
Circle One 

Nothing happens only once, 

Nothing happens only here, 

Every love that lies asleep 

Wakes today another year. 

 

Why we sailed and how we prosper 

Will be sung and lived again; 

All the lands repeat themselves, 

Shore for shore and men for men. 

Owen Dodson (1914–1983) 

Charity 

In men whom men condemn as ill 

I find so much of goodness still, 

In men whom men pronounce divine 

I find so much of sin and blot, 

I do not dare to draw a line 

Between the two, where God has not. 

Joaquin Miller (1837–1913) 

 

 


