
Invictus by William Earnest Henley

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.



“Yes Kokhaveem” There are Stars, byHannah Sennesh 

“There are stars up above,  
so far away we only see their light  
long, long after the star itself is gone.  
So it is with people we loved –  
their memories keep shining ever brightly,  
though their time with us is done.  
But the stars that light up the darkest night,  
these are the lights that guide us.  
As we live our days, these are the ways we remember.” 

Don’t Quit, by Edgar A. Guest

When things go wrong, as they sometimes will, 
When the road you’re trudging seems all uphill, 
When the funds are low but the debts are high, 
And you want to smile but you have to sigh, 
When care is pressing you down a bit… 
Rest if you must, but don’t you quit!


Life is queer with its twists and turns, 
As every one of us sometimes learns, 
And many failures turn about 
When we might have won had we stuck it out. 
Don’t give up though the pace seems slow… 
You may succeed with another blow.




Often the struggler has given up 
When he might have captured the victor’s cup; 
And he learned too late when the night came down, 
How close he was to the golden crown.


Success is failure turned inside out… 
And you can never tell how close you are 
It may be near when it seems so far. 
So stick to the fight when you’re hardest hit 
It’s when things seem worst that you must not quit.


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 impostors 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 breathe 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!

More About The Poem "If" and Rudyard Kipling 
Were you to write the biography of Rudyard Kipling as a graph, the first thing 
that would strike you would be the steep vertical zigzags. The chart would 
have to start on a high point: his birth in India to a loving set of parents. His 
childhood would continue for a short period along an upward slope in the 
wonderland where he was born, and then plunge dramatically at the age of 
six when he was sent to England for his education. His first five years in 
England were scarred by the terrible abuse he endured there from his foster 
mother. His only break during that period was the holiday month of 
December, when he would head to London to stay with his mother's family. 



After that period he was transferred to a school in Devon where he shone, 
becoming the editor of the school paper and embarking on his path as a 
writer, becoming a major success.

He was struck by misfortune once more when the bank where he kept his 
savings collapsed, leaving him penniless. He moved to America and 
continued writing, publishing The Jungle Books together with much else. He 
again hit a low when he became embroiled in a fight with his brother-in-law, 
which landed both in court and in local papers, forcing his move back to 
England. On a trip to America in 1899 his daughter Josephine died of 
pneumonia at the age of seven, leaving him heartbroken. The wheel 
continued to turn, however, and in 1907 he was awarded the Nobel Prize in 
Literature for his outstanding work. An avowed proponent of British 
involvement in World War One, he encouraged his son John to enlist. When 
he failed the physical, Kipling used his connections to get him in, only to 
watch him die in the battle for Loos leaving him awash in guilt.

His life was one replete with trials, hardships, and sorrows, which one could 
never fault anyone for crumbling beneath, but time and time again he 
overcame. This poem, published three years after he won the Nobel Prize, 
encapsulates the lessons he learned and considered to be the keys to his 
success. Part of it is engraved on the entrance to Wimbledon to remind 
players of what it is that makes a man.

 How did you die? by Edmund Vance Cooke
Did you tackle that trouble that came your way
With a resolute heart and cheerful?
Or hide your face from the light of day
With a craven soul and fearful?
Oh, a trouble's a ton, or a trouble's an ounce,
Or a trouble is what you make it,
And it isn't the fact that you're hurt that counts,
But only how did you take it?



You are beaten to earth? Well, well, what's that!
Come up with a smiling face.
It's nothing against you to fall down flat,
But to lie there-that's disgrace.
The harder you're thrown, why the higher you bounce
Be proud of your blackened eye!
It isn't the fact that you're licked that counts;
It's how did you fight-and why?

And though you be done to the death, what then?
If you battled the best you could,
If you played your part in the world of men,
Why, the Critic will call it good.
Death comes with a crawl, or comes with a pounce,
And whether he's slow or spry,
It isn't the fact that you're dead that counts,
But only how did you die?

• Max Ehrmann
•
•
• Desiderata
•
• Go placidly amid the noise and haste,
• and remember what peace there may be in silence.
• As far as possible without surrender
• be on good terms with all persons.
• Speak your truth quietly and clearly;
• and listen to others,
• even the dull and the ignorant;
• they too have their story.
• Avoid loud and aggressive persons, 

they are vexations to the spirit. 
If you compare yourself with others, 
you may become vain and bitter; 
for always there will be greater and lesser persons than yourself. 
Enjoy your achievements as well as your plans. 



