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BRITISH & COLONIAL POETRY 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE (1564 - 1616) 

Sonnet 18 

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer's lease hath all too short a date: 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimmed, 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature's changing course untrimmed: 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st, 
Nor shall death brag thou wand'rest in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st, 
So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 
 

Sonnet 73 

That time of year thou mayst in me behold, 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few do hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold, 
Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang. 
In me thou seest the twilight of such day, 
As after sunset fadeth in the west, 
Which by and by black night doth take away, 
Death's second self that seals up all in rest. 
In me thou seest the glowing of such fire, 
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 
As the death-bed, whereon it must expire, 
Consumed with that which it was nourished by. 
This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love more strong, 
To love that well, which thou must leave ere long. 

Sonnet 94 

They that have power to hurt, and will do none, 
That do not do the thing, they most do show, 
Who moving others, are themselves as stone, 
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow: 
They rightly do inherit heaven's graces, 
And husband nature's riches from expense, 
Tibey are the lords and owners of their faces, 
Others, but stewards of their excellence: 
The summer's flower is to the summer sweet, 
Though to it self, it only live and die, 
But if that flower with base infection meet, 
The basest weed outbraves his dignity: 
For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds, 
Lilies that fester, smell far worse than weeds. 

 
Sonnet 116 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments, love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 
Or bends with the remover to remove. 
O no, it is an ever-fixed mark 
That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 
It is the star to every wand'ring bark, 
Whose worth's unknown, although his height be 

taken. 
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and 

cheeks 
Within his bending sickle's compass come, 
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom: 
If this be error and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.
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JOHN DONNE (1572 – 1631) 

A Hymn To God The Father. 

I. 
WILT Thou forgive that sin where I begun, 
Which was my sin, though it were done before? 
Wilt Thou forgive that sin, through which I run, 
And do run still, though still I do deplore? 
When Thou hast done, Thou hast not done, 

For I have more. 

II. 
Wilt Thou forgive that sin which I have won 
Others to sin, and made my sin their door? 
Wilt Thou forgive that sin which I did shun 
A year or two, but wallowed in a score? 
When Thou hast done, Thou hast not done, 

For I have more. 

III. 
I have a sin of fear, that when I have spun 
My last thread, I shall perish on the shore ; 
But swear by Thyself, that at my death Thy Son 
Shall shine as he shines now, and heretofore ; 
And having done that, Thou hast done ; 

I fear no more. 
 

The Sun Rising. 

BUSY old fool, unruly Sun,  
Why dost thou thus, 
Through windows, and through curtains, call on 
us?  
Must to thy motions lovers' seasons run? 
Saucy pedantic wretch, go chide  
Late school-boys and sour prentices,  
Go tell court-huntsmen that the king will ride,  
Call country ants to harvest offices; 
Love, all alike, no season knows nor clime,  
Nor hours, days, months, which are the rags of 

time.  

Thy beams so reverend, and strong  
Why shouldst thou think?  
I could eclipse and cloud them with a wink,  

But that I would not lose her sight so long.  
If her eyes have not blinded thine,  
Look, and to-morrow late tell me,  
Whether both th' Indias of spice and mine  
Be where thou left'st them, or lie here with me.  
Ask for those kings whom thou saw'st yesterday,  
And thou shalt hear, "All here in one bed lay."  

She's all states, and all princes I; 
Nothing else is;  
Princes do but play us; compared to this,  
All honour's mimic, all wealth alchemy.  
Thou, Sun, art half as happy as we,  
In that the world's contracted thus;  
Thine age asks ease, and since thy duties be  
To warm the world, that's done in warming us.  
Shine here to us, and thou art everywhere;  
This bed thy center is, these walls thy sphere. 
 
Death Be Not Proud 

DEATH be not proud, though some have called 
thee  
Mighty and dreadfull, for, thou art not so,  
For, those, whom thou think'st, thou dost 
overthrow,  
Die not, poore death, nor yet canst thou kill me.  
From rest and sleepe, which but thy pictures 
bee,  
Much pleasure, then from thee, much more must 
flow,  
And soonest our best men with thee doe goe,  
Rest of their bones, and soules deliverie.  
Thou art slave to Fate, Chance, kings, and 
desperate men,  
And dost with poyson, warre, and sicknesse 
dwell,  
And poppie, or charmes can make us sleepe as 
well,  
And better then thy stroake; why swell'st thou 
then;  
One short sleepe past, wee wake eternally,  
And death shall be no more; death, thou shalt 

die.

.
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BEN JONSON (1573-1637) 

To Celia 

DRINK to me only with thine eyes,  
And I will pledge with mine;  

Or leave a kiss but in the cup  
And I'll not look for wine.  

The thirst that from the soul doth rise  
Doth ask a drink divine;  

But might I of Jove's nectar sup,  
I would not change for thine. 

I sent thee late a rosy wreath,  
Not so much honouring thee  

As giving it a hope that there  
It could not wither'd be;  

But thou thereon didst only breathe,  
And sent'st it back to me;  

Since when it grows, and smells, I 
swear,  

Not of itself but thee!  
 

 

GEORGE HERBERT (1593 – 1633) 
Redemption 

HAVING been tenant long to a rich Lord,  
Not thriving, I resolved to be bold,  
And make a suit unto him, to afford  

A new small-rented lease, and cancell th’ old.  

In heaven at his manour I him sought :  
They told me there, that he was lately gone  
About some land, which he had dearly bought  

Long since on earth, to take possession.  

I straight return’d, and knowing his great birth,  
Sought him accordingly in great resorts ;  
In cities, theatres, gardens, parks, and courts :  

At length I heard a ragged noise and mirth  

Of theeves and murderers :  there I him espied,  
Who straight, Your suit is granted, said, and died.

 

 

JOHN MILTON (1608 – 1674) 

On His Blindness 

When I consider how my light is spent 
     Ere half my days in this dark world and wide, 
     And that one talent which is death to hide 
     Lodg'd with me useless, though my soul more bent 
To serve therewith my Maker, and present 
     My true account, lest he returning chide, 
     "Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?" 
     I fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies: "God doth not need 
    Either man's work or his own gifts: who best 
    Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His state 
Is kingly; thousands at his bidding speed 
    And post o'er land and ocean without rest: 
    They also serve who only stand and wait." 
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ANDREW MARVELL (1621 – 1678) 
 

To His Coy Mistress 

Had we but world enough, and time, 
This coyness, lady, were no crime. 
We would sit down and think which way 
To walk, and pass our long love's day; 
Thou by the Indian Ganges' side 
Shouldst rubies find; I by the tide 
Of Humber would complain. I would 
Love you ten years before the Flood; 
And you should, if you please, refuse 
Till the conversion of the Jews. 
My vegetable love should grow 
Vaster than empires, and more slow. 
An hundred years should go to praise 
Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze; 
Two hundred to adore each breast, 
But thirty thousand to the rest; 
An age at least to every part, 
And the last age should show your heart. 
For, lady, you deserve this state, 
Nor would I love at lower rate 
But at my back I always hear 
Time's winged chariot hurrying near; 
And yonder all before us lie 
Deserts of vast eternity. 
Thy beauty shall no more be found, 
Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound 
My echoing song; then worms shall try 
That long preserv'd virginity, 
And your quaint honour turn to dust, 
And into ashes all my lust. 
The grave's a fine and private place, 
But none I think do there embrace 
Now therefore, while the youthful hue 
Sits on thy skin like morning dew, 
And while thy willing soul transpires 
At every pore with instant fires, 
Now let us sport us while we may; 
And now, like am'rous birds of prey, 
Rather at once our time devour, 
Than languish in his slow-chapp'd power. 
Let us roll all our strength, and all 
Our sweetness, up into one ball; 
And tear our pleasures with rough strife 
Thorough the iron gates of life. 
Thus, though we cannot make our sun 
Stand still, yet we will make him run. 

The Definition of Love 

My love is of a birth as rare  
As 'tis for object strange and high;  
It was begotten by Despair  
Upon Impossibility. 

Magnanimous Despair alone  
Could show me so divine a thing  
Where feeble Hope could ne'er have flown,  
But vainly flapp'd its tinsel wing. 

And yet I quickly might arrive  
Where my extended soul is fixt,  
But Fate does iron wedges drive,  
And always crowds itself betwixt. 

For Fate with jealous eye does see  
Two perfect loves, nor lets them close;  
Their union would her ruin be,  
And her tyrannic pow'r depose. 

And therefore her decrees of steel  
Us as the distant poles have plac'd,  
(Though love's whole world on us doth wheel)  
Not by themselves to be embrac'd; 

Unless the giddy heaven fall,  
And earth some new convulsion tear;  
And, us to join, the world should all  
Be cramp'd into a planisphere. 

As lines, so loves oblique may well  
Themselves in every angle greet;  
But ours so truly parallel,  
Though infinite, can never meet. 

Therefore the love which us doth bind,  
But Fate so enviously debars,  
Is the conjunction of the mind,  
And opposition of the stars.
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WILLIAM BLAKE (1757 – 1827) 
 

The New Jerusalem 

And did those feet in ancient time 
Walk upon England's mountains green? 
And was the holy Lamb of God 
On England's pleasant pastures seen? 
And did the Countenance Divine 
Shine forth upon our clouded hills? 
And was Jerusalem builded here 
Among these dark Satanic Mills? 
Bring me my bow of burning gold! 
Bring me my arrows of desire! 
Bring me my spear! O clouds, unfold! 
Bring me my chariot of fire! 
I will not cease from mental fight, 
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand 
Till we have built Jerusalem 
In England's green and pleasant land. 
 

London 

I wander thro' each charter'd street,  
Near where the charter'd Thames does flow,  
And mark in every face I meet  
Marks of weakness, marks of woe.  

In every cry of every Man,  
In every Infant's cry of fear,  
In every voice, in every ban,  
The mind-forg'd manacles I hear.  

How the Chimney-sweepers cry  
Every black'ning Church appalls;  
And the hapless Soldier's sigh  
Runs in blood down Palace walls.  

But most thro' midnight streets I hear  
How the youthful Harlot's curse  
Blasts the new born Infant's tear,  
And blights with plagues the Marriage hearse. 

The Garden of Love 

I went to the Garden of Love,  
And saw what I never had seen:  
A Chapel was built in the midst,  
Where I used to play on the green.  
And the gates of this Chapel were shut,  
And "Thou shalt not'' writ over the door;  
So I turn'd to the Garden of Love  
That so many sweet flowers bore;  
And I saw it was filled with graves,  
And tomb-stones where flowers should be;  
And Priests in black gowns were walking their 
rounds,  
And binding with briars my joys & desires. 

 
The Lamb 

Little Lamb, who made thee?  
Dost thou know who made thee?  
Gave thee life, & bid thee feed  
By the stream & o'er the mead;  
Gave thee clothing of delight,  
Softest clothing, woolly, 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, & he is mild;  
He became a little child.  
I a child, & thou a lamb,  
We are called by his name.  
Little Lamb, God bless thee!  
Little Lamb, God bless thee! 
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The Tyger 

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 sieze 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? 

A Poison Tree 

I was angry with my friend: 
I told my wrath, my wrath did end. 
I was angry with my foe; 
I told it not, my wrath did grow. 

And I water'd it in fears,  
Night & morning with my tears;  
And I sunned it with my smiles  
And with soft deceitful wiles. 

And it grew both day and night,  
Till it bore an apple bright;  
And my foe beheld it shine,  
And he knew that it was mine, 

And into my garden stole  
When the night had veil'd the pole:  
In the morning glad I see  
My foe outstretch'd beneath the tree.

 
 

ROBERT BURNS (1759 – 1796) 
 

A Red, Red Rose  

O my Luve's like a red, red rose,  
That's newly sprung in June:  
O my Luve's like the melodie,  
That's sweetly play'd in tune.  

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,  
So deep in luve am I;  
And I will luve thee still, my dear,  
Till a' the seas gang dry.  

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear,  
And the rocks melt wi' the sun;  
And I will luve thee still, my dear,  
While the sands o' life shall run.  

And fare-thee-weel, my only Luve!  
And fare-thee-weel, a while!  
And I will come again, my Luve,  
Tho' 'twere ten thousand mile! 

http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/1330.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/210.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/1695.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/4.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/742.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/1859.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/1115.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/1208.html
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A Man's A Man For A' That 

Is there for honest Poverty  
That hings his head, an' a' that;  
The coward slave-we pass him by,  
We dare be poor for a' that!  
For a' that, an' a' that.  
Our toils obscure an' a' that,  
The rank is but the guinea's stamp,  
The Man's the gowd for a' that.  

What though on hamely fare we dine,  
Wear hoddin grey, an' a that;  
Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine;  
A Man's a Man for a' that:  
For a' that, and a' that,  
Their tinsel show, an' a' that;  
The honest man, tho' e'er sae poor,  
Is king o' men for a' that.  

Ye see yon birkie, ca'd a lord,  
Wha struts, an' stares, an' a' that;  
Tho' hundreds worship at his word,  
He's but a coof for a' that:  

For a' that, an' a' that,  
His ribband, star, an' a' that:  
The man o' independent mind  
He looks an' laughs at a' that.  

A prince can mak a belted knight,  
A marquis, duke, an' a' that;  
But an honest man's abon his might,  
Gude faith, he maunna fa' that!  
For a' that, an' a' that,  
Their dignities an' a' that;  
The pith o' sense, an' pride o' worth,  
Are higher rank than a' that.  

Then let us pray that come it may,  
(As come it will for a' that,)  
That Sense and Worth, o'er a' the earth,  
Shall bear the gree, an' a' that.  
For a' that, an' a' that,  
It's coming yet for a' that,  
That Man to Man, the world o'er,  
Shall brothers be for a' that.

