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Anonymous 3 s _ s )

Fowles in the Frith T
(Original Medieval English Lyric) TR Y
L oF o1
Fowles in the frith, A
The fisshes in the flood, A
And | mon waxe wood: R e XX T
Much sorwe | walke with
For beste of boon and blood Fowles in the Frith: Modern English Translations -=* - x

with a Summary and Analysis
(Modern English):

1~ 1 Cx .1 .4 0 I x < S IR
The birds in the wood, S X S AL LM s D x s s
The fishes in the flood s 4" S o XA X BN §LSP Il x] 8
And | must go mad: ox _q s Iy 447 10 X DX 4 x ]S
Much sorrow | walk with x4 . §% x4 x4 s  { ] "Xy
For beasts of bone and blood. Fde o X ?s ¥l x|y x ¥ g xs Xxs "7
X < / X i . X "s X | L i |
« q s S « , ”'s Lol s,,~-|>< sAsxx .S
Fd X Xp @ Sw x o, L XS Fd 4TSSl sqa X7y
’.|);.|v|_yf5<|_xx".|\ X . | ., XX s<¢|_s\sAg_st’
A T S S T N S L N
, k1. x4 s L Y L 1s
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X X o« P4y Pxs vl o X7 s 1k s
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No man is an island TN "



No man is an island,

Entire of itself,

Every man is a piece of the continent,
A part of the main.

If a clod bewashed away by the sea,
Europe is the less.

As well as if a promontory were.

As well as if a manor of thy friend's
Or of thine own were:

Any man's death diminishes me,
Because | am involved in mankind,

And therefore never send to know for whom loied tolls;

It tolls for thee.

John Donne
Song: Go and catch a falling star

Go and catch a falling star,
Get with child a mandrake root,
Tell me where all past years are,
Or who cleft the devil's foot,
Teach me to hear mermaids simgji
Or to keep off envy's stinging,
And find
What wind
Serves to advance an honest mind.

If thou be'st born to strange sights,
Things invisible to see,

Ride ten thousand days and nights,
Till age snow white hairs on thee,
Thou, when thou return'st, wilt tell me,
All strange wonders that befell thee,

And swearr,
No where



Lives a woman true, and fair.

If thou find'st one, let me know,

Such a pilgrimage were sweet;
Yet do not, | would not go,

Though at next door we might meet;
Though she were true, when you met her,
And last, till you write your letter,

Yet she
Will be
False, ere | come, to two, or three.

John Donne
Death, be not proud

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou are not so;

For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.

From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,
Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee do go,

Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.

Thou'art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,

And poppy'or charms canake us sleep as well

And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then?
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,

And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die.

Robert Herrick
To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time

Gather ye roséuds while ye may,
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Old Time is still aflying; S R
And this same flower that smiles today N TS &
Tomorrow will be dying. (oL

The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun, S L NS
The hi ghgettng,heds a R
The sooner will his race be run, R B S | RS
And nearer heds to setting. Do

That age is best which is the first, R
When youth and blood are warmer; T
But being spent, the worse, and worst - P B

Times still succeed the former. . -,

Then be not coy, but use your time, - U = P A
And while ye may, go marry;

For having lost but once your prime, g soe
You may forever tarry. B N
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John Milton (1 6 0186
Sonnet On his blindness R

When | consider how my light is spent 4.7 01 P
Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide, R N S
And that one talent, which is death to hide, SRS § [
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent 1.0, 4 - = L

To serve therewith my Mar, and present 1 VSLr e s S L
My true account, lest he returning chide: SR A BTt A IS
ADoth Godl &akarct Idiaght denied?o9 R L PSS e,
| fondly ask; but Patience, to prevent "7 4 v s L T

That mur mer , soon replies, A Go d T BT S
Ei ther manods wor k, or his own g T . -
Bearhis mild yoke, they serve him best. His state , s } )

Is kingly; thousands at his bidding speed e R R R



And post ob6er |l and and ocean wi s, 4 0T T A
They also serve who only stand
aeo0B6F4, 1 "1

John Milton
s [ s .
Methought | saw my late espoused saint 23s .* " ’ )
(Sonnet23) s T L s
Methought | saw my late espoused saint R s : ;o4
Brought to me, like Alcestis, from the grave, g R I
Whom Jove's great son to her glad husband gave, s (’— L. T 1 s
Rescu'd from death by force, though pahel faint. s e st
Mine, as whom wash'd from spot of chiveéd taint A A T
Purification in the old Law did save, ’ Lo e Ty
And such as yet once more | trust to have s T ’( | 1 .s
Full sight of her in Heaven without restraint, S T A
Came vested all in white, pure as her mind; L ;o s
Her face was veil'd, yet to my fancied sight DR R -
Love, sweetness, goodness, in her person shin'd iy s s
So clear as in no face with more delight. ’
But Oh! as to embrace me she inclin'd, R
| wak'd, she fled, and day brought back my night. ’ ©
L os X Il x X =1 . s -|”’= Xxsq1 L XY:6 57 Xs'.
, S s s T e v A X T s X
s x | =X x . = x 1L A1 s X x =
Fod i I x 7 s ] .s o x X i , X . % o
X i Dl 2Aw A, XX
100 "o+t sws -4 91 s L xse s
L, -~
X4 s A L O e S
s {4410 Txx xx (sl A L T.0)

John Milton (160186734 1 1, 1 Y
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O Nightingale, that on yon bloomy Spray

War bl 6st at eeve, when all the W
Thou with fresh hope the Lovers heart dost fill,

While the jolly hours lead on propitious May,

Thy liquid notes that close the eye of Day,

First heard beford the shallow
Portend success in | ove; O if
Have linkt that amorougowerto thy soft lay,

Now timely sing, ere the de Bird of Hate

Foretell my hopeles doom in som Grove ny:

As thou from yeer to yeer hast sung too late

For my relief; yet hadst no reason why,

Whether the Muse, or Love call thee his mate,

Both them | serve, and of their train am I.

C
Jo

Anne Bradstreet
The Author to Her Book

Thouillf or méd offspring of my feeble
Who after birth didst by my side remain,

Till snatched from thence by friends, less wise than true,

Who thee abroad, exposbéd to publ.i
Made theeinragghhal t i ng t o ge,hd press to
Where errors were not lessened (all may judg).

At thy return my blushing was not small,

My rambling brat (in print) should mother call,

| cast thee by as one unfit for light,

Thy Visage was so irksome in my sight;

Yet being mine own, at length affeatievould

Thy blemishes amend, if so | could:

| washoéd thy face, but more def e
And rubbing off a spot, still made a flaw.

| stretched thy joynts to make thee even feet,

Yet stil | thbobbngthenisméest mor e

In better dress to trim theeaw my mind,
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But noughtsave home pun Cl ot h, 106 tho hous A 847

) Loyl w4
I n this array O6mongst Vulgars ma) P T N S I E
In Criticks hands, beware thou dost not come; oS Fd S, XSy
And take thy way where yet thou art not known, S s, oL
If for thy Father askt, say, thou hadst none: , ST X e T M A X
And for thy Mother, she alas is poor, R A S H
Which causdéd her thus to send t he Codois 4 TS v ;
I 1 s oL X S X X X ] 4s.7"1x I«

Richard Lovelace (1618-1657) , 1 L X

To Althea, from Prison X s

When Love with unconfin d wings s X s,
Hovers within my Gates, i .. ,°
And my divineAltheabrings P
To whisper at the Grates; A
When | lie tangledn her hair, o1 esd
And fettered to her eye, .o .o
The Gods that wanton in the Air, e
Know no such Liberty.

When flowingCupsrun swiftly round D I
With no allayingThames (** (4 Sy
Our careless heads with Roses bound, x . D
Our hearts with Loyal Flames; ] C
When thirsty grief in Wine we st@, Lo 1
When Healths and draughts go free,

Fishes that tipple in the Deep A
Know no such Liberty.

When (like committed linnets) | N
With shriller throat shall sing 1 T 7
The sweetness, Mercy, Majesty, x 20 s

And glories of my King; A



When | shall voice aloud how good

He is, howGreat should be, s, 1 s
Enlarg d Winds, that curl the FI PR ISR
Know no such Liberty.

Stone Walls do not a Prison make,

Nor Iron bars a Cage; I« oL .
Minds innocent and quiet take

That for an Hermitage.

If I have freedom in my Love, N !

And in my soul am free, R
Angels alone tat soar above, De s O T
EnjoysuchLiberty. A
B B x x4 sx 1642717

1l _ s - 1¢1TsLc s _A4.0 > 17
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Andrew Marvell (16211638 . M_ >
To His Coy Mistress 4T
Had we but world enough and time, A DT RS
This coyness, lady, were no crime. N N N LR
We would sit down, and think which way VTN TS I RN
To wal k, and pass our |l ong | ovedod: PR S S SRR T
Thou by the Indian Gamgs 6 s i de A R
Shouldst rubies find; | by the tide 1 _Texotyl¥ss, Ty

Of Humber would complain. | would Lo X LB
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Love you ten years before the flood, TR SN NI DU

