A Renouncing of Love

by Sir Thomas Wyatt (1503-1542)

Farewell, Love, and all thy laws forever!


Thy baited hooks shall tangle me no more.


Senec and Plato call me from thy lore

To perfect wealth my wit for to endeavor.

In blind error when I did persever,


Thy sharp repulse, that pricketh aye so sore,


Hath taught me to set in trifles no store,

And ‘scape forth, since liberty is lever.

Therefore, farewell! Go trouble younger hearts,


And in me claim no authority.


With idle youth go use thy property,

And thereon spend thy many brittle darts.


For hitherto though I have lost all my time,


Me lusteth no lenger rotten boughs to climb.

“The Enemy of Life”

by Sir Thomas Wyatt

The enemy of life, decayer of all kind,

That with his cold withers away the green,

This other night me in my bed did find,

And offered me to rid my fever clean;

And I did grant, so did despair me blind.

He drew his bow with arrow sharp and keen,

And struck the place where love had hit before,

And drove the first dart deeper more and more.

“Throughout the World”

by Sir Thomas Wyatt

Throughout the world if it were sought,


Fair words enough a man shall find;

They be good cheap, they cost right nought,


Their substance is but only wind.

But well to say and so to mean,

That sweet accord is seldom seen.

How No Age is Content with its Own Estate,

And How the Age of Children is the Happiest, if they had Skill to Understand it.
by Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey (1517?-1547)

Laid in my quiet bed, in study as I were,

I saw within my troubled head a heap of thoughts appear;

And every thought did show so lovely in mine eyes,

That now I sighed and then I smiled, as cause of thought doth rise.

I saw the little boy in thought, how oft that he

Did wish of God, to ‘scape the rod, a tall young man to be;

The young man eke that feels his bones with pains opprest,

How he would be a rich old man, to live and lie at rest;

The rich old man, that sees his end draw on so sore,

How he would be a boy again, to live so much the more.

Whereat full oft I smiled, to see how all these three,

From boy to man, from man to boy, would chap and change degree.

And, musing thus, I think the case is very strange,

That man from wealth, to live in woe, doth ever seek to change.

Thus thoughtful as I lay, I saw my withered skin,

How it doth show my dented chews, the flesh was worn so thin.

And eke my toothless chaps, the gates of my right way,

That opes and shuts as I do speak, do thus unto me say:

“Thy white and hoarish hairs, the messengers of age,

That show, like lines of true belief, that this life doth assuage,

Bids thee lay hand, and feel them hanging on thy chin,

The which do write two ages past, the third now coming in.

Hang up therefore the bit of thy young wanton time,

And thou that therein beaten art, the happiest life define.”

Whereat I sighed, and said: “Farewell, my wonted joy!

Truss up thy pack, and trudge from me to every little boy;

And tell them this from me; their time most happy is,

If, to their time, they reason had, to know the truth of this.”

Epigram
by Edward de Vere, Earl of Oxford (1550-1604)

Were I a king, I might command content,


Where I obscure, unknown should be my cares,

And were I dead, no thoughts should me torment,


Nor words, nor wrongs, nor loves, nor hates, nor fears.

A doubtful choice for me, of three things one to crave:

A kingdom, or a cottage, or a grave.

“What is our Life?”

by Sir Walter Raleigh (1552-1618)

What is our life?  A play of passion;

Our mirth the music of division;

Our mothers’ wombs the tiring houses be

Where we are dressed for this short comedy;

Heaven the judicious sharp spectator is

That sits and marks still who doth act amiss;

Our graves that hide us from the searching sun

Are like drawn curtains when the play is done.

Thus march we playing to our latest rest,

Only we die in earnest, that’s no jest.

“Even Such is Time”

by Sir Walter Raleigh

Even such is time, which takes in trust


Our youth, and joys, and all we have;

And pays us with but age and dust,


Which, in the dark and silent grave,

When we have wandered all our ways,

Shuts up the story of our days:


And from which earth and grave and dust


The Lord will raise me up, I trust.

