Poetry of Liberty and Liberation
Some starting points; your own suggestions welcome!   Derek Summers

 From  Shelley’s Defence of Poetry:
Poets are the hierophants [interpreters] of an unapprehended inspiration; the mirrors of the gigantic shadows which futurity casts upon the present; the words which express what they understand not; the trumpets which sing to battle, and feel not what they inspire; the influence which is moved not, but moves. Poets are the unacknowledged legislators of the world.

Michael Hartnett (contemporary poet) :

                Poets with progress
                Make no peace or pact.
                The act of poetry
                Is a rebel act.

TO TOUSSAINT L'OUVERTURE 
TOUSSAINT, the most unhappy man of men!
Whether the whistling Rustic tend his plough
Within thy hearing, or thy head be now
Pillowed in some deep dungeon's earless den;
O miserable Chieftain! where and when
Wilt thou find patience? Yet die not; do thou
Wear rather in thy bonds a cheerful brow:
Though fallen thyself, never to rise again,
Live, and take comfort. Thou hast left behind
Powers that will work for thee; air, earth, and skies;
There's not a breathing of the common wind
That will forget thee; thou hast great allies;
Thy friends are exultations, agonies, 
And love, and man's unconquerable mind.
Wordsworth, William. 1888

 The Weavers of Silesia
In gloomy eyes there wells no tear. 
Grinding their teeth, they are sitting here:
"Germany, your shroud's on our loom;
 And in it we weave the threefold doom....We weave; we weave.


"Doomed be the God who was deaf to our prayer 
In Winter's cold and hunger's despair. 
All in vain we hoped and bided; 
He only mocked us, hoaxed, derided.....We weave; we weave.


"Doomed be the king, the rich man's king,
Who would not be moved by our suffering,
Who tore the last coin out of our hands,

And let us be shot by his blood-thirsty bands...We weave; we weave. 

"Doomed be the fatherland, false name, 
Where nothing thrives but disgrace and shame, 
Where flowers are crushed before they unfold, 
Where the worm is quickened by rot and mold...We weave; we weave.

"The loom is creaking, the shuttle flies; 
Nor night nor day do we close our eyes. 
Old Germany, your shroud's on our loom, 
And in it we weave the threefold doom; ...We weave; we weave!"

Heinrich Heine



Still I Rise
You may write me down in history
With your bitter, twisted lies,
You may tread me in the very dirt
But still, like dust, I'll rise.

Does my sassiness upset you? 
Why are you beset with gloom? 
'Cause I walk like I've got oil wells
Pumping in my living room.

Just like moons and like suns,
With the certainty of tides,
Just like hopes springing high,
Still I'll rise.

Did you want to see me broken?                               
Bowed head and lowered eyes? 
Shoulders falling down like teardrops.
Weakened by my soulful cries.

Does my haughtiness offend you? 
Don't you take it awful hard
'Cause I laugh like I've got gold m Cause I laugh like I've got gold mines
Diggin' in my own back yard.

You may shoot me with your words,
You may cut me with your eyes,
You may kill me with your hatefulness,
But still, like air, I'll rise.

Does my sexiness upset you? 
Does it come as a surprise
That I dance like I've got diamonds
At the meeting of my thighs? 

Out of the huts of history's shame
I rise
Up from a past that's rooted in pain
I rise
I'm a black ocean, leaping and wide,
Welling and swelling I bear in the tide.
Leaving behind nights of terror and fear
I rise
Into a daybreak that's wondrously clear
I rise
Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave,
I am the dream and the hope of the slave.
I rise
I rise
I rise. 
Maya Angelou 

as freedom is a breakfastfood


as freedom is a breakfastfood

or truth can live with right and wrong

or molehills are from mountains made

-long enough and just so long

will being pay the rent of seem

and genius please the talentgang

and water most encourage flame

as hatracks into peachtrees grow

or hopes dance best on bald men's hair

and every finger is a toe

and any courage is a fear

-long enough and just so long

will the impure think all things pure

and hornets wail by children stung

or as the seeing are the blind

and robins never welcome spring

nor flatfolk prove their world is round

nor dingsters die at break of dong

and common's rare and millstones float

-long enough and just so long

tomorrow will not be too late


worms are the words but joy's the voice

down shall go which and up come who

breasts will be breasts and thighs will be thighs

deeds cannot dream what dreams can do

-time is a tree (this life one leaf)


but love is the sky and i am for you

just so long and long enough   

e e cumming
Song for the Luddites  Lord Byron©1816

As the Liberty lads o'er the sea
Brought their freedom, and cheaply with blood,
So we, boys, we
Will die fighting, or live free,
And down with all kings but King Ludd !
When the web that we weave is complete,
And the shuttle exchanged for the sword,
We will fling the winding sheet
O'er the despot at our feet,
And dye it deep in the gore he has pour'd.
Though black as his heart its hue,
Since his veins are corrupted to mud,
Yet this is the dew
Which the tree shall renew
Of Liberty, planted by Ludd !              
[bookmark: _GoBack] The final verses of The Masque of Anarchy
by Percy Shelley, 1819, following the Peterloo Massacre. 
‘And that slaughter to the nation
Shall steam up like inspiration,
Eloquent, oracular;
A volcano heard afar.
And these words shall then become
Like oppression’s thundered doom,
Ringing through each heart and brain
Heard again, again, again –
Rise like lions after slumber
In unvanquishable number
Shake your chains to earth like dew
Which in sleep had fallen on you.
Ye are many. They are few.’
 
LONDON 
I wandered through each chartered street,
Near where the chartered Thames does flow,
And mark in every face I meet,
Marks of weakness, marks of woe.
 
In every cry of every man,
In every infant's cry of fear,
In every voice, in every ban,
The mind-forged manacles I hear:
 
How the chimney-sweeper's cry
Every blackening church appals,
And the hapless soldier's sigh
Runs in blood down palace-walls.
 
But most, through midnight streets I hear
How the youthful harlot's curse
Blasts the new-born infant's tear,
And blights with plagues the marriage-hearse.
William Blake
Wee wifey by Kathleen Jamie

I have a demon and her name is WEE WIFEY
I caught her in a demon trap - the household of my skull
I pinched her by the heel throughout her wily transformations
until
she confessed 
her name indeed to be WEE WIFEY
and she was out to do me ill.

So I made great gestures like Jehovah: dividing
land from sea, sea from sky,
my own self from WEE WIFEY
'There,'she says, 'that's tidy!'

Now I watch her like a dolly
keep an eye,
and mourn her:
For she and I are angry/cry
because we love each other dearly.
It's sad to note 
that without
WEE WIFEY
I Shall live long and lonely as a tossing cork.
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