And you should, if you please, refuse P XA
Till the conversion of the Jews. S M
My vegetable love should grow RSk [T B G [ S
Vaster than empires and more slow; o 1S b s, XMTA e
An hundred years should go to praise P A TS IR AL
Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze; R PSRRI (A RIS M
Two hundred to adore each breast, N T T IR
But thirty thousand to the rest; R A TR )
An age at least to every part, (G, 1008 cwrnds Tud.
And the last age should show your heart. e AS e
For, lady, you deserve this state, LTIt E AL
Nor would llove at lower rate. T o7 xRS Il s
But at my back | always hear T TR N | L%~
Ti mebdbs wing d chariot hurrying nte (IS IR SRS SO
And yonder all before us lie S A P
Deserts of vast eternity. SR T A
Thy beauty shall no more be found; S Tesd oo, A
Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound I I 2 - I
My echoing song; then worms shaly O RS
That longpreserved virginity, R DTN O
And your quaint honour turn to dust, AR A RUIR LI,
And into ashes all my lust; I E IS R PY |
The graveds a fine and private pl R T (T P
But none, | think, do there embrace. R S N L
Now therefore, while the youthful hue R R R S )
Sits on thy skin like morning dew, N IR R RS
And while thy willing soul transpires s s o0t 1 s
At every pore with instant fires, R D T SN
Now let us sport us while we may, N N R LY T F
And now, like amorous birds of prey, yo S sy,
Rather at once our time devour N e T B R
Than languish in his slowhapped power. A T A Y e
Let us roll all our strength and all R T O e
Our sveetness up into one ball, AT A [P AN I

And tear our pleasures with rough strife Lo s T e T



Through the iron gates of life: A I R e

Thus, though we cannot make our sun Ul A B
Stand still, yet we will make him run. P T T | 5 SR

William Blake (1751783 % 1L «~t
The Tyger T

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright o - .
In the forests of the night, _
What immortal hand or eye o
Could frame thy fearful symmetry? '
In what distant deeps or skies ns ,
Burnt the fire of thine eyes? R
On what wings dare he aspire? TN SN
What the hand, dare sieze the fire? s ¥ Cox
And what shoulder, & what art, 5 vy 3N x
Could twistthe sinews of thy heart? R
And when thy heart began to beat, ?F’ L e
What dread hand? & what dread feet? T B

What the hammer? what the chain? o) . o
In what furnace was thy brain? ' F R Y
What the anvil? what dread grasp ot x T =
Dare its deadly terrors clasp? o DT LS
When the stars threw down thepears, L
And water'd heaven with their tears, ’ Y
Did he smile his work to see? s v g
Did he who made the Lamb make thee? o i )
Tyger! Tyger! burning bright o Y
In the forests of the night, S
What immortal hand or eye o
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? '

William Wordsworth (17708@" &, % 1% -



Daffodils

| wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once | saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the staffsat shine

And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in nevanding line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw | at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance

The waves beside them danced, but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not be but gay,

In such a jocund company:

| gazed'and gazed'but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch | lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

William Wordsworth

A Character
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I marvel how Nature could ever find space

For so many strange contrasts in one human face:

There's thoughtind no thought, and there's paleness and bloom
And bustle and sluggishness, pleasure and gloom.

There's weakness, and strength both redundant and vain;
Such strength as, if ever affliction and pain

Could pierce through a temper that's soft to disease,
Would be rational peaéea philosopher's ease.

There's indifference, alike when he fails or succeeds,
And attention full ten times as much as there needs:;
Pride where there's no envy, there's so much of joy;
And mildness, and spirit both forward and coy.

There's freedom, and sometimes a diffident stare

Of shame scarcely seeming to know that she's there,
There's virtue, the title it surely may claim,

Yet wants heaven knows what to be worthy the name.

This picture from nature may seem to depart,

Yet the Man wald at once run away with your heart;
And | for five centuries right gladly would be

Such an odd such a kind happy creature as he.

William Wordsworth
The World Is Too Much With Us

The world is too much with us; late and soon,
Getting and spending, way waste our powers;
Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;
The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are upgathered now like sleeping flowers;
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For this, foreverything, we are out of tune;

It moves us not. Great God! | 6d
A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

So might |, standing on this pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;

Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Orhearoldilr i t on bl ow his wreath d hoi

Ann And Jane Taylor
The Star

Twinkle, twinkle, little star,
How | wonder what you are!
Up above the world so high,
Like a diamond in the sky.

When the blazing sun is gone,
When he nothing shines upon,
Then yau show your little light,
Twinkle, twinkle, all the night.

Then the trav'ller in the dark,
Thanks you for your tiny spark,

He could not see which way to go,
If you did not twinkle so.

In the dark blue sky you keep,
And often thro' my curtains peep,
For you never shut your eye,

Till the sun is in the sky.

"Tis your bright and tiny spark,
Lights the trav'ller in the dark :
Tho' | know not what you are,
Twinkle, twinkle, little star.
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ScmQfUbMJVqg -

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1798232 o, H, A

Ozymandias ( * ’

| met a taveller from an antique land, TR T
Whosaid i Two vast and trunkless | eg e 1, .
Stand in the desert. . . . Near them, on the sand, o J,_ ‘ ]
Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown, S T R
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, L Lo R
Tell that its sculptor well thogeassions read T ' '
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, ’ . > 1_1”‘
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed; R o
And on the pedestal, these words appear: CooaL W1 L
My name isOzymandiasKing of Kings; : Jed, =071 B
Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair! T . AL EE L
Nothing beside mains. Round the decay , fv Py v s !
Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare ’ o -

The |l one and | evel sands stretch : yo g '

1791283% 4 1 A

Percy Bysshe Shelley ( 3z LA

. x 1 s . T
Good-Night ’ :

: . " TR, 28
Goodnight? ah! no; the hour is ill ° . LR ’SSX‘ ‘ !'I 331 : “ O L,?—S
Which severs those it should unite; AP ) L‘S DLk i"d\ r
Let us renain together still, o T B R
Then it will be good night. re Tl
How can | call the lone night good, ’ ,’;1 S met L ;’j LR lq: .
Though thy sweet wishes wing its flight? Pt v 18 T X S

- " N L

Be it not said, thought, understodd - S


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ScmQfUbMJVo

Then it will be-good night.

To hearts which near each other move
From evening close to mming light,
The night is good; because, my love,
They never say goedight.

John Clare
I Am!

| am! yet what | am none cares or knows,
My friends forsake me like a memory lost;

| am the seHiconsumer of myvoes,

They rise and vanish in oblivious host,

Like shades in love and death's oblivion lost;
And yet | am! and live with shadows tost

Into the nothingness of scorn and noise,
Into the living sea of waking dreams,
Where there is neither sense of life jays,
But the vast shipwreck of my life's esteems;
And e'en the deardstthat | loved the bedt

Are strangé nay, rather stranger than the rest.

I long for scenes where man has never trod;
A place where woman never smil'd or wept;
There to abide with my ca¢or, God,

And sleep as | in childhood sweetly slept:
Untroubling and untroubled where | lie;

The grass belo@v above the vaulted sky.
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John Keats (17915831141« x "
Bright star, would | were stedfast as thou art AL B

Bright star, would | were stedfast as thantd R T B
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night NI DOTRNC IR ISR R P I
And watching, with eternal lids apart, O P B
Like nature's patient, sleepless Eremite, DL , AR : .
The moving waters at their priestlike task & 00 i R
Of pure ablution round earth's human shores, VS
Or gazing o the new soffallen mask T A TR R
Of snow upon the mountains and the méors - b dlTSX LESHd Ly L e T
Nod yet still stedfast, still unchangeable, A M B U
Pillow'd upon my fair love's ripening breast, N 5 T S T
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell, R S £
Awake for ever in a sweet wst, A P
Still, still to hear her tenddaken breath, L IR R
And so live eved or else swoon to death. S Lo xe ST s )

John Keats (17915831 1 Y
When | have Fears That | May Cease to Be S N T

When | have fears that | may cease to be S N N L B
Before my pen has gleaned my teeming brain, A T U
Beforehighpi | d books, in charactery, A A R
Hold like rich garners the full ripened grain; T R L R
When | behol d, upon the nightos £, T 0, Sh
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance, T N R
And think that | may never live to trace Y RPN P P
Their shadows with the magic handabiance; O T B N
And when | feel, fair creature of an hour, , S LT A N
That | shall never look upon thee more, S N T S o

Never have relish in the faery power X T,
Of unreflecting lové then on the shore S, o Ids-E T 0 1 7t
Of the wide world | stand alone, and think



Till love and fame to nothingness dolsin
Elizabeth Barrett Browning
How Do | Love Thee?

How do | love thee? Let me count the ways.

| love thee to the depth and breadth and height
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight
For the ends of being and ideal grace.

| love thee to the level of every day's

Most quiet need, by sun and cantght.

| love thee freely, as men strive for right.

| love thee purely, as they turn from praise.

| love thee with the passion put to use

In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith.
| love thee with a love | seemed to lose

With my lost saints. | love thee with the breath,
Smiles, tears, of all my life; and, if God choose,
| shall but love thee better after death.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

A Psalm of Life

What the He# of the Young Man Saitb the Psalmist

Tell me not, in mournful numbers,
Life is but an empty drea!

For the soul is dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem.

Life is real! Life is earnest!
And the grave is not its goal;
Dust thou art, to dust returnest,
Was not spoken of the soul.
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Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way;

But to act, that each 4morrow
Find us farther than tday.

Art is long, and Time is fleeting,

And our hearts, thagh stout and brave,

Still, like muffled drums, are beating
Funeral marches to the grave.

In the world's broad field of battle,
In the bivouac of Lifé

Be not like dumb, driven cattle!
Be a hero in the strife!

Trust no Future, howe'er @isant!
Let the dead Past bury its dead!

Act,0 act in the living Present!
Heart within, and God o'erhead!

Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time;

Footprints, that perhaps another,
Sailing o'er life's solemn main,

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,
Seeing, shall take heart again.

Let us, then, be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate;

Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to ldor and to wait.



Henry W. Longfellow
A Gleam Of Sunshine

This is the place. Stand still, my steed,
Let me review the scene,

And summon from the shadowy Past
The forms that once have been.

The Past and Present here unite
BeneathTime's flowing tide,

Like footprints hidden by a brook,
But seen on either side.

Here runs the highway to the town;
There the green lane descends,

Through which | walked to church with thee,
O gentlest of my friends!

The shadow of the lindetnees
Lay moving on the grass;

Between them and the moving boughs,
A shadow, thou didst pass.