Desire
by Sir Phillip Sydney (1554-1586)

Thou blind man’s mark, thou fool’s self-chosen snare,

Fond fancy’s scum and dregs of scattered thought,

Band of all evils, cradle of causeless care,

Thou web of will whose end is never wrought;

Desire! desire, I have too dearly bought

With price of mangled mind thy worthless ware;

Too long, too long asleep thou hast me brought,

Who should my mind to higher things prepare.

But yet in vain thou hast my ruin sought,

In vain thou mad’st me to vain things aspire,

In vain thou kindlist all thy smoky fire.

For virtue hath this better lesson taught,

Within myself to seek my only hire,

Desiring naught but how to kill desire.

“Like those sick folks”
Like those sick folks in whom strange humours flow

Can taste no sweets, the sour only please,

So to my mind, while passions daily grow,

Whose fiery chains upon his freedom seize,

Joys strangers seem, I cannot bide their show,

Nor brook aught else but well-acquainted woe.

Bitter grief tastes me best, pain is my ease,

Sick to the death, still loving my disease.

Fear no More

by William Shakespeare (1564-1616)

Fear no more the heat o’the sun,


Nor the furious winter’s rages;

Thou thy worldly task has done,


Home art gone and ta’en thy wages:

Golden lads and girls all must,

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.

Fear no more the frown o’the great;


Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke;

Care no more to clothe and eat;


To thee the reed is as the oak:

The sceptre, learning, physic must

All follow this and come to dust.

Fear no more the lightning-flash,


Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone;

Fear not slander, censure rash;


Thou hast finish’d joy and moan:

All lovers young, all lovers must

Consign to thee and come to dust.

From Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night, entitled Dirge
Come away, come away, death,

And in sad cypress let me be laid,

Fly away, fly away breath,

I am slain by a fair cruel maid.

My shroud of white all stuck with yew

O prepare it.

My part of death, no one so true

Did share it.

Not a flower, not a flower sweet,

On my black coffin let there be strown;

Not a friend, not a friend greet

My poor corpse where my bones shall be thrown.

A thousand, a thousand sighs to save,

Lay me, O where

Sad true lover never find my grave

To weep there.

PRIVATE 
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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:

Oh no!  It is an ever fixéd 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 bear it out even to the edge of doom:—


If this be error and upon me be proved,


I never writ, no nor man ever loved.

Being I your servant, what could I do but tend

Upon the times and hours of your desire?

I have no precious time at all to spend,

Nor services to do 'till you require.

Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour

Whilst I, my sov'reign, watch the clock for you,

Nor think I the bitterness of absence sour

When you have bid your servant once adieu.

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought

Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,

But, like a sad slave, stay and think of naught

Save where you are, how happy you make those!


So true a fool is love that in your will,


Though you do any thing, he thinks no ill.

Sonnets by Shakespeare to his dark lady
How oft, when thou, my music, music play'st

Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds

With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently sway'st

The wiry concord that mine ear confounds.

Do I envy those jacks that nimble leap

To kiss the tender inward of thy hand,

Whilst my poor lips, which would that harvest reap,

At the wood's boldness by thee blushing stand.

To be so tickl’d they would gladly change their state

And situation with those dancing chips,

O'er whom thy fingers walk, with nimble gait,

Making dead wood more blest than living lips.


Since saucy jacks so happy are in this,


Give them thy fingers, and me thy lips to kiss.

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;

Coral is far more red than her lips red;

If snow be white, why then her breasts be dun;

If hair be wires, black wires grow on her head.

I have seen roses damask'd, red and white,

But no such roses see I in her cheeks;

And in some perfumes is there more delight

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound;

I grant I never saw a goddess go;

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:


And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare


As any she belied with false compare.

