Angels flew out from the pages I caught the whiff of a soul The ink seemed fresh as today Was
that voices whispering? The tree of the paper still grows. He may hold it a long time, or a short time, but it is
then that he must strike it or never. School and college have been conducted with the almost express purpose
of keeping him busy with something else till the danger of his ever creating anything is past. Both have their
moments. The intervals are the tough things. So have most poets: Not so palpably indeed, but more
assiduously. Some have done nothing else. Is this having a faculty the less? Or a sense the more? Perfect
understanding will sometimes almost extinguish pleasure. Housman Poetry was for him. The desire, or the
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need, did not come upon him often, and it came usually when he was feeling ill or depressed; then whole lines
and stanzas would present themselves to him without any effort or any consciousness of composition on his
part. Sometimes they wanted a little alteration, sometimes none; sometimes the lines needed, in order to make
a complete poem, would come later, spontaneously or with a little coaxing; sometimes he had to sit down and
finish the poem with his head. Housman Poetry is not a civilizer, rather the reverse, for great poetry appeals to
the most primitive instincts. When power corrupts, poetry cleanses. Zen lunatics who go about writing poems.
I think some of the meanest, toughest sons of bitches around write poetry.
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5: Holy spirit Poems - Modern Award-winning Holy spirit Poetry : All Poetry
Spirit Of Poetry, The by Henry Wadsworth www.enganchecubano.com is a quiet spirit in these woods That dwells
whereer the gentle southwind blows Where underneath the whitethorn in the glade The wild flowers.

It is difficult to get the news from poems, yet men die miserably every day for lack of what is found there. But
with distance, one also sees more clearly. Art, as I understand it, and this includes philosophy, is about
cultivating a certain distance so that we might, in turn, lend our vision to those in the thick of historic events.
Which is to say, one cannot evaluate the play while sharing the stage with the actors. At least this is how I
justified my decision, as an Egyptian, to remain in the United States, my adopted home of the past six years,
during the Arab Spring Revolution. Since the Egyptian Revolution began over a year ago, discerning the
meaning of poetry in trying times has been a quandary very much weighing on my heart and mind. Until then,
I pretty much viewed art and politics as separate spheres. For a journalist to achieve his highest function,
which is to serve as a kind of moral watchdog, it might be necessary to rushâ€”to the battlefield and to
printâ€”to keep their eye on the moment and to tell the story as it unfolds. Such near-sightedness is a virtue.
For their part, artists and thinkers excel in a form of far-sightedness, somehow seeing just past the moment,
over its head, to tomorrow. That is how they are able to lend us their vision. And so it is that I have come to
realize the role of poetry in times of crisis: This is what I mean by seeing over the head of the times. It is not
enough to bear witness to Now; journalists, to an extent, do that. Poetry lends us a third metaphysical eye, one
that collapses distances, at once reminding us of our essential selves and who we can become. This vision
provides more insight than mere sight. Back to the here and now. A middle-aged man learns of a young
activist having been deliberately blinded in scuffles with the Supreme Council of the Armed Forces, and calls
in to a television show offering to donate one of his eyes to the unfortunate young activist: Donate one of your
eyes for a complete stranger? The pen is the seismograph of the heart, Kafka is supposed to have said in
conversation with Gustav Janouch. Yet, in order for the art not to be poorly digested, it might take artists time
to process what has fallen into their depths. Enough was too much, and there seemed no end in sight. How to
make sense of all the suffering, the waste of human lives, and to restore to the living their dignity, lost years
and possibilities? Who taught you to be heroic in this way? The no-life we had to live, under him â€¦ There
were holes in the air that was full of death. We managed to hold our breath and live our lives. And, then, after
suffering of such magnitude the poet with his pen-cum-seismograph-of-the-heart knows that closure will not
be easy or quickly forthcoming: Because it is journalism of both the outer and inner lives of a people; his
poetry dares to carry upon its back the otherwise unimaginable agony of countless souls. It makes sense, in a
time of war or siege, to speak in shards; in such times of duress, the world appears shattered, and fragments
are what the artist is left with when they can muster the concentration, the energy, and the faith to put pen to
paper and write something down. Faced with the abyss, hope obstinately arises. Hate is transmuted, and
