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Poetry turns all things to loveliness; it exalts the beauty of that which is most beautiful, and it adds
beauty to that which is most deformed; it marries exultation and horror, grief and pleasure, eternity
and change; it subdues to union under its light yoke, all irreconcilable things. It transmutes all that it
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and lays bare the naked and sleeping beauty, which is the spirit of its forms.
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Tomorrow, and Tomorrow, and Tomorrow (Macbeth, Act V, Scene 5)
William Shakespeare (1564 — 1616)
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Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow,
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,

To the last syllable of recorded time;

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player,
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,
And then is heard no more. It is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
Signifying nothing.
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Death Be Not Proud
John Donne (1572 — 1631)
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Death, be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art 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 can make 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.
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Is This the Region (Paradise Lost)
John Milton (1608 — 1674)

92 i o7 92 e o,
7o(a (TS e Sowifea,

G2 3 ooF WEI98 o g
7 Tl 399 =S Fofef,

G2 oF Syege od waee
T A o SifeR (arona
SISl * I AR K ©IF (X,
FIF eI fagcTe,

=& g Fiaag SKeed — o
NS NCE oIt Trsre o,
FIRITEA o3, Rl | o1
R 2RI S, ST,
a% F TRFS AAT@,

ffare (RS @ s

3 78 (2 ©7 7 wET,
IR @ = oe, TR,
o RIS, (T Al B
TIPS T A < T |

(T FeTery IR A=,
o1 571 ercarer, o freoe
A T S AT ?
T IR A I aeifes, @
<ifoa e 2o, @i o1,
s F&, o3 enfife cw
FMIMCed (5T NIPLTOTg |

Is this the Region, this the Soil, the Clime,
Said then the lost Arch-Angel, this the seat
That we must change for Heav’n, this mournful gloom

For that celestial light? Be it so, since he



Who now is Sovran can dispose and bid

What shall be right: fardest from him is best
Whom reason hath equald, force hath made supream
Above his equals. Farewel happy Fields

Where Joy for ever dwells: Hail horrours, hail
Infernal world, and thou profoundest Hell
Receive thy new Possessor: One who brings

A mind not to be chang’d by Place or Time.

The mind is its own place, and in it self

Can make a Heav’n of Hell, a Hell of Heav’n.
What matter where, if I be still the same,

And what I should be, all but less then he
Whom Thunder hath made greater? Here at least
We shall be free; th> Almighty hath not built
Here for his envy, will not drive us hence:

Here we may reign secure, and in my choyce

To reign is worth ambition though in Hell:

Better to reign in Hell, then serve in Heav’n.
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heroic verse without rime, as that of Homer in Greek, and of Virgil in Latin—rime being no
necessary adjunct or true ornament of poem or good verse, in longer works especially, but the
invention of a barbarous age, to set off wretched matter and lame metre; graced indeed since by the
use of some famous modern poets, carried away by custom, but much to their own vexation,
hindrance, and constraint to express many things otherwise, and for the most part worse, than else
they would have expressed them. Not without cause therefore some both Italian and Spanish poets of
prime note have rejected rime both in longer and shorter works, as have also long since our best
English tragedies, as a thing of itself, to all judicious ears, trivial and of no true musical delight;
which consists only in apt numbers, fit quantity of syllables, and the sense variously drawn out from
one verse into another, not in the jingling sound of like endings—a fault avoided by the learned
ancients both in poetry and all good oratory. This neglect then of rime so little is to be taken for a
defect, though it may seem so perhaps to vulgar readers, that it rather is to be esteemed an example
set, the first in English, of ancient liberty recovered to heroic poem from the troublesome and modern
bondage of riming."
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Epigram from the French
Alexander Pope (1688 — 1744) and Jonathan Swift (1667 — 1745)
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Sir, I admit your gen’ral Rule
That every Poet is a Fool:
But you yourself may serve to show it,

That every Fool is not a Poet.

J’ Avotiera avec vous
Que tous les Poétes sont fous;
Mais sachant ce que vous étes,

Tous les fous ne sont pas Poétes.
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cét inpromptu. J’Avoiiera avec vous / Que tous les Poétes sont fous; / Mais sachant ce que vous étes,
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The Tyger
William Blake (1757 — 1827)
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Tyger Tyger, burning bright,
In the forests of the night;
What immortal hand or eye,

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies.
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand, dare seize the fire?



And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat.
What dread hand? & what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain,
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp.

Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears
And water'd heaven with their tears:
Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tyger Tyger burning bright,

In the forests of the night:

What immortal hand or eye,

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?
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Little Lamb who made thee? / Dost thou know who made thee? / Gave thee life and bid thee feed /
By the stream and o'er the mead; / Gave thee clothing of delight, / Softest clothing wooly bright; /
Gave thee such a tender voice, / Making all the vales rejoice! / Little Lamb who made thee? / Dost
thou know who made thee? / Little Lamb I'll tell thee, / Little Lamb I'll tell thee: / He is called by thy
name, / For he calls himself a Lamb: / He is meek and he is mild, / He became a little child: /I a
child and thou a lamb, / We are called by his name: / Little Lamb God bless thee. / Little Lamb God
bless thee.
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Love
Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772 — 1834)
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All thoughts, all passions, all delights,
Whatever stirs this mortal frame,

All are but ministers of Love,

And feed his sacred flame.