Sonnets by Edmund Spenser (1552-1599)
Penelope for her Ulysses sake,
Devised a Web her wooers to deceive:
In which the work that she all day did make
The same at night she did again unweave,
Such subtle craft my Damsel doth conceive,
Th'importune suit of my desire to shun:
For all that I in many day do weave,
In one short hour I find by her undone.
So when I think to end that I begun,
I must begin and never bring to end:
For with one look she spills that long I spun,
And with one word my whole years work doth rend.

Such labor like the spider’s web I find,
Whose fruitless work is broken with least wind.

Return again my forces late dismayed,
Unto the siege by you abandoned quite,
Great shame it is to leave like one afraid,
So fair a peace for one repulse so light.
’Gainst such strong castles needeth greater might,
Then those small forts which ye were wont belay,
Such haughty minds inured to hardy fight,
Disdain to yield unto the first assay.
Bring therefore all the forces that ye may,
And lay incessant battery to her heart,
Plaints, prayers, vows, ruth, sorrow, and dismay,
Those engines can the proudest love convert.

And if those fail fall down and die before her,
So dying live, and living do adore her.

Sweet warrior when shall I have peace with you?
High time it is, this war now ended were:
Which I no longer can endure to sue,
Ne your incessant battery more to bear:
So weak my powers, so sore my wounds appear,
That wonder is how I should live a jot,
Seeing my hart through launched every where
With thousand arrows, which your eyes have shot:
Yet shoot ye sharply still, and spare me not,
But glory think to make these cruel stores,
Ye cruel one, what glory can be got,
In slaying him that would live gladly yours?

Make peace therefore, and grant me timely grace.
That all my wounds will heal in little space.

Sonnets by Edmund Spenser

Men call you fair, and you do credit it,
For that your self ye daily such do see:
But the true fair, that is the gentle wit,
And virtuous mind is much more praised of me.
For all the rest, how ever fair it be,
Shall turn to naught and loose that glorious hew:
But only that is permanent and free
From frail corruption, that doth flesh ensue.
That is true beauty: that doth argue you
To be divine and borne of heavenly seed:
Derived from that fair Spirit, from whom all true
And perfect beauty did at first proceed.

He only fair, and what he fair hath made,
All other fair like flowers untimely fade.

New year forth looking out of Janus gate,
Doth seem to promise hope of new delight:
And bidding th'old Adieu, his passed date
Bids all old thoughts to die in dumpish spright.
And calling forth out of sad Winters night,
Fresh love, that long hath slept in cheerless bower:
Wills him awake, and soon about him dight
His wanton wings and darts of deadly power.
For lusty spring now in his timely hour,
Is ready to come forth him to receive:
And warns the Earth with divers colored flower,
To deck herself, and her faire mantle weave.

Then you faire flower, in whom fresh youth doth rain,
Prepare your self new love to entertain.


Venomous tongue tipped with vile adders sting,
Of that self kind with which the Furies tell
Their snaky heads do comb, from which a spring
Of poisoned words and spiteful speeches well.
Let all the plagues and horrid pains of hell,
Upon thee fall for thine accursed hire:
That with false forged lies, which thou didst tell,
In my true love did stir up coals of ire,
The sparks whereof let kindle thine own fire,
And catching hold on thine own wicked head
Consume thee quite, that didst with guile conspire
In my sweet peace such breaches to have bred.

Shame be thy mead, and mischief thy reward.
Do to thy self that it for me prepared.

Farewell to Folly
by Robert Greene (1560-1592)

Sweet are the thoughts that savour of content;

The quiet mind is richer than a crown;

Sweet are the nights in careless slumber spent;

The poor estate scorns fortune's angry frown: 

Such sweet content, such minds, such sleep, such bliss, 

Beggars enjoy, when princes oft do miss. 

The homely house that harbours quiet rest; 

The cottage that affords no pride nor care; 

The mean that 'grees with country music best;

The sweet consort of mirth and music's fare; 

Obscured life sets down a type of bliss: 

A mind content both crown and kingdom is.