 
Keep interested in your own career, however humble; 
it is a real possession in the changing fortunes of time. 
Exercise caution in your business affairs; 
for the world is full of trickery. 
But let this not blind you to what virtue there is; 
many persons strive for high ideals; 
and everywhere life is full of heroism. 
 
Be yourself. 
Especially, do not feign affection. 
Neither be cynical about love; 
for in the face of all aridity and disenchantment 
it is as perennial as the grass. 
 
Take kindly the counsel of the years, 
gracefully surrendering the things of youth. 
Nurture strength of spirit to shield you in sudden misfortune. 
But do not distress yourself with dark imaginings. 
Many fears are born of fatigue and loneliness. 
Beyond a wholesome discipline, 
be gentle with yourself. 
 
You are a child of the universe, 
no less than the trees and the stars; 
you have a right to be here. 
And whether or not it is clear to you, 
no doubt the universe is unfolding as it should. 
 
Therefore be at peace with God, 
whatever you conceive Him to be, 
and whatever your labors and aspirations, 
in the noisy confusion of life keep peace with your soul. 
 
With all its sham, drudgery, and broken dreams, 
it is still a beautiful world. 
Be cheerful. 
Strive to be happy. 
 
Max Ehrmann, Desiderata, Copyright 1952.

 
Character of the Happy Warrior



BY WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

  Who is the happy Warrior? Who is he
That every man in arms should wish to be?
—It is the generous Spirit, who, when brought
Among the tasks of real life, hath wrought
Upon the plan that pleased his boyish thought:
Whose high endeavours are an inward light
That makes the path before him always bright;
Who, with a natural instinct to discern
What knowledge can perform, is diligent to learn;
Abides by this resolve, and stops not there,
But makes his moral being his prime care;
Who, doomed to go in company with Pain,
And Fear, and Bloodshed, miserable train!
Turns his necessity to glorious gain;
In face of these doth exercise a power
Which is our human nature's highest dower:
Controls them and subdues, transmutes, bereaves
Of their bad influence, and their good receives:
By objects, which might force the soul to abate
Her feeling, rendered more compassionate;
Is placable—because occasions rise
So often that demand such sacrifice;
More skilful in self-knowledge, even more pure,
As tempted more; more able to endure,
As more exposed to suffering and distress;
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Thence, also, more alive to tenderness.
—'Tis he whose law is reason; who depends
Upon that law as on the best of friends;
Whence, in a state where men are tempted still
To evil for a guard against worse ill,
And what in quality or act is best
Doth seldom on a right foundation rest,
He labours good on good to fix, and owes
To virtue every triumph that he knows:
—Who, if he rise to station of command,
Rises by open means; and there will stand
On honourable terms, or else retire,
And in himself possess his own desire;
Who comprehends his trust, and to the same
Keeps faithful with a singleness of aim;
And therefore does not stoop, nor lie in wait
For wealth, or honours, or for worldly state;
Whom they must follow; on whose head must fall,
Like showers of manna, if they come at all:
Whose powers shed round him in the common strife,
Or mild concerns of ordinary life,
A constant influence, a peculiar grace;
But who, if he be called upon to face
Some awful moment to which Heaven has joined
Great issues, good or bad for human kind,
Is happy as a Lover; and attired
With sudden brightness, like a Man inspired;



And, through the heat of conflict, keeps the law
In calmness made, and sees what he foresaw;
Or if an unexpected call succeed,
Come when it will, is equal to the need:
—He who, though thus endued as with a sense
And faculty for storm and turbulence,
Is yet a Soul whose master-bias leans
To homefelt pleasures and to gentle scenes;
Sweet images! which, wheresoe'er he be,
Are at his heart; and such fidelity
It is his darling passion to approve;
More brave for this, that he hath much to love:—
'Tis, finally, the Man, who, lifted high,
Conspicuous object in a Nation's eye,
Or left unthought-of in obscurity,—
Who, with a toward or untoward lot,
Prosperous or adverse, to his wish or not—
Plays, in the many games of life, that one
Where what he most doth value must be won:
Whom neither shape or danger can dismay,
Nor thought of tender happiness betray;
Who, not content that former worth stand fast,
Looks forward, persevering to the last,
From well to better, daily self-surpast:
Who, whether praise of him must walk the earth
For ever, and to noble deeds give birth,
Or he must fall, to sleep without his fame,



And leave a dead unprofitable name—
Finds comfort in himself and in his cause;
And, while the mortal mist is gathering, draws
His breath in confidence of Heaven's applause:
This is the happy Warrior; this is he
That every man in arms should wish to be.

 