Oft in my waking dreams do |
Live o'er again that happy hour,
When midway on the mount I lay,

Beside the ruined tower.

The moonshine, stealing o'er the scene
Had blended with the lights of eve;
And she was there, my hope, my joy,

My own dear Genevieve!

She leant against the arméd man,
The statue of the arméd knight;
She stood and listened to my lay,
Amid the lingering light.

Few sorrows hath she of her own,
My hope! my joy! my Genevieve!
She loves me best, whene'er I sing

The songs that make her grieve.

I played a soft and doleful air,
I sang an old and moving story—
An old rude song, that suited well

That ruin wild and hoary.

She listened with a flitting blush,
With downcast eyes and modest grace;
For well she knew, I could not choose

But gaze upon her face.



I told her of the Knight that wore
Upon his shield a burning brand;
And that for ten long years he wooed
The Lady of the Land.

I told her how he pined: and ah!
The deep, the low, the pleading tone
With which I sang another's love,

Interpreted my own.

She listened with a flitting blush,
With downcast eyes, and modest grace;
And she forgave me, that I gazed

Too fondly on her face!

But when I told the cruel scorn
That crazed that bold and lovely Knight,
And that he crossed the mountain-woods,

Nor rested day nor night;

That sometimes from the savage den,
And sometimes from the darksome shade,
And sometimes starting up at once

In green and sunny glade,—

There came and looked him in the face
An angel beautiful and bright;

And that he knew it was a Fiend,

This miserable Knight!

And that unknowing what he did,

He leaped amid a murderous band,

And saved from outrage worse than death
The Lady of the Land!

And how she wept, and clasped his knees;
And how she tended him in vain—
And ever strove to expiate

The scorn that crazed his brain;—



And that she nursed him in a cave;
And how his madness went away,
When on the yellow forest-leaves

A dying man he lay;—

His dying words—but when I reached
That tenderest strain of all the ditty,
My faltering voice and pausing harp
Disturbed her soul with pity!

All impulses of soul and sense
Had thrilled my guileless Genevieve;
The music and the doleful tale,

The rich and balmy eve;

And hopes, and fears that kindle hope,
An undistinguishable throng,

And gentle wishes long subdued,
Subdued and cherished long!

She wept with pity and delight,
She blushed with love, and virgin-shame;
And like the murmur of a dream,

I heard her breathe my name.

Her bosom heaved—she stepped aside,
As conscious of my look she stepped—
Then suddenly, with timorous eye

She fled to me and wept.

She half enclosed me with her arms,
She pressed me with a meek embrace;
And bending back her head, looked up,

And gazed upon my face.

Twas partly love, and partly fear,
And partly 'twas a bashful art,
That I might rather feel, than see,
The swelling of her heart.



I calmed her fears, and she was calm,
And told her love with virgin pride;
And so [ won my Genevieve,

My bright and beauteous Bride.
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ancient times, [ trust, that 'the affectionate lovers of venerable antiquity' (as Camden says) will grant
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may be adduced against the Author, that in these times of fear and expectation, when novelties
explode around us in all directions, he should presume to offer to the public a silly tale of old
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Beneath yon birch with silver bark, / And boughs so pendulous and fair, / The brook falls scatter'd
down the rock: / And all is mossy there! / And there upon the moss she sits, / The Dark Ladié in
silent pain; / The heavy tear is in her eye, / And drops and swells again. / Three times she sends her
little page / Up the castled mountain's breast, / If he might find the Knight that wears / The Griffin for
his crest. / The sun was sloping down the sky, / And she had linger'd there all day, / Counting
moments, dreaming fears— / Oh wherefore can he stay? / She hears a rustling o'er the brook, / She
sees far off a swinging bough! / Tis He! 'Tis my betrothéd Knight! / Lord Falkland, it is Thou!' / She
springs, she clasps him round the neck, / She sobs a thousand hopes and fears, / Her kisses glowing
on his cheeks / She quenches with her tears.
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The Two April Mornings
William Wordsworth (1770 — 1850)
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We walked along, while bright and red
Uprose the morning sun;

And Matthew stopped, he looked, and said
‘The will of God be done!'

A village schoolmaster was he,
With hair of glittering grey;
As blithe a man as you could see

On a spring holiday.

And on that morning, through the grass
And by the steaming rills
We travelled merrily, to pass

A day among the hills.

‘Our work,' said I, ‘was well begun;
Then, from thy breast what thought,
Beneath so beautiful a sun,

So sad a sigh has brought?'

A second time did Matthew stop;
And fixing still his eye
Upon the eastern mountain-top,

To me he made reply:

“Yon cloud with that long purple cleft
Brings fresh into my mind

A day like this, which I have left

Full thirty years behind.

‘And just above yon slope of corn
Such colours, and no other,

Were in the sky, that April morn,
Of this the very brother.

‘With rod and line I sued the sport
Which that sweet season gave,

And, to the churchyard come, stopped short



Beside my daughter's grave.

‘Nine summers had she scarcely seen,
The pride of all the vale;
And then she sang: —she would have been

A very nightingale.