Sleep

by Samuel Daniel (1562-1619)

Care-charmer Sleep, son of the sable night,

Brother to death, in silent darkness born,

Relieve my anguish, and restore my light;

With dark forgetting of my care return.

And let the day be time enough to morn

The shipwreck of my ill-adventured youth:

Let waking eyes suffice to wail their scorn,

Without the torment of the night’s untruth.

Cease, dreams, the images of day-desires,

To model forth the passions of the morrow;

Never let rising sun approve you liars,

To add more grief to aggravate my sorrow:


Still let me sleep, embracing clouds in vain,


And never wake to feel the sun’s disdain.

“Happy were he”
by Robert Devereux, Earl of Essex (1566-1601)

Happy were he could finish forth his fate


In some unhaunted desert, most obscure

From all societies, from love and hate


Of worldly folk; then might he sleep secure;

Then wake again, and give God ever praise,


Content with hips and haws and bramble-berry;

In contemplation spending all his days,


And change of holy thoughts to make him merry;

Where, when he dies, his tomb may be a bush,

Where harmless robin dwells with gentle thrush. 

“Sleep, angry beauty”
by Thomas Campion (1567-1620)

Sleep, angry beauty, sleep, and fear not me.

For who a sleeping lion dares provoke?

It shall suffice me here to sit and see

Those lips shut up that kindly never spoke.


What sight can more content a lover’s mind


Than beauty seeming harmless, if not kind?

My words have charmed her, for secure she sleeps,

Though guilty of much wrong done to my love;

And in her slumber, see, she closed-eye weeps:

Dreams often more than waking passions move.


Plead, sleep, my cause, and make her soft like thee,


That she in peace may wake and pity me.

From Cynthia’s Revel, entitled Hymn
by Ben Johnson (1572-1637)

Queen and Huntress, chaste and fair,

Now the sun is laid to sleep,

Seated in thy silver chair,

State in wonted manner keep:

Hesperus entreats thy light.

Goddess excellently bright.

Earth, let not thy envious shade

Dare itself to interpose;

Cynthia’s shining orb was made

Heaven to clear when day did close:

Bless us then with wishéd sight,

Goddess excellently bright.

Lay thy bow of pearl apart,

And thy crystal shining quiver;

Given unto the flying hart

Space to breathe, how short soever:

Thou that mak’st a day of night,

Goddess excellently bright.

PRIVATE 
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by John Donne (1572-1631)

Death be not proud, though some have calléd thee

Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;

For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow

Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.

From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,

Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow,

And soonest our best men with thee do go,

Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.

Thou art slave to Fate, Chance, kings, and desperate men,

And dost with Poison, War, and Sickness dwell;

And poppy and charms can make us sleep as well,

And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then?


One short sleep past, we wake eternally


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


Love’s Growth
by John Donne

I scarce believe my love to be so pure


As I had thought it was,


Because it doth endure

Vicissitude, and season, as the grass;

Me thinks I lied all winter, when I swore,

My love was infinite, if spring make'it more.

But if this medicine, love, which cures all sorrow

With more, not only be no quintessence,

But mixt of all stuffs, paining soul, or sense,

And of the Sun his working vigor borrow,

Love's not so pure, and abstract, as they use

To say, which have no Mistress but their Muse,

But as all else, being elemented too,

Love sometimes would contemplate, sometimes do.

And yet no greater, but more eminent,


Love by the spring is grown;


As, in the firmament,

Stars by the Sun are not enlarg'd, but shown.

Gentle love deeds, as blossoms on a bough,

From loves awakened root do bud out now.

If, as in water stir'd more circles be

Produc'd by one, love such additions take,

Those like so many spheres, but one heaven make,

For, they are all concentric unto thee;

And though each spring do add to love new heat,

As princes do in times of action get

New taxes, and remit them not in peace,

No winter shall abate the springs increase.