 
 

 

 

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH (1770  - 1850) 

From The Prelude to the Lyrical Ballads 

As the black storm upon the mountain top 
Sets off the sunbeam in the valley, so 
That huge fermenting mass of humankind 
Serves as a solemn background, or relief, 
To single forms and objects, whence they draw, 
For feeling and contemplative regard, 
More than inherent liveliness and power. 
How oft, amid those overflowing streets, 
Have I gone forward with the crowd, and said  
Unto myself, `The face of every one 
That passes by me is a mystery!' 
Thus have I looked, nor ceased to look, 
oppressed 
By thoughts of what and whither, when and 
how, 
Until the shapes before my eyes became 
A second-sight procession, such as glides 

Over still mountains, or appears in dreams; 
And once, far-travelled in such mood, beyond 
The reach of common indication, lost 
Amid the moving pageant, I was smitten 
Abruptly, with the view (a sight not rare) 
Of a blind Beggar, who, with upright face, 
Stood, propped against a wall, upon his chest 
Wearing a written paper, to explain 
His story, whence he came, and who he was. 
Caught by the spectacle my mind turned round 
As with the might of waters; an apt type 
This label seemed of the utmost we can know, 
Both of ourselves and of the universe; 
And, on the shape of that unmoving man, 
His fixed face and sightless eyes, I looked, 
As if admonished from another world. 

 

http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/800.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/909.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/769.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/592.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/1371.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/1916.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/1833.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/415.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/1159.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/1124.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/288.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/41.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/823.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/1133.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/616.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/1208.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/125.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/40.html
http://www.robertburns.org/works/glossary/4.html
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Lines Written In Early Spring 

I heard a thousand blended notes, 
While in a grove I sate reclined, 
In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts 
Bring sad thoughts to the mind. 

To her fair works did Nature link 
The human soul that through me ran; 
And much it grieved my heart to think 
What man has made of man. 

Through primrose tufts, in that green bower, 
The periwinkle trailed its wreaths; 
And 'tis my faith that every flower 
Enjoys the air it breathes. 

The birds around me hopped and played, 
Their thoughts I cannot measure: -- 
But the least motion which they made, 
It seemed a thrill of pleasure. 

The budding twigs spread out their fan, 
To catch the breezy air; 
And I must think, do all I can, 
That there was pleasure there. 

If this belief from heaven be sent, 
If such be Nature's holy plan, 
Have I not reason to lament 
What man has made of man? 

Daffodils 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine  
And twinkle on the milky way,  
They stretched in never-ending line  
Along the margin of a bay:  
Ten thousand saw I 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 but be gay,  
In such a jocund company:  
I gazed - and gazed - but little thought  
What wealth the show to me had 

brought: 

For oft, when on my couch I 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.

 
To The Cuckoo

O blithe New-comer! I have heard, 
I hear thee and rejoice. 
O Cuckoo! shall I call thee Bird, 
Or but a wandering Voice? 

While I am lying on the grass 
Thy twofold shout I hear, 
From hill to hill it seems to pass, 
At once far off, and near. 

Though babbling only to the Vale, 
Of sunshine and of flowers, 
Thou bringest unto me a tale 
Of visionary hours. 

Thrice welcome, darling of the Spring! 
Even yet thou art to me 
No bird, but an invisible thing, 
A voice, a mystery; 

The same whom in my school-boy days 
I listened to; that Cry 
Which made me look a thousand ways 
In bush, and tree, and sky. 

To seek thee did I often rove 
Through woods and on the green; 
And thou wert still a hope, a love; 
Still longed for, never seen. 

And I can listen to thee yet; 
Can lie upon the plain 
And listen, till I do beget 
That golden time again. 

O blessed Bird! the earth we pace 
Again appears to be 
An unsubstantial, faery place; 
That is fit home for Thee! 
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Composed upon Westminster Bridge, Sept. 3, 1802 

Earth has not anything to show more fair:  
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by  
A sight so touching in its majesty;  
This City now doth, like a garment, wear  
The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,  
Ships, towers, domes, theaters, and temples lie  
Open unto the fields, and to the sky;  
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.  
Never did sun more beautifully steep  
In his first splendor, valley, rock, or hill;  
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!  
The river glideth at his own sweet will:  
Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;  
And all that mighty heart is lying still!

 
 

SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE (1772 – 1834) 
 

Kubla Khan 

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome decree: 
Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measureless to man 

Down to a sunless sea. 
So twice five miles of fertile ground 
With walls and towers were girdled round: 
And here were gardens bright with sinuous rills 
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree; 
And here were forests ancient as the hills, 
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 

But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted 
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover! 
A savage place! as holy and enchanted 
As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted 
By woman wailing for her demon-lover! 
And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil 
seething, 
As if this earth in fast thick pants were 
breathing, 
A mighty fountain momently was forced; 
Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 
Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 
Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher's flail: 
And 'mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 
It flung up momently the sacred river. 
Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 

Then reached the caverns measureless to man, 
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean: 
And 'mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 
Ancestral voices prophesying war! 

The shadow of the dome of pleasure 
Floated midway on the waves; 
Where was heard the mingled measure 
From the fountain and the caves. 

It was a miracle of rare device, 
A sunny pleasure dome with caves of ice! 

A damsel with a dulcimer 
In a vision once I saw: 
It was an Abyssinian maid, 
And on her dulcimer she played, 
Singing of Mount Abora. 
Could I revive within me 
Her symphony and song, 
To such a deep delight 'twould win me, 

That with music loud and long, 
I would build that dome in air, 
That sunny dome! those caves of ice! 
And all who heard should see them there, 
And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 
His flashing eyes, his floating hair! 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 
And close your eyes with holy dread, 
For he on honey-dew hath fed, 
And drunk the milk of Paradise.
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GEORGE GORDON, LORD BYRON 
(1788 – 1824) 

 
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 
Sank 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 too well: -  
Long, long shall I 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. 

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY (1792 – 1822) 
 

Ozymandias 

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.' 
 
Mutability 

We are as clouds that veil the midnight moon 
How restlessly they speed, and gleam, and 
quiver, 
Streaking the darkness radiantly! -- yet soon  
Night closes round, and they are lost forever: 

Or like forgotten lyres, whose dissonant strings  
Give various response to each varying blast,  
To whose frail frame no second motion brings 
One mood or modulation like the last. 

We rest. -- A dream has power to poison 
sleep;  
We rise. -- One wandering thought pollutes 
the day;  
We feel, conceive or reason, laugh or weep;  
Embrace fond woe, or cast our cares away: 

It is the same! -- For, be it joy or sorrow, 
The path of its departure still is free:  
Man's yesterday may ne'er be like his morrow;  
Nought may endure but Mutability. 
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Ode on a Grecian Urn

THOU still unravish'd bride of quietness,  
Thou foster-child of silence and slow time,  
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express  
A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:  
What leaf-fring'd legend haunts about thy shape  
Of deities or mortals, or of both,  
In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?  
What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?  
What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?  
What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?  

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard  
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;  
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear'd,  
Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:  
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave  
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;  
Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss,  
Though winning near the goal yet, do not grieve;  
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,  
For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair!  

Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed  
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;  
And, happy melodist, unwearied,  
For ever piping songs for ever new;  
More happy love! more happy, happy love!  

For ever warm and still to be enjoy'd,  
For ever panting, and for ever young;  
All breathing human passion far above,  
That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy'd,  
A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.  

Who are these coming to the sacrifice?  
To what green altar, O mysterious priest,  
Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,  
And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?  
What little town by river or sea shore,  
Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,  
Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn?  
And, little town, thy streets for evermore  
Will silent be; and not a soul to tell  
Why thou art desolate, can e'er return.  

O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede  
Of marble men and maidens overwrought,  
With forest branches and the trodden weed;  
Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought  
As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral!  
When old age shall this generation waste,  
Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe  
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou 
say'st,  
"Beauty is truth, truth beauty,--that is all 
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know."

 
JOHN KEATS (1795-1821) 

 
To Autumn 

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness,  
Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun; 
Conspiring with him how to load and bless 
With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves 
run; 
To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees 
And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core; 
To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 
With a sweet kernel; to set budding more, 
And still more, later flowers for the bees, 
Until they think warm days will never cease 
For Summer has o'er-brimm'd their clammy cells. 

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store? 
 Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor, 
Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind; 

 

Or on a half-reap'd furrow sound asleep, 
Drows'd with the fume of poppies, while thy 
hook 
Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers: 
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 
Steady thy laden head across a brook; 
 Or by a cyder-press, with patient look, 
Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours. 

Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are 
they? 
 Think not of them, thou hast thy music too,-- 
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day, 
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue; 
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 
Among the river sallows, borne aloft 
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies; 
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And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn; 
Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft 

The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft; 
And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 

 
 

ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING 
(1806 – 1861) 

Sonnet #43, From The Portuguese 

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 everyday'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. 

ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 
(1837-1909) 

Love and Sleep 

Lying asleep between the strokes of night  
I saw my love lean over my sad bed,  
Pale as the duskiest lily's leaf or head, 
Smooth-skinned and dark, with bare throat 

made to bite, 
Too wan for blushing and too warm for white,  
But perfect-coloured without white or red.  
And her lips opened amorously, and said-- 
I wist not what, saving one word--Delight. 
And all her face was honey to my mouth,  
And all her body pasture to mine eyes;  
The long lithe arms and hotter hands than fire, 
The quivering flanks, hair smelling of the south,  
The bright light feet, the splendid supple thighs  
And glittering eyelids of my soul's desire.

 
 

ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON (1809 – 1892) 

The Eagle (a Fragment) 

He clasps the crag with crooked hands; 
Close to the sun in lonely lands, 
Ring'd with the azure world, he stands. 

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls; 
He watches from his mountain walls, 
And like a thunderbolt he falls. 
 

Crossing the Bar 

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 though from out our bourn 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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ROBERT BROWNING (1812 – 1889) 

Home-Thoughts, From Abroad 

I. 
Oh, to be in England 
Now that April's there, 
And whoever wakes in England 
Sees, some morning, unaware, 
That the lowest boughs and the brushwood 

sheaf 
Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf, 
While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough 
In England--now!! 

II. 
And after April, when May follows, 
And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows! 
Hark, where my blossomed pear-tree in the 

hedge 
Leans to the field and scatters on the clover 
Blossoms and dewdrops--at the bent spray's 

edge-- 
That's the wise thrush; he sings each song twice 

over, 
Lest you should think he never could recapture 
The first fine careless rapture! 
And though the fields look rough with hoary 

dew, 
All will be gay when noontide wakes anew 
The buttercups, the little children's dower 
--Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower! 
 

My Last Duchess (Ferrara) 

That's my last duchess painted on the wall, 
Looking as if she were alive. I call 
That piece a wonder, now; Fra Pandolf's hands 
Worked busily a day, and there she stands. 
Will't please you sit and look at her? I said  
"Fra Pandolf" by design, for never read 
Strangers like you that pictured countenance, 
That depth and passion of its earnest glance, 
But to myself they turned (since none puts by 
The curtain drawn for you, but I) 
And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst, 
How such a glance came there; so not the first 
Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, 't was not 
Her husband's presence only, called that spot 
Of joy into the Duchess' cheek: perhaps 

Fra Pandolf chanced to say "Her mantle laps 
Over my lady's wrist too much" or "Paint 
Must never hope to reproduce the faint 
Half-flush that dies along her throat:" such stuff 
Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough  
For calling up that spot of joy. She had 
A heart - how shall I say? - too soon made glad, 
Too easily impressed: she liked whate'er 
She looked on, and her looks went everywhere. 
Sir, 't was all one! My favour at her breast, 
The dropping of the daylight in the West, 
The bough of cherries some officious fool 
Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule 
She rode with round the terrace -all and each 
Would draw from her alike the approving 

speech,  
Or blush, at least. She thanked men - good! but 

thanked 
Somehow - I know not how - as if she ranked 
My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name 
With anybody's gift. Who'd stoop to blame 
This sort of trifling? Even had you skill 
In speech - (which I have not) - to make your 

will 
Quite clear to such a one, and say, "Just this 
Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss 
Or there exceed the mark"- and if she let 
Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set  
Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse 
E'en then would be some stooping; and I choose 
Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt, 
Whene'er I passed her; but who passed without 
Much the same smile? This grew; I gave 

commands; 
Then all smiles stopped together. There she 

stands 
As if alive. Will 't please you rise? We'll meet 
The company below, then. I repeat, 
The Count your master's known munificence 
Is ample warrant that no just pretence  
Of mine for dowry will be disallowed; 
Though his fair daughter's self, as I avowed 
At starting is my object. Nay, we'll go 
Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though, 
Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity, 
Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me.

 
 

http://mason.gmu.edu/~lsmithg/275diction.htm
http://mason.gmu.edu/~lsmithg/275pandolf.htm
http://mason.gmu.edu/~lsmithg/275period.htm
http://mason.gmu.edu/~lsmithg/275said.htm
http://mason.gmu.edu/~lsmithg/275since.htm
http://mason.gmu.edu/~lsmithg/275argue.htm
http://mason.gmu.edu/~lsmithg/275hyphen.htm
http://mason.gmu.edu/~lsmithg/275neptune.htm
http://mason.gmu.edu/~lsmithg/275closure.htm
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EMILY BRONTË (1818 – 1848) 

No Coward Soul Is Mine 

No coward soul is mine, 
No trembler in the world's storm-troubled 
sphere: 
I see Heaven's glories shine, 
And faith shines equal, arming me from fear. 

O God within my breast, 
Almighty, ever-present Deity! 
Life--that in me has rest, 
As I--undying Life--have power in thee! 

Vain are the thousand creeds 
That move men's hearts: unutterably vain; 
Worthless as withered weeds, 
Or idlest froth amid the boundless main, 

To waken doubt in one 
Holding so fast by thine infinity; 
So surely anchored on 
The stedfast rock of immortality. 

With wide-embracing love 
Thy spirit animates eternal years, 
Pervades and broods above, 
Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates, and rears. 

Though earth and man were gone, 
And suns and universes ceased to be, 
And Thou were left alone, 
Every existence would exist in Thee. 

There is not room for Death, 
Nor atom that his might could render void: 
Thou--THOU art Being and Breath, 
And what THOU art may never be destroyed. 
 