enslavement has the poet dreaming freedom: In addition to the structural fault that Damage poem, play and
incomplete painting â€¦ words that besiege me in my sleep words of mine that have not been said that write me
then leave me, looking for the remainder of my sleep. Things that people everywhere can appreciate, or
should. In this manner, the poet reconciles the false distinction between the active life and the contemplative
life, since his words are also actions. Specifically, in those first heady days of the Egyptian revolution, a great
deal of pent-up creative energy was unleashed in the streets, and much of it took the form of poetry. Protestors
heartily sang the punchy poems of legendary Egyptian poet Ahmed Fouad Negm who, in his bold verse, has
been using puns and colloquial speech to critique the state and mock its corrupt leaders for a few decades. His
poetry was photocopied and distributed throughout the square and, when people erected two massive,
makeshift screens in Tahrir,al-Barghouti was able to virtually participate in the revolution, after all, by reading
his words to the gathered crowds. Despite these instances of political poetry, I believe that, at its heart, poetry
is apoliticalâ€”even if it is sometimes employed in the service of politicsâ€”since it cannot take sides. On that
note, I will end with a cherished work emblematic of what poetry can offer in bleak days. Here is an excerpt
from W. All I have is a voice To undo the folded lie, The romantic lie in the brain Of the sensual
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man-in-the-street And the lie of Authority Whose buildings grope the sky: There is no such thing as the State
And no one exists alone; Hunger allows no choice To the citizen or the police; We must love one another or
die. Defenseless under the night Our world in stupor lies; Yet, dotted everywhere, Ironic points of light Flash
out wherever the Just Exchange their messages:
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6: Christian Poem on Listening To God's Spirit,Poem on Hearing God
In Poetry as Spiritual Practice, the first inspirational and instructional guide to combine poetry and spirituality, McDowell
restores poetry as the natural language of spiritual practice and invites you to recognize poetry as "the pure sound and
shape of your spirit.".

Our Messiah Comes to take Us home up High.. Bunches and bunches of roses adorning the skull. For crimson
blood seeped profusely that day. It had to be so for our own sake. Divine blood that dripped from a thousand
and one hematic wounds as He hang on a brittle tree He Himself had created. There were sharp, pointed thorns
too on the roses. They adorned His Divine head, piercing the smooth skin, forcing majestic blood ooze down
into His royal eyes, stinging them abundantly, preventing proper sight. No wonder the prophet Isaiah said of
Him: Yet for those who know, there was perfume there too. A fabulous fragrance that came down from
Heaven on the wings of the Holy Spirit, a balm of blissful grace, that we may wash ourselves in it and be
justified. Do we return His Love? To Israel, His people, God proclaimed a Covenantal promise of a king
Messiah, Blessed One, would come and save a broken people, prone to wandering. A glimpse of hope, they
waited through the years one holy night the Promised One appeared. Instead, You spoke of matters of the
heart not outward acts, but conflicts deep within of pride and greed and deeds done in the dark of right and
wrong, of wickedness and sin. For sin had marred their thinking, blinded eyes still many listened, some
believed Your words the call went out, repent, believe, realize You were Messiah, Son of Man, on earth. And
yet good deeds by man could not atone for Holy God demanded righteousness the only way to God was Christ
alone to die for sins and our rebelliousness. You came to cover our unrighteousness You came to save
mankind from sin and death. Then as was planned, one night You were betrayed by one of Your disciples,
cursed kiss! An unjust trial, false accusers paid Your sentence, blasphemy, then scorned and whipped. A
crown of thorns was placed upon Your head while heading to the cross Your people scoffed "Go save
Yourself! Atoning sacrifice, Your life You gave then You arose, triumphant from the grave! With transformed
body, You appeared to man to women and disciples that You loved appeared to crowds before Your grand
ascent a testament that You would rise above. You carried all my sins, what matchless grace! Oh, Holy God, it
is not ours to know or understand the whats and whys and ifs except as You reveal, as Your WORD goes
henceforth across the earth that all might live. The truth in Your WORD challenges our hearts to follow in
obedience or scorn the message of Your grand, redeeming part in history, a Rose among the thorns. Vincent
Millay It was in more than one of her works.. Bless my family and those who read this poem Give me strength
for my daily tasks Hold me close to your chest, I need You!! I know of many who once served God back in