‘Six feet in earth my Emma lay;
And yet I loved her more —
For so it seemed, —than till that day

I e'er had loved before.

‘And turning from her grave, I met
Beside the churchyard yew
A blooming girl, whose hair was wet

With points of morning dew.

‘A basket on her head she bare;
Her brow was smooth and white:
To see a child so very fair,

It was a pure delight!

‘No fountain from its rocky cave
E'er tripped with foot so free;
She seemed as happy as a wave

That dances on the sea.

‘There came from me a sigh of pain
Which I could ill confine;
I looked at her, and looked again:

And did not wish her mine!'

— Matthew is in his grave, yet now
Methinks I see him stand

As that moment, with a bough

Of wilding in his hand.
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When We Two Parted
Lord Byron (1788 — 1824)
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When we two parted

In silence and tears,

Half broken-hearted

To sever for years,

Pale grew thy cheek and cold,
Colder thy kiss;

Truly that hour foretold

Sorrow to this.

The dew of the morning
Sunk chill on my brow—
It felt like the warning
Of what I feel now.

Thy vows are all broken,
And light is thy fame;

I hear thy name spoken,

And share in its shame.



They name thee before me,
A knell to mine ear;

A shudder comes o'er me—
Why wert thou so dear?
They know not I knew thee,
Who knew thee so well—
Long, long I shall rue thee,
Too deeply to tell.

In secret we met—

In silence I grieve,

That thy heart could forget,
Thy spirit deceive

If I should meet thee

After long years,

How should I greet thee?—

With silence and tears.
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Ozymandias
Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792 - 1822)

frrafeafas mrafey, 3@ o,
"R BY PG SBEE B
SRENICA | ©ifF 21 (v #ifEaey &1
©n ¥fS, I9 Rwmel ¢ s

wicer IR ©fF bof @9t |
wfere s iy e

TS @, SIS o2 =98 I
"afries S, fagaamifesre
farenfEarer, S S S8
RUEREC 101 ERAATRC (3 ERal [ ST
&RLITFCHR /TR VA FIRI
feraIeTIE =of, SR & g
SRS I, T, 9w |

I met a traveller from an antique land,

Who said—"Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert ... Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed;
And on the pedestal, these words appear:

My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings;

Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair!
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay

Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare

The lone and level sands stretch far away."
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In Egypt's sandy silence, all alone, / Stands a gigantic Leg, which far off throws / The only shadow
that the Desert knows:— /"I am great OZYMANDIAS," saith the stone, / "The King of Kings; this
mighty City shows / The wonders of my hand."— The City's gone,— / Naught but the Leg remaining
to disclose / The site of this forgotten Babylon. / We wonder — and some Hunter may express /
Wonder like ours, when thro' the wilderness / Where London stood, holding the Wolf in chace, / He
meets some fragment huge, and stops to guess / What powerful but unrecorded race / Once dwelt in
that annihilated place.
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I Had a Dove
John Keats (1795 — 1821)
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I had a dove and the sweet dove died;

And I have thought it died of grieving:

O, what could it grieve for? Its feet were tied,
With a silken thread of my own hand's weaving;
Sweet little red feet! why should you die —
Why should you leave me, sweet bird! why?
You liv'd alone in the forest-tree,

Why, pretty thing! would you not live with me?
I kiss'd you oft and gave you white peas;

Why not live sweetly, as in the green trees?
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Annabel Lee
Edgar Allan Poe (1809 — 1849)
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It was many and many a year ago,

In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know
By the name of Annabel Lee;

And this maiden she lived with no other thought

Than to love and be loved by me.

I was a child and she was a child,

In this kingdom by the sea,

But we loved with a love that was more than love—
I and my Annabel Lee—

With a love that the wingéd seraphs of Heaven

Coveted her and me.



And this was the reason that, long ago,
In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling
My beautiful Annabel Lee;

So that her highborn kinsmen came
And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre

In this kingdom by the sea.

The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,
Went envying her and me—

Yes!—that was the reason (as all men know,
In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud by night,
Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we—

Of many far wiser than we—

And neither the angels in Heaven above

Nor the demons down under the sea

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side

Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride,

In her sepulchre there by the sea—

In her tomb by the sounding sea.
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How Do I Love Thee?
Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806 — 1861)
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How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.

I 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.

I love thee to the level of every day’s

Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.

I love thee freely, as men strive for right.

I love thee purely, as they turn from praise.

I love thee with the passion put to use

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

With my lost saints. I love thee with the breath,
Smiles, tears, of all my life; and, if God choose,
I shall but love thee better after death.
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Love among the Ruins
Robert Browning (1812 — 1889)
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Where the quiet-coloured end of evening smiles,
Miles and miles

On the solitary pastures where our sheep
Half-asleep

Tinkle homeward thro' the twilight, stray or stop
As they crop—

Was the site once of a city great and gay,

(So they say)

Of our country's very capital, its prince

Ages since

Held his court in, gathered councils, wielding far

Peace or war.

Now the country does not even boast a tree,
As you see,

To distinguish slopes of verdure, certain rills
From the hills

Intersect and give a name to, (else they run
Into one)

Where the domed and daring palace shot its spires



Up like fires

O'er the hundred-gated circuit of a wall

Bounding all

Made of marble, men might march on nor be prest

Twelve abreast.