 

MATTHEW ARNOLD (1822 – 1888) 

Dover Beach 

The sea is calm to-night. 
The tide is full, the moon lies fair 
Upon the straits;--on the French coast the light 
Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand, 
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay. 
Come to the window, sweet is the night air! 
Only, from the long line of spray 
Where the sea meets the moon-blanch'd land, 
Listen! you hear the grating roar 
Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and 
fling, 
At their return, up the high strand, 
Begin, and cease, and then again begin, 
With tremulous cadence slow, and bring 
The eternal note of sadness in.  

Sophocles long ago 
Heard it on the Aegean, and it brought 
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow 
Of human misery; we 
Find also in the sound a thought, 
Hearing it by this distant northern sea. 

The Sea of Faith 
Was once, too, at the full, and round earth's 
shore 
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl'd. 
But now I only hear 
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar, 
Retreating, to the breath 
Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear 
And naked shingles of the world. 
Ah, love, let us be true 
To one another! for the world, which seems 
To he before us like a land of dreams, 
So various, so beautiful, so new, 
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light, 
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain; 
And we are here as on a darkling plain 
Swept with confused alarms of struggle and 
flight, 
Where ignorant armies clash by night.
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DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI (1828 – 1882) 

Sonnet 86 

The lost days of my life until to-day, 
What were they, could I see them on the street 
Lie as they fell? Would they be ears of wheat 
Sown once for food but trodden into clay? 
Or golden coins squandered and still to pay? 
Or drops of blood dabbling the guilty feet? 
Or such spilt water as in dreams must cheat 
The undying throats of Hell, athirst alway? 
I do not see them here; but after death 
God knows I know the faces I shall see, 
Each one a murdered self, with low vast breath. 
"I am thyself, - what hast thou done to me?" 
"And I – and I – thyself," (lo! each one saith,) 
"And thou thyself to all eternity!" 
 

CHRISTINA GEORGINA ROSSETTI  
(1830 – 1894) 
Remember 

Remember me when I am gone away, 
    Gone far away into the silent land; 
    When you can no more hold me by the hand, 
Nor I 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 should forget me for a while 
    And afterwards remember, do not grieve: 
    For if the darkness and corruption leave 
    A vestige of the thoughts that once I had, 
Better by far you should forget and smile 
    Than that you should remember and be sad.

 
LEWIS CARROLL (1832 – 1898) 

(The Reverend Charles Lutwidge Dodgson) 
 
Jabberwocky 

'TWAS brillig, and the slithy toves  
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:  
All mimsy were the borogoves,  
And the mome raths outgrabe.  

"Beware the Jabberwock, my son!  
The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!  
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun  
The frumious Bandersnatch!"  

He took his vorpal sword in hand:  
Long time the manxome foe he sought –  
So rested he by the Tumtum tree,  
And stood awhile in thought.  

 
And, as in uffish thought he stood,  
The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,  
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,  
And burbled as it came!  

One, two! One, two! And through and through  
The vorpal blade went snicker-snack!  
He left it dead, and with its head  
He went galumphing back.  

"And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?  
Come to my arms, my beamish boy!  
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!"  
He chortled in his joy.  

'Twas brillig, and the slithy toves  
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:  
All mimsy were the borogoves,  
And the mome raths outgrabe. 
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RUDYARD KIPLING (1865 – 1936) 

If 

IF you can keep your head when all about you  
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you;  
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt 
you,  
But make allowance for their doubting too:  

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,  
Or, being lied about, don't deal in lies,  
Or being hated don't give way to hating,  
And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise;  

If you can dream -- and not make dreams your 
master;  
If you can think -- and not make thoughts your 
aim,  
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster  
And treat those two impostors just the same:  

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken  
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,  
Or watch the things you gave your life to, 
broken,  
And stoop and build 'em up with worn-out tools;  

If you can make one heap of all your winnings  
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,  
And lose, and start again at your beginnings,  
And never breathe a word about your loss:  

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew  
To serve your turn long after they are gone,  
And so hold on when there is nothing in you  
Except the Will which says to them: "Hold on!"  

If you can talk with crowds and keep your 
virtue,  
Or walk with Kings -- nor lose the common 
touch,  
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,  
If all men count with you, but none too much:  

If you can fill the unforgiving minute  
With sixty seconds' worth of distance run,  
Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it,  
And -- which is more -- you'll be a Man, my son!  

THOMAS HARDY (1840 – 1928) 

The Man He Killed 

"Had he and I but met 
By some old ancient inn, 
We should have sat us down to wet 
Right many a nipperkin! 

"But ranged as infantry 
And staring face to face, 
I shot at him and he at me 
And killed him in his place. 

"I shot him dead because –  
Because he was my foe,  
Just so – my foe of course he was;  
That's clear enough; although  

"He thought he'd 'list perhaps,  
Off-hand like – just as I –  
Was out of work – had sold his traps –  
No other reason why.  

"Yes; quaint and curious war is!  
You shoot a fellow down  
You'd treat if met where any bar is,  
Or help to half-a-crown." 
 
 
 
At Time of 'The Breaking of Nations' 

Only a man harrowing clods 
In a slow, silent walk 
With an old horse that stumbles and nods 
Half-asleep as they stalk. 

Only thins smoke without flame 
From the heaps of couch-grass; 
Yet this will go onward the same 
Though Dynasties die. 

Yonder a maid and her wight 
Come whispering by; 
War's annals will fade into night 
Ere their story die.

 



Gymnasium Bäumlihof Basel  Poetry 
Englisch 

18 

GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS (1844-1889) 

The Windhover: To Christ Our Lord 

I caught this morning morning's minion, king- 
dom of daylight's dauphin, dapple-dawn-drawn 
Falcon, in his riding 
Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, 
and striding 
High there, how he rung upon the rein of a 
wimpling wing 
In his ecstasy! then off, off forth on swing, 

As a skate's heel sweeps smooth on a bow-bend 
the hurl and gliding 
Rebuffed the big wind. My heart in hiding 
Stirred for a bird -- the achieve of; the mastery 
of the thing! 
Brute beauty and valour and act, oh, air, pride, 
plume, here 
Buckle! AND the fire that breaks from thee then, 
a billion 
Times told lovelier, more dangerous, O my 
chevalier! 
No wonder of it: shéer plód makes plough down 
sillion 
Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear, 
Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermillion. 

Spring and Fall: to a Young Child 

Margaret, are you grieving  
Over Goldengrove unleaving?  
Leaves, like the things of man, you  
With your fresh thoughts care for, can you?  
Ah! as the heart grows older  
It will come to such sights colder  
By and by, nor spare a sigh  
Though worlds of wanwood leafmeal lie;  
And yet you will weep and know why.  
Now no matter, child, the name:  
Sorrow's springs are the same.  
Nor mouth had, no nor mind, expressed  
What héart héard of, ghóst guéssed:  
It is the blight man was born for,  
It is Margaret you mourn for.

 
WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS (1865-1939) 

The Fiddler of Dooney 

When I play on my fiddle in Dooney,  
Folk dance like a wave of the sea;  
My cousin is priest in Kilvarnet,  
My brother in Moharabuiee.  

I passed my brother and cousin:  
They read in their books of prayer;  
I read in my book of songs  
I bought at the Sligo fair.  

When we come at the end of time,  
To Peter sitting in state,  
He will smile on the three old spirits,  
But call me first through the gate;  

For the good are always the merry,  
Save by an evil chance,  
And the merry love the fiddle  
And the merry love to dance:  

And when the folk there spy me,  
They will all come up to me,  
With ‘Here is the fiddler of Dooney!'  
And dance like a wave of the sea.
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Easter, 1916

I HAVE met them at close of day 
Coming with vivid faces 
From counter or desk among grey 
Eighteenth-century houses. 
I have passed with a nod of the head 
Or polite meaningless words, 
Or have lingered awhile and said 
Polite meaningless words, 
And thought before I had done 
Of a mocking tale or a gibe 
To please a companion 
Around the fire at the club, 
Being certain that they and I 
But lived where motley is worn: 
All changed, changed utterly: 
A terrible beauty is born. 

That woman's days were spent 
In ignorant good-will, 
Her nights in argument 
Until her voice grew shrill. 
What voice more sweet than hers 
When, young and beautiful, 
She rode to harriers? 
This man had kept a school 
And rode our winged horse; 
This other his helper and friend 
Was coming into his force; 
He might have won fame in the end, 
So sensitive his nature seemed, 
So daring and sweet his thought. 
This other man I had dreamed 
A drunken, vainglorious lout. 
He had done most bitter wrong 
To some who are near my heart, 
Yet I number him in the song; 
He, too, has resigned his part 
In the casual comedy; 
He, too, has been changed in his turn, 
Transformed utterly: 
A terrible beauty is born. 

 

Hearts with one purpose alone 
Through summer and winter seem 
Enchanted to a stone 
To trouble the living stream. 
The horse that comes from the road. 
The rider, the birds that range 
From cloud to tumbling cloud, 
Minute by minute they change; 
A shadow of cloud on the stream 
Changes minute by minute; 
A horse-hoof slides on the brim, 
And a horse plashes within it; 
The long-legged moor-hens dive, 
And hens to moor-cocks call; 
Minute by minute they live: 
The stone's in the midst of all. 

Too long a sacrifice 
Can make a stone of the heart. 
O when may it suffice? 
That is Heaven's part, our part 
To murmur name upon name, 
As a mother names her child 
When sleep at last has come 
On limbs that had run wild. 
What is it but nightfall? 
No, no, not night but death; 
Was it needless death after all? 
For England may keep faith 
For all that is done and said. 
We know their dream; enough 
To know they dreamed and are dead; 
And what if excess of love 
Bewildered them till they died? 
I write it out in a verse - 
MacDonagh and MacBride 
And Connolly and Pearse 
Now and in time to be, 
Wherever green is worn, 
Are changed, changed utterly: 
A terrible beauty is born.
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An Irish Airman Foresees His Death 

I know that I shall meet my fate 
Somewhere among the clouds above; 
Those that I fight I do not hate, 
Those that I guard I do not love; 
My country is Kiltartan Cross, 
My countrymen Kiltartan's poor, 
No likely end could bring them loss 
Or leave them happier than before. 
Nor law, nor duty bade me fight, 
Nor public men, nor cheering crowds, 
A lonely impulse of delight 
Drove to this tumult in the clouds; 
I balanced all, brought all to mind, 
The years to come seemed waste of breath, 
A waste of breath the years behind 
In balance with this life, this death. 

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 blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and 
everywhere 
The ceremony of innocence is drowned; 
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 of Spiritus Mundi 
Troubles my 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 I know 
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?

 
 
 

JOHN MASEFIELD (1878-1967) 

 
Sea-Fever 

I must down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky, 
And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by, 
And the wheel's kick and the wind's song and the white sail's shaking, 
And a grey mist on the sea's face, and a grey dawn breaking. 

I must 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 clouds flying, 
And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls crying. 

I must 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 knife; 
And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover 
And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick's over. 
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Cargoes 

QUINQUIREME of Nineveh from distant Ophir,  
Rowing home to haven in sunny Palestine,  
With a cargo of ivory,  
And apes and peacocks,  
Sandalwood, cedarwood, and sweet white wine.  

Stately Spanish galleon coming from the Isthmus,  
Dipping through the Tropics by the palm-green shores,  
With a cargo of diamonds,  
Emeralds, amythysts,  
Topazes, and cinnamon, and gold moidores.  

Dirty British coaster with a salt-caked smoke stack,  
Butting through the Channel in the mad March days,  
With a cargo of Tyne coal,  Road-rails, pig-lead,  
Firewood, iron-ware, and cheap tin trays. 

 
 

RUPERT BROOKE (1887 – 1915) 

The Soldier 

If I should die, think only this of me: 
That there's some corner of a foreign field 
That is for ever England. There shall be 
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed; 
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware, 
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam, 
A body of England's, breathing English air, 
Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home. 

And think, this heart, all evil shed away, 
A pulse in the eternal mind, no less 
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given; 
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day; 
And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness, 
In hearts at peace, under an English heaven. 

 
 

WILFRED OWEN (1893 – 1918) 

Futility 

Move him into the sun- 
Gently its touch awoke him once, 
At home, whispering of fields unsown. 
Always it woke him, even in France, 
Until this morning and this snow. 
If anything might rouse him now 
The kind old sun will know. 

Think how it wakes the seeds- 
Woke once the clays of a cold star. 
Are limbs, so dear-achieved, are sides 
Full-nerved, still warm, too hard to stir? 
Was it for this the clay grew tall? 
-O what made fatuous sunbeams toil 
To break earth's sleep at all?
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The Last Laugh 

'Oh! Jesus Christ! I'm hit,' he said; and died. 
Whether he vainly cursed or prayed indeed, 
The Bullets chirped-In vain, vain, vain! 
Machine-guns chuckled,-Tut-tut! Tut-tut! 
And the Big Gun guffawed. 

Another sighed,-'O Mother, -Mother, - Dad!' 
Then smiled at nothing, childlike, being dead. 
And the lofty Shrapnel-cloud 
Leisurely gestured,-Fool! 
And the splinters spat, and tittered. 

'My Love!' one moaned. Love-languid seemed 
his mood, 
Till slowly lowered, his whole faced kissed the 
mud. 
And the Bayonets' long teeth grinned; 
Rabbles of Shells hooted and groaned; 
And the Gas hissed. 
 
 

Anthem for Doomed Youth 

What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
-Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor 
bells; 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs,- 
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 good-byes. 
The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall; 
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds. 

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 distant rest began to trudge. 
Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots 
But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all 
blind; 
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots 
Of tired, outstripped Five-Nines that dropped 

behind. 

Gas! Gas! Quick, boys!-An ecstasy of fumbling, 
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time; 
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling 
And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime... 
Dim, through the misty panes and thick green 
light, 
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning. 

In all my dreams, before my helpless sight, 
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning. 

If in some smothering dreams you too could 
pace 
Behind the wagon that we flung him in, 
And watch the white eyes writhing in his face, 
His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin; 
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood 
Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs, 
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud 
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,- 
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest 
To children ardent for some desperate glory, 
The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est 
Pro patria mori.