the days of old, but contrary winds blew on their souls causing that love to grow cold. In the days of my
childhood marriage was a sustaining force. Headstrong breezes blasted the family; made it popular to get a
divorce. I remember when children were cherished by parents. They were nurtured, loved and protected. God
was once a part of public education. Against Him there was no rule, until a liberal gale stirred up a storm and
blew Him right out of school. Kids grew up reading in my day. So many wayward winds are blowing these
days. We need a revival of the wind that blew on the day of Pentecost. The wind of God blew on that
inaugural day. The gospel that truly sets men free, with boldness, they did declare it. Although some did not
like this wind and persecution did abound, through the power of God that changed them, they turned their
world upside down. Oh, for that wind to blow today. What blessing it does impart. It brings the change that
every man needs, and it starts within the heart! And suddenly there came a sound from heaven as of a rushing
mighty wind, and it filled all the house where they were sitting. And there appeared unto them cloven tongues
like as of fire, and it sat upon each of them. And they were all filled with the Holy Ghost, and began to speak
with other tongues, as the Spirit gave them utterance. And Paul, as his manner was, went in unto them, and
three sabbath days reasoned with them out of the scriptures, Opening and alleging, that Christ must needs have
suffered, and risen again from the dead; and that this Jesus, whom I preach unto you, is Christ. And some of
them believed, and consorted with Paul and Silas; and of the devout Greeks a great multitude, and of the chief
women not a few. But the Jews which believed not, moved with envy, took unto them certain lewd fellows of

Page 8

POETRY FOR THE SPIRIT pdf
the baser sort, and gathered a company, and set all the city on an uproar, and assaulted the house of Jason, and
sought to bring them out to the people. I go to church on Sunday, But I refuse to invite someone back. It might
look as if my faith is strong, But my core is too easily shaken. I accept; Now forgiven, changed, and released.
What does a Tree have to do with Christmas anyways? Why should we have a Christmas tree? I mean What is
the True meaning? What about the Unbelievers? My Lord what about them.. I asked My Lord. What about
those Souls Who are unbelievers? This is what my Lord revealed to me Reason why there is no unbelievers
On the Tree.. Becauseâ€¦ It is The Tree of Life.. My Lord if this be so.. You will not much care on how my
voice is. The most You will care about is the voice of my heart. I sing songs to thank You and to express my
love on You. I am thirsty and hungry for Your presence in my life. I know You alone can fill the holes still
present in me. I offer myself as Your servant Father God speak to me, speak to me reveal to me, reveal to me
tell me more, tell me more Upward outward incline continuous motion held by metal strength while thin white
clouds pass by. Sitting assured as my mind presses onâ€” landing soon will come back to earth world where I
belong. The world is round, the sun will rise, and all think things are fine. For some of us in America that
pretty much is true, Are we really having a good time? When are we going to realize the sky is not blue? It
fights back, hurricanes, tornadoes, and bad weather of course. God formed this planet for us, not for us to rape
it. He made this paradise for all of us, to find the Holy Spirit. Having a good time? He gives us love, wisdom,
and of course we make matters worse. Respect this world and all that is in it. For it given to us from God,
Jesus, and the Holy Spirit. Reap our harvest, return to our Christian Roots and values, see and hear. I want to
know what else You want me to do; I want to know who else You want me to know, I want to know what else
You want to reveal to me, Open my eyes, my ears, my heart and my mind let the wind the blows whisper to
me let the sunshine tell me still there is hope let the blooming flowers tell me the possibilities let the tweeting
birds be the notes to alarm me Ah!!! God I laid my plans, Father God, look at them I want to know which of
them brings You more glory and honor. I want to know which of them heads me to Your path. I want to know
which of them draws a smile to Your face. You know and watch over me everyday, You know my every
thought, my every heartbeat and my every action, I believe in whatever I do O Father God, You are already
there for me You send hosts of angels to guard me You send the grinning sunshine to invite new hope Before I
put all my effort, time, energy and all I speak to You anytime of the day for I believe everytime I speak with
my heart You my Father God is listening kindly to me. From long prayers, written words, breath prayers,
hymns And so what I do is to just close my eyes, then there silent tears roll on my cheeks but I know my Spirit
will speak for me I want more of You and less of me I believe You are carrying me on this troubled path