Thy dress was like the lilies,
And thy heart as pure as they:

One of God's holy messengers
Did walk with me that day.

| saw the branches of the trees
Bend awn thy touch to meet,

The cloverblossoms in the grass
Rise up to kiss thy feet,

"Sleep, sleep talay, tormenting cares,

(18017892 L, X



Of earth and folly born!"
Solemnly sang the village choir
On that sweet Sabbath morn.

Through the closed blinds the golden sun
Poured in a dusty beam,

Like the celestial ladder seen
By Jacob in his dream.

And ever and anon, the wind,
Sweetscented with the hay,

Turned o'er the hymhbook's fluttering leaves

That on the window lay.

Long was the good man's sermon,
Yet it eemed not so to me;

For he spake of Ruth the beautiful,
And still | thought of thee.

Long was the prayer he uttered,
Yet it seemed not so to me;

For in my heart | prayed with him,
And still | thought of thee.

But now, alas! the place seems changed;
Thou art no longer here:

Part of the sunshine of the scene
With thee did disappear.

Though thoughts, deepoted in my heart,
Like pinetrees dark and high,

Subdue the light of noon, and breathe
A low and ceaseless sigh;

This memory brightens &' the past,
As when the sun, concealed



Behind some cloud that near us hangs 105, 077
Shines on a distant field. ST

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (180617892 L, U %, A
The Arrow and the Song o N
| shot an arrow into the air, N (T S
It fell to earth, | knew not where; Lo, ST e Isd
For, so swiftly it flew, thesight vy S oo dsis
Could not follow it in its flight. X S Lo d 4T
| breathed a song into the air, A T S
It fell to earth, | knew not where; Lo, ST e Isdd
For who has sight so keen and strong, S AT
That it can follow the flight of song? 240,84 sl s
Long, long afterward, in an oak L %“: N R
| found the arrow, still unbroke; T X e AT
And the song, from beginning to end, s oSy T L TH
| found again in the heart of a friend. N o B RO
Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton @as8owB837 1, % & 74, &
| Do Not Love Thee B x
| do not love thed no! | do not love thee! DRI I N VAN O
And yet when thou art absent | am sad; o s” XS Al s
And envy even the Ight blue sky above thee, I PO Ny
Whose quiet stars may see thee and be glad. R I (N TR T
| do not love thed yet, | know not why, 4T ese S .S
What eboer thou dost seems still w T i 7
And often in my solitude | sigh A LR RN AL

That those | do love are not more like thee! T B PP A I PR



| do not lowe theed yet, when thou art gone, R P LI

| hate the sound (though those who speak be dear) N R T
Which breaks the lingering echo of the tone Pl T s ss e g X

Thy voice of music leaves upon my ear. o1 oo

| do not love thed yet thy speaking eyes, A A AN T

With their deep, bright, and most expressblue, N R R R B
Between me and the midnight heaven arise, N T | LV e I

Oftener than any eyes | ever knew. A AT T S

| know | do not love thee! yet, alas! I A IS [

Others will scarcely trust my candid heart; oo o8 v 4T
And oft | catch them smiling as they pass, A sl 1T s T

Because they see me gazing where #rou P T P P

Alfred, Lord Tennyson (18019892 . 17 ! W,
Crossing the Bar -, 1

Sunset and evening star, B PN AR
And one clear call for me! e o0 i
And may there be no moaning of the bar, 1, 1.
When | put out to sea, , FY A

But such a tide as moving seems asleep, , oo,
Too full for sound andloam, S ST
When that which drew from out the boundless deep NS co
Turns again home. MR .

Twilight and evening bell, T e

And after that the dark! Is - e LAl
And may there be no sadness of farewell, Rl R
When | embark; S u e .

For tho' from out our bourne of Time and Place 107« -
The flood may bear me far, T LY



| hope to see my Pilot face to face i+« ., ,s ,s
When | have crost the bar. A

, X s L X

~ v ~

Alfred, Lord Tennyson
The Eagle

He clasps the crag with crooked hands; . ‘ L
Close to the sun in lonely lands, it _{j{ e J°C s
Ring'd with the azure world, stands. b e L .

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls; _ _
He watches from his mountain walls, e L RN
And like a thunderbolt he falls. Lo T s B

N
Y]
uri

Alfred, Lord Tennyson

Break, Break, Break x —

Break, break, break, , S
On thy cold gray stones, O Sea! C
And | would that myangue could utter T e Ty
The thoughts that arise in me. : BV

O, well for the fisherman's boy, v -
That he shouts with his sister at play! ‘ S

O, well for the sailor lad, Coe UL
That he sings in his boat on the bay! : S N

And the stately ships go on .
To their haven under the hill: T
But O for the touch of a vanish'd hand, ‘ S
And the sound of a voice that is still! |



Break, break, break
At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!

But the tender grace of a day that is dead
Will never come back tme.

Alfred Lord Tennyson
Nothing Will Die

When will the stream be aweary of flowing

Under my eye? When will the wind be aweary of blowing
Over the sky? When will the clouds be aweary of fleeting?
When will the hearbe aweary of beating? And nature die?
Never, oh! never, nothing will die?

The stream flows,

The wind blows,

The cloud fleets,

The heart beats,

Nothing will die.

Nothingwill die;

All thingswill change
Through eternity.

'Tis the world's winter;
Autumn and summer

Are gone long ago;

Earth is dry to the centre,
But spring, a new comer,
A spring rich and strange,
Shall make the winds blow
Round and round,
Through and through,
Here and there,

Till the air

And the ground

Shall be filled with life anew.

(18019892 ., 171 ! )
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The world was never made,;

It will change, but it will not fade.
So let the wind range;

For even and morn

Ever will be

Through eternity.

Nothingwas born;

Nothing will die;

All things will change.

Edgar Allan Poe
Alone

From childhoodbs hour | have not
As others weré | have not seen

As others sad@ | could not bring

My passions from a common sprihg

From the same soce | have not taken

My sorrowd | could not awaken

My heart to joy at the same tahe

And al 6lllovldodd 6adl o n e

Therd in my childhood in the dawn

Of a most stormy lifé@ was drawn

From evbéry depth of good and il |
The mystery which binds me séll

From the orrent, or the fountath

From the red cliff of the mountain

From the sun that O6round me roll
In its autumn tint of gold

From the lightning in the sky

As it pass®d me flying by

From the thunder, and the starm

And the cloud that took the form

(When therest of Heaven was blue)

Of a demon in my vie&



Edgar Allan Poe
Evening Star

"Twas noontide of summer,
And mid-time of night;

And stars, in their orbits,
Shone pale, thro' the light

Of the brighter, cold moon,
'‘Mid planets heslaves,

Herself in the Heavens,

Her beam on the waves.
| gazed awhile
On her cold smile;

Too cold too cold for me
There pass'd, as a shroud,
A fleecy cloud,

And | turned away to thee,
Proud Evening Star,

In thy glory afar,

And dearer thh beam shall be;
For joy to my heart
Is the proud part

Thou bearest in Heaven at night,
And more | admire
Thy distant fire,

Than that colder, lowly light.

Edgar Allan Poe

Lines on Ale

Filled with mingled cream andber,

| will drain that glass again.

(1 8 0198 4 9
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Such hilarious visions clamber
Through the chamber of my brain.
Quaintest thoughts, queerest fancies
Come to life and fade away.

What care | how time advances;

| am drinking ale today.

Emily Bronté

Remembrance

Cold in the eartd and the deep snow piled above thee,

Far, far removed, cold in the dreary grave!

Have | forgot, my only Love, to love thee,

Severed at |-sewtingWwaye? Ti meds al |

Now, whenalone do my thoughts no longer hover
Over the mountains, on that northern shore,
Resting their wings where heath and feraves cover
Thy noble heart forever, ever more?

Cold in the earth and fifteen wild Decembers,
From those brown hills, have melted into spring:
Faithful, indeed, is the spirit that remembers
After such years of change and suffering!

Sweet Love of youth, forgive, if | forget thee,

While the worl dodés tide is bearin
Other desires and other hopesdteme,

Hopes which obscure, but cannot do thee wrong!

No later light has lightened up my heaven,

No second morn has ever shone for me;

Al my | ifeds bliss f
[

;
Al'l my | ifeds Dbliss S
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https://literarydevices.net/alone/

But, when the days @olden dreams had perished,
And even Despair was powerless to destroy,
Then did I learn how existence could be cherished,

Strengthened, and fed without the aid of joy.

Then did | check the tears of useless pagsion
Weaned my young soul from yearning afti@ne;

Sternly denied its burning wish to hasten
Down to that tomb already more than mine.

And, even yet, | dare not let it languish,
Dare not indulge 1in
Once drinking deep of that divinest anguish,
How could | seek the empty wd again?

Emily Bronte

Song

The linnet in the rocky dells,

The mooflark in the air,

The bee among the heather bells
That hide my lady fair:

The wild deer browse above her breast;
The wild birds raise their brood;

And they, he smiles of love caressed,
Have left her solitude!

| ween, that when the grave's dark wall
Did first her form retain,

They thought their hearts could ne'er recall
The light of joy again.

They thought the tide of grief would flow
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Unchecked through futungears;
But where is all their anguish now,
And where are all their tears?

Well, let them fight for honour's breath,
Or pleasure's shade pursue

The dweller in the land of death

Is changed and careless too.

And, if their eyes should watch and weep
Till sorrow's source were dry,

She would not, in her tranquil sleep,
Return a single sigh!

Blow, westwind, by the lonely mound,
And murmur, summestreams-

There is no need of other sound

To soothe my lady's dreams.

Emily Bronté
Eight short poems
1. All hushed and still within the house

All hushed and still within the house;
Withouti all wind and driving rain;

But something whispers to my mind,
Through rain and through the wailing wind,
Never again.