Loves Diet
by John Donne

To what a cumbersome unwieldiness

And burdenous corpulence my love had grown,


But that I did, to make it less,


And keep it in proportion,

Give it a diet, made it feed upon

That which love worst endures, discretion.

Above one sigh a day I'allow'd him not,

Of which my fortune, and my faults had part;


And if sometimes by stealth he got


A she sigh from my mistress’ heart,

And thought to feast on that, I let him see

'Twas neither very sound, nor meant to me.

If he wrung from me'a tear, I brin'd it so

With scorn or shame, that him it nourish'd not;


If he suck'd hers, I let him know


'Twas not a tear, which he had got,

His drink was counterfeit, as was his meat;

For, eyes which roll towards all, weep not, but sweat.

What ever he would dictate, I writ that,

But burnt my letters; When she writ to me,


And that that favor made him fat,


I said, if any title be

Convey'd by this, Ah, what doth it avail,

To be the fortieth name in an entail?

Thus I reclaim'd my buzzard love, to fly

At what, and when, and how, and where I choose;


Now negligent of sport I lie,


And now as other Fawkners use,

I spring a mistress, swear, write, sigh and weep:

And the game kill'd, or lost, go talk, and sleep.

The Sun Rising
by John Donne



Busy old fool, unruly Sun,



Why doest 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 the'India's of spice and Mine


Be where thou leftst them, or lie here with me.

Ask for those Kings whom thou sawst yesterday,

And thou shall hear, All here in one bed lay.



She's all States, and all Princes, I,



Nothing else is.

Princes do but play us; compar'd to this,

All honor'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 every where;

This bed thy center is, these walls thy sphere.

Woman's Constancytc  \l 1 "Woman's Constancy"
by John Donne

Now thou hast lov'd me one whole day.

To morrow when thou leav'st, what wilt thou say?

Wilt thou Antedate some new made vow?



Or say that now

We are not just those persons, which we were?

Or, that oaths made in reverential fear

Of Love, and his wrath, any may forswear?

Or, as true deaths, true marriages untie,

So lovers contracts, images of those,

Bind but ‘til sleep, death’s image, then unloose?



Or, your own end to Justify,

For having purpos'd change, and falsehood; you

Can have no way but falsehood to be true?

Vain lunatic, against these scrapes I could



Dispute, and conquer, if I would,



Which I abstain to do,

For by to morrow, I may think so too.

The Constant Lover

By Sir John Suckling (1609-1642)

Out upon it, I have loved


Thee three whole days together!

And am like to love three more,


If it prove fair weather.

Time shall molt away his wings


Ere he shall discover

In the whole wide world again


Such a constant lover.

But spite on’t it, no praise


Is due at all to me:

Love with me had made no stays,


Had it any been but she.

Had it any been but she,


And that very face,

There had been at least ere this


A dozen dozen in her place.

“Grieve not, dear love”
by John Digby, Earl of Bristol (1580-1655)

Grieve not, dear love, although we often part,

But know that Nature gently doth us sever,

Thereby to train us up, with tender art,

To brook the day when we must part for ever.

For Nature, doubting we should be surprised

By that sad day whose dread doth chiefly fear us,

Doth keep us daily schooled and exercised,

Lest that the fright thereof should overbear us.

Air
by Dudley, Lord North (1581-1666)

So full of courtly reverence,


So full of formal fair respect,

Carries a pretty double sense


Little more pleasing than neglect.

It is not friendly, ‘tis not free,


It holds a distance half unkind;

Such distance between you and me


May suit with yours, not with my mind.

Oblige me in a more obliging way,

Or know such over-acting spoils the play.

The Glories of our Blood and State
by James Shirley (1596-1666)

The glories of our blood and state


Are shadows, not substantial things;

There is no armor against fate;


Death lays his icy hands on kings:



Scepter and crown



Must tumble down,

And in the dust be equal made

With the poor crooked scythe and spade.