And such plenty and perfection, see, of grass
Never was!

Such a carpet as, this summer-time, o'er-spreads
And embeds

Every vestige of the city, guessed alone,

Stock or stone—

Where a multitude of men breathed joy and woe
Long ago;

Lust of glory pricked their hearts up, dread of shame
Struck them tame;

And that glory and that shame alike, the gold
Bought and sold.

Now—the single little turret that remains

On the plains,

By the caper overrooted, by the gourd

Overscored,

While the patching houseleek's head of blossom winks
Through the chinks—

Marks the basement whence a tower in ancient time
Sprang sublime,

And a burning ring, all round, the chariots traced
As they raced,

And the monarch and his minions and his dames

Viewed the games.

And I know, while thus the quiet-coloured eve
Smiles to leave

To their folding, all our many-tinkling fleece

In such peace,

And the slopes and rills in undistinguished grey
Melt away—

That a girl with eager eyes and yellow hair

Waits me there



In the turret whence the charioteers caught soul
For the goal,
When the king looked, where she looks now, breathless, dumb

Till I come.

But he looked upon the city, every side,

Far and wide,

All the mountains topped with temples, all the glades'
Colonnades,

All the causeys, bridges, aqueducts,—and then

All the men!

When I do come, she will speak not, she will stand,
Either hand

On my shoulder, give her eyes the first embrace
Of my face,

Ere we rush, ere we extinguish sight and speech

Each on each.

In one year they sent a million fighters forth
South and North,

And they built their gods a brazen pillar high
As the sky

Yet reserved a thousand chariots in full force—
Gold, of course.

O heart! oh blood that freezes, blood that burns!
Earth's returns

For whole centuries of folly, noise and sin!
Shut them in,

With their triumphs and their glories and the rest!

Love is best.
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The Owl and the Pussy-Cat
Edward Lear (1812 — 1888)
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The Owl and the Pussy-cat went to sea



In a beautiful pea-green boat,

They took some honey, and plenty of money,
Wrapped up in a five-pound note.

The Owl looked up to the stars above,

And sang to a small guitar,

"O lovely Pussy! O Pussy, my love,

What a beautiful Pussy you are,

You are,

You are!

What a beautiful Pussy you are!"

Pussy said to the Owl, "You elegant fowl!
How charmingly sweet you sing!

O let us be married! too long we have tarried:
But what shall we do for a ring?"

They sailed away, for a year and a day,

To the land where the Bong-Tree grows

And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood

With a ring at the end of his nose,

His nose,

His nose,

With a ring at the end of his nose.

"Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling
Your ring?" Said the Piggy, "I will."

So they took it away, and were married next day
By the Turkey who lives on the hill.

They dined on mince, and slices of quince,
Which they ate with a runcible spoon;

And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand,

They danced by the light of the moon,

The moon,

The moon,

They danced by the light of the moon.
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Our mother was the Pussy-cat, our father was the Owl, / And so we're partly little beasts and partly
little fowl, / The brothers of our family have feathers and they hoot, / While all the sisters dress in fur
and have long tails to boot. / We all believe that little mice, / For food are singularly nice. / Our
mother died long years ago. She was a lovely cat / Her tail was 5 feet long, and grey with stripes, but
what of that? / In Sila forest on the East of fair Calabria's shore / She tumbled from a lofty tree --
none ever saw her more. / Our owly father long was ill from sorrow and surprise, / But with the
feathers of his tail he wiped his weeping eyes. / And in the hollow of a tree in Sila's inmost maze /
We made a happy home and there we pass our obvious days. / From Reggian Cosenza many owls
about us flit / And bring us worldly news for which we do not care a bit. / We watch the sun each

morning rise, beyond Tarento's strait; / We go out ------------------ before it gets too late; / And when
the evening shades begin to lengthen from the trees / ------------------ as sure as bees is bees. / We
wander up and down the shore ------------------ / Or tumble over head and heels, but never, never
more / Can see the far Gromboolian plains / Or weep as we could once have wept
o'er many a vanished scene: / This is the way our father moans -- he is so very green. / Our father still
preserves his voice, and when he sees a star / He often sings ------------ to that original guitar. /

/ / The
pot in which our parents took the honey in their boat, / But all the money has been spent, beside the
£5 note. / The owls who come and bring us nows are often ------ / Because we take no interest in
poltix of the day.)
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The Walrus and the Carpenter
Lewis Carroll (1832 — 1898)
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The sun was shining on the sea,
He did his very best to make

And this was odd, because it was

The moon was shining sulkily,
Had got no business to be there

"It's very rude of him," she said,

The sea was wet as wet could be,
You could not see a cloud, because

No birds were flying overhead —

The Walrus and the Carpenter
They wept like anything to see

"If this were only cleared away,"

"If seven maids with seven mops
Do you suppose," the Walrus said,

"I doubt it," said the Carpenter,

"O Oysters, come and walk with us!"