Never again? Why not ag®

Memory has power as real as thine.

2. O come with me
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O come with me, thus ran the song, N AR s
S,

The moon is bright in Autumnds s N PR Ay
And thou hast toiled and laboured long e TTsux T
With aching head and weary eye.

? S : 3 ‘”-J\ F h_g,s
3. Had there been falsehood in my breast

?s A7 s % [

Had there ben falsehood in my breast Vo T Ty g
No thorns had marred my road, A A
This spirit had not lost its rest, R I S

These tears had never flowed.

4. She dried her tears, and they did smile

T s. 74 sY 4 <,‘3

She dried her tears, and they did smile N R
To see her cheeksod6 returning glo LS T AT S L S
Nor did discen how all the while X AR TS T il v s o
That full heart throbbed to overflow. Lols L s
With that sweet look and lively tone, R | P O -
And bright eye shining all the day, L4 s T, 1T
They could not guess, at midnight lone N R R
How she would weep the time away.

S R T PR B PR

5. What winter floods, what showers of spring
R BN B o PSR, W= R

7~ ~

What winter floods, what showers of spring S AR S A B
Have drenched the grass by night and day; A N
And yet, beneath, that spectre ring, oS e TSI s,
Unmoved and undiscovered lay A R

A mute remembrancer of crime,

Long lost, concealed, forgot for years, , . .
It comes at last to cancel @n s A R A
And waken unavailing tears.

6. Long neglect has worn away



Long neglect has worn away

Half the sweet enchanting smile;
Time has turned the bon to grey;
Mould and damp the face defile.

But that lock of silky hair,

Still beneath the picture twined,
Tells what once those features were,
Paints their image on the mind.

Fair the hand that traced that line,
O0Dearest, ever deem me truebo;
Swiftly flew the fingers fine

When the pen that motto drew.

7. 1t will not shine again

It will not shine again:

Its sad course is done;

| have seen the last ray wane
Of the cold, bright sun.

8. I know not how it falls on me

| know not how it falls on me,

This summeevening, hushed and lone;

Yet the faint wind comes soothingly

With something of an olden tone.

Forgive me if | 6ve shunned so |
Your gentle greeting, earth and air!

But sorrow withers even the strong,

And who can fight against despair?

Walt Whitman
A Noiseless Patient Spider

A noiseless patient spider,
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I mar kéd where on a I|little promo
Markdéd how to explore the vacant
It launchoéd forth filanfent, fil a

Ever unreeling them, ever tirelessly speeding them.

And you O my soul where you stand,

Surrounded, detached, in measureless oceans of space,

Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing, seeking the spheres to connect them,
Till the bridge you willneedbe or méd, til |l the du
Till the gossamer thread you fling catch somewhere, O my soul.

Christina Rossetti
Remember

Remember me when | am gone away,
Gone far away into the silent land;
When you can naore hold me by the hand,
Nor | half turn to go yet turning stay.
Remember me when no more day by day
You tell me of our future that you plann'd:
Only remember me; you understand
It will be late to counsel then or pray.
Yet if you shouldforget me for a while
And afterwards remember, do not grieve:
For if the darkness and corruption leave
A vestige of the thoughts that once | had,
Better by far you should forget and smile
Than that you should rememberdsbe sad.

Christina Rossetti

Echo

Come to me in the silence of the night;
Come in the speaking silence of a dream;
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Come with soft rounded cheeks and eyes as bright coLo e xed T AT
As sunlight on a stream; T N
Come back in tears, RS L LN #
O memory, hopdove of finished years. Iy A TR N SR I
Oh dream how sweet, too sweet, too bitter sweet, Lo AL oy gL
Whose wakening should have been in Paradise, , TS R S )
Where souls brimfull of love abide and meet; , oS s - CELY TS ST
Where thirsting longing eyes N | TS g
Watch the slow door 1 .~ 0w

That opening, letting in, lets out no more L R D I
Yet come to me in dreams, that | may live R S RA TR R
My very life again though cold in death: LS e e AATTE A0S I
Come back to me in dreams, that | may give A N R )
Pulse for pulse, breath for breath: L N T
Speak low, lean low, , L -
As long ago, my love, how long ago! e T T ehe R A |

]
-4

Emily Dickinson (183108 96,
“Hope” is the thing with feathers N -

AHopeo is the -thing with feather -, s -L"s
That perches in the soul - s . T L
And sings the tune without the words - N
And never stopsat all- - s

And sweetest in the Gale is heard
And sore must be the storm B
That could abash the litt&ird LT X sy
That kept so many warm x4 ]

|l 6ve heard it-in the chill est | a , 1
And on the strangest Sea , " )
Yet - never- in Extremity, (17 <
It asked a crumbof me. e



John James Ingalls
Opportunity

Master of human destinies am I;

Fame, loveand fortune on my footsteps wait.

Cities and fields | walk. | penetrate
Deserts and seas remote, and, passing by
Hovel and mart and palace, soon or late,

I knock unbidden once at every gate.

If sleeping, wake; if feasting, rise, before

| turn away. It ighe hour of fate,

And they who follow me reach every state
Mortals desire, and conguer every foe
Save death; but those who hesitate
Condemned to failure, penury and woe,
Seek me in vain, and uselessly implore.

| answer not, and | return no more.

Henry Scott-Holland

Death Is Nothing At All

Death is nothing at all.

It does not count.

| have only slipped away into the next room.
Nothing has happened.

Everything remains exactly as it was.
| am I, and you are you,

and the old life that we lived so forydbgetheiils untouched,

unchanged.

Whatever we were to each other, that we are still.

Call me by the old familiar name.

(18313900Q ¥ '« ¥

y 7o b e B FA S

3 IR ST I
S R S E O I

” .
!l' 'I « L L

7~ J N -

(184179 38 " - XS«

s oy % N ”
(3N F N > ~ s o
, ,

I R

o LT R R s sTdY L T AT TS

AT . ., Ve T s

1 &,
"<T),S)((<>S_.)R', L(



Speak of me in the easy way which you always used. sy s LTS A e

Put no difference into your tone. R I CR B
Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow. N A% R P BN
Laugh as we always laughed at the little jokes that we enjoyed together. AT & IO P N 1T 410s 7 ,:1,: ",
Play, smile, think of me, pray for me. e N I TR DR
Let my name be ever the household word that it always was. S Jdsd e s ss TS DA
Let it be spoken without an effort, without the ghost of a shadow tipon AR ORE M S R MR | SR
Life means dlthat it ever meant. N I B R
It is the same as it ever was. B S RNTE S
There is absolute and unbroken continuity. LS AT T LT 4 s s
What is this death but a negligible accident? 2S5 (TR Lo o0 08 xS
Why should | be out of mind because | am out of sight? RN TTRE 11 N ISR A S D D TR
| am but waiting for you, for an interval, S T "F\J,_,
somewhere vergear, A 2
just round the corner. LS e T
All'is well. L
Nothing is hurt; nothing is lost. L T SN ROt
One brief moment and all will be as it was before. SRS SRR R AL
How we shall laugh at the trouble of parting when we meet again! | R R T T A X I

William Ernest Henley (18419903 ¢S " Tar Tk

Invictus Invictus
( *

Out of thenight that covers me, -4 s
Black as the pit from pole to pole, o e T X
| thank whatever gods may be 17 L el
For my unconquerable soul. 2B I
In the fell clutch of circumstance RO NN
| have not winced nor cried aloud. s, 47
Under the bludgeonings of chance .

My head is bloody, but unbowed. R ST Y



Beyondthis place of wrath and tears | ST
Looms but the Horror of the shade, , Lis ST )
And yet the menace of the years S
Finds and shall find me unafraid. N L Y
It matters not how strait the gate, ., o LB s
How charged with punishments the scroll, A L v o

| amthe master of my fate, Loh o

| am the captain of my soul. R

(- 47414 ) d nvictud
Ella Wheeler Wilcox (18510939 ~, ~ L 1
Solitude ST

Laugh, and the world laughs with you; R R
Weep, and you weep alone; et X o
For the sad old earth must borrow its mirth, , o, 1 ) Lowov

But has trouble enough of its own. N
Sing, ad the hills will answer; ST -
Sigh, it is lost on the air; L
The echoes bound to a joyful sound, , S 17 o 1 1L
But shrink from voicing care. . S L

Rejoice, and men will seek you; AR T
Grieve, and they turn and go; N T
They want full measure of all your pleasure, L, . S+
But they do not need yourog. R T NN
Be glad, and your friends are many; AR b

Be sad, and you lose them all, -, *
There are none to decline your nectared wine, I
But alone you must drink | ifeos : L s

Feast, and your halls are crowded; A N
Fast, and the world goes by. A
Succeed and give, and it helps yive, e


https://literarydevices.net/i-am/

But no man can help you die.

There is room in the halls of pleasure

For a large and lordly train,
But one by one we must all file on
Through the narrow aisles of pain.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
Life's Scars

They say the wdd is round, and yet
| often think it square,

So many little hurts we get

From corners here and there.

But one great truth in life I've found,
While journeying to the West

The only folks who really wound
Are those we love the best.

The man you thoroughigespise
Can rouse your wrath, 'tis true;
Annoyance in your heart will rise
At things mere strangers do;

But those are only passing ills;
This rule all lives will prove;

The rankling wound which aches and thrills

Is dealt by hands we love.

The choicest gh, the sweetest grace,

Are oft to strangers shown;

The careless mien, the frowning face,

Are given to our own.
We flatter those we scarcely know,
We please the fleeting guest,

And deal full many a thoughtless blow



To those who love us best.

Love does nogrow on every tree,

Nor true hearts yearly bloom.

Alas for those who only see

This cut across a tomb!

But, soon or late, the fact grows plain
To all through sorrow's test:

The only folks who give us pain

Are those we love the best.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
Love's Language

How does Love speak?