 
 

ROBERT GRAVES (1895-1985) 
 

She Tells Her Love While Half Asleep 

She tells her love while half asleep, 
In the dark hours, 
With half words whispered low; 
As earth stirs in her winter sleep 
And puts out grass and flowers 
Despite the snow, 
Despite the falling snow. 
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THOMAS STEARNS ELIOT (1888 – 1965) 
 

Rhapsody on a Windy Night

Twelve o'clock. 
Along the reaches of the street 
Held in a lunar synthesis, 
Whispering lunar incantations 
Disolve the floors of memory 
And all its clear relations, 
Its divisions and precisions, 
Every street lamp that I pass 
Beats like a fatalistic drum, 
And through the spaces of the dark 
Midnight shakes the memory 
As a madman shakes a dead geranium. 

Half-past one, 
The street lamp sputtered, 
The street lamp muttered, 
The street lamp said, 
"Regard that woman 
Who hesitates toward you in the light of the 
door 
Which opens on her like a grin. 
You see the border of her dress 
Is torn and stained with sand, 
And you see the corner of her eye 
Twists like a crooked pin." 

The memory throws up high and dry 
A crowd of twisted things; 
A twisted branch upon the beach 
Eaten smooth, and polished 
As if the world gave up 
The secret of its skeleton, 
Stiff and white. 
A broken spring in a factory yard, 
Rust that clings to the form that the strength 
has left 
Hard and curled and ready to snap. 

Half-past two, 
The street-lamp said, 
"Remark the cat which flattens itself in the 
gutter, 
Slips out its tongue 
And devours a morsel of rancid butter." 
So the hand of the child, automatic, 
Slipped out and pocketed a toy that was running 
along  
the quay. 

I could see nothing behind that child's eye. 
I have seen eyes in the street 
Trying to peer through lighted shutters, 
And a crab one afternoon in a pool, 
An old crab with barnacles on his back, 
Gripped the end of a stick which I held him. 

Half-past three, 
The lamp sputtered, 
The lamp muttered in the dark. 

The lamp hummed: 
"Regard the moon, 
La lune ne garde aucune rancune, 
She winks a feeble eye, 
She smiles into corners. 
She smooths the hair of the grass. 
The moon has lost her memory. 
A washed-out smallpox cracks her face, 
Her hand twists a paper rose, 
That smells of dust and old Cologne, 
She is alone With all the old nocturnal smells 
That cross and cross across her brain. 
The reminiscence comes 
Of sunless dry geraniums 
And dust in crevices, 
Smells of chestnuts in the streets 
And female smells in shuttered rooms 
And cigarettes in corridors 
And cocktail smells in bars." 

The lamp said, 
"Four o'clock, 
Here is the number on the door. 
Memory! 
You have the key, 
The little lamp spreads a ring on the stair, 
Mount. 
The bed is open; the tooth-brush hangs on the 
wall, 
Put your shoes at the door, sleep, prepare for  
life." 

The last twist of the knife. 
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Journey of the Magi           

A cold coming we had of it, 
Just the worst time of the year 
For a journey, and such a long journey: 
The ways deep and the weather sharp, 
The very dead of winter. 
And the camels galled, sore-footed, refractory, 
Lying down in the melting snow. 
There were times when we regretted 
The summer palaces on slopes, the terraces, 
And the silken girls bringing sherbet. 
Then the camel men cursing and grumbling 
And running away, and wanting their liquor and 
women, 
And the night-fires going out, and the lack of 
shelters, 
And the cities dirty and the towns unfriendly 
And the villages dirty and charging high prices: 
A hard time we had of it. 
At the end we preferred to travel all night, 
Sleeping in snatches, 
With the voices singing in our ears, saying 
That this was all folly. 

Then at dawn we came down to a temperate 
valley, 
Wet, below the snow line, smelling of 
vegetation; 
With a running stream and a water mill beating 
the darkness, 
And three trees on the low sky, 
And an old white horse galloped away in the 
meadow. 
Then we came to a tavern with vine-leaves over 
the lintel, 
Six hands at an open door dicing for pieces of 
silver, 
And feet kicking the empty wineskins. 
But there was no information, and so we 
continued 
And arrived at evening, not a moment too soon 
Finding the place; it was (you may say)  
satisfactory. 

All this was a long time ago, I remember, 
And I would do it again, but set down 
This set down 
This: were we led all that way for 
Birth or Death? There was a Birth, certainly, 
We had evidence and no doubt. I had seen birth 
and death, 

But had thought they were different; this Birth 
was 
Hard and bitter agony for us, like Death, our 
death. 
We returned to our places, these Kingdoms, 
But no longer at ease here, in the old 
dispensation, 
With an alien people clutching their gods. 
I should be glad of another death. 
 

The Naming of Cats 

The Naming of Cats is a difficult matter, 
It isn't just one of your holiday games; 
You may think at first I'm as mad as a hatter 
When I tell you, a cat must have THREE 
DIFFERENT NAMES. 
First of all, there's the name that the family use 
daily, 
Such as Peter, Augustus, Alonzo or James, 
Such as Victor or Jonathan, or George or Bill 
Bailey – 
All of them sensible everyday names. 
There are fancier names if you think they sound 
sweeter, 
Some for the gentlemen, some for the dames: 
Such as Plato, Admetus, Electra, Demeter – 
But all of them sensible everyday names. 
But I tell you, a cat needs a name that's 
particular, 
A name that's peculiar, and more dignified, 
Else how can he keep up his tail perpendicular, 
Or spread out his whiskers, or cherish his pride? 
Of names of this kind, I can give you a quorum, 
Such as Munkustrap, Quaxo, or Coricopat, 
Such as Bombalurina, or else Jellylorum – 
Names that never belong to more than one cat. 
But above and beyond there's still one name left 
over, 
And that is the name that you never will guess; 
The name that no human research can discover 
– 
But THE CAT HIMSELF KNOWS, and will never 
confess. 
When you notice a cat in profound meditation, 
The reason, I tell you, is always the same: 
His mind is engaged in a rapt contemplation 
Of the thought, of the thought, of the thought of 
his name: 
His ineffable effable 
Effanineffable 
Deep and inscrutable singular Name.
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WYSTAN HUGH AUDEN (1907 – 1973) 

Night Mail 

This is the Night Mail crossing the border, 
Bringing the cheque and the postal order, 
Letters for the rich, letters for the poor, 

The shop at the corner and the girl next door. 
Pulling up Beattock, a steady climb: 

The gradient's against her, but she's on time. 
Past cotton-grass and moorland boulder 

Shovelling white steam over her shoulder, 
Snorting noisily as she passes 

Silent miles of wind-bent grasses. 

Birds turn their heads as she approaches, 
Stare from the bushes at her blank-faced 

coaches. 
Sheep-dogs cannot turn her course; 
They slumber on with paws across. 

In the farm she passes no one wakes, 
But a jug in the bedroom gently shakes. 

Dawn freshens, the climb is done. 
Down towards Glasgow she descends 

Towards the steam tugs yelping down the glade 
of cranes, 

Towards the fields of apparatus, the furnaces 
Set on the dark plain like gigantic chessmen. 

All Scotland waits for her: 
In the dark glens, beside the pale-green sea 

lochs 
Men long for news. 

Letters of thanks, letters from banks, 
Letters of joy from the girl and the boy, 

Receipted bills and invitations 
To inspect new stock or visit relations, 

And applications for situations 
And timid lovers' declarations 

And gossip, gossip from all the nations, 
News circumstantial, news financial, 

Letters with holiday snaps to enlarge in, 
Letters with faces scrawled in the margin, 
Letters from uncles, cousins, and aunts, 

Letters to Scotland from the South of France, 
Letters of condolence to Highlands and Lowlands 

Notes from overseas to Hebrides 
Written on paper of every hue, 

The pink, the violet, the white and the blue, 
The chatty, the catty, the boring, adoring, 

The cold and official and the heart's outpouring, 
Clever, stupid, short and long, 

The typed and the printed and the spelt all  
wrong. 

Thousands are still asleep 
Dreaming of terrifying monsters, 

Or of friendly tea beside the band at Cranston's 
or Crawford's: 

Asleep in working Glasgow, asleep in well-set 
Edinburgh, 

Asleep in granite Aberdeen, 
They continue their dreams, 

And shall wake soon and long for letters, 
And none will hear the postman's knock 

Without a quickening of the heart, 
For who can bear to feel himself forgotten?
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The Unknown Citizen 

(To JS/07/M/378: This Marble Monument is Erected by the State.) 

He was found by the Bureau of Official Statistics to be  
One against whom there was no official complaint, 
And all the reports on his conduct agree 
That, in the modern sense of an old-fashioned word, he was a saint, 
For in everything he did he served the Greater Community. 
Except for the War till the day he retired 
He worked in a factory and never got fired, 
But satisfied his employers, Fudge Motors Inc. 
Yet he wasn't a scab or odd in his views, 
For his Union reports that he paid his dues, 
(Our report on his Union shows it was sound) 
And our Social Psychology workers found 
That he was popular with his mates and liked a drink. 
The Press are convinced that he bought a paper every day 
And that his reactions to advertisements were normal in every way. 
Policies taken out in his name prove that he was fully insured, 
And his Health-card shows he was once in hospital but left it fully cured. 
Both Producers Research and High-Grade Living declare 
He was fully sensible to the advantages of the Instalment Plan 
And had everything necessary to the Modern Man, 
A phonograph, a radio, a car and a frigidaire. 
Our researchers into Public Opinion are content 
That he held the proper opinions for the time of year; 
Where there was peace, he was for peace; when there was war, he went. 
He was married and added five children to the population, 
Which our Eugenist says was the right number for a parent of his generation, 
And our teachers report that he never interfered with their education. 
Was he free? Was he happy? The question is absurd: 
Had anything been wrong, we should certainly have heard. 

 
Refugee Blues 

Say this city has ten million souls, 
Some are living in mansions, some are living in holes: 
Yet there's no place for us, my dear, yet there's no place for us. 

Once we had a country and we thought it fair, 
Look in the atlas and you'll find it there: 
We cannot go there now, my dear, we cannot go there now. 

In the village churchyard there grows an old yew, 
Every spring it blossoms anew: 
Old passports can't do that, my dear, old passports can't do that. 

The consul banged his hand on the table and said: 
"If you've got no passport, you're officially dead": 
But we are still alive, my dear, but we are still alive. 

Went to a committee; they offered me a chair; 
Asked me politely to return next year: 
But where shall we go to-day, my dear, where shall we go to-day? 
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Came to a public meeting; the speaker got up and said: 
"If we let them in, they will steal our daily bread"; 
He was talking of you and me, my dear, he was talking of you and me. 

Thought I heard the thunder rumbling in the sky; 
It was Hitler over Europe, saying: "They must die"; 
We were in his mind, my dear, we were in his mind. 

Saw a poodle in a jacket fastened with a pin, 
Saw a door opened and a cat let in: 
But they weren't German Jews, my dear, they weren't German Jews. 

Went down to the harbour and stood upon the quay, 
Saw the fish swimming as if they were free: 
Only ten feet away, my dear, only ten feet away. 

Walked through a wood, saw the birds in the trees; 
They had no politicians and sang at their ease: 
They weren't the human race, my dear, they weren't the human race. 

Dreamed I saw a building with a thousand floors, 
A thousand windows and a thousand doors; 
Not one of them was ours, my dear, not one of them was ours. 

Stood on a great plain in the falling snow 
Ten thousand soldiers marched to and fro: 
Looking for you and me, my dear, looking for you and me. 

 
The Capital 

Quarter of pleasures where the rich are always waiting, 
Waiting expensively for miracles to happen, 
Dim-lighted restaurants where lovers eat each other, 
Cafe where exiles have established a malicious village: 

You with your charm and apparatus have abolished 
The strictness of winter and spring's compulsion, 
Far from your lights the outraged punitive father, 
The dullness of mere obedience is here apparent. 

So with orchestras and glances, soon you betray us 
To belief in our infinite powers; and the innocent  
Unobservant offender falls in a moment  
Victim to his heart's invisible furies. 

In unlighted streets you hide away the appalling; 
Factories where lives are made for a temporary use 
Like collars or chairs, rooms where the lonely are battered 
Slowly like pebbles into fortuitous shapes. 

But the sky you illumine, your glow is visible far 
Into the dark countryside, enormous and frozen, 
Where, hinting at the forbidden like a wicked uncle, 
Night after night to the farmer's children you beckon. 
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DYLAN THOMAS (1914 – 1953) 

Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night 

Do not go gentle into that good night,  
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;  
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,  
Because their words had forked no lightning they  
Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright  
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,  
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,  
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,  
Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight  
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,  
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

And you, my father, there on the sad height, 
Curse, bless me now with your fierce tears, I pray.  
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 
The Hand That Signed The Paper 

The hand that signed the paper felled a city; 
Five sovereign fingers taxed the breath, 
Doubled the globe of dead and halved a country; 
These five kings did a king to death. 

The mighty hand leads to a sloping shoulder, 
The finger joints are cramped with chalk; 
A goose's quill has put an end to murder 
That put an end to talk. 

The hand that signed the treaty bred a fever, 
And famine grew, and locusts came; 
Great is the hand that holds dominion over 
Man by a scribbled name. 

The five kings count the dead but do not soften 
The crusted wound nor pat the brow; 
A hand rules pity as a hand rules heaven; 
Hands have no tears to flow. 
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GAVIN EWART (1916 – 1995) 

Ending 

The love we thought would never stop 
now cools like a congealing chop. 
The kisses that were hot as curry 
are bird-pecks taken in a hurry. 
The hands that held electric charges 
now lie inert as four moored barges. 
The feet that ran to meet a date 
are running slow and running late. 
The eyes that shone and seldom shut 
are victims of a power cut. 
The parts that then transmitted joy 
are now reserved and cold and coy. 
Romance, expected once to stay, 
has left a note saying gone away. 

