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English IV H

Heroism Poetry #1
“Are You the New Person Drawn Toward Me?”


By Walt Whitman 

Are you the new person drawn toward me? 

To begin with take warning, I am surely far different from 

what you suppose; 

Do you suppose you will find in me your ideal? 

Do you think it is so easy to have me become your lover? 

Do you think the friendship of me would be unalloy'd satisfaction? 

Do you think I am trusty and faithful? 

Do you see no further than this facade, this smooth and tolerant 

manner of me? 

Do you suppose yourself advancing on real ground toward a real 

heroic man? 

Have you no thought O dreamer that it may be all maya, illusion? 

“Those Winter Sundays”


By Robert Hayden

Sundays too my father got up early
And put his clothes on in the blueblack cold,
then with cracked hands that ached
from labor in the weekday weather made
banked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him.

I'd wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking.
When the rooms were warm, he'd call,
and slowly I would rise and dress,
fearing the chronic angers of that house,

Speaking indifferently to him,
who had driven out the cold
and polished my good shoes as well.
What did I know, what did I know
of love's austere and lonely offices?