In the faint flush upon the telltale cheek,
And in the pallor that succeeds it; by

The quivering lid of an averted eye

The smile that proves the parent to a sigh
Thus doth Love speak.

How does Love speak?

By the uneven heathrobs, and the freak

Of bounding pulses that stand still and ache,
While new emotions, like strange barges, make
Along veinchannels their disturbing course;

Still as the dawn, and with the dawn's swift ferce
Thus dothLove speak.

How does Love speak?

In the avoidance of that which we seek
The sudden silence and reserve when-near
The eye that glistens with an unshed-tear
The joy that seems the counterpart of fear,
As the alarmed heart leaps in the breast,
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And knows, and names, and greets its godlike guest
Thus doth Love speak.

How does Love speak?
In the proud spirit suddenly grown meek
The haughty heart grown humble; in the tender

And unnamed light that floods the world with splendor;

In the resemblance whiche fond eyes trace

In all fair things to one beloved face;

In the shy touch of hands that thrill and tremble;
In looks and lips that can no more dissemble
Thus doth Love speak.

How does Love speak?
In the wild words that uttered seem so weak
They shmk ashamed in silence; in the fire

Glance strikes with glance, swift flashing high and higher,

Like lightnings that precede the mighty storm;
In the deep, soulful stiliness; in the warm,

Impassioned tide that sweeps through throbbing veins,

Between the shres of keen delights and pains;
In the embrace where madness melts in bliss,
And in the convulsive rapture of a kiss

Thus doth Love speak.

Robert Louis Stevenson
The Moon
The moon has a face like the clock ie tmall;
She shines on thieves on the garden wall,
On streets and fields and harbour quays,

And birdies asleep in the forks of the trees.

The squalling cat and the squeaking mouse,
The howling dog by the door of the house,
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The bat that lies in bed at noon,
All love to be out by the light of the moon.

But all of the things that belong to the day
Cuddle to sleep to be out of her way;

And flowers and children close their eyes
Till up in the morning the sun shall arise.

William B. Yeats
The Second Coming

Turning and turning in the widening gyre

The falcon cannot hear the falconer;

Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;

Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,

The blooddimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere
The ceremony of innocencedsowned;

The best lack all conviction, while the worst

Are full of passionate intensity.

Surely some revelation is at hand,;

Surely the Second Coming is at hand.

The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out
When a vast image out 8piritus Mundi
Troublesmy sight: somewhere in sands of the desert
A shape with lion body and the head of a man,

A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun,

Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it

Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds.

The darkness drops again; but now |'\kno

That twenty centuries of stony sleep

Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle,
And what rough beast, its hour come round at last,
Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?

- T cn ks AT
LT e AL de s T T
Fo 0T e ks e s
. b
o, , 1
x4 o7 AT .
X 4 L T s

1

AN P T P
M p

Y7 -IL ¢ )L,JJVS*-II L.
v, . ' xn e

; ¢ ”|§5 . ,<,,|-“-|
S T N B !

x v Ju

S’ (J” S_FTSS(L ~
; A 4L s e
S N

SR 2N AT
T R N
x - N
L, X s LT s
Ao serstesd 4T
( ‘Spiritus Mundi ,_ 4 _ ~ ¢ 1"
A R
y F <<|“' L"T’X. :'r““‘;: ” > ¥

S

<
s ’ N LN N
<,J>)v-|s 4 L-I ,\;\L -I-l AN
X 'I (,L"It,z-c"s.\l 'XJ”'H(': "'I
: R U AN T

J - J
):4 _"4) ~ )1}” . SJ_
S, v+ 1 Lo, %l o

N L

’S - i N ,S §(v V‘S
LSt oo b TR TS TR



William Butler Yeats
Long-Legged Fly

That civilisation may notisk,

Its great battle lost,

Quiet the dog, tether the pony
To a distant post.

Our master Caesar is in the tent
Where the maps are spread,
His eyes fixed upon nothing,

A hand upon his head.

Like a longlegged fly upon the stream
His mind moves upon sileac

That the topless towers be burnt

And men recall that face,

Move most gently if move you must

In this lonely place.

She thinks, part woman, three parts a child,
That nobody looks; her feet

Practise a tinker shuffle

Picked up on the street.

Like a lorg-legged fly upon the stream
Her mind moves upon silence.

That girls at puberty may find

The first Adam in their thought,

Shut the door of the
Keep those children out.

There on that scaffolding reclines

Popeods
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Michael Angelo.
With no more sounchan the mice make
His hand moves to and fro.

Like a longlegged fly upon the stream
His mind moves upon silence.
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https://interestingliterature.com/2017/02/a-short-analysis-
of-w-b-yeatss-long-legged-fly/
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William Butler Yeats (1865-1939) . T H LA~ « <+

Aedh Wishes for the Cloths of Heaven A U B B

( *

Had | the heavens' embroidered cloths, - N PR D o 11

Enwrought with golden and silver light, Lo L TIE™
The blue and the dim and the dark cloths N T M A S
Of night and light and the half light, R NS % R I ]

| would spread the cloths under your feet: R R ST [N P N
But |, being poor, have only my dreams; AL T e T,

| have spread my dreanunder your feet; A A :
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Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.

William Butler Yeats

When you are old

When you are old and grey and full of sleep,
And nodding by the fire, take down this book,
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;

How many loved your moments of glad grace,
And loved your beauty with love false or true,
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you,

And loved the sorrows of your changing face;

And bending down beside the gling bars,
Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled

And paced upon the mountains overhead
And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.

William Butler Yeats

Sailing to Byzantium
I

That is no country for old men. The young

In one another's arms, birdsthe trees,

0 Those dying generatiodsat their song,

The salmorfalls, the mackeretrowded seas,
Fish, flesh, or fowl, commend all summer long
Whatever is begotten, born, and dies.
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Caught in that sensual music all neglect
Monuments of unageing intellect.

An aged man is but a paltry thing,

A tattered coat upon a stick, unless

Soul clap its hands and sing, and louder sing
For every tatter in its mortal dress,

Nor is there singing school but studying
Monuments of its own magnificence;

And therefore | haw sailed the seas and come
To the holy city of Byzantium.

O sages standing in God's holy fire

As in the gold mosaic of a wall,

Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre,
And be the singingnasters of my soul.
Consume my heart away; sick with desire
And fastened to a dying animal

It knows not what it is; and gather me
Into the artifice of eternity.

IV

Once out of nature | shall never take

My bodily form from any natural thing,

But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
Of hammered gold and gold enaimg

To keep a drowsy Emperor awake;

Or set upon a golden bough to sing

To lords and ladies of Byzantium

Of what is past, or passing, or to come.
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William Butler Yeats
Death

Nor dread nor hope attend
a dying animal;

a man awaits his end
dreadng and hoping all;
many times he died,

many times rose again.

A great man in his pride
confronting murderous men
casts derision upon
supersession of breath;

he knows death to the bone
man has created death.

William Butler Yeats

An Irish Airman Foresees His Death

I know that | shall meet my fate
Somewhere among the clouds above;
Those that | fight | do not hate

Those that | guard | do not love;

My country is Kiltartan Cross,
My countrymen

No likely end could bring them loss
Or leave them happier than before.
Nor law, nor duty bade me fight,

Nor public man, nor cheering crowds,

A lonely impulse of delight

Drove to this tumult in the clouds;
| balanced all, brought all to mind,
The years to come seemed waste of breath,

tartanos
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A waste ¢ breath the years behind N T
In balance with this life, this death.
(18615939 14 Ldr o~
William Butler Yeats

The Song of Wandering Aengus ( *

- N
| went out to the hazel wood, T TR
Because a fire was in my head, 1 4% et
And cut and peeled a hazel wand, 1
And hooked a berry to a thread; e TR
And when white moths were on the wing, L N A
And mothlike stars were flickering out, PR R
| dropped the berry in a stream R N I
And caught a little silver trout.

, S oSy
When | had laid it on the floor L rasadt T LX)
| went to blow the fire dlame, T
But something rustled on the floor, - - 1 %

And someone ckld me by my name: s 1504 J¥

It had become a glimmering girl w4 sTs LWL YR
With apple blossom in her hair I P NI N
Who called me by my name and ran PR A STV
And faded through the brightening air. )
A B R I BN

Though | am old with wandering Sl TNy A
Through hollow lands and hilly lands, o, Sy XCIE s M
I will find out where she has ge, N R I
And kiss her lips and take her hands; TR S M
And walk among long dappled grass, T S
And pluck till time and times are done, Co T ;vl,,"%ﬁ RECE
The silver apples of the moon, CF XS s e T
The golden apples of the sun.
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Ernest Dowson (18617990, , =~
They are not long, the weeping and the laughter 1 s -7 X TS 7

They are not long, the weeping and the laughter, 1 s T X s H0 ]
Love and desire and hate: P
| think they have no portion in us after ) , "
We pass the gate. e T

They are not long, the days of wine and roses: -4
Out of a misty dream F ,
Our path emerges for a while, thdnses R
Within a dream. o

Edwin Arlington Robinson (18619935 _ , %417 ¥Y 14~ A

v J s J

Richard Cory 1 ., ]

Whenever Richard Cory went down town, el
We people on the pavement looked at him: X 4TI AN
He was a gentleman from sole to crown, RS RPN AN

Clean favored, and imperially slim. X0 .

And he was always dgtly arrayed, N CX
And he was always human when he talked,; S T

But still he fluttered pulses when he said, s
"Goodmorning," and he glittered when he walked. P s T

And he was ric@ yes, richer than a kirdy ST IR PP
And admirably schooled in every grace: R M
In fine, we thought that heas everything :
To make us wish that we were in his place. ST s ]

So on we worked, and waited for the light, R D T B
And went without the meat, and cursed the bread,; R ATE DT I
And Richard Cory, one calm summer night, N P S M



Went home and put a bullet through his head.