Some men with swords may reap the field,


And plant fresh laurels where they kill;

But their strong nerves at last must yield;


They tame but one another still:



Early or late,



They stoop to fate,

And must give up their murmuring breath,

When they pale captives, creep to death.

The garlands wither on your brow,


Then boast no more of mighty deeds;

Upon death’s purple altar now,


See where the victor-victim bleeds:



Your heads must come



To the cold tomb;

Only the actions of the just

Smell sweet and blossom in their dust.

No Platonic Love
by William Cartwright (1611-1643)

Tell me no more of minds embracing minds,


And hearts exchang'd for hearts;

That spirits spirits meet, as winds do winds,

And mix their subt'lest parts;

That two unbodied essences may kiss,

And then like Angels, twixt and feel one Bliss.

I was that silly thing that once was wrought


To practice this thin love;

I climb'd from sex to soul, from soul to tho't;


But thinking there to move,

Headlong I rolled from tho't to soul, and then

From soul I lighted at the sex again.

As some strict down-looked men pretend to fast,


Who yet in closets eat;

So lovers who profess they spirits taste,


Yet feed on grosser meat;

I know they boast their souls to souls convey,

Howe'er they meet, the body is in the way.

Come, I will undeceive thee, they that tread


Those vain and aerial ways,

Are like young heirs and alchemists misled


To waste their wealth and days,

For searching thus to be for ever rich,

They only find a med'cine for the itch.

From Cymon and Iphigenia, entitled Lines on a Paid Militia
by John Dryden (1631-1700)

The country rings around with loud alarms,

And raw in the fields the rude militia swarms;

Mouths without hands; maintained at vast expense,

In peace a charge, in war a weak defense:

Stout once a month they march, a blustering band,

And ever, but in times of need, at hand.

This was the morn when, issuing on the guard,

Drawn up in rank and file they stood prepared

Of seeming arms to make a short essay,

Then hasten to be drunk, the business of the day.

Democritus and Heraclitus
by Matthew Prior (1664-1721)

Democritus, dear droll, revisit Earth,

And with our follies glut thy heightened mirth.

Sad Heraclitus, serious wretch, return,

In louder grief our greater crimes to mourn.

Between you both I unconcerned stand by:

Hurt, can I laugh? and honest, need I cry?

The Choice
by Nahum Tate (1652-1715)

Grant me, indulgent Heaven, a rural seat,


Rather contemptible than great;

Where, though I taste life’s sweets, still I may be


Athirst for immortality.

I would have business, but exempt from strife;


A private, but an active, life;

A conscience bold, and punctual to his charge;


My stock of health, or patience, large.

Some books I’d have, and some acquaintance too,


But very good, and very few.

Then (if one mortal two such grants may crave)


From silent life I’d steal into my grave.

Solitude
by Alexander Pope (1688-1744)

Happy the man, whose wish and care

A few paternal acres bound,

Content to breathe his native air


In his own ground.

Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread,

Whose flocks supply him with attire;

Whose trees in summer yield him shade,


In winter, fire.

Blest, who can unconcernedly find

Hours, days, and years slide soft away

In health of body, peace of mind;


Quiet by day,

Sound sleep by night; study and ease

Together mixed, sweet recreation,

And innocence, which most does please


With meditation.

Thus let me live, unseen, unknown;

Thus unlamented let me die,

Steal from the world, and not a stone


Tell where I lie.

To James Craggs, Esquire.
secretary of state
by Alexander Pope

A soul as full of worth as void of pride,

Which nothing seeks to show, or needs to hide,

Which nor to guilt nor fear its caution owes,

And boasts a warmth that from no passion flows.

A face untaught to feign; a judging eye,

That darts severe upon a rising lie,

And strikes a blush through frontless flattery.