Never ever You will let me go Or never ever You will forsake me I trust You know me more than myself My
past, present and my future You knew before I ever began to walk I believe You are holding me in Your palms
You are fully in control of the events My win is our joint victory Hard-pressed because of the circumstances
but I believe You will not give me these not because You see me a probable failure rather You gave this to me
because I can Together with You, I can and I will We will win. Then all time can be counted As time spent
faithfully In service to the Holy One Who watches over you and me. Then words like grace and mercy Mixed
with perfect love Are ours to keep forever When sent from up above. Thus, sonnets can be written And all our
sin is smitten. I come to You at this time. Father, I want to utter some words but it seems I can not find the
right words. Fill me with your Holy Spirit, for I need it to accompany me. More than ever I want to ask, am I
again at the point of nothingness? Have I again reached another dead end? Father, I humbly ask You to drain
any fears and doubts. These fears and doubts shake and trouble me.
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7: Spiritual Nature Poems - Inspiring Spiritual Poems on Nature
Spiritual poetry is a staple in the poetic community because it helps readers look within themselves and address their
own spiritual battles. The article does provide a decent amount of variations of spiritual poems that can reach many
readers.

Anarchist presses published an enormous quantity of verseâ€”indeed, before they published more poetry than
all other forms of creative writing put together. Perhaps in some hypothetical beginning of things it was the
only way of using language or simply was language tout court, prose being the derivative and younger rival.
Both poetry and language are fashionably thought to have belonged to ritual in early agricultural societies; and
poetry in particular, it has been claimed, arose at first in the form of magical spells recited to ensure a good
harvest. Whatever the truth of this hypothesis , it blurs a useful distinction: Formally, poetry is recognizable by
its greater dependence on at least one more parameter , the line, than appears in prose composition. That is a
minimal definition but perhaps not altogether uninformative. It may be all that ought to be attempted in the
way of a definition: Poetry is the way it is because it looks that way, and it looks that way because it sounds
that way and vice versa. That is, if an individual asks for a definition of poetry, it will most certainly not be the
case that he has never seen one of the objects called poems that are said to embody poetry; on the contrary, he
is already tolerably certain what poetry in the main is, and his reason for wanting a definition is either that his
certainty has been challenged by someone else or that he wants to take care of a possible or seeming exception
to it: Sensible things have been said on the question. Eliot suggested that part of the difficulty lies in the fact
that there is the technical term verse to go with the term poetry, while there is no equivalent technical term to
distinguish the mechanical part of prose and make the relation symmetrical. American poet Robert Frost said
shrewdly that poetry was what got left behind in translation , which suggests a criterion of almost scientific
refinement: And yet to even so acute a definition the obvious exception is a startling and a formidable one:
There may be a better way of putting the question by the simple test alluded to above. When people are
presented with a series of passages drawn indifferently from poems and stories but all printed as prose, they
will show a dominant inclination to identify everything they possibly can as prose. This will be true,
surprisingly enough, even if the poem rhymes and will often be true even if the poem in its original
typographical arrangement would have been familiar to them. The reason seems to be absurdly plain: It should
be added that they make this distinction also without reading aloud; even in silence they confer upon a piece
of poetry an attention that differs from what they give to prose in two ways especially: Major differences In
place of further worrying over definitions, it may be both a relief and an illumination to exhibit certain plain
and mighty differences between prose and poetry by a comparison. In the following passages a prose writer
and a poet are talking about the same subject, growing older. Between the ages of 30 and 90, the weight of our
muscles falls by 30 percent and the power we can exert likewiseâ€¦. The number of nerve fibres in a nerve
trunk falls by a quarter. The weight of our brains falls from an average of 3. First, the cold friction of expiring
sense Without enchantment, offering no promise But bitter tastelessness of shadow fruit As body and soul
begin to fall asunder. Second, the conscious impotence of rage At human folly, and the laceration Of laughter
at what ceases to amuse. And last, the rending pain of re-enactment Of all that you have done, and beenâ€¦.
