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Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening

by  Robert Frost

Whose woods these are I think I know.   
His house is in the village though;   
He will not see me stopping here   

To watch his woods fill up with snow.   

My little horse must think it queer   
To stop without a farmhouse near   
Between the woods and frozen lake   

The darkest evening of the year.   

He gives his harness bells a shake   
To ask if there is some mistake.   

The only other sound’s the sweep   
Of easy wind and downy flake.   

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,   
But I have promises to keep,   

And miles to go before I sleep,   
And miles to go before I sleep
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Someone said: “The dead writers are remote from us because we know so much more than they did.” 
Precisely, and they are that which we know.

– T.S.Eliot
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But I had something else as well. I had principles and sensibilities and an informed view of the world. And I 
had had that for a while. Learned it all in grammar school. Don Quixote, Ivanhoe, Robinson Crusoe,

Gulliver’s Travels, Tale of Two Cities, all the rest – typical grammar school reading that gave you a way of 
looking at life, an understanding of human nature, and a standard to measure things by. I took all that with 
me when I started composing lyrics. And the themes from those books worked their way into many of my 
songs, either knowingly or unintentionally. I wanted to write songs unlike anything anybody ever heard, 

and these themes were fundamental.

– Bob Dylan

Wisdom about the Human Narrative
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Most of present schooling is organized amnesia. It takes away the arts of remembrance. . . . It leaves people 
with very little inner ballast. Now, that’s fine when all is going well. When all is going well and you’re 

beautiful, young, and earning a lot, then you can sail very lightly before the wind. Be careful. When things 
start going wrong—health, loneliness, the most natural things—what you carry inside you, they can’t take 
away from you. . . . Put luggage inside—that’s the only way I can express it—[so that] when the wind starts 
blowing very hard, you have ballast. We are taking that away from our young and we are leaving them, very 

often, tremendously empty.

– George Steiner
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The most important tribute any human being can pay to a poem or a piece of prose he or she really loves is 
to learn it by heart. Not by brain, by heart. . . . What you know by heart, the bastards cannot touch; they 

cannot take it from you.

– George Steiner
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We men and women are all in the same boat, upon a stormy sea. We owe to each other a terrible and 
tragic loyalty. 

– G.K. Chesterton
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“What is the nature of the search, you ask….The search is what anyone would undertake if he were not sunk 
in the everydayness of his own life….To become aware of the possibility of the search was to be onto 

something. Not to be onto something is to be in despair.”

– Binx Bolling, The Moviegoer

What have I discovered (or re-discovered) on The Search?
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The good physician treats the disease; the great physician treats the patient who has the disease.

– Sir William Osler
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The Human Narrative

● Dignity
● Calling
● Suffering
● Grace
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Timeless Literature Can Help Us Rediscover the Human Narrative 
& Revive the Vocation of Medicine
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Dignity
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Funeral Blues
By W.H. Auden

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone,
Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone,
Silence the pianos and with muffled drum
Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.

Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead
Scribbling on the sky the message 'He is Dead'.
Put crepe bows round the white necks of the public 
doves,
Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.

He was my North, my South, my East and West,
My working week and my Sunday rest,
My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song;
I thought that love would last forever: I was wrong.

The stars are not wanted now; put out every one,
Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun,
Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood;
For nothing now can ever come to any good.

O Captain, My Captain
by Walt Whitman

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,
The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won,
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;

But O heart! heart! heart!
O the bleeding drops of red,
Where on the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;
Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills,
For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding,
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;

Here Captain! dear father!
This arm beneath your head!
It is some dream that on the deck,

You’ve fallen cold and dead.

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,
The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;

Exult O shores, and ring O bells!
But I with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.
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For Whom the Bell Tolls
by John Donne

No man is an island,
Entire of itself.
Each is a piece of the continent,
A part of the main.
If a clod be washed away by the sea,
Europe is the less.
As well as if a promontory were.
As well as if a manor of thine own
Or of thine friend's were.
Each man's death diminishes me,
For I am involved in mankind.
Therefore, send not to know
For whom the bell tolls,
It tolls for thee.