All this thou wert; and being this before,

Know, kings and fortune cannot make thee more.

Then scorn to find a friend by servile ways,

Nor wish to lose a foe these virtues raise;

But candid, free, sincere, as you began,

Proceed—a minister, but still a man.

Be not (exalted to whate’er degree)

Ashamed of any friend, not e’en of me:

The patriot’s plain, but untrod, path pursue;

If not, ‘tis I must be ashamed of you.

On a Certain Lady at Court
by Alexander Pope

I know the thing that's most uncommon;

  (Envy be silent and attend!)

I know a Reasonable Woman,

  Handsome and witty, yet a Friend.

Not warp'd by Passion, aw'd by Rumour,

  Not grave thro' Pride, or gay thro' Folly,

An equal Mixture of good Humour,

  And sensible soft Melancholy.

“Has she no Faults then (Envy says) Sir?”

  Yes she has one, I must aver:

When all the World conspires to praise her,

  The Woman's deaf, and does not hear.

Upon a Girl of Seven Years Old
by Alexander Pope

Wit’s queen (if what the poets sing be true)

And Beauty’s goddess, childhood never knew—

Pallas, they say, sprung from the head of Jove

Full grown, and from the sea the queen of Love;

But had they, Miss, your wit and beauty seen,

Venus and Pallas both had children been.

They, from the sweetness of that radiant look,

A copy of young Venus might have took,

And from those pretty things you speak have told

How Pallas talked when she was seven years old.

Epigram
by Alexander Pope

When other ladies to the shades go down,

Still Flavia, Chloris, Celia stay in town;

Those ghosts of beauty lingering there abide,

And haunt the places where their honor died.

On a Lady Who P-ssed at the Tragedy of Cato
by Alexander Pope

While maudlin Whigs deplored their Cato’s fate,

Still with dry eyes the Tory Celia sate;

But while her pride forbids her tears to flow,

The gushing waters find a vent below:

Though secret, yet with copious grief she mourns,

Like twenty river-gods with all their urns.

Let others screw their hypocritic face,

She shows her grief in a sincerer place:

There Nature reigns, and Passion void of art,

For that road leads directly to the heart.
The Monument

by Samuel Wesley (1691-1739)

A monster, in the course of vice grown old,

Leaves to his gaping heir his ill-gained gold:

Straight breathes his bust, straight are his virtues shown,

Their date commencing with the sculptured stone.

If on his specious marble we rely,

Pity a worth like his should ever die!

If credit to his real life we give,

Pity a wretch like him should ever live!

On a Fly Drinking Out of His Cup
by William Oldys (1696-1761)

Busy, curious, thirsty fly!

Drink with me and drink as I;

Freely welcome to my cup,

Couldst thou sip and sip it up:

Make the most of life you May,

Life is short and wears away.

Both alike are mine and thine

Hastening quick to their decline:

Thine’s a summer, mine’s no more,

Though repeated to threescore.

Threescore summers, when they’re gone,

Will appear as short as one!

I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud
by William Wordsworth (1770-1850)

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 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 the bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they

Outdid 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 worth 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.

The Exchange

by Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772-1834)

We pledged our hearts, my love and I, 

I in my arms the maiden clasping; 

I could not tell the reason why, 

But, O, I trembled like an aspen! 

Her father's love she bade me gain; 

I went, and shook like any reed! 

I strove to act the man—in vain! 

We had exchanged our hearts indeed.
Song
by Sir Walter Scott (1771-1832)

Oh, say not, my love, with that mortified air,

That your spring-time of pleasure has flown,

Nor bid me to maids that are younger repair,

For those raptures that still are thine own.

Though April his temples may wreathe with the vine,

Its tendrils in infancy curl'd,

'Tis the ardour of August matures us the wine,

Whose life-blood enlivens the world.