William Henry Davies
Leisure

What is this life if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.

No time to stand beneath the boughs
And stare as long as sheep or cows.

No time to see, when woods we pass,
Where squirrels hide themuts in grass.

No time to see, in broad daylight,
Streams full of stars, like skies at night.

No time to turn at Beauty's glance,
And watch her feet, how they can dance.

No time to wait till her mouth can
Enrich that smile her eyes began.

A poor life tis is if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.

Paul Laurence Dunbar
We Wear the Mask

We wear the mask that grins and lies,
It hides our cheeks and shades our éyes,
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This debt we pay to human guile;
With torn and bleeding lagts we smile
And mouth with myriad subtleties,
Why should the world be ovavise,
In counting all our tears and sighs?
Nay, let them only see us, while
We wear the mask.
We smile, but oh great Christ, our cries
To thee from tortured souls arise.
We sng, but oh the clay is vile
Beneath our feet, and long the mile,
But let the world dream otherwise,
We wear the mask!

John Mc Crae
In Flanders Fields

In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That markour place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below.
We are the Dead. Short days ago

We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved, and were loved, and now we lie
In Flanders fields.

Take up our quarrel with tHee:

To you from failing hands we throw
The torch; be yours to hold it high.

If ye break faith with us who die

We shall not sleep, though poppies grow
In Flanders fields.
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Walter de la Mare (18713956~ «_LS"SP
The Listeners N I

6l s there @Gnydiodyt heheTFrePvell er, US40 e L ss s,
Knocking on the moonlit door; I I IR I
And his horse in the silence champed the grasses x S '
Of the forestodos ferny floor: N
And a bird flew up out of the turret, 1A s S,
Above the Travellerds head: Lo, s ,
And he smote upon the door again a sedond; oSt T FT, Tss
6l s there anybody there?d he sa L2 ¢ s 4 T A
But no one descended to the Traveller, DL TS L d d
No head from the le&finged sill bod ol i Ts s s
Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes, O i B
Where he stood perplexed and still. bl
But only a host of phantom listeners T D 2
That dwelt in the lone house then AR R AR
Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight SNDE (e ]
To that voice from the world of men: T O A SR DN
Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair, , oo 8%l
That goes down to the empty hall, b d o ds o L
Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken R TR R A |
By the |l onely Travelleros call. e L T I
And he felt in his heart their strangeness, Lo X LG ssT LT, s s
Their stillness answering his cry, b S S o U)s
While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf, N R P T PR I B
ONeath the starred and | eafy sk~ RO TS EaS - - R NN
For he suddenly smote on the door, even ” © oy ss
Louder, and lifted his headl: Do, e s XD
0Tell them I came, and no one an o~
That | kept my word,dé he said. "o S 8s T
Never the least stir made the listeners, T T N MR i
Though every word he spake s s e 0 s
Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house s ASsT L L BIsS Y

~
r~

From the onenan left awake: A L
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Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,
And the sound of iron on stone,

And how the silence surged softly backward,
When the plunging hoofs were gone.

Walter de la Mare
Silver

Slowly, silentl, now the moon

Walks the night in her silver shoon;
This way, and that, she peers, and sees
Silver fruit upon silver trees;

One by one the casements catch

Her beams beneath the silvery thatch;
Couched in his kennel, like a log,

With paws of silver sleepgbe dog;

From their shadowy cote the white breasts peep
Of doves in a silvefeathered sleep;

A harvest mouse goes scampering by,
With silver claws and a silver eye;

And moveless fish in the water gleam,
By silver reeds in a silver stream.

Robert Frost
The Road Not Taken

Two roads divergein a yellow wood,
And sorry | could not travel both

And be one traveler, long | stood

And looked down one as far as | could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;
Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was gsay and wanted weatr;
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Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,
And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, | kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
| doubted if Ishould ever come back.

| shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, ard |

| took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

Robert Frost

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening

Whose woods these are | think | 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 wods 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 soundds

Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,
But | have pomises to keep,
And miles to go before | sleep,
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And miles to go before | sleep.

And miles to go before | sleep..

Robert Frost
Fire and ice

Some say the world will end in fire,

Some say inice.

From what fldegsiee tasted o
I hold with those who favor fire.

But if it had to perish twice,

| think | know enough of hate

To say that for destruction ice

Is also great

And would suffice.

Robert Frost
Birches

When | see birchdsend to left and right

Across the lines of straighter darker trees,

| like to think some boy's been swinging them.
But swinging doesn't bend them down to stay

As icestorms do. Often you must have seen them
Loaded with ice a sunny winter morning

After a ran. They click upon themselves

As the breeze rises, and turn mamojored

As the stir cracks and crazes their enamel.

Soon the sun's warmth makes them shed crystal shells
Shattering and avalanching on the srowst

Such heaps of broken glass to sweepyawa
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You'd think the inner dome of heaven had fallen. Sk R s 1 Y s,

They are dragged to the withered bracken by the load, I N T I A A
And they seem not to break; though once they are bowed FA XD e o8 R LT
So low for long, they never right themselves: LS TR R AT
You may see their trunks arching in the woods N TR
Years afterwards, trailing their leaves on the ground AR L TR N
Like girls on hands and knees that throw their hair s I rsd kgl 0
Before them over their heads to dry in the sun. N N I N
But | was going to say when Truth broke in S o . 11s W
With all her matteof-fact about the icstorm R T T TR PRI
| should prefeto have some boy bend them LTI R A L
As he went out and in to fetch the cd@ws by it S L
Some boy too far from town to learn baseball, - eSS ks T
Whose only play was what he found himself, AT D AL B

Summer or winter, and could play alone.
One by one he subdued his father's trees

By riding them davn over and over again L BRSO SETRTL EP B
Until he took the stiffness out of them, S S 0 I D U R
And not one but hung limp, not one was left A ST T v sy, s,
For him to conquer. He learned all there was PP S Rt T

To learn about not launching out too soon S I IR (R B I

And so not carrying the tree away AT A ST S G U [
Clear to the ground. He ahys kept his poise by S o s v i s

To the top branches, climbing carefully s L AN

With the same pains you use to fill a cup Fd LT, e s OF
Up to the brim, and even above the brim. IS O DI A B NI I
Then he flung outward, feet first, with a swish, S oo~ A 5o AX ALYeaw )
Kicking his way down through the air to the ground. 1L TT RE A4 Y
So was | oncenyself a swinger of birches. SO T s T
And so | dream of going back to be. V) AVST T e
It's when I'm weary of considerations, A N U B

And life is too much like a pathless wood R A TR I N
Where your face burns and tickles with the cobwebs Lo TR Y XY T e
Broken across it, and one eye is weeping S 1%’ s o s,
From a twig's hawng lashed across it open. ] S L, s

I'd like to get away from earth awhile N N L

~— ~ s



And then come back to it and begin over. IS LT B R

May no fate willfully misunderstand me R R
And half grant what | wish and snatch me away AT o AT
Not to return. Earth's the right place for love: N S B E R L
| don't know wiere it's likely to go better. S lAT s s BN G
I'd like to go by climbing a birch tree, N IR I F
And climb black branches up a snavhite trunk ST T, L LI
Towardheaven, till the tree could bear no more, B A #THE R
But dipped its top and set me down again. R T | O
That would be good both going and coming back. N BT I TR
One could do worse than be a swinger of birches. coe s ST o T X
1 e 475110, 1

s ol TN (R
Robert Frost 18714963 , . )

Nothing Gold Can Stay X s .8 T

Naturebs first green is gol d, L X aSC  XET L s
Her hardest hue to hold. x0T s ey,
Her early |l eafos a flower; b te St sSSs T
But only so an hour. U R T
Then leaf subsides to leaf. LT s X
So Eden sank to grief, Y JJ TS 1
So dawn gog down to day. AR I A |
Nothing gold can stay. T Y
Robert Frost was87496d ,» . -

A Time to Talk T
When a friend calls to me from the road ST s M
And slows his horse to a meaning walk, R
| donét stand still and |l ook aro soob T s e
On all the hills | havendét hoed, S N L WAV

And shout fromwhere | am, What is it? ? asoh L, TR



No, not as there is a time to talk.

| thrust my hoe in the mellow ground,
Bladeend up and five feet tall,

And plod: | go up to the stone wall
For a friendly visit.

Robert Frost
Acquainted with the Night
| have ben one acquainted with the night.
| have walked out in raé and back in rain.
I have outwalked the furthest city light.
I have looked down the saddest city lane.
| have passed by the watchman on his beat
And dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain.
I havestood still and stopped the sound of feet
When far away an interrupted cry
Came over houses from another street,
But not to call me back or say gebge;
And further still at an unearthly height,
One luminary clock against the sky
Proclaimed the time waseither wrong nor right.
| have been one acquainted with the night.
Robert W. Service
The Mother

There will be a singing in your heart,
There will be a rapture in your eyes;
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You will be a woman set apart,

You will be so wonderful and wise.

You will sleep, and when from dreams you start,

As of one that wakes in Paradise,

There will be a singing in your heatrt,

There will be a rapture in your eyes.

There will be a moaning in your heart,

There will be an anguish in youyes;

You will see your dearest ones depart,

You will hear their quivering goebyes.

Yours will be the hearhiche and the smart,

Tears that scald and lonely sacrifice;

There will be a moaning in your heart,

There will be an anguish in your eyes.

There willcome a glory in your eyes,

There will come a peace within your heart;

Sitting 6neath the quiet evening
Time will dry the tear and dull the smart.

You will know that you have played your part;

Yours shall be the love that never dies:

You,withHeava 6 s peace within your hea
You, with Goddés own glory in you

Douglas Malloch

Good Timber

The tree that never had to fight

For sun and sky and air and light,
But stood out in the open plain

And always got its shai& rain,
Never became a forest king

But lived and died a scrubby thing.