Esercitazione Letteraria 

That woman who to me seems most a woman 
I do not compare to angels--or digress on schismatic 
Popes-- 
or exalt above the terrestrial or consider a madonna. 
Nor do I search in others for her lineaments, 
or wish for Death to free me from desire, 
or consider Love an archer; or see her as a Daphne, 
fleeing the embraces of Apollo, transformed into a laurel. 
I am not lost in the amorous wood of Virgil. 

But although I do not rhyme or use the soft Italian, 
my love is a strong love, and for a certain person. 
Human beings are human; I can see a man might envy 
her bath water as it envelops her completely. 
That's what my love would like to do; and Petrarch 
can take a running jump at himself--or (perhaps?) agree.

 
 

DENNIS JOSEPH ENRIGHT(1920 – 2002) 
 

A Polished Performance 

Citizens of the polished capital 
Sigh for the towns up country, 
And their innocent simplicity. 

People in the towns up country 
Applaud the unpolished innocence 
Of the distant villages. 

Dwellers in the distant villages 
Speak of a simple unspoilt girl, 
Living alone, deep in the bush. 

Deep in the bush we found her, 
Large and innocent of eye, 
Among gentle gibbons and mountain ferns. 

Perfect for the part, perfect, 
Except fro the dropsy 
Which comes from polished rice. 

In the capital our film is much admired,  
Its gentle gibbons and mountain ferns, 
Unspoilt, unpolished, large and innocent of eye. 

PHILIP LARKIN (1922 – 1985) 
 

Reasons For Attendance 

The trumpet's voice, loud and authoritative, 
Draws me a moment to the lighted glass 
To watch the dancers - all under twenty-five - 
Solemnly on the beat of happiness. 

- Or so I fancy, sensing the smoke and sweat, 
The wonderful feel of girls. Why be out there ? 
But then, why be in there? Sex, yes, but what 
Is sex ? Surely to think the lion's share  
Of happiness is found by couples - sheer 

Inaccuracy, as far as I'm concerned. 
What calls me is that lifted, rough-tongued bell 
(Art, if you like) whose individual sound 
Insists I too am individual. 
It speaks; I hear; others may hear as well, 

But not for me, nor I for them; and so 
With happiness. Therefore I stay outside, 
Believing this, and they maul to and fro, 
Believing that; and both are satisfied, 
If no one has misjudged himself. Or lied.
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Church Going

Once I am sure there's nothing going on 
I step inside, letting the door thud shut. 
Another church: matting, seats, and stone, 
And little books; sprawlings of flowers, cut 
For Sunday, brownish now; some brass and stuff 
Up at the holy end; the small neat organ; 
And a tense, musty, unignorable silence, 
Brewed God knows how long. Hatless, I take off 
My cycle-clips in awkward reverence, 
Move forward, run my hand around the font. 
From where I stand, the roof looks almost new- 
Cleaned or restored? Someone would know: I don't. 
Mounting the lectern, I peruse a few 
Hectoring large-scale verses, and pronounce 
"Here endeth" much more loudly than I'd meant. 
The echoes snigger briefly. Back at the door 
I sign the book, donate an Irish sixpence, 
Reflect the place was not worth stopping for. 
Yet stop I did: in fact I often do, 
And always end much at a loss like this, 
Wondering what to look for; wondering, too, 
When churches fall completely out of use 
What we shall turn them into, if we shall keep 
A few cathedrals chronically on show, 
Their parchment, plate, and pyx in locked cases, 
And let the rest rent-free to rain and sheep. 
Shall we avoid them as unlucky places? 

Or, after dark, will dubious women come 
To make their children touch a particular stone; 
Pick simples for a cancer; or on some 
Advised night see walking a dead one? 
Power of some sort or other will go on 
In games, in riddles, seemingly at random; 
But superstition, like belief, must die, 
And what remains when disbelief has gone? 
Grass, weedy pavement, brambles, buttress,  
sky. 

A shape less recognizable each week, 
A purpose more obscure. I wonder who 
Will be the last, the very last, to seek 
This place for what it was; one of the crew 
That tap and jot and know what rood-lofts 
were? 
Some ruin-bibber, randy for antique, 
Or Christmas-addict, counting on a whiff 
Of gown-and-bands and organ-pipes and 
myrrh? 
Or will he be my representative, 

Bored, uninformed, knowing the ghostly silt 
Dispersed, yet tending to this cross of ground 
Through suburb scrub because it held unspilt 
So long and equably what since is found 
Only in separation -- marriage, and birth, 
And death, and thoughts of these -- for 
whom was built 
This special shell? For, though I've no idea 
What this accoutred frowsty barn is worth, 
It pleases me to stand in silence here; 

A serious house on serious earth it is, 
In whose blent air all our compulsions meet, 
Are recognised, and robed as destinies. 
And that much never can be obsolete, 
Since someone will forever be surprising 
A hunger in himself to be more serious, 
And gravitating with it to this ground, 
Which, he once heard, was proper to grow 
wise in, 
If only that so many dead lie round.
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THOM GUNN (1929 – 2004) 
 

On The Move 'Man, You Gotta Go 

The blue jay scuffling in the bushes follows  
Some hidden purpose, and the gush of birds  
That spurts across the field, the wheeling 
swallows,  
Have nested in the trees and undergrowth.  
Seeking their instinct, or their pose, or both,  
One moves with an uncertain violence  
Under the dust thrown by a baffled sense  
Or the dull thunder of approximate words.  

On motorcycles, up the road, they come:  
Small, black, as flies hanging in heat, the Boy,  
Until the distance throws them forth, their hum  
Bulges to thunder held by calf and thigh.  
In goggles, donned impersonality,  
In gleaming jackets trophied with the dust,  
They strap in doubt--by hiding it, robust--  
And almost hear a meaning in their noise.  

Exact conclusion of their hardiness  
Has no shape yet, but from known whereabouts  
They ride, directions where the tires press.  
They scare a flight of birds across the field:  
Much that is natural, to the will must yield.  
Men manufacture both machine and soul,  
And use what they imperfectly control  
To dare a future from the taken routes.  

It is part solution, after all.  
One is not necessarily discord  
On Earth; or damned because, half animal,  
One lacks direct instinct, because one wakes  
Afloat on movement that divides and breaks.  
One joins the movement in a valueless world,  
Crossing it, till, both hurler and the hurled,  
One moves as well, always toward, toward. 

A minute holds them, who have come to go:  
The self-denied, astride the created will.  
They burst away; the towns they travel through  
Are home for neither birds nor holiness,  
For birds and saints complete their purposes.  
At worse, one is in motion; and at best,  
Reaching no absolute, in which to rest,  
One is always nearer by not keeping still. 

TED HUGHES (1930 – 1998) 
 

Hawk Roosting 

I sit in the top of the wood, my eyes closed. 
Inaction, no falsifying dream 
Between my hooked head and hooked feet: 
Or in sleep rehearse perfect kills and eat. 

The convenience of the high trees! 
The air's buoyancy and the sun's ray 
Are of advantage to me; 
And the earth's face upward for my inspection. 

My feet are locked upon the rough bark. 
It took the whole of Creation 
To produce my foot, my each feather: 
Now I hold Creation in my foot 

Or fly up, and revolve it all slowly - 
I kill where I please because it is all mine. 
There is no sophistry in my body: 
My manners are tearing off heads - 

The allotment of death. 
For the one path of my flight is direct 
Through the bones of the living. 
No arguments assert my right: 

The sun is behind me. 
Nothing has changed since I began. 
My eye has permitted no change. 
I am going to keep things like this. 
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PETER PORTER (1929 -      ) 

Your Attention Please 

The Polar DEW has just warned that 
A nuclear rocket strike of 
At least one thousand megatons 
Has been launched by the enemy 
Directly at our major cities. 
This announcement will take 
Two and a quarter minutes to make, 
You therefore have a further 
Eight and a quarter minutes 
To comply with the shelter 
Requirements published in the Civil 
Defence Code - section Atomic Attack. 
A specially shortened Mass 
Will be broadcast at the end 
Of this announcement - 
Protestant and Jewish services 
Will begin simultaneously - 
Select your wavelength immediately 
According to instructions 
In the Defence Code. Do not 
Take well-loved pets (including birds) 
Into your shelter - they will consume 
Fresh air. Leave the old and bed- 
ridden, you can do nothing for them. 
Remember to press the sealing 
Switch when everyone is in 
The shelter. Set the radiation 
Aerial, turn on the geiger barometer. 
Turn off your Television now. 
Turn off your radio immediately 
The Services end. At the same time 

Secure explosion plugs in the ears 
Of each member of your family. Take 
Down your plasma flasks. Give your children 
The pills marked one and two 
In the C.D green container, then put 
Them to bed. Do not break 
The inside airlock seals until 
The radiation All Clear shows 
(Watch for the cuckoo in your 
perspex panel), or your District 
Touring Doctor rings your bell. 
If before this, your air becomes 
Exhousted or if any of your family 
In critically injured, administer 
The capsules marked 'Valley Forge' 
(Red Pocket in No. 1 Survival Kit) 
For painless death. (Catholics 
Will have been instructed by their priests 
What to do in this eventuality). 
This announcement is ending. Our President 
Has already given orders for 
Massive retaliation - it will be 
Decisive. Some of us may die. 
Remember, statistically 
It is not likely to be you. 
All flags are flying fully dressed 
On Government buildings - the sun is shining. 
Death is the least we have to fear. 
We are all in the hands of God, 
Whatever happens happens by His Will. 
Now go quickly to your shelters.

 
BARRY COLE (1936 -      ) 

 
Reported Missing 

Can you give me a precise description? 
Said the policeman. Her lips, I told him, 
Were soft. Could you give me, he said, pencil 
Raised, a metaphor? Soft as an open mouth, 
I said. Were there any noticeable 
Peculiarities? he asked. Her hair hung 
Heavily, I said. Any particular 
Colour? he said. I told him I could recall 
Little but its distinctive scent. What do 
You mean, he asked, by distinctive? It had 
The smell of woman's hair, I said. Where 
Were you? he asked. Closer than I am to 

Anyone at present, I said, level 
With her mouth, level with her eyes. Her eyes? 
He said, what about her eyes? There were two, 
I said, both black. It has been established, 
He said, that eyes cannot, outside common 
Usage, be black; are you implying that 
Violence was used? Only the gentle 
Hammer blow of her kisses, the scent 
Of her breath, the ... Quite, said the policeman, 
Standing, but I regret that we know of 
No one answering to that description. 
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ROGER MCGOUGH (1937 -        )

First Day at School 

A millionbillionwillion miles from home 
Waiting for the bell to go. (To go where?) 
Why are they all so big, other children? 
So noisy? So much at home they 
Must have been born in uniform 
Lived all their lives in playgrounds 
Spent the years inventing games 
That don't let me in. Games 
That are rough, that swallow you up. 

And the railings. 
All around, the railings. 
Are they to keep out wolves and monsters? 
Things that carry off and eat children? 
Things you don't take sweets from? 
Perhaps they're to stop us getting out 
Running away from the lessins. Lessin. 
What does a lessin look like? 
Sounds small and slimy. 
They keep them in the glassrooms. 
Whole rooms made out of glass. Imagine. 

I wish I could remember my name 
Mummy said it would come in useful. 
Like wellies. When there's puddles. 
Yellowwellies. I wish she was here. 
I think my name is sewn on somewhere 
Perhaps the teacher will read it for me. 
Tea-cher. The one who makes the tea. 

The Lesson 
Chaos ruled OK in the classroom 
as bravely the teacher walked in 
the nooligans ignored him 
hid voice was lost in the din 

"The theme for today is violence 
and homework will be set 
I'm going to teach you a lesson 
one that you'll never forget" 

He picked on a boy who was shouting 
and throttled him then and there 
then garrotted the girl behind him 
(the one with grotty hair) 

Then sword in hand he hacked his way 
between the chattering rows 
"First come, first severed" he declared 
"fingers, feet or toes" 

He threw the sword at a latecomer 
it struck with deadly aim 
then pulling out a shotgun 
he continued with his game 

The first blast cleared the backrow 
(where those who skive hang out) 
they collapsed like rubber dinghies 
when the plug's pulled out 

"Please may I leave the room sir?" 
a trembling vandal enquired 
"Of course you may" said teacher 
put the gun to his temple and fired 

The Head popped a head round the doorway 
to see why a din was being made 
nodded understandingly 
then tossed in a grenade 

And when the ammo was well spent 
with blood on every chair 
Silence shuffled forward 
with its hands up in the air 

The teacher surveyed the carnage 
the dying and the dead 
He waggled a finger severely 
"Now let that be a lesson" he said
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WOLE SOYINKA (1934 -       ) 
 

Telephone Conversation 

The price seemed reasonable, location 
Indifferent. The landlady swore she lived 
Off premises. Nothing remained 
But self-confession. "Madam," I warned, 
"I hate a wasted journey--I am African." 
Silence. Silenced transmission of 
Pressurized good-breeding. Voice, when it came, 
Lipstick coated, long gold-rolled 
Cigarette-holder pipped. Caught I was foully. 
"HOW DARK?" . . . I had not misheard . . . "ARE YOU LIGHT 
OR VERY DARK?" Button B, Button A.* Stench 
Of rancid breath of public hide-and-speak. 
Red booth. Red pillar box. Red double-tiered 
Omnibus squelching tar. It was real! Shamed 
By ill-mannered silence, surrender 
Pushed dumbfounded to beg simplification. 
Considerate she was, varying the emphasis-- 
"ARE YOU DARK? OR VERY LIGHT?" Revelation came. 
"You mean--like plain or milk chocolate?" 
Her assent was clinical, crushing in its light 
Impersonality. Rapidly, wave-length adjusted, 
I chose. "West African sepia"--and as afterthought, 
"Down in my passport." Silence for spectroscopic 
Flight of fancy, till truthfulness clanged her accent 
Hard on the mouthpiece. "WHAT'S THAT?" conceding 
"DON'T KNOW WHAT THAT IS." "Like brunette." 
"THAT'S DARK, ISN'T IT?" "Not altogether. 
Facially, I am brunette, but, madam, you should see 
The rest of me. Palm of my hand, soles of my feet 
Are a peroxide blond. Friction, caused-- 
Foolishly, madam--by sitting down, has turned 
My bottom raven black--One moment, madam!"--sensing 
Her receiver rearing on the thunderclap 
About my ears--"Madam," I pleaded, "wouldn't you rather 
See for yourself?" 

http://www.k-state.edu/english/westmank/spring_00/SOYINKA.html#anchor12898
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AMERICAN POETRY 
 
 
ANNE BRADSTREET (1612 – 1672) 
 

To My Dear and Loving Husband 

If ever two were one, then surely we. 
If ever man were lov'd by wife, then thee; 
If ever wife was happy in a man, 
Compare with me ye women if you can. 
I prize thy love more than whole Mines of gold, 
Or all the riches that the East doth hold. 
My love is such that Rivers cannot quench, 
Nor ought but love from thee, give recompence. 
Thy love is such I can no way repay, 
The heavens reward thee manifold I pray. 
Then while we live, in love lets so persevere, 
That when we live no more, we may live ever. 
 