"A pleasant walk, a pleasant talk,

We cannot do with more than four,

The eldest Oyster looked at him,
The eldest Oyster winked his eye,

Meaning to say he did not choose

But four young Oysters hurried up,

Their coats were brushed, their faces washed,

And this was odd, because, you know,

Four other Oysters followed them,
And thick and fast they came at last,

All hopping through the frothy waves,

Shining with all his might:
The billows smooth and bright —
The middle of the night.

Because she thought the sun
After the day was done —

"To come and spoil the fun."

The sands were dry as dry.
No cloud was in the sky:

There were no birds to fly.

Were walking close at hand;
Such quantities of sand:

They said, "it would be grand!"

Swept it for half a year,
"That they could get it clear?"
And shed a bitter tear.

The Walrus did beseech.
Along the briny beach:

To give a hand to each.”

But never a word he said:
And shook his heavy head —
To leave the oyster-bed.

All eager for the treat:
Their shoes were clean and neat —

They hadn't any feet.

And yet another four;
And more, and more, and more —

And scrambling to the shore.



The Walrus and the Carpenter
And then they rested on a rock
And all the little Oysters stood

"The time has come," the Walrus said,

Of shoes — and ships — and sealing-wax —

And why the sea is boiling hot —

"But wait a bit," the Oysters cried,
For some of us are out of breath,

"No hurry!" said the Carpenter.

"A loaf of bread," the Walrus said,
Pepper and vinegar besides

Now if you're ready, Oysters dear,

"But not on us!" the Oysters cried,
After such kindness, that would be
"The night is fine," the Walrus said.

It was so kind of you to come!
The Carpenter said nothing but

I wish you were not quite so deaf —

"It seems a shame," the Walrus said,
After we've brought them out so far,

The Carpenter said nothing but

"I weep for you," the Walrus said:
With sobs and tears he sorted out
Holding his pocket-handkerchief

"O Opysters," said the Carpenter,
Shall we be trotting home again?"

And this was scarcely odd, because

Walked on a mile or so,
Conveniently low:

And waited in a row.

"To talk of many things:
Of cabbages — and kings —
And whether pigs have wings."

"Before we have our chat;
And all of us are fat!"

They thanked him much for that.

"Is what we chiefly need:
Are very good indeed —
We can begin to feed."

"Turning a little blue.
A dismal thing to do!"

"Do you admire the view?

And you are very nice!"
"Cut us another slice:

I've had to ask you twice!"

"To play them such a trick,
And made them trot so quick!"
"The butter's spread too thick!"

"I deeply sympathize."
Those of the largest size,

Before his streaming eyes.

"You've had a pleasant run!
But answer came there none —

They'd eaten every one.
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A Clear Midnight
Walt Whitman (1819 — 1892)
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This is the hour, O soul, thy free flight into the wordless,
Away from books, away from art, the day erased, the lesson done,
Thee fully forth emerging, silent, gazing, pondering the themes thou lovest best:

Night, sleep, death, and the stars.

Walt Whitman-93 "Leaves of Grass" FRFATZT AN A S A, (12 AN 7= e s
Ffeld @0 b6 92 | 3367 WHAR YseH 2, &lfsib Tem FFAC Whitman Tg S] (191 FCIH,
T &P SbdS AN, "TQHITs] TREFIY", ©ICS el bgeeife Fiel | U8 FRelBa IIFe Sbvo,
ST ST SbbS AT FLHACE, FIFAFH ©L $8-B ©itsl o, @8 eI = "From Noon to
Starry Night" SRT*q A& Fio! |

MBS T STMIBOIR F567, b-b-% NAFLE, O (T g6 7fe @xivg fite oo |



°4

1887
Requiem
Robert Louis Stevenson (1850 — 1894)
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Under the wide and starry sky,
Dig the grave and let me lie.
Glad did I live and gladly die,

And I laid me down with a will.
This be the verse you grave for me:
Here he lies where he longed to be;
Home is the sailor, home from sea,

And the hunter home from the hill.
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I lalo o le lagi lautele ma fetd, / Eli le tuugamau ma tuu a‘u ou te moe ai. / Sa ou ola ma le fiafia ma
ou oti ma le fiafia, / Ma sa ou taoto i lalo ma le loto malie. / O le fuaiupu lenei e te vaneina mo a‘u: /
O loo taoto o ia i le mea sa na naunau ¢ i ai; / Ua taunuu le tagata folau mai le sami, / Ma le tagata
tuli manu ua toe fo‘i mai le mauga.
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Crossing the Bar
Alfred Lord Tennyson (1809 — 1892)
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Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me!
And may there be no moaning of the bar,

When I put out to sea,

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,
When that which drew from out the boundless deep

Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,

And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I embark;

For tho' from out our bourne of Time and Place
The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face

When I have crost the bar.
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I'm Nobody! Who Are You?
Emily Dickinson (1830 — 1886)
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I'm Nobody! Who are you?
Are you - Nobody - too?
Then there's a pair of us!

Dont tell! they'd banish us - you know!