The man who never had to toil



To gain and farm his patch of sail,
Who never had to win his share

Of sun and sky and light and air,
Never became a manly man

But lived and died as he began.

Good timber does not grow with ease,

The stronger wind, the stronger trees,
The further sky, the greater length,

The more the storm, the more the strength.
By sun and cold, by rain and snow,

In trees and men goouhtbers grow.

Where thickest lies the forest growth
We find the patriarchs of both.
And they hold counsel with the stars
Whose broken branches show the scars
Of many winds and much of strife.
This is the common law of life.

John Masefield
Sea fever

| must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,
And all | ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by;

And the wheel's kick and the wind's song andvthée sail's shaking,
And a grey mist on the sea's face, and a grey dawn breaking.

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 clauflying,

And the flung spray and the blown spume, and thegsdéa 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 ki
And all I ask is a merry yarn from a lauigg fellow-rover,

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick's over.
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John Masefield

Beauty

| have seen dawn and sunset on moors and windy hills
Coming in solemn beauty like slosid tunes of Spain:

| have seen the lady April bringing in the daffodils,
Bringing the springing grass and the soft warm April rain.

| have heard the song of the blossoms and the old chant of the sea,
And seen strange lands from under the arched whisedaships;

But the loveliest things of beauty God ever has showed to me

Are hervoice and her hair, and eyes, and the dear red curve of her lips.

Wallace Stevens
The Emperor of Ice-Cream

Call the roller of big cigars,

The muscular one, and bid him whip

In kitchen cups concupiscent curds.

Let the wenches dawdle in such dress

As they are used to wear, and let the boys
Bring flowers in last month's newspapers.
Let be be finale of see.

The only emperor is the emperor of-ice@am.

Take from the dresser of deal,

Lacking the three glass knobs, that sheet
On which she embroidered fantails once
And spread it so as to cover her face.

If her horny feet protrude, they come

To show how coldfee is, and dumb.
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Let the lamp affix its beam.
The only emperor is the emperor of-ice@am.

Edgar Guest
Have You Earned Your Tomorrow

Is anybody happier because you passed his way?
Does anyone remerabthat you spoke to him today?

This day is almost over, and its toiling time is through;
Is there anyone to utter now a kindly word of you?

Did you give a cheerful greeting to the friend who came along?
Or a churlish sort of "Howdy" and then valm in the throng?

Were you selfish pure and simple as you rushed along the way,
Or is someone mighty grateful for a deed you did today?

Can you say tonight, in parting with the day that's slipping fast,
That you helped a single brother of thenp#hat you passed?
Is a single heart rejoicing over what you did or said;
Does a man whose hopes were fading now with courage look ahead'

Did you waste the day, or lose it, was it well or sorely spent?
Did you leave a trail of kindness or a scadiscontent?

As you close your eyes in slumber do you think that God would say,
You have earned one more tomorrow by the work you did today?
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Edgar Guest
Equipment

Figure it out for yourself, my lad,

You've all that the greatest men have had,
Two arms, two hands, two legs, two eyes,
And a brain to use if you would be wise.
With this equipment they all began,

So start for the top and say "l can.”

Look them over, the wise and great,

They take their food from a common plate
And similar knives and forks they use,

With similar laces they tie their shoes,

The world considers them brave and smatrt.

But you've all they had when they made their start.

You can triumph and come to skill,

You can be great if only you will,

You're well eqipped for what fight you choose,
You have legs and arms and a brain to use,
And the man who has risen, great deeds to do
Began his life with no more than you.

You are the handicap you must face,

You are the one who must choose your place,
You must say whe you want to go.

How much you will study the truth to know,
God has equipped you for life, But He

Lets you decide what you want to be.

Courage must come from the soul within,

The man must furnish the will to win,

So figure it out for yourself, my lad,

You were born with all that the great have had,

(18811959

- A"

Ty Ja
Foodl)

n |J<

" J

Fol R Y
RILARE

A

>y

;o Yl

e

M o n o
S 7Y 3,

"i‘,c,yt-'l'-l,a‘iyy'i' S
b T eI Yo Ps

1 0s AT
S

y TS oL
'I_ " 51' S,\, Ve ‘Y )1

s 87

<'7LJ\

cf

S

<



With your equipment they all began.
Get hold of yourself, and say: "l can."

A. A. Milne

Wind On The Hill

No one can tell me,

Nobody knows,

Where the wind comes from,
Where the wind goes.

It's flying from somewhere
As fast as it can,

| couldn't keep up with it,
Not if | ran.

But if | stopped holding
The string of my Kkite,

It would blow with the wind
For a day and a night.

And then when | found it,
Wherever it blew,

| should know that the wind
Had beea going there too.

So then | could tell them

Where the wind goesé
But where the wind comes from

Nobody knows.

A.A. Milne
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Now We Are Six

When | was one,

| had just begun.
When | was two,

| was nearly new.
When | was three,

| was hardly me.
When lwas four,

| was not much more.
When | was five,

| was just alive.

But now | am six,

I'm as clever as clever.
So | think I'll be six now
for ever and ever.

A. A. Milne
Halfway Down

Halfway down the stairs
Is a stair

Where | sit.

There isnany

Other stair

Quite like

It.

I'm not at the bottom,
I'm not at the top;

So this is the stair
Where

| always

Stop.
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Halfway up the stairs
Isn't up

And it isn't down.
Itisn't in the nursery,
Itisn't in town.

And all sorts of funny thoughts
Run round my bad.
Itisn't really
Anywhere!

It's somewhere else
Instead!

T. E. Hulme
Autumn

A touch of cold in the Autumn nigat

| walked abroad,

And saw the ruddy moon lean over a hedge
Like a redfaced farmer.

| did not stopto speak, but nodded,

And round about were the wistful stars
With white faces like town children.

Sara Teasdale
| Thought Of You
| thought of you and how you love this beauty,
And walking up the long beach allone

| heard the waves breaking in measured thunder
As you and | once heard their monotone.



Around me were the echoing dunes, beyond me
The cold and sparkling silver of the sea

We two will pass through death and ages lengthen
Before you hear that sodragain with me.

Sara Teasdale
I am not yours

| am not yours, not lost in you,
Not lost, although I long to be
Lost as a candle lit at noon,
Lost as a snowflake in the sea.

You love meand | find you still
A spirit beautiful and bright,
Yet | am I, who long to be
Lost as a light is lost in light.

Oh plunge me deep in lodeput out
My senses, leave me deaf and blind,
Swept by the tempest of your love,
A taper in a rushing wind.

Sara Teasdale
There Will Come Soft Rains
(War Time)

There will come soft rains and the smell of the ground,
And swallows circling with their shimmering sound;
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And frogs in the pools singing at night,
And wild plum trees in tremulous white,

Robins will wear their feathery fire
Whistling their whims on a low fenesire;

And not one will know of the war, not one
Will care at last when it is done.

Not one would mind, neither bird nor tree
If mankind perisheditterly;

And Spring herself, when she woke at dawn,
Would scarcely know that we were gone.

H. D. (Hilda Doolittle)

The Pool

Are you alive?

| touch you.

You quiver like a sedish.

| cover you with my net.
What are yo@i banded one?

Joyce Kilmer
Trees

| think that | shall never see
A poem lovely as a tree.
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A tree whose hungry mouth is prest N

Against the sweet earth's flowing breast; o T
A tree that looks at God all day, Floos T o T
And lifts her leafy arms to pray; R
A tree that may in summer wea R T
A nest of robins in her hair; S
Upon whose bosom snow has lain; S I A
Who intimately lives with rain. R
Poems are made by fools like me, T
But only God can make a tree. O T O SN
Rupert Brooke (18817936 -~ = T4
The Soldier Lo s
If I should die, think only this ofne: T A I
That thereds some corner of a f T R L R
That is for ever England. There shall be S ., B YW
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed; o s L.
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware, N
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam; S I I T D L
Abodyof Engl andds, breathing Engl i R I N A 1 N T
Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home. N AP IRE | A
And think, this heart, all evil shed away, y o o LSO LT
A pulse in the eternal mind, no less , s T el T s
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given; b1 e s, X TS LS
Her sights and smds; dreams happy as her day; SHE T ¥ (A
And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness, AR s 30
In hearts at peace, under an English heaven. T T TR 'S PN Y
191

Claude McKay (18819938 :~.' ¢ K



If We Must Die

If we must die, let it not be like hogs

Hunted and penned in an ingloriogsot,

While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs,

Making their mock at our accurs

If we must die, O let us nobly die,

So that our precious blood may not be shed

In vain; then even the monsters we defy

Shall be constrained to honor us though dead!

O kinsmen! we must meet the common foe!
Though far outhnumbered let us show us brave,
And for their thousand blows deal one deblktw!
What though before us lies the open grave?

Li ke men weoll face the murderou
Pressed to the wall, dygnbut fighting back!