 

WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT (1794 – 1878) 
 
William Tell 

Chains may subdue the feeble spirit, but thee, 
Tell, of the iron heart! they could not tame! 
For thou wert of the mountains; they proclaim 
The everlasting creed of liberty. 
That creed is written on the untrampled snow, 
Thundered by torrents which no power can hold, 
Save that of God, when He sends forth His cold, 
And breathed by winds that through the free 
heaven blow. 
Thou, while thy prison-walls were dark around, 
Didst meditate the lesson Nature taught, 
And to thy brief captivity was brought 
A vision of thy Switzerland unbound. 
The bitter cup they mingled, strengthened thee 
For the great work to set thy country free.

 
 

EDGAR ALLEN POE (1809 – 1849) 
 

The Raven [First published in 1845] 

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered weak and weary, 
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore, 
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. 
`'Tis some visitor,' I muttered, `tapping at my chamber door - 
Only this, and nothing more.' 

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December, 
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. 
Eagerly I wished the morrow; - vainly I had sought to borrow 
From my books surcease of sorrow - sorrow for the lost Lenore - 
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels named Lenore - 
Nameless here for evermore. 

And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain 
Thrilled me - filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; 
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating 
`'Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door - 
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door; - 
This it is, and nothing more,' 

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer, 
`Sir,' said I, `or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore; 
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, 
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And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, 
That I scarce was sure I heard you' - here I opened wide the door; - 
Darkness there, and nothing more. 

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, 
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before 
But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no token, 
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, `Lenore!' 
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, `Lenore!' 
Merely this and nothing more. 

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, 
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before. 
`Surely,' said I, `surely that is something at my window lattice; 
Let me see then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore - 
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore; - 
'Tis the wind and nothing more!' 

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 
In there stepped a stately raven of the saintly days of yore. 
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; 
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door - 
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door - 
Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore, 
`Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,' I said, `art sure no craven. 
Ghastly grim and ancient raven wandering from the nightly shore - 
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!' 
Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly, 
Though its answer little meaning - little relevancy bore; 
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 
Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door - 
Bird or beast above the sculptured bust above his chamber door, 
With such name as `Nevermore.' 

But the raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only, 
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. 
Nothing further then he uttered - not a feather then he fluttered - 
Till I scarcely more than muttered `Other friends have flown before - 
On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown before.' 
Then the bird said, `Nevermore.' 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 
`Doubtless,' said I, `what it utters is its only stock and store, 
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful disaster 
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore - 
Till the dirges of his hope that melancholy burden bore 
Of "Never-nevermore."' 

But the raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling, 
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door; 
Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 
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Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore - 
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore 
Meant in croaking `Nevermore.' 

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom's core; 
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 
On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o'er, 
But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o'er, 
She shall press, ah, nevermore! 

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer 
Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor. 
`Wretch,' I cried, `thy God hath lent thee - by these angels he has sent thee 
Respite - respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore! 
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe, and forget this lost Lenore!' 
Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 

`Prophet!' said I, `thing of evil! - prophet still, if bird or devil! - 
Whether tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore, 
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted - 
On this home by horror haunted - tell me truly, I implore - 
Is there - is there balm in Gilead? - tell me - tell me, I implore!' 
Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 

`Prophet!' said I, `thing of evil! - prophet still, if bird or devil! 
By that Heaven that bends above us - by that God we both adore - 
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels named Lenore - 
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden, whom the angels named Lenore?' 
Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 

`Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!' I shrieked upstarting - 
`Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian shore! 
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken! 
Leave my loneliness unbroken! - quit the bust above my door! 
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!' 
Quoth the raven, `Nevermore.' 

And the raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming, 
And the lamp-light o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor; 
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 
Shall be lifted - nevermore! 
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HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW 
(1807 – 1882) 

The Tide Rises, the Tide Falls 

The tide rises, the tide falls, 
The twilight darkens, the curlew calls; 
Along the sea-sands damp and brown 
The traveler hastens toward the town, 
And the tide rises, the tide falls. 

Darkness settles on roofs and walls, 
But the sea, the sea in darkness calls; 
The little waves, with their soft, white 
hands 
Efface the footprints in the sands, 
And the tide rises, the tide falls. 
The morning breaks; the steeds in their 
stalls 
Stamp and neigh, as the hostler calls; 
The day returns, but nevermore 
Returns the traveler to the shore. 
And the tide rises, the tide falls. 
 

RALPH WALDO EMERSON (1803 – 1882) 
 
The Rhodora 

On being asked, whence is the flower. 

In May, when sea-winds pierced our solitudes, 
I found the fresh Rhodora in the woods, 
Spreading its leafless blooms in a damp nook, 
To please the desert and the sluggish brook. 
The purple petals fallen in the pool 
Made the black water with their beauty gay; 
Here might the red-bird come his plumes to cool, 
And court the flower that cheapens his array. 
Rhodora! if the sages ask thee why 
This charm is wasted on the earth and sky, 
Tell them, dear, that, if eyes were made for seeing, 
Then beauty is its own excuse for Being; 
Why thou wert there, O rival of the rose! 
I never thought to ask; I never knew; 
But in my simple ignorance suppose 
The self-same power that brought me there, brought 
you. 
 
 

 
WALT WHITMAN (1819 – 1892) 

 
I Hear America Singing 

I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear; 
Those of mechanics--each one singing his, as it should be, blithe and strong; 
The carpenter singing his, as he measures his plank or beam, 
The mason singing his, as he makes ready for work, or leaves off work; 
The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat--the deckhand singing on the 
steamboat deck; 
The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench--the hatter singing as he stands; 
The wood-cutter's song--the ploughboy's, on his way in the morning, 
or at the noon intermission, or at sundown; 
The delicious singing of the mother--or of the young wife at work--or of the girl sewing or 
washing--Each singing what belongs to her, and to none else; 
The day what belongs to the day--At night, the party of young fellows, robust, friendly, 
Singing, with open mouths, their strong melodious songs. 
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For You, O Democracy 

Come, I will make the continent indissoluble, 
I will make the most splendid race the sun ever shone upon, 
I will make divine magnetic lands, 
With the love of comrades, 
With the life-long love of comrades. 
I will plant companionship thick as trees along all the rivers of America, 
and along the shores of the great lakes, and all over the prairies, 
I will make inseparable cities with their arms about each other's necks, 
By the love of comrades, 
By the manly love of comrades. 
For you these from me, O Democracy, to serve you ma femme! 
For you, for you I am trilling these songs. 

 

When I Heard the Learn'd Astronomer 

When I heard the learn'd astronomer, 
When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns before me, 
When I was shown the charts and diagrams, to add, divide, and measure them, 
When I sitting heard the astronomer where he lectured with much 
applause in the lecture-room, 
How soon unaccountable I became tired and sick, 
Till rising and gliding out I wander'd off by myself, 
In the mystical moist night-air, and from time to time, 
Look'd up in perfect silence at the stars. 

 
 

EMILY DICKINSON (1830 – 1886)

585: I like to see it lap the Miles -- 

I like to see it lap the Miles -- 
And lick the Valleys up -- 
And stop to feed itself at Tanks -- 
And then -- prodigious step 

Around a Pile of Mountains -- 
And supercilious peer 
In Shanties -- by the sides of Roads -- 
And then a Quarry pare 

To fit its Ribs 
And crawl between 
Complaining all the while 
In horrid -- hooting stanza -- 
Then chase itself down Hill -- 

And neigh like Boanerges -- 
Then -- punctual as a Star 
Stop -- docile and omnipotent 
At its own stable door -- 

632: The Brain -- is wider 
than the Sky The Brain -- is 

wider than the Sky -- 
For -- put them side by side -- 
The one the other will contain 
With ease -- and You -- beside -- 

The Brain is deeper than the sea -- 
For -- hold them -- Blue to Blue -- 
The one the other will absorb -- 
As Sponges -- Buckets -- do -- 

The Brain is just the weight of God 
-- 
For -- Heft them -- Pound for 
Pound -- 
And they will differ -- if they do -- 
As Syllable from Sound – 
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712: Because I could not stop for Death -- 

Because I could not stop for Death -- 
He kindly stopped for me -- 
The Carriage held but just Ourselves -- 
And Immortality. 

We slowly drove -- He knew no haste 
And I had put away 
My labor and my leisure too, 
For His Civility -- 

We passed the School, where Children strove 
At Recess -- in the Ring -- 
We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain -- 
We passed the Setting Sun -- 

Or rather -- He passed Us -- 
The Dews drew quivering and chill -- 
For only Gossamer, my Gown -- 
My Tippet -- only Tulle -- 

We paused before a House that seemed 
A Swelling of the Ground -- 
The Roof was scarcely visible -- 
The Cornice -- in the Ground -- 

Since then -- 'tis Centuries -- and yet 
Feels shorter than the Day 
I first surmised the Horses' Heads 
Were toward Eternity -- 

1052: I never saw a Moor -- 

I never saw a Moor -- 
I never saw the Sea -- 
Yet know I how the Heather looks 
And what a Billow be. 

I never spoke with God 
Nor visited in Heaven -- 
Yet certain am I of the spot 
As if the Chart were given –

 
EDWIN ARLINGTON ROBINSON (1869 – 1935) 

 
Richard Cory 

Whenever Richard Cory went down town, 
We people on the pavement looked at him: 
He was a gentleman from sole to crown, 
Clean favored, and imperially slim. 

And he was always quietly arrayed 
And he was always human when he talked; 
But still he fluttered pulses when he said, 
"Good-morning," and he glittered when he walked. 

And he was rich—yes, richer than a king— 
And admirably schooled in every grace: 
In fine, we thought that he was everything 
To make us wish that we were in his place. 

So on we worked, and waited for the light, 
And went without the meat, and cursed the bread; 
And Richard Cory, one calm summer night, 
Went home and put a bullet through his head. 
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ROBERT LEE FROST (1874 – 1963)

Stopping By Woods On A Snowy Evening 

Whose woods these are I think I 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's queer 
To stop without a farmhouse near 
Between the woods and frozen lake 
The darkest evening of the year. 

He gives his harness bells a shake 
To ask if there's some mistake. 
The only other sound's the sweep 
Of easy wind and downy flake. 

The woods are lovely, dark, and deep,  
But I have promises to keep, 
And miles to go before I sleep, 
And miles to go before I sleep.  
 
The Road Not Taken 

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. 

 

After Apple-Picking 

My long two-pointed ladder's sticking through 
a tree 
Toward heaven still. 
And there's a barrel that I didn't fill 
Beside it, and there may be two or three 
Apples I didn't pick upon some bough. 
But I am done with apple-picking now. 
Essence of winter sleep is on the night, 
The scent of apples; I am drowsing off. 
I cannot shake the shimmer from my sight 
I got from looking through a pane of glass 
I skimmed this morning from the water-
trough, 
And held against the world of hoary grass. 
It melted, and I let it fall and break. 
But I was well 
Upon my way to sleep before it fell, 
And I could tell 
What form my dreaming was about to take. 
Magnified apples appear and reappear, 
Stem end and blossom end, 
And every fleck of russet showing clear. 
My instep arch not only keeps the ache, 
It keeps the pressure of a ladder-round. 
And I keep hearing from the cellar-bin 
That rumbling sound 
Of load on load of apples coming in. 
For I have had too much 
Of apple-picking; I am overtired 
Of the great harvest I myself desired. 
 
 
There were ten thousand thousand fruit to 
touch, 
Cherish in hand, lift down, and not let fall, 
For all 
That struck the earth, 
No matter if not bruised, or spiked with 
stubble, 
Went surely to the cider-apple heap 
As of no worth. 
One can see what will trouble 
This sleep of mine, whatever sleep it is. 
Were he not gone, 
The woodchuck could say whether it's like his 
Long sleep, as I describe its coming on, 
Or just some human sleep. 
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The Gift Outright

The land was ours before we were the land's. 
She was our land more than a hundred years 
Before we were her people. She was ours 
In Massachusetts, in Virginia, 
But we were England's, still colonials, 
Possessing what we still were unpossessed by, 
Possessed by what we now no more possessed. 
Something we were withholding made us weak 

Until we found out that it was ourselves 
We were withholding from our land of living, 
And forthwith found salvation in surrender. 
Such as we were we gave ourselves outright 
(The deed of gift was many deeds of war) 
To the land vaguely realizing westward, 
But still unstoried, artless, unenhanced, 
Such as she was, such as she would become.

 
 

CARL SANDBURG (1878 – 1967) 

Chicago 

Hog Butcher for the World, 
Tool maker, Stacker of Wheat, 
Player with Railroads and the Nation's Freight Handler; 
Stormy, husky, brawling, 
City of the Big Shoulders: 

They tell me you are wicked and I believe them, for I have seen your 
painted women under the gas lamps luring the farm boys. 

And they tell me you are crooked and I answer: yes, it is true I have seen 
the gunman kill and go free to kill again. 

And they tell me you are brutal and my reply is: On the faces of women 
and children I have seen the marks of wanton hunger. 

