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Invictus
WILLIAM ERNEST HENLEY

Out of the night that covers me,

I thk whatever gods may be
 Black as the pit fr pole to pole,

For my cquerable soul.

In the fe clutch of circce

Under the bludgegs of chce
I have not wced nor cried aloud.

My head is bloody, but bowed.
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Beyd this place of wrath d tears
Los but the Horror of the shade,

And yet the mace of the years
Fds d sha fd me afraid.

It maers not how rait the gate,

I  the maer of my fate,
How charged with pishm the scro,

I  the capta of my soul.

Invictus - William Ernest Henley