Before objecting that a simple comparison cannot possibly cover all the possible ranges of poetry and prose
compared, the reader should consider for a moment what differences are exhibited. The passages are oddly
parallel, hence comparable, even in a formal sense; for both consist of the several items of a catalog under the
general title of growing old. The significant differences are of tone, pace, and object of attention. If the prose
passage interests itself in the neutral, material, measurable properties of the process, while the poetry interests
itself in what the process will signify to someone going through it, that is not accidental but of the essence; if
one reads the prose passage with an interest in being informed, noting the parallel constructions without being
affected by them either in tone or in pace, while reading the poetry with a sense of considerable gravity and
solemnity, that too is of the essence. The number of nerve fibres in a nerve trunk falls by a quarter As body
and soul begin to fall asunder It should be specified here that the important differences exhibited by the
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comparison belong to the present age. In each period, speaking for poetry in English at any rate, the dividing
line will be seen to come at a different place. In Elizabethan times the diction of prose was much closer to that
of poetry than it later became, and in the 18th century authors saw nothing strange about writing in couplets
about subjects that later would automatically and compulsorily belong to proseâ€”for example, horticulture,
botany, even dentistry. Here is not the place for entering into a discussion of so rich a chapter in the history of
ideas; but the changes involved in the relation of poetry and prose are vast, and the number of ways people can
describe and view the world are powerfully influenced by developments in science and society. Poetic diction
and experience Returning to the comparison, it is observable that though the diction of the poem is well within
what could be commanded by a moderately well-educated speaker, it is at the same time well outside the range
of terms in fact employed by such a speaker in daily occasions; it is a diction very conscious, as it were, of its
power of choosing terms with an effect of peculiar precision and of combining the terms into phrases with the
same effect of peculiar precision and also of combining sounds with the same effect of peculiar precision. I
learnt from him, that Poetry, even that of the loftiest and, seemingly, that of the wildest odes, had a logic of its
own, as severe as that of science; and more difficult, because more subtle, more complex, and dependent on
more, and more fugitive causes. In the truly great poets, he would say, there is a reason assignable, not only
for every word, but for the position of every word. Biographia Literaria , chapter 1. It might be objected that
this little verse is not of sufficient import and weight to serve as an exemplar for poetry. It ought to be
remembered, though, that it has given people pleasure so that they continued to say it until and after it was
written down, nearly two centuries ago. The verse has survived, and its survival has something to do with
pleasure, with delight; and while it still lives, how many more imposing works of languageâ€”epic poems,
books of science, philosophy, theologyâ€”have gone down, deservedly or not, into dust and silence. It has,
obviously, a form, an arrangement of sounds in relation to thoughts that somehow makes its agreeable
nonsense closed, complete, and decisive. But this somewhat muddled matter of form deserves a heading and
an instance all to itself. Form in poetry People nowadays who speak of form in poetry almost always mean
such externals as regular measure and rhyme, and most often they mean to get rid of these in favour of the
freedom they suppose must follow upon the absence of form in this limited sense. But in fact a poem having
only one form would be of doubtful interest even if it could exist. In this connection, the poet J. It was written
by Rudyard Kipling â€”a great English poet somewhat sunken in reputation, probably on account of
misinterpretations having to do more with his imputed politics than with his poetryâ€”and its subject, one of a
series of epitaphs for the dead of World War I , is a soldier shot by his comrades for cowardice in battle. I
could not look on Death, which being known, Men led me to him, blindfold and alone. There is, second, the
obvious external form of a single sentence balanced in four grammatical units with and in counterpoint with
the metrical form. There is, fourth, the fictional form belonging to the epitaph, according to which the dead