How dreary - to be - Somebody!
How public - like a Frog -
To tell your name - the livelong June -

To an admiring Bog!
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I'm nobody! Who are you? / Are you nobody, too? / Then there's a pair of us — don't tell! / They'd
banish us, you know. / How dreary to be somebody! / How public, like a frog / To tell your name the
livelong day / To an admiring bog!
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When You Are Old
William Butler Yeats (1865 — 1939)
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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 glowing bars,
Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled
And paced upon the mountains overhead

And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.
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The Purple Cow
Gelett Burgess (1866 — 1951)
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I never saw a Purple Cow,
I never hope to see one;
But I can tell you, anyhow,

I'd rather see than be one.
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When I Was One-and-Twenty
Alfred Edward Housman (1859 — 1936)
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When I was one-and-twenty

I heard a wise man say,

“Give crowns and pounds and guineas
But not your heart away;

Give pearls away and rubies

But keep your fancy free.”

But I was one-and-twenty,

No use to talk to me.

When [ was one-and-twenty
I heard him say again,

“The heart out of the bosom
Was never given in vain;
*Tis paid with sighs a plenty
And sold for endless rue.”
And I am two-and-twenty,

And oh, ’tis true, ’tis true.
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Neutral Tones
Thomas Hardy (1840 — 1928)
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We stood by a pond that winter day,
And the sun was white, as though chidden of God,
And a few leaves lay on the starving sod;

— They had fallen from an ash, and were gray.

Your eyes on me were as eyes that rove
Over tedious riddles of years ago;
And some words played between us to and fro

On which lost the more by our love.

The smile on your mouth was the deadest thing
Alive enough to have strength to die;
And a grin of bitterness swept thereby

Like an ominous bird a-wing....

Since then, keen lessons that love deceives,
And wrings with wrong, have shaped to me
Your face, and the God curst sun, and a tree,

And a pond edged with grayish leaves.
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The Ballad of Reading Gaol (Parts I, II, III, and VI)
Oscar Wilde (1854 — 1900)
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He did not wear his scarlet coat,
And blood and wine were on his hands

The poor dead woman whom he loved,

He walked amongst the Trial Men
A cricket cap was on his head,

But I never saw a man who looked

I never saw a man who looked
Upon that little tent of blue
And at every drifting cloud that went

I walked, with other souls in pain,
And was wondering if the man had done

When a voice behind me whispered low,

Dear Christ! the very prison walls
And the sky above my head became

And, though I was a soul in pain,

I only knew what hunted thought
He looked upon the garish day
The man had killed the thing he loved,

Yet each man kills the thing he loves,
Some do it with a bitter look,

The coward does it with a kiss,

Some kill their love when they are young,
Some strangle with the hands of Lust,

The kindest use a knife, because

Some love too little, some too long,
Some do the deed with many tears,

For each man Kkills the thing he loves,

He does not die a death of shame
Nor have a noose about his neck,

Nor drop feet foremost through the floor

For blood and wine are red,

When they found him with the dead,

And murdered in her bed.

In a suit of shabby gray;

And his step seemed light and gay;

So wistfully at the day.

With such a wistful eye
Which prisoners call the sky,
With sails of silver by.

Within another ring,
A great or little thing,

"That fellow's got to swing."

Suddenly seemed to reel,

Like a casque of scorching steel

My pain I could not feel.

Quickened his step, and why
With such a wistful eye;
And so he had to die.

By each let this be heard,
Some with a flattering word,

The brave man with a sword!

And some when they are old;
Some with the hands of Gold:

The dead so soon grow cold.

Some sell, and others buy;
And some without a sigh:

Yet each man does not die.

On a day of dark disgrace,
Nor a cloth upon his face,

Into an empty space.



He does not sit with silent men
Who watch him when he tries to weep,
Who watch him lest himself should rob

He does not wake at dawn to see
The shivering Chaplain robed in white,

And the Governor all in shiny black,

He does not rise in piteous haste

While some coarse-mouthed Doctor gloats, and notes

Fingering a watch whose little ticks

He does not know that sickening thirst
The hangman with his gardener's gloves

And binds one with three leathern thongs,

He does not bend his head to hear
Nor while the terror of his soul

Cross his own coffin, as he moves

He does not stare upon the air
He does not pray with lips of clay
Nor feel upon his shuddering cheek

I
Six weeks the guardsman walked the yard,
His cricket cap was on his head,

But I never saw a man who looked

I never saw a man who looked
Upon that little tent of blue
And at every wandering cloud that trailed

He did not wring his hands, as do
To try to rear the changeling Hope

He only looked upon the sun,

He did not wring his hands nor weep,
But he drank the air as though it held
With open mouth he drank the sun

Who watch him night and day;
And when he tries to pray;
The prison of its prey.

Dread figures throng his room,
The Sheriff stern with gloom,
With the yellow face of Doom.

To put on convict-clothes,
Each new and nerve-twitched pose,

Are like horrible hammer-blows.

That sands one's throat, before
Slips through the padded door,

That the throat may thirst no more.

The Burial Office read,
Tells him he is not dead,
Into the hideous shed.

Through a little roof of glass:
For his agony to pass;
The kiss of Caiaphas.

In the suit of shabby gray:
And his step seemed light and gay,
So wistfully at the day.

With such a wistful eye
Which prisoners call the sky,

Its ravelled fleeces by.

Those witless men who dare
In the cave of black Despair:

And drank the morning air.

Nor did he peek or pine,
Some healthful anodyne;

As though it had been wine!