Edna St. Vincent Millay
When | Too Long Have Looked Upon Your Face

When | too long have looked upon your face,
Wherein for me a brightness unobscured
Save by the mists of brightness has its place,
And terrible beauty not to be enedl,

| turn away reluctant from your light,

And stand irresolute, a mind undone,

A silly, dazzled thing deprived of sight

From having looked too long upon the sun.
Then is my daily life a narrow room

In which a little while, uncertainly,
Surrounded by impeetrable gloom,

Among familiar things grown strange to me
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Making my way, | pause, and feel, and hark, S T RN
Till  become accustomed to the dark. s o1 1 -

Edna St. Vincent Millay 1891205d 4: ¢ A """ 47

v,

I, being born a woman and distressed s T

I, being born a woman and distressed ST s s T
By all the needs and notions of my kind, ST T HY T Tk d
Am urged by your propinquity to find R AN I
Your person fair, and feel a certain zest S TSR b
To bear your bodyo6s weight upon A oos o, TS LT
So subtly is the fume of life designed, BRI N i
To clarify the pulse and cloud the mind, S s L s s g Y
And leave me once ageundone, possessed. ] < 4.4,
Think not for this, however, the poor treason T T s s FLT L
Of my stout blood against my staggering brain, Joom s, ANy T s

| shall remember you with love, or season S D P TR R
My scorn with pityd let me make it plain: L R
| find this frenzy insufficient reason T R
For conversation ien we meet again. S eSS s 14 T

Edna St. Vincent Millay 189m05d 1. L 41" 4

v,

Spring XX
To what purpose, April, do you return again? C S L T
Beauty is not enough. I P D
You can no longer quiet me with the redness ooy e A I Bl ed L
Of little leaves opening stickily. R I M B R R !
| know what | know. R ,‘4_ S RN B I
The sun is hot on ynneck as | observe A PN T T
The spikes of the crocus. R e S

The smell of the earth is good. S I :
It is apparent that there is no death. Lo X T



But what does that signify?

Not only under ground are the brains of men
Eaten by maggots.

Life in itself

Is nothing,

An empty cup, a flighof uncarpeted stairs.

It is not enough that yearly, down this hill,

April

Comes like an idiot, babbling and strewing flowers.

Dorothy Parker

A Dream Lies Dead

A dream lies dead here. May you softly go
Before this pace, and turn away your eyes,

Nor seek to know the look of that which dies
Importuning Life for life. Walk not in woe,

But, for a little, let your step be slow.

And, of your mercy, be not sweetly wise

With words of hope and Springnd tenderer skies.
A dream lies dead; and this all mourners know:

Whenever one drifted petal leaves the-tree
Though white of bloom a# had been before
And proudly waitful of fecundity

One little loveliness can be no more;

And so must Beauty bow her imperfect head
Because a dream has joined the wistful dead!

Dorothy Parker
Ballade at Thirty-Five

Thi s, no song of an i ng®nue,
This, no ballad of innocence;
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This, the rhyme of a lady who i cosT Y s

Followed ever her natural bents. A R
This, a solo of sapience, N T P M
This, a chantey of sophistry, , 1 s
This, the sum of experiments, P R Te R I R
| loved them until they loved me. Ly X8k s
Decked in garments of sable hue, S L T
Daubed with ashes of myriad Lents, R R 2
Wearing shower bouquets of rue, CE N L e
Walk | ever in penitence. N e
Oft | roam, as my heart repents, S S I R M
Through Goddés acre of memory, A, 7 AT - T
Marking stones, in my reverence, P ] e TN
il Il oved them until they Il oved m "o, de X sk s
Pictures pass me in long reviéw, , S LS T
Marching columns of dead events. TS B BE NP
| was tender, and, often, true; AT R N
Ever a prey to coincidence. R TR
Always knew | the consequence; S A I N
Always saw what the end would be. i -
Webre as Nat drmhencehas made us N T R
| loved them until they loved me. L3 X8k s
LOENVOI LGEN(V
Princes, never |o6d give offense, I L A |
Wonodét you think of me tenderl y? E IR Y A
Hereds my strengthdand my weakne S PRDC LR TN P
| loved them until they loved me. c3 TSk s
1923
Dorothy Parker (189139 §7 R

A very short song o L,



Once, when | was young and true,
Someone left me sad

Broke my brittle heart in two;

And that is very bad.

Love is for unlucky folk,

Love is but a curse.

Once there was a heart | broke;
And thd, | think, is worse.

Dorothy Parker
A Certain Lady

Oh, | can smile for you, and tilt my head,
And drink your rushing words with eager lips,
And paint my mouth for you a fragrant red,
And trace your brows wittutored fingettips.
When you rehearse your list of loves to me,
Oh, | can laugh and marvel, raptureaysed.
And you laugh back, nor can you ever see
The thousand little deaths my heart has died.
And you believe, so well I know my part,
That | am gay as arning, light as snow,

And all the straining things within my heart
You'll never know.

Oh, | can laugh and listen, when we meet,

And you bring tales of fresh adventurings,

Of ladies delicately indiscreet,

Of lingering hands, and gently whispered things
And you are pleased with me, and strive anew
To sing me sagas of your late delights.

Thus do you want me marveling, gay, and true,
Nor do you see my staring eyes of nights.
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And when, in search of novelty, you stray,

Oh, I can kiss you blithely as y@o ....

And what goes on, my love, while you're away,
You'll never know.

Wilfred Owen
Anthem for Doomed Youth

What passingpells for these who die as cattle?
d Only the monstrous anger of the guns.
Only the stutteringifles' rapid rattle
Can patter out their hasty orisons.
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells;
Nor any voice of mourning save the chairs,
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells;
And bugles calling for them from sad shires.

What candles may be held to speed them all?
Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes
Shall shine the holy glimmers of goodbyes.
The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall;
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds,
And each slow dusi drawingdown of blinds.

Wilfred Owen
Dulce et Decorum Est

Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,

Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs,

And towards our distamest began to trudge.

Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots,

But limped on, bloogshod. All went lame; all blind;

Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots

(18913938, "+x I

Dulce et decorum est
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Of gasshells dropping softly behind. ook Sed ST

Gas! GAS! Quick, boy# An ecstasy of fumbling T NN R
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time, L T 0 TS B
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling N P
And flounddéring I Bke a man in fi N S R G
Dim through the misty panes and thick green light, I AN
As under a green sea, | saw him drowning. N o
In all my dreams before my helgkesight, , o1, ]
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning. X ST Aars T s

If in some smothering dreams, you too could pace T TN
Behind the wagon that we flung him in, R O L¥ S,
And watch the white eyes writhing in his face, Lol L (
Hi s hanging face, |ike a devil 6s o AT L e X
If you could heg at every jolt, the blood DN | «
Come gargling from the frothorrupted lungs, S ] s
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud S v o, LS cEd T
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongades, s, oM vl T

My friend, you would not tell with such high zest R T 0 T
To children ardent for some desperate glory, s I A i I
The old Lie:Dulceetdecorumest Dulce et decorum est: | ' 'S ) s

Propatriamori. Pro patria mori

Dulceetdecorumest (
Propatriamori.
( v . X8 ) R T s [

Marianne Moore

189149 2 R
Poetry ( 9 v

I, too, dislike it: there are things that are important
beyond all this fiddle. x ¢ — o«
Reading it, however, with a pertemontempt for it, ’ - ‘



one discovers that there is in
it after all, a place for the genuine.
Hands that can grasp, eyes
that can dilate, hair that can rise
if it must, these things are important not be
cause a
high sounding interpretation can be put upon them
but because they are
useful; when they become so derivative as to
become unintelligible, the
same thing may be said for all ofiughat we
do nd admire what
we cannot understand. The bat,
holding on upside down or in quest of seme
thing to
eat, elephants pushing, a wild horse taking a roll,
a tireless wolf under
a tree, the immovable tig twinkling his skin like a
horse that feels a flea, the base
ball fan, the statisticianh case after case
could be cited did
one wish it; nor is it valid
to discri mi
and
schoolbookso; all these
One must make a distinction
however: when dragged into prominence by half
poets,
the result is not poetry,
nor till the autocrss among us can be
Al iteralists of
t he 1 magabovat i ono
insolence and triviality and can present
for inspection, imaginary gardens with real toads
in them, shall we have
it. In the meantime, if you demaioth one hand,

nate against

phenomena a 1
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in defiance of their opinion
the raw material of poetry in
all its rawness, and
that which is on the other hand,
genuine, then you are interested in poetry.

Langston Hughes
The Weary Blues

Droning a drowsy syncopated tune,
Rocking back and forth to a mellow croon,
| heard a Negro play.

Down on Lenox Avenue the other night
By the pale dull pallor of an old gas light
He did a lazy sway. . ..

He did a lazy sway. . ..

Totheutne 06 those Weary Bl ues.

With his ebony hands on each ivory key

He made that poor piano moan with melody.

O Blues!

Swaying to and fro on his rickety stool

He played that sad raggy tune like a musical fool.

Sweet Blues!

Coming from a black manos
O Blues!

In a deep song vosewith a melancholy tone

| heard that Negro sing, that old piano m@&an

AAindt got nobody in all t
Aindt got nobody but ma se
|l 6s gwine to quit ma frown
And put ma troubles on the

Thump, thump, thump, wehis foot on the floor.
He played a few chords then he sang some énore
Al got the Weary Bl ues

soul



And | <cano6t be satisfied.

Got the Weary Blues

And cané6tobe satisfied

|l ainbét happy no mobo

And | wish that | had died. o

And far into the night he crooned that éun

The stars went out and so did the moon.

The singer stopped playing and went to bed

While the Weary Blues echoed through his head.

He sl ept |ike a rock or a man t h:

Ogden Nash
A Word To Husbands

To keep your marriage lonming
With love in the loving cup,
Whenever you're wrong, admit it;
Whenever you're right, shut up.

Stevie Smith

Not Waving But Drowning

Nobody heard him, the dead man,
But still he lay moaning:

I was much further out than you thdug
And not waving but drowning.

Poor chap, he always loved larking

And now he's dead

It must have been too cold for him his heart gave way,
They said.

Oh, no no no, it was too cold always
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(Still the dead one lay moaning)
| was much too far out all my &f
And not waving but drowning.

Mary Elizabeth Frye

Do Not Stand At My Grave And Weep

Do not stand at my grave and weep

| am not there; | do not sleep.

| am a thousand winds that blow,

| am the diamond glints on snow,

| am the sun on ripenegtain,

| am the gentle autumn rain.

When you awaken in the morning's hush
I am the swift uplifting rush

Of quiet birds in circled flight.

| am the soft stars that shine at night.
Do not stand at my grave and cry,

| am not there; | did not die.
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