man is supposed to be saying the words himself. There is, fifth, especially poignant in this instance, the real
form behind or within the fictional one, for the reader is aware that in reality it is not the dead man speaking,
nor are his feelings the only ones the reader is receiving, but that the comrades who were forced to execute
him may themselves have made up these two lines with their incalculably complex and exquisite balance of
scorn, awe, guilt, and consideration even to tenderness for the dead soldier. There is, sixth, the metaphorical
form, with its many resonances ranging from the tragic through the pathetic to irony and apology: In addition,
there is, seventh, a linguistic or syntactical form, with at least a couple of tricks to it: It is not at all to be
inferred that the poet composed his poem in the manner of the above laborious analysis of its strands. In this
way, by the coincidence of forms that locks in the poem, one may see how to answer a question that often
arises about poems: One may answer on the basis of the example and the inferences produced from it that a
poem is not so much a thought as it is a mind: Doubtless a poem is a much simplified model for the mind. But
it might still be one of the best models available. On this great theme, however, it will be best to proceed not
by definition but by parable and interpretation. Page 1 of 2.
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8: Poetry by Mary Oliver- The Journey, Wild Geese, Morning Poem and Others
These Spiritual Inspiration Poems are all wonderful words of wisdom and love. Whether it is a traditional very well known
verse such as Desiderata or something new, reading spiritual inspiration poems is an easy way to make you feel good
and uplift your spirit which raises your vibration and attracts more joy into your life.

Do I wish to keep repeating the pattern? Take time to think, it is the source of power. Take time to play, it is
the secret of perpetual youth. Take tie to read, it is the fountain of wisdom. Take time to be friendly, it is the
road to happiness. Take tie to dream, it is hitching your wagon to a star. Take time to look around, it is too
short a day to be selfish. Take time to laugh, it is the music of the soul. From each a mystic silence Love
demands. What do all seek so earnestly? What do they whisper to each other? Love is the subject of their
inmost thoughts. He who would know the secret of both worlds, Will find the secret of them both, is Love.
None are so rich that can get along without it- And none are so poor but that can be made rich by it. It enriches
those who receive, without making poor those who give- It creates sunshine in the home, Fosters good will in
business, And is the best antidote for trouble- And yet it cannot be begged, borrowed, or stolen, for it is of no
value Unless it is given away. Some people are too busy to give you a smile- Give them one of yours- For the
good Lord knows that no one needs a smile so badly As he or she who has no more smiles left to give. O
Master grant that I may never seek So much to be consoled as to console To be understood as to understand
To be loved as to love with all my soul. Make me a channel of your peace It is in pardoning that we are
pardoned It is in giving to all men that we receive And in dying that we are born to eternal life. Blessed are
those who can tell a mountain from a molehill; they will be saved a lot of bother. Blessed are those who know
how to relax without looking for excuses; they are on their way to becoming wise. Blessed are those who are
sane enough not to take themselves too seriously; they will be valued most by those about them. Happy are
you if you can take small things seriously and face serious things calmly; you will go far in life. Happy are
you if you can appreciate a smile and forget a frown; you will walk on the sunny side of the street. Happy are
you if you can be kind in understanding the attitudes of others even when the signs are unfavourable; you may
be taken for a fool, but this is the price of charity. Blessed are those who think before acting and pray before
thinking; they will avoid many blunders. Happy are you if you know how to hold your tongue and smile, even
when people interrupt and contradict you or tread on your toes; the Gospel has begun to seep into your heart.
Above all, blessed are you who recognise the Lord in all whom you meet; the light of truth shines in your life
for you have found true wisdom.
9: Poems and Poetry | INSPIRATION for the SPIRIT
These Inspirational poems and stories are all positive words of wisdom to uplift your spirit and give guidance to living a
life of love, peace and happiness. Everything on this page is from unknown sources, for known people please take a
look at Spiritual Inspiration Poems.
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