And I and all the souls in pain,
Forgot if we ourselves had done

And watched with gaze of dull amaze

For strange it was to see him pass
And strange it was to see him look
And strange it was to think that he

For oak and elm have pleasant leaves
But grim to see is the gallows-tree,

And, green or dry, a man must die

The loftiest place is that seat of grace
But who would stand in hempen band

And through a murderer's collar take

It is sweet to dance to violins
To dance to flutes, to dance to lutes

But it is not sweet with nimble feet

So with curious eyes and sick surmise
And wondered if each one of us

For none can tell to what red Hell

At last the dead man walked no more
And I knew that he was standing up

And that never would I see his face

Like two doomed ships that pass in storm
But we made no sign, we said no word,

For we did not meet in the holy night,

A prison wall was round us both,
The world had thrust us from its heart,

And the iron gin that waits for Sin

11
In Debtors' Yard the stones are hard,

So it was there he took the air
And by each side a Warder walked,

Who tramped the other ring,
A great or little thing,

The man who had to swing.

With a step so light and gay,
So wistfully at the day,
Had such a debt to pay.

That in the spring-time shoot:
With its alder-bitten root,

Before it bears its fruit!

For which all worldlings try:

Upon a scaffold high,
His last look at the sky?

When Love and Life are fair:
Is delicate and rare:

To dance upon the air!

We watched him day by day,
Would end the self-same way,

His sightless soul may stray.

Amongst the Trial Men,

In the black dock's dreadful pen,

In God's sweet world again.

We had crossed each other's way:

We had no word to say;
But in the shameful day.

Two outcast men we were:
And God from out His care:

Had caught us in its snare.

And the dripping wall is high,
Beneath the leaden sky,

For fear the man might die.



Or else he sat with those who watched
Who watched him when he rose to weep,
Who watched him lest himself should rob

The Governor was strong upon
The Doctor said that Death was but
And twice a day the Chaplain called,

And twice a day he smoked his pipe,
His soul was resolute, and held

He often said that he was glad

But why he said so strange a thing
For he to whom a watcher's doom

Must set a lock upon his lips,

Or else he might be moved, and try
And what should Human Pity do

What word of grace in such a place

With slouch and swing around the ring
We did not care: we knew we were
And shaven head and feet of lead

We tore the tarry rope to shreds
We rubbed the doors, and scrubbed the floors,
And, rank by rank, we soaped the plank,

We sewed the sacks, we broke the stones,
We banged the tins, and bawled the hymns,

But in the heart of every man

So still it lay that every day
And we forgot the bitter lot

Till once, as we tramped in from work,

With yawning mouth the yellow hole
The very mud cried out for blood

And we knew that ere one dawn grew fair

Right in we went, with soul intent

His anguish night and day;
And when he crouched to pray;
Their scaffold of its prey.

The Regulations Act:
A scientific fact:
And left a little tract.

And drank his quart of beer:
No hiding-place for fear;

The hangman's hands were near.

No Warder dared to ask:
Is given as his task,

And make his face a mask.

To comfort or console:
Pent up in Murderer's Hole?
Could help a brother's soul?

We trod the Fools' Parade!
The Devil's Own Brigade:

Make a merry masquerade.

With blunt and bleeding nails;
And cleaned the shining rails:
And clattered with the pails.

We turned the dusty drill:
And sweated on the mill:

Terror was lying still.

Crawled like a weed-clogged wave:
That waits for fool and knave,

We passed an open grave.

Gaped for a living thing;
To the thirsty asphalte ring:

Some prisoner had to swing.

On Death and Dread and Doom:



The hangman, with his little bag,

And each man trembled as he crept

That night the empty corridors
And up and down the iron town
And through the bars that hide the stars

He lay as one who lies and dreams
The watchers watched him as he slept,

How one could sleep so sweet a sleep

But there is no sleep when men must weep
So we—the fool, the fraud, the knave—

And through each brain on hands of pain

Alas! it is a fearful thing
For, right within, the sword of Sin

And as molten lead were the tears we shed

The Warders with their shoes of felt
And peeped and saw, with eyes of awe,

And wondered why men knelt to pray

All through the night we knelt and prayed,
The troubled plumes of midnight were

And bitter wine upon a sponge

The gray cock crew, the red cock crew,
And crooked shapes of Terror crouched,

And each evil sprite that walks by night

They glided past, they glided fast,
They mocked the moon in a rigadoon

And with formal pace and loathsome grace

With mop and mow, we saw them go,
About, about, in ghostly rout

And damned grotesques made arabesques,

With the pirouettes of marionettes,
But with flutes of Fear they filled the ear,

Went shuffling through the gloom:

Into his numbered tomb.

Were full of forms of Fear,
Stole feet we could not hear,

White faces seemed to peer.

In a pleasant meadow-land,
And could not understand

With a hangman close at hand.

Who never yet have wept:
That endless vigil kept,

Another's terror crept.

To feel another's guilt!
Pierced to its poisoned hilt,
For the blood we had not spilt.

Crept by each padlocked door,
Gray figures on the floor,

Who never prayed before.

Mad mourners of a corse!
The plumes upon a hearse:

‘Was the savour of Remorse.

But never came the day:
In the corners where we lay:

Before us seemed to play.