Calling
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I believe, in fact I am certain, that many men never give out the whole of themselves, their deepest truth. They live on the 
surface, and yet, so rich is the soil of humanity that even this thin outer layer is able to yield a kind of meagre harvest which 

gives the illusion of real living. I’ve heard that during the last war timid little clerks would turn out to be real leaders;
without knowing it, they had in them the passion to command…How many men will never have the least idea of what is 

meant by supernatural heroism, without which there can be no inner life!…Therefore when death has bereft them of all the 
artificial props with which society provides such people, they will find themselves as they really are, as they were without 

even knowing it — horrible undeveloped monsters, the stumps of men.

– Georges Bernanos
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Come in

By Robert Frost

As I came to the edge of the woods,
Thrush music - hark!
Now if it was dusk outside,
Inside it was dark.
Too dark in the woods for a bird
By sleight of wing To better its perch for the night,
Though it still could sing.
The last of the light of the sun That had died in the west
Still lived for one song more
In a thrush's breast.
Far in the pillared dark
Thrush music went - Almost like a call to come in
To the dark and lament.
But no, I was out for stars:
I would not come in.
I meant not even if asked;
And I hadn’t been.

Allow your verdicts their own quiet, untroubled development 
which like all progress must come from deep within and cannot 
be forced or accelerated. Everything must be carried to term 
before it is born. To let every impression and the germ of every 
feeling come to completion inside, in the dark, in the unsayable, 
the unconscious, in what is unattainable to one’s own intellect, 
and to wait with deep humility and patience for the hour when 
a new clarity is delivered: that alone is to live as an artist. . . . 

– Rainer Maria Rilke
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Suffering
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Spring & Fall
by Gerard Manley Hopkins

Márgarét, áre you gríeving
Over Goldengrove unleaving?
Leáves like the things of man, you
With your fresh thoughts care for, can you?
Ah! ás the heart grows older
It will come to such sights colder
By and by, nor spare a sigh
Though worlds of wanwood leafmeal lie;
And yet you wíll weep and know why.
Now no matter, child, the name:
Sórrow’s spríngs áre the same.
Nor mouth had, no nor mind, expressed
What heart heard of, ghost guessed:
It ís the blight man was born for,
It is Margaret you mourn for.
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Grace
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CORDELIA

O, look upon me, sir,
And hold your hands in benediction o'er me:
No, sir, you must not kneel.

KING LEAR

Pray, do not mock me:
I am a very foolish fond old man,
Fourscore and upward, not an hour more nor less;
And, to deal plainly,
I fear I am not in my perfect mind.
Methinks I should know you, and know this man;
Yet I am doubtful for I am mainly ignorant
What place this is; and all the skill I have
Remembers not these garments; nor I know not
Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh at me;
For, as I am a man, I think this lady
To be my child Cordelia.

CORDELIA

And so I am, I am.

KING LEAR

Be your tears wet? yes, 'faith. I pray, weep not:
If you have poison for me, I will drink it.
I know you do not love me; for your sisters
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong:
You have some cause, they have not.

CORDELIA

No cause, no cause.

(King Lear)
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The Lake Isle of Innisfree
By W.B.Yeats

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made;
Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honey-bee,
And live alone in the bee-loud glade.

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow,
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings;
There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,
And evening full of the linnet’s wings.

I will arise and go now, for always night and day
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey,
I hear it in the deep heart’s core.

Old Man Travelling
by William Wordsworth

The little hedge-row birds,
That peck along the road, regard him not.
He travels on, and in his face, his step,
His gait, is one expression; every limb,
His look and bending figure, all bespeak
A man who does not move with pain, but moves
With thought—He is insensibly subdued
To settled quiet: he is one by whom
All effort seems forgotten, one to whom
Long patience has such mild composure given,
That patience now doth seem a thing, of which
He hath no need. He is by nature led
To peace so perfect, that the young behold
With envy, what the old man hardly feels.
—I asked him whither he was bound, and what
The object of his journey; he replied
"Sir! I am going many miles to take
A last leave of my son, a mariner,
Who from a sea-fight has been brought to Falmouth,
And there is dying in an hospital."
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The Human Narrative

● Dignity
● Calling
● Suffering
● Grace

In Sum. . . 
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We shall not cease from exploration

And the end of all our exploring

Will be to arrive where we started

And know the place for the first time.

– T.S. Eliot, The Four Quartets
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