And having answered so I turn once more to those who sneer at this my 
city, and I give them back the sneer and say to them: 

Come and show me another city with lifted head singing so proud to be 
alive and coarse and strong and cunning. 

Flinging magnetic curses amid the toil of piling job on job, here is a tall 
bold slugger set vivid against the little soft cities; 

Fierce as a dog with tongue lapping for action, cunning as a savage pitted 
against the wilderness, 
Bareheaded, 
Shoveling, 
Wrecking, 
Planning, 
Building, breaking, rebuilding, 
Under the smoke, dust all over his mouth, laughing with white teeth, 
Under the terrible burden of destiny laughing as a young man laughs, 
Laughing even as an ignorant fighter laughs who has never lost a battle, 
Bragging and laughing that under his wrist is the pulse, and under his  
ribs the heart of the people, 
Laughing! 
Laughing the stormy, husky, brawling laughter of Youth, half-naked, 
sweating, proud to be Hog Butcher, Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, 
Player with Railroads and Freight Handler to the Nation. 
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Grass 

Pile the bodies high at Austerlitz and Waterloo. 
Shovel them under and let me work 
I am the grass; I cover all. 

And pile them high at Gettysburg 
And pile them high at Ypres and Verdun. 
Shovel them under and let me work. 
Two years, ten years, and the passengers ask the conductor: 
What place is this?  
Where are we now? 

I am the grass. Let me work. 
 
WALLACE STEVENS (1879 – 1955) 
 
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 seem. 
The only emperor is the emperor of ice-

cream. 

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 cold she is, and dumb. 
Let the lamp affix its beam. 
The only emperor is the emperor of ice-
cream. 

WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS (1883 – 1963) 
 
The Red Wheelbarrow 

so much depends 
upon 

a red wheel 
barrow 

glazed with rain 
water 

beside the white 
chickens. 
 
Portrait Of A Lady 

Your thighs are appletrees 
whose blossoms touch the sky. 
Which sky?  The sky 
where Watteau hung a lady’s 
slipper.  Your knees 
are a southern breeze—or 
a gust of snow.  Agh!  what 
sort of man was Fragonard? 
—as if that answered 
anything.  Ah, yes—below 
the knees, since the tune 
drops that way, it is 
one of those white summer days, 
the tall grass of your ankles 
flickers upon the shore— 
Which shore?— 
the sand clings to my lips— 
Which shore? 
Agh, petals maybe.  How 
should I know? 
Which shore?  Which shore? 
I said petals from an appletree 
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The Right Of Way

In passing with my mind 
on nothing in the world 

but the right of way 
I enjoy on the road by 

virtue of the law— 
I saw 

an elderly man who 
smiled and looked away 

to the north past a house— 
a woman in blue 

who was laughing and 
leaning forward to look up 

into the man’s half 
averted face 

and a boy of eight who was 
looking at the middle of 

the man’s belly 
at a watchchain— 

The supreme importance 
of this nameless spectacle 

sped me by them 
without a word— 

Why bother where I went? 
for I went spinning on the 

four wheels of my car 
along the wet road until 

I saw a girl with one leg 
over the rail of a balcony 
.

 
AMY LOWELL (1874 – 1925) 

 
New York at Night

 

A near horizon whose sharp jags 
Cut brutally into a sky 
Of leaden heaviness, and crags 
Of houses lift their masonry 
Ugly and foul, and chimneys lie 
And snort, outlined against the gray 
Of lowhung cloud. I hear the sigh 
The goaded city gives, not day 
Nor night can ease her heart, her anguished 
labours stay. 
Below, straight streets, monotonous, 
From north and south, from east and west, 
Stretch glittering; and luminous 
Above, one tower tops the rest 
And holds aloft man's constant quest: 
Time! Joyless emblem of the greed 
Of millions, robber of the best 
Which earth can give, the vulgar creed 
Has seared upon the night its flaming ruthless 
screed. 

O Night! Whose soothing presence brings 
The quiet shining of the stars. 
O Night! Whose cloak of darkness clings 
So intimately close that scars 
Are hid from our own eyes. Beggars 
By day, our wealth is having night 
To burn our souls before altars 
Dim and tree-shadowed, where the light 
Is shed from a young moon, mysteriously bright. 
Where art thou hiding, where thy peace? 
This is the hour, but thou art not. 
Will waking tumult never cease? 
Hast thou thy votary forgot? 
Nature forsakes this man-begot 
And festering wilderness, and now 
The long still hours are here, no jot 
Of dear communing do I know; 
Instead the glaring, man-filled city groans below!
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EZRA POUND (1885 – 1972) 
 

The Garden 

Like a skein of loose silk blown against a wall 
She walks by the railing of a path in Kensington 
Gardens, 
And she is dying piece-meal 
    of a sort of emotional anaemia. 

And round about there is a rabble 
Of the filthy, sturdy, unkillable infants of the very 
poor. 
They shall inherit the earth. 

In her is the end of breeding. 
Her boredom is exquisite and excessive. 
She would like some one to speak to her, 
And is almost afraid that I 
    will commit that indiscretion. 
 
In a Station of the Metro (1913) 

The apparition of these faces in the crowd:  
Petals on a wet, black bough. 
 
 

ARCHIBALD MACLEISH (1892 – 1982) 
 

Ars Poetica (1926) 

A poem should be palpable and mute 
As a globed fruit,  

Dumb 
As old medallions to the thumb,  

Silent as the sleeve-worn stone 
Of casement ledges where the moss has grown -

-  

A poem should be wordless 
As the flight of birds. 

A poem should be motionless in time 
As the moon climbs,  

Leaving, as the moon releases 
Twig by twig the night-entangled trees,  

Leaving, as the moon behind the winter leaves, 
Memory by memory the mind --  

A poem should be motionless in time 
As the moon climbs. 

A poem should be equal to 
Not true.  

For all the history of grief 
An empty doorway and a maple leaf.  

For love 
The leaning grasses and two lights above the 

sea --  

A poem should not mean 
But be.
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e. e. cummings (1894 – 1962) 
 

anyone lived in a pretty how town by  

anyone lived in a pretty how town 
(with up so floating many bells down) 
spring summer autumn winter 
he sang his didn't he danced his did 

Women and men(both little and small) 
cared for anyone not at all 
they sowed their isn't they reaped their 
same 
sun moon stars rain 

children guessed(but only a few 
and down they forgot as up they grew 
autumn winter spring summer) 
that noone loved him more by more 

when by now and tree by leaf 
she laughed his joy she cried his grief 
bird by snow and stir by still 
anyone's any was all to her 

someones married their everyones 
laughed their cryings and did their dance 
(sleep wake hope and then)they 
said their nevers they slept their dream 

stars rain sun moon 
(and only the snow can begin to explain 
how children are apt to forget to 
remember 
with up so floating many bells down) 

one day anyone died i guess 
(and noone stooped to kiss his face) 
busy folk buried them side by side 
little by little and was by was 

all by all and deep by deep 
and more by more they dream their sleep 
noone and anyone earth by april 
wish by spirit and if by yes. 

Women and men(both dong and ding) 
summer autumn winter spring 
reaped their sowing and went their came 
sun moon stars rain 
 

somewhere i have never travelled, gladly  
beyond  

somewhere i have never traveled, gladly beyond 
any experience, your eyes have their silence: 
in your most frail gesture are things which enclose me, 
or which i cannot touch because they are too near 

your slightest look will easily unclose me 
though i have closed myself as fingers, 
you open always petal by petal myself as Spring opens 
(touching skilfully, mysteriously) her first rose 

or if your wish be to close me, i and 
my life will shut very beautifully ,suddenly, 
as when the heart of this flower imagines 
the snow carefully everywhere descending; 

nothing which we are to perceive in this world equals 
the power of your intense fragility: whose texture 
compels me with the color of its countries, 
rendering death and forever with each breathing 

(i do not know what it is about you that closes 
and opens; only something in me understands 
the voice of your eyes is deeper than all roses) 
nobody, not even the rain, has such small hands 
 
 
A Wind Has Blown The Rain Away And 
Blown 
a wind has blown the rain away and blown 
the sky away and all the leaves away, 
and the trees stand.  I think i too have known 
autumn too long 

                  (and what have you to say, 
wind wind wind—did you love somebody 
and have you the petal of somewhere in your heart 
pinched from dumb summer? 
                            O crazy daddy 
of death dance cruelly for us and start 

the last leaf whirling in the final brain 
of air!)Let us as we have seen see 
doom’s integration………a wind has blown the rain 

away and the leaves and the sky and the 
trees stand: 
             the trees stand.  The trees, 
suddenly wait against the moon’s face. 
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HAROLD HART CRANE (1899 – 1932) 
 

Interior 

It sheds a shy solemnity, 
This lamp in our poor room. 
O grey and gold amenity, -- 
Silence and gentle gloom! 

Wide from the world, a stolen hour 
We claim, and none may know 
How love blooms like a tardy flower 
Here in the day's after-glow. 

And even should the world break in 
With jealous threat and guile, 
The world, at last, must bow and win 
Our pity and a smile.
 

 
LANGSTON HUGHES (1902 - 1967)

 
As I Grew Older 

It was a long time ago. 
I have almost forgotten my dream. 
But it was there then, 
In front of me, 
Bright like a sun-- 
My dream. 
And then the wall rose, 
Rose slowly, 
Slowly, 
Between me and my dream. 
Rose until it touched the sky-- 
The wall. 
Shadow. 
I am black. 
I lie down in the shadow. 
No longer the light of my dream before me, 
Above me. 
Only the thick wall. 
Only the shadow. 
My hands! 
My dark hands! 
Break through the wall! 
Find my dream! 
Help me to shatter this darkness, 
To smash this night, 
To break this shadow 
Into a thousand lights of sun, 
Into a thousand whirling dreams 
Of sun!  

 
I, Too 

I, too, sing America. 

I am the darker brother. 
They send me to eat in the kitchen 
When company comes, 
But I laugh, 
And eat well, 
And grow strong. 

Tomorrow, 
I'll be at the table 
When company comes. 
Nobody'll dare 
Say to me, 
"Eat in the kitchen," 
Then. 

Besides, 
They'll see how beautiful I am 
And be ashamed-- 

 I, too, am America.  
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Let America Be America Again 
Let America be America again. 
Let it be the dream it used to be. 
Let it be the pioneer on the plain 
Seeking a home where he himself is free. 

(America never was America to me.) 

Let America be the dream the dreamers 
dreamed-- 
Let it be that great strong land of love 
Where never kings connive nor tyrants scheme 
That any man be crushed by one above. 

(It never was America to me.) 

O, let my land be a land where Liberty 
Is crowned with no false patriotic wreath, 
But opportunity is real, and life is free, 
Equality is in the air we breathe. 

(There's never been equality for me, 
Nor freedom in this "homeland of the free.") 

Say, who are you that mumbles in the dark?  
And who are you that draws your veil across the 

stars? 

I am the poor white, fooled and pushed apart, 
I am the Negro bearing slavery's scars. 
I am the red man driven from the land, 
I am the immigrant clutching the hope I seek-- 
And finding only the same old stupid plan 
Of dog eat dog, of mighty crush the weak. 

I am the young man, full of strength and hope, 
Tangled in that ancient endless chain 
Of profit, power, gain, of grab the land! 
Of grab the gold! Of grab the ways of satisfying 
need! 
Of work the men! Of take the pay! 
Of owning everything for one's own greed! 

I am the farmer, bondsman to the soil. 
I am the worker sold to the machine. 
I am the Negro, servant to you all. 
I am the people, humble, hungry, mean-- 
Hungry yet today despite the dream. 
Beaten yet today--O, Pioneers! 
I am the man who never got ahead, 
The poorest worker bartered through the years. 

Yet I'm the one who dreamt our basic dream 
In the Old World while still a serf of kings, 
Who dreamt a dream so strong, so brave, so 
true, 

That even yet its mighty daring sings 
In every brick and stone, in every furrow turned 
That's made America the land it has become. 
O, I'm the man who sailed those early seas 
In search of what I meant to be my home-- 
For I'm the one who left dark Ireland's shore, 
And Poland's plain, and England's grassy lea, 
And torn from Black Africa's strand I came 
To build a "homeland of the free." 

The free? 

Who said the free?  Not me? 
Surely not me?  The millions on relief today? 
The millions shot down when we strike? 
The millions who have nothing for our pay? 
For all the dreams we've dreamed 
And all the songs we've sung 
And all the hopes we've held 
And all the flags we've hung, 
The millions who have nothing for our pay-- 
Except the dream that's almost dead today. 

O, let America be America again-- 
The land that never has been yet-- 
And yet must be--the land where every man is 
free. 
The land that's mine--the poor man's, Indian's, 
Negro's, ME-- 
Who made America, 
Whose sweat and blood, whose faith and pain, 
Whose hand at the foundry, whose plow in the 
rain, 
Must bring back our mighty dream again. 

Sure, call me any ugly name you choose-- 
The steel of freedom does not stain. 
From those who live like leeches on the people's 
lives, 
We must take back our land again, 
America! 

O, yes, 
I say it plain, 
America never was America to me, 
And yet I swear this oath-- 
America will be! 

Out of the rack and ruin of our gangster death, 
The rape and rot of graft, and stealth, and lies, 
We, the people, must redeem 
The land, the mines, the plants, the rivers. 
The mountains and the endless plain-- 
All, all the stretch of these great green states-- 
And make America again! 
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RANDALL JARRELL (1914 – 1965) 
 

The Death of the Ball Turret Gunner 

From my mother's sleep I fell into the State, 
And I hunched in its belly till my wet fur froze. 
Six miles from earth, loosed from the dream of 
life, 
I woke to black flak and the nightmare fighters. 
When I died they washed me out of the turret 
with a hose. 

