
10 Poems Every Boy 
Should Know 

By Heart



THE RAINBOW 
William Wordsworth

My heart leaps up when I behold  
A rainbow in the sky:  
So was it when my life began;  
So is it now I am a man;  
So be it when I shall grow old,
      Or let me die!  
The Child is father of the Man;  
I could wish my days to be  
Bound each to each by natural piety.

WordsWorth chose a rainboW not only to expound upon the 
beauty of creation but also to reflect on the Way man knoWs. 
it is through the heart that We come to the truth. and only 

by maintaining the innocence of a child throughout our lives 
Will We be able to vieW the World in Wonder, Which is the 

beginning of Wisdom.



A RED, RED ROSE 
Robert Burns

O my Luve is like a red, red rose 
   That’s newly sprung in June; 
O my Luve is like the melody 
   That’s sweetly played in tune. 

So fair art thou, my bonnie lass, 
   So deep in luve am I; 
And I will luve thee still, my dear, 
   Till a’ the seas gang dry. 

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear, 
   And the rocks melt wi’ the sun; 
I will love thee still, my dear, 
   While the sands o’ life shall run. 

And fare thee weel, my only luve! 
   And fare thee weel awhile! 
And I will come again, my luve, 
   Though it were ten thousand mile.

poetry is the language of love, a language shared across 
cultures. its beauty is a fitting voice, for the love betWeen 

man and Woman rejoices in the earthly participation in 
christ’s love for his church. it is a mystery Written on the 

hearts of men by love himself.



THE DESTRUCTION  
OF SENNACHERIB

Lord Byron

   The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold,
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold;
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea,
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee.

   Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is green,
That host with their banners at sunset were seen:
Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown,
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown.

   For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast,
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed;
And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill,
And their hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew still!

   And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide,
But through it there rolled not the breath of his pride;
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf,
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf.



With god all things are possible. even in the face of 
crushing odds and certain death, We are called to place our 
trust in the lord. time and again the israelites turned aWay 

from the lord, but he held to the covenant and shoWed them 
not only his love, but also the aWesome poWer of his justice.

   And there lay the rider distorted and pale,
With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail:
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone,
The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown.

   And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail,
And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal;
And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword,
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord!



REQUIEM 
Robert Louis Stevenson

Under the wide and starry sky,
    Dig the grave and let me lie.
Glad did I live and gladly die,
    And I laid me down with a will.

This be the verse you grave for me:
    Here he lies where he longed to be;
Home is the sailor, home from sea,
    And the hunter home from the hill.

death comes for all. this poem, an epigraph carved into 
stevenson’s tombstone, reminds us that We should not be fearful 

of our earthly end. the man Whose life is Well lived may truly 
rest in peace. his grave is but a bed, and death, a homecoming.



NOTHING GOLD CAN STAY 
Robert Frost

Nature’s first green is gold, 
Her hardest hue to hold. 
Her early leaf’s a flower; 
But only so an hour. 
Then leaf subsides to leaf. 
So Eden sank to grief, 
So dawn goes down to day. 
Nothing gold can stay. 

the World Was created that man should knoW it. through 
the rhythms of creation, the cycles of death and rebirth, 

We hear the echoes of the song of our redemption. all 
things must diminish and pass, but through the passion and 

resurrection, We are given hope of the final triumph over the 
chains of mortality.



TO AN ATHLETE DYING 
YOUNG 
A. E. Housman

The time you won your town the race
We chaired you through the market-place;
Man and boy stood cheering by,
And home we brought you shoulder-high.

Today, the road all runners come,
Shoulder-high we bring you home,
And set you at your threshold down,
Townsman of a stiller town.

Smart lad, to slip betimes away
From fields where glory does not stay,
And early though the laurel grows
It withers quicker than the rose.

Eyes the shady night has shut
Cannot see the record cut,
And silence sounds no worse than cheers
After earth has stopped the ears.



glory is fleeting. youth lends itself to dreams  of invincibility, 
but the road all men run ultimately ends before the final judge. 
and When that judgment comes, We Will not be scored on feats 

of earthly strength, but on acts of saintly virtue.

Now you will not swell the rout
Of lads that wore their honours out,
Runners whom renown outran
And the name died before the man.

So set, before its echoes fade,
The fleet foot on the sill of shade,
And hold to the low lintel up
The still-defended challenge-cup.

And round that early-laurelled head
Will flock to gaze the strengthless dead,
And find unwithered on its curls
The garland briefer than a girl’s.



