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Let us go then, you and I • I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, starving hysterical naked • Because I could not stop for 
Death • I celebrate myself, and sing myself • I have gone out, a possessed witch • He came home. Said nothing • If music be the food of love, play 
on • The moving finger writes; and, having writ, Moves on •Do not go gentle into that good night • And miles to go before I sleep •  that the pow-
erful play goes on and you may contribute a verse • Let us go then, you and I • I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, 
starving hysterical naked • Because I could not stop for Death • I celebrate myself, and sing myself • I have gone out, a possessed witch • He 
came home. Said nothing • If music be the food of love, play on • The moving finger writes; and, having writ, Moves on •Do not go gentle into 
that good night • And miles to go before I sleep •  that the powerful play goes on and you may contribute a verse • Let us go then, you and I • I 
saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, starving hysterical naked • Because I could not stop for Death • I celebrate myself, 
and sing myself • I have gone out, a possessed witch • He came home. Said nothing • If music be the food of love, play on • The moving finger 
writes; and, having writ, Moves on •Do not go gentle into that good night • And miles to go before I sleep •  that the powerful play goes on and 
you may contribute a verse • Let us go then, you and I • I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, starving hysterical naked • 
Because I could not stop for Death • I celebrate myself, and sing myself • I have gone out, a possessed witch • He came home. Said nothing • If 
music be the food of love, play on • The moving finger writes; and, having writ, Moves on •Do not go gentle into that good night • And miles to 
go before I sleep •  that the powerful play goes on and you may contribute a verse • Let us go then, you and I • I saw the best minds of my gener-
ation destroyed by madness, starving hysterical naked • Because I could not stop for Death • I celebrate myself, and sing myself • I have gone 
out, a possessed witch • He came home. Said nothing • If music be the food of love, play on • The moving finger writes; and, having writ, Moves 
on •Do not go gentle into that good night • And miles to go before I sleep •  that the powerful play goes on and you may contribute a verse • Let 
us go then, you and I • I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, starving hysterical naked • Because I could not stop for 
Death • I celebrate myself, and sing myself • I have gone out, a possessed witch • He came home. Said nothing • If music be the food of love, play 
on • The moving finger writes; and, having writ, Moves on •Do not go gentle into that good night • And miles to go before I sleep •  that the pow-
erful play goes on and you may contribute a verse • Let us go then, you and I • I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, 
starving hysterical naked • Because I could not stop for Death • I celebrate myself, and sing myself • I have gone out, a possessed witch • He 
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