 
JOHN BERRYMAN (1914 – 1972) 

 
The Ball Poem 

What is the boy now, who has lost his ball, 
What, what is he to do?  I saw it go 
Merrily bouncing, down the street, and then 
Merrily over—there it is in the water! 
No use to say 'O there are other balls': 
An ultimate shaking grief fixes the boy 
As he stands rigid, trembling, staring down 
All his young days into the harbour where 
His ball went.  I would not intrude on him, 
A dime, another ball, is worthless.  Now 
He senses first responsibility 
In a world of possessions.  People will take balls, 
Balls will be lost always, little boy, 
And no one buys a ball back.  Money is external. 
He is learning, well behind his desperate eyes, 
The epistemology of loss, how to stand up 
Knowing what every man must one day know 
And most know many days, how to stand up 
And gradually light returns to the street 
A whistle blows, the ball is out of sight, 
Soon part of me will explore the deep and dark 
Floor of the harbour . . .I am everywhere, 
I suffer and move, my mind and my heart move 
With all that move me, under the water 
Or whistling, I am not a little boy. 
 
 

LAWRENCE FERLINGHETTI (1919 -      ) 
 

Constantly Risking Absurdity 

Constantly risking absurdity 
and death 
whenever he performs 
above the heads 
of his audience 
the poet like an acrobat 
climbs on rime 
to a high wire of his own making 
and balancing on eyebeams 
above a sea of faces 
paces his way 
to the other side of the day 
performing entrachats 
and sleight-of-foot tricks 
and other high theatrics 
and all without mistaking 
any thing 
for what it may not be 
For he's the super realist 
who must perforce perceive 
taut truth 
before the taking of each stance or step 
in his supposed advance 
toward that still higher perch 
where Beauty stands and waits 
with gravity 
to start her death-defying leap 
And he 
a little charleychaplin man 
who may or may not catch 
her fair eternal form 
spreadeagled in the empty air 
of existence 
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ALLEN GINSBERG (1926 – 1997) 
 

A Supermarket In California  

What thoughts I have of you tonight, Walt Whitman, for 
I  
walked down the sidestreets under the trees with a 
headache  
self-conscious looking at the full moon.  
In my hungry fatigue, and shopping for images, I went 
into the  
neon fruit supermarket, dreaming of your enumerations!  
What peaches and what penumbras! Whole families 
shopping  
at night! Aisles full of husbands! Wives in the avocados, 
babies  
in the tomatoes!--and you, Garcia Lorca, what were you 
doing  
down by the watermelons?  

I saw you, Walt Whitman, childless, lonely old grubber, 
poking  
among the meats in the refrigerator and eyeing the 
grocery boys.  
I heard you asking questions of each: Who killed the 
pork  
chops? What price bananas? Are you my Angel?  
I wandered in and out of the brilliant stacks of cans 
following  
you, and followed in my imagination by the store 
detective.  
We strode down the open corridors together in our 
solitary fancy  
tasting artichokes, possessing every frozen delicacy, and  
never passing the cashier.  

Where are we going, Walt Whitman? The doors close in 
an  
hour. Which way does your beard point tonight?  
(I touch your book and dream of our odyssey in the 
super- 
market and feel absurd.)  
Will we walk all night through solitary streets? The trees 
add  
shade to shade, lights out in the houses, we'll both be 
lonely.  
Will we stroll dreaming of the lost America of love past 
blue  
automobiles in driveways, home to our silent cottage?  
Ah, dear father, graybeard, lonely old courage-teacher, 
what  

America did you have when Charon quit 
poling his ferry and  
you got out on a smoking bank and 
stood watching the boat  
disappear on the black waters of Lethe?  
 
First Party At Ken Kesey's With 
Hell's  
Angels  

Cool black night thru redwoods 
cars parked outside in shade 
behind the gate, stars dim above 
the ravine, a fire burning by the side 
porch and a few tired souls hunched 
over 
in black leather jackets. In the huge 
wooden house, a yellow chandelier  
at 3 A.M. the blast of loudspeakers 
hi-fi Rolling Stones Ray Charles Beatles 
Jumping Joe Jackson and twenty youths 
dancing to the vibration thru the floor, 
a little weed in the bathroom, girls in 
scarlet 
tights, one muscular smooth skinned 
man 
sweating dancing for hours, beer cans 
bent littering the yard, a hanged man 
sculpture dangling from a high creek 
branch, 
children sleeping softly in their bedroom 
bunks. 
And 4 police cars parked outside the 
painted 
gate, red lights revolving in the leaves. 
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GREGORY CORSO (1930 – 2001) 
 

Paolo Uccello 

They will never die on that battlefield 
nor  the shade or wolves recruit their hoard like 
brides of 
wheat on all horizons   waiting there to consumate 
battle's end 
     There will be no dead to tighten their loose bellies 
no heap of starched horses to redsmash their bright eyes 
     or advance their eat of dead 
     They would rather hungersulk with mad tongues 
than believe that in that field no man dies. 

They will never die who fight so embraced 
breath to breath   eye knowing eye   impossible to die 
or move   no light seeping through   no maced arm 
nothing but horse outpanting horse   shield brilliant upon 
shield   all made starry by the dot ray of a helmeted eye 
ah how difficult to fall between those knitted lances 
And those banners! angry as to flush insignia across its 
     erasure of sky 
     You'd think he'd paint his armies by the coldest rivers 
have rows of iron skulls flashing in the dark 
     You'd think it impossible for any man to die 
each combatant's mouth is a castle of song 
each iron fist a dreamy gong   flail resounding flail 
                                  like cries of gold 
how I dream to join such battle! 
a silver man on a black horse with red standard and 
stripped 
     lance never to die but to be endless 
           a golden prince of pictorial war 

SYLVIA PLATH (1932 – 1963) 
 

Gulliver  

Over your body the clouds go 
High, high and icily 
And a little flat, as if they  

Floated on a glass that was inside. 
Unlike swans, 
Having no reflections;  

Unlike you, 
With no strings attached. 
All cool, all blue. Unlike you ---  

You, there on your back, 
Eyes to the sky. 
The spider-men have caught you,  

Winding and twining their petty fetters, 
Their bribes --- 
So many silks.  

How they hate you. 
They converse in the valley of your 
fingers, they are inchworms. 
They would have you sleep in their 

cabinets,  

This tow and that toe, a relic. 
Step off! 
Step off seven leagues, like those 

distances  

That revolve in Crivelli, untouchable. 
Let this eye be an eagle, 
The shadow of his lip, an abyss. 
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A Life 

Touch it: it won't shrink like an eyeball, 
This egg-shaped bailiwick, clear as a tear. 
Here's yesterday, last year --- 
Palm-spear and lily distinct as flora in the vast 
Windless threadwork of a tapestry. 

Flick the glass with your fingernail: 
It will ping like a Chinese chime in the slightest air stir 
Though nobody in there looks up or bothers to answer. 
The inhabitants are light as cork, 
Every one of them permanently busy. 

At their feet, the sea waves bow in single file. 
Never trespassing in bad temper: 
Stalling in midair,  
Short-reined, pawing like paradeground horses. 
Overhead, the clouds sit tasseled and fancy 

As Victorian cushions. This family 
Of valentine faces might please a collector: 
They ring true, like good china. 

Elsewhere the landscape is more frank. 
The light falls without letup, blindingly. 

A woman is dragging her shadow in a circle 
About a bald hospital saucer. 
It resembles the moon, or a sheet of blank paper 
And appears to have suffered a sort of private blitzkrieg. 
She lives quietly 

With no attachments, like a foetus in a bottle, 
The obsolete house, the sea, flattened to a picture 
She has one too many dimensions to enter. 
Grief and anger, exorcised, 
Leave her alone now.   

The future is a grey seagull 
Tattling in its cat-voice of departure. 
Age and terror, like nurses, attend her, 
And a drowned man, complaining of the great cold, 
Crawls up out of the sea. 
 
 

AMIRI BARAKA (LE ROI JONES)  
(1934 -      ) 

The Invention of Comics 

I am a soul in the world: in 
the world of my soul the whirled 
light from the day 
the sacked land  
of my father. 

In the world, the sad 
nature of 
myself. In myself 
nature is sad. Small  
prints of the day. Its 
small dull fires. Its 
sun, like a greyness 
smeared on the dark. 

The day of my soul, is 
the nature of that 
place. It is a landscape. Seen 
from the top of a hill. A 
grey expanse; dull fires 
throbbing on its seas. 

The man's soul, the complexion 
of his life. The menace 
of its greyness. the 
fire, throbs, the sea 
moves. Birds shoot 
from the dark. the edge 
of the waters lit 
darkly for the moon. 

And the moon, from the soul. Is 
the world, of the man. the man 
and his sea, and its moon, and 
the soft fire throbbing. Kind 
death. O 
my dark and sultry 
love. 
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RAYMOND CARVER (1938 – 1988) 
 

Happiness 

So early it's still almost dark out. 
I'm near the window with coffee, 
and the usual early morning stuff 
that passes for thought. 

When I see the boy and his friend 
walking up the road 
to deliver the newspaper. 

They wear caps and sweaters, 
and one boy has a bag over his shoulder. 
They are so happy 
they aren't saying anything, these boys. 

I think if they could, they would take 
each other's arm. 
It's early in the morning, 
and they are doing this thing together. 

They come on, slowly. 
The sky is taking on light, 
though the moon still hangs pale over the water. 

Such beauty that for a minute 
death and ambition, even love, 
doesn't enter into this. 

Happiness. It comes on 
unexpectedly. And goes beyond, really, 
any early morning talk about it. 
 
 

MAYA ANGELOU (1928) 
 

Men 

When I was young, I used to 
Watch behind the curtains 
As men walked up and down the street. Wino 
men, old men. 
Young men sharp as mustard. 
See them. Men are always 
Going somewhere. 
They knew I was there. Fifteen 
Years old and starving for them. 
Under my window, they would pause, 
Their shoulders high like the 
Breasts of a young girl, 
Jacket tails slapping over 
Those behinds, 
Men. 

One day they hold you in the 
Palms of their hands, gentle, as if you 
Were the last raw egg in the world. Then 
They tighten up. Just a little. The 
First squeeze is nice. A quick hug. 
Soft into your defenselessness. A little 
More. The hurt begins. Wrench out a 
Smile that slides around the fear. When the 
Air disappears, 
Your mind pops, exploding fiercely, briefly, 
Like the head of a kitchen match. Shattered. 
It is your juice 
That runs down their legs. Staining their shoes. 
When the earth rights itself again, 
And taste tries to return to the tongue, 
Your body has slammed shut. Forever. 
No keys exist. 

Then the window draws full upon 
Your mind. There, just beyond 
The sway of curtains, men walk. 
Knowing something. 
Going someplace. 
But this time, I will simply 
Stand and watch. 

Maybe. 
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Inaugural Poem, 20 January 1993

A Rock, A River, A Tree 
Hosts to species long since departed, 
Marked the mastodon. The dinosaur, who left dry 
tokens 
Of their sojourn here 
On our planet floor, 
Any broad alarm of their hastening doom 
Is lost in the gloom of dust and ages. 
But today, the Rock cries out to us, clearly, 
forcefully, 
Come, you may stand upon my 
Back and face your distant destiny, 
But seek no haven in my shadow. 
I will give you no more hiding place down here. 
You, created only a little lower than 
The angels, have crouched too long in 
The bruising darkness, 
Have lain too long 
Face down in ignorance. 
Your mouths spilling words 
Armed for slaughter. 
The Rock cries out today, you may stand on me, 
But do not hide your face. 
Across the wall of the world, 
A River sings a beautiful song, 
Come rest here by my side. 
Each of you a bordered country, 
Delicate and strangely made proud, 
Yet thrusting perpetually under siege. 
Your armed struggles for profit 
Have left collars of waste upon 
My shore, currents of debris upon my breast. 
Yet, today I call you to my riverside, 
If you will study war no more. Come, 
Clad in peace and I will sing the songs 
The Creator gave to me when I and the 
Tree and the stone were one. 
Before cynicism was a bloody sear across your 
Brow and when you yet knew you still 
Knew nothing. 
The River sings and sings on. 
There is a true yearning to respond to 
The singing River and the wise Rock. 
So say the Asian, the Hispanic, the Jew 
The African and Native American, the Sioux, 
The Catholic, the Muslim, the French, the Greek 
The Irish, the Rabbi, the Priest, the Sheikh, 
The Gay, the Straight, the Preacher, 

The privileged, the homeless, the Teacher. 
They hear. They all hear 
The speaking of the Tree. 
Today, the first and last of every 
Tree 
Speaks to humankind. Come to me, here beside 
the River. 
Plant yourself beside me, here beside the River. 
Each of you, descendant of some passed 
On traveler, has been paid for. 
You, who gave me my first name, you 
Pawnee, Apache and Seneca, you 
Cherokee Nation, who rested with me, then 
Forced on bloody feet, left me to the 
employment of 
Other seekers--desperate for gain, 
Starving for gold. 
You, the Turk, the Swede, the German, the 
Scot ... 
You the Ashanti, the Yoruba, the Kru, bought 
Sold, stolen, arriving on a nightmare 
Praying for a dream. 
Here, root yourselves beside me. 
I am the Tree planted by the River, 
Which will not be moved. 
I, the Rock, I the River, I the Tree 
I am yours--your Passages have been paid. 
Lift up your faces, you have a piercing need 
For this bright morning dawning for you. 
History, despite its wrenching pain, 
Cannot be unlived, and if faced 
With courage, need not be lived again. 
Lift up your eyes upon 
The day breaking for you. 
Give birth again 
To the dream. 
Women, children, men, 
Take it into the palms of your hands. 
Mold it into the shape of your most 
Private need. Sculpt it into 
The image of your most public self. 
Lift up your hearts 
Each new hour holds new chances 
For new beginnings. 
Do not be wedded forever 
To fear, yoked eternally 
To brutishness. 
The horizon leans forward, 
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Offering you space to place new steps of change. 
Here, on the pulse of this fine day 
You may have the courage 
To look up and out upon me, the 
Rock, the River, the Tree, your country. 
No less to Midas than the mendicant. 
No less to you now than the mastodon then. 
Here on the pulse of this new day 

 
You may have the grace to look up and out 
And into your sister's eyes, into 
Your brother's face, your country 
And say simply 
Very simply 
With hope 
Good morning.  
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