SEA FEVER 
John Masefield

I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea 
 and the sky,
And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by;
And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the 
 white sail’s shaking,
And a grey mist on the sea’s face, and a grey 
 dawn breaking.



all men experience the call to challenge the unknoWn. 
and feW things in this World have called out as Wildly as 

the sea. be it the greeks setting out for troy, or the promise 
of discovering neW Worlds, the Waters of the World are there 
for us to conquer, to struggle against for some glorious end.

I must go down to the seas again, for the call of 
 the running tide
Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied; 
And all I ask is a windy day with the white 
	 clouds	flying,
And	the	flung	spray	and	the	blown	spume,	
 and the sea-gulls crying.

I must go down to the seas again, to the 
	 vagrant	gypsy	life,
To the gull’s way and the whale’s way where 
 the wind’s like a whetted knife;
And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing 
 fellow-rover,
And	quiet	sleep	and	a	sweet	dream	when	
 the long trick’s over.



WINTER 
William Shakespeare

When icicles hang by the wall, 
  And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
  And milk comes frozen home in pail, 
When blood is nipped, and ways be foul,
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 
            To-whoo; 
To-whit, to-whoo, a merry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 
 
When all aloud the wind doth blow,
  And coughing drowns the parson’s saw, 
And birds sit brooding in the snow, 
  And Marian’s nose looks red and raw, 
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl,
            To-whoo; 
To-whit, to-whoo, a merry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

the seasons have a poetry of their oWn Which brings them 
to neW life. a little poetry can give the Wintry season in 

particular a meditative purpose, a fresher energy, a ruddier 
gloW, and a musical meaning to things like icicles and oWls. 



CONCORD HYMN 
Ralph Waldo Emerson

By the rude bridge that arched the flood, 
   Their flag to April’s breeze unfurled, 
Here once the embattled farmers stood 
   And fired the shot heard round the world. 

The foe long since in silence slept; 
   Alike the conqueror silent sleeps; 
And Time the ruined bridge has swept 
   Down the dark stream which seaward creeps. 

On this green bank, by this soft stream, 
   We set today a votive stone; 
That memory may their deed redeem, 
   When, like our sires, our sons are gone. 

Spirit, that made those heroes dare 
   To die, and leave their children free, 
Bid Time and Nature gently spare 
   The shaft we raise to them and thee.

once required learning for all boys in the united states, 
this poem asks us to meditate on the virtue of patriotism, the 
form of piety toWard one’s homeland. as With all virtue, it 
can become distorted, but We are bound to recognize that a 
virtuous government in relation to its citizens mirrors the 

supernatural order.



PSALM 8 
O Lord, our Lord, 
   how glorious is your name 
      over all the earth!
   You have exalted your majesty
      above all the heavens.
   Out of the mouths of babes 
      and sucklings
   you have fashioned praise because
      of your foes,
   to silence the hostile and the vengeful.
   When I behold your heavens,
      the work of your fingers,
   the moon and the stars which
      you set in place —
   what is man that you should
      be mindful of him,
   or the son of man that you
      should care for him?

You have made him little less
      than the angels,
   and crowned him with glory
      and honor.



scripture is a poem of salvation that every boy should hear 
and sing as he moves through life. the praise of the lord 

must be in every mouth and psalm 8 is a poem of praise and 
Wonder, a poem that beautifully bespeaks the place of man 
before god. all children should learn to pray in poetry.

   You have given him rule
      over the works of your hands,
   putting all things under his feet:
   all sheep and oxen,
      yes, and the beasts of the field,
   the birds of the air, the fishes of the sea,
   and whatever swims the paths of the seas.
   O Lord, our Lord,
      how glorious is your name
         over all the earth!



There is an old saying that the boy who does not 
learn poetry will not know how to pray as a man. 
Poetry offers boys a window to view and begin to 

understand a world so full of a number of things. Poems 
should be lifelong teachers and they should begin their 
lessons in the hearts of the young. Once there, they can 
give satisfying expression to those mysteries of childhood 
that are beyond a child’s ability to express. And in so 
doing, poetry can begin to introduce children not only to 
the outward world and inward emotions, but also to give 
all things their proper place and relation.

The rhythms of poetry reflect the rhythms of creation, 
of life, and the human heart. They put profundities in 
the mouths of babes, fortifying them for those times 
when, as men, they will cry out from the depths. The 
reinforcements of beauty must not be lost. Like the 
coming of Spring, the world will be saved by beauty, and 
a line of poetry may make all the difference in a boy’s 
salvation. There is nothing like a poem held in the heart, 
like a fire in a hearth, to give the first and final context of 
earthly experience.
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