Like travellers through a mist:
Of delicate turn and twist,

The phantoms kept their tryst.

Slim shadows hand in hand:
They trod a saraband:
Like the wind upon the sand!

They tripped on pointed tread:
As their grisly masque they led,



And loud they sang, and long they sang, For they sang to wake the dead.

"Oho!" they cried, "the world is wide, But fettered limbs go lame!
And once, or twice, to throw the dice Is a gentlemanly game,
But he does not win who plays with Sin In the Secret House of Shame."
No things of air these antics were, That frolicked with such glee:
To men whose lives were held in gyves, And whose feet might not go free,
Ah! wounds of Christ! they were living things, Most terrible to see.

Around, around, they waltzed and wound, Some wheeled in smirking pairs;

With the mincing step of a demirep

And with subtle sneer, and fawning leer,

The morning wind began to moan,
Through its giant loom the web of gloom

And, as we prayed, we grew afraid

The moaning wind went wandering round
Till like a wheel of turning steel

O moaning wind! what had we done

At last I saw the shadowed bars,
Move right across the whitewashed wall

And I knew that somewhere in the world

At six o'clock we cleaned our cells,
But the sough and swing of a mighty wing
For the Lord of Death with icy breath

He did not pass in purple pomp,
Three yards of cord and a sliding board

So with rope of shame the Herald came

We were as men who through a fen
We did not dare to breathe a prayer,

Something was dead in each of us,

For Man's grim Justice goes its way
It slays the weak, it slays the strong,
With iron heel it slays the strong,

Some sidled up the stairs:

Each helped us at our prayers.

But still the night went on:
Crept till each thread was spun:
Of the Justice of the Sun.

The weeping prison-wall:
We felt the minutes crawl:

To have such a seneschal?

Like a lattice wrought in lead,
That faced my three-plank bed,
God's dreadful dawn was red.

At seven all was still,
The prison seemed to fill,
Had entered in to kill.

Nor ride a moon-white steed.
Are all the gallows' need:
To do the secret deed.

Of filthy darkness grope:
Or to give our anguish scope:

And what was dead was Hope.

And will not swerve aside:
It has a deadly stride:

The monstrous parricide!



We waited for the stroke of eight:
For the stroke of eight is the stroke of Fate

And Fate will use a running noose

We had no other thing to do,
So, like things of stone in a valley lone,

But each man's heart beat thick and quick,

With sudden shock the prison-clock
And from all the gaol rose up a wail

Like the sound the frightened marshes hear

And as one sees most fearful things
We saw the greasy hempen rope

And heard the prayer the hangman's snare

And all the woe that moved him so
And the wild regrets, and the bloody sweats,

For he who lives more lives than one

VI
In Reading gaol by Reading town
And in it lies a wretched man

In a burning winding-sheet he lies,

And there, till Christ call forth the dead,
No need to waste the foolish tear,
The man had killed the thing he loved,

And all men kill the thing they love,
Some do it with a bitter look,

The coward does it with a kiss,

Each tongue was thick with thirst:

That makes a man accursed,

For the best man and the worst.

Save to wait for the sign to come:
Quiet we sat and dumb:

Like a madman on a drum!

Smote on the shivering air,
Of impotent despair,

From some leper in his lair.

In the crystal of a dream,
Hooked to the blackened beam,

Strangled into a scream.

That he gave that bitter cry,
None knew so well as I:

More deaths than one must die.

There is a pit of shame,
Eaten by teeth of flame,

And his grave has got no name.

In silence let him lie:
Or heave the windy sigh:
And so he had to die.

By all let this be heard,
Some with a flattering word,

The brave man with a sword.
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I love to see the little stars

All dancing to one tune;

I think quite highly of the Sun,
And kindly of the Moon.

The million forests of the Earth
Come trooping in to tea.
The great Niagara waterfall

Is never shy with me.

I am the tiger's confidant,



And never mention names:
The lion drops the formal "Sir,"

And lets me call him James.

Into my ear the blushing Whale
Stammers his love. I know
Why the Rhinoceros is sad,
—Ah, child! 'twas long ago.

I am akin to all the Earth
By many a tribal sign:
The aged Pig will often wear

That sad, sweet smile of mine.

My niece, the Barnacle, has got
My piercing eyes of black;
The Elephant has got my nose,

I do not want it back.

I know the strange tale of the Slug;

The Early Sin—the Fall—

The Sleep—the Vision—and the Vow—
The Quest—the Crown—the Call.

And I have loved the Octopus,
Since we were boys together.
I love the Vulture and the Shark:

I even love the weather.

I love to bask in sunny fields,
And when that hope is vain,
I go and bask in Baker Street,

All in the pouring rain.

Come snow! where fly, by some strange law,
Hard snowballs—without noise—
Through streets untenanted, except

By good unconscious boys.

Come fog! exultant mystery—



Where, in strange darkness rolled,
The end of my own nose becomes

A lovely legend old.

Come snow, and hail, and thunderbolts,
Sleet, fire, and general fuss;
Come to my arms, come all at once—

Oh photograph me thus!
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The Road Not Taken
Robert Frost (1874 — 1963)
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Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I 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 grassy and wanted wear;
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, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,



I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—
I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.
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