Though thy form, that was fashion'd as light as a fay's,

Has assumed a proportion more round,

And thy glance, that was bright as a falcon's at gaze,

Looks soberly now on the ground—

Enough, after absence to meet me again,

Thy steps still with ecstasy move;

Enough, that those dear sober glances retain

For me the kind language of love.

PRIVATE 
On the Setting Suntc  \l 1 "On the Setting Sun"
by Sir Walter Scott, 1783

(the author was only twelve)

Those evening clouds, that setting ray,

And beauteous tints, serve to display


Their great Creator’s praise;

Then let the short-lived thing call’d man,

Whose life’s comprised within a span,


To him his homage raise.

We oft praise the evening clouds,


And tints so gay and bold,

But seldom think upon our God,


Who tinged these clouds with gold!

The Truth of a Woman
by Sir Walter Scott

Woman's faith, and woman's trust -

Write the characters in the dust;

Stamp them on the running stream,

Print them on the moon's pale beam,

And each evanescent letter

Shall be clearer, firmer, better,

And more permanent, I ween,

Than the thing those letters mean.

I have strain'd the spider's thread

'Gainst the promise of a maid;

I have weigh'd a grain of sand

'Gainst her plight of heart and hand;

I told my true love of the token,

How her faith proved light, and her word was broken:

Again her word and truth she plight,

And I believed them again ere night.

“Youth! thou wear’st to manhood now”
by Sir Walter Scott

Youth! thou wear’st to manhood now

Darker lip and darker brow;

Statelier step, more pensive mien,

In thy face and gait are seen;

Thou must now brook midnight watches,

Take thy food and sport by snatches!

For the gambol and the jest

Thou wert wont to love the best,

Graver follies must thou follow,

But as senseless, false, and hollow.

Lochinvar
By Sir Walter Scott

O, young Lochinvar is come out of the west,

Through all the wide Border his steed was the best;

And, save his good broadsword, he weapon had none,

He rode all unarmed, and he rode all alone.

So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war,

There never was knight like the young Lochinvar.

But, ere he alighted at the Netherby gate,

The bride had consented, the gallant came late;

For a laggard in love, and a dastard in war,

Was to wed the fair Ellen of Brave Lochinvar.

So boldly he entered the Netherby Hall,

Among bridesmen, and kinsmen, and brothers, and all.

The spoke the bride’s father, his hand on his sword

(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a word),

“O come ye in peace here, or come ye in war,

Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar?”

“I long wooed your daughter, my suit you denied—

Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide—

And now I am come, with this lost love of mine,

To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine,

There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far,

That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar.”

The bride kissed the goblet; the knight took it up,

He quaffed off the wine, and threw down the cup.

She looked down to blush, and she looked up to sigh,

With a smile on her lips, and a tear in her eye.

He took her soft hand, ere her mother could bar—

“Now tread we a measure,” said young Lochinvar.

So stately his form, and so lovely her face,

That never a hall such a galliard did grace;

While her mother did fret, and her father did fume,

And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and plume…

One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear,

When they reached the hall door, and the charger stood near;

So light to the croup the fair lady he swung,

So light to the saddle before her he sprung;

“She is won! We are gone! Over bank, bush, and scaur;

They’ll have fleet steeds that follow,” quoth young Lochinvar.

There was mounting ‘mong Graemes of the Netherby clan;

Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they ran;

There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee,

But the lost bride of Netherby ne’er did they see.

So daring in love, and so dauntless in war,

Have ye e’er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar?

The Glove and the Lions

by Leigh Hunt (1784-1859)
King Francis was a hearty king, and loved a royal sport,

And one day, as his lions fought, sat looking at the court.

The nobles filled the benches, and the ladies in their pride,

And ‘mongst them sat the Count de Lorge, with one for whom he sighed:

And truly ‘twas a gallant thing to see that crowning show,

Valor and love, and a king above, and the royal beasts below.

Ramped and roared the lions, with horrid laughing jaws;

They bit, they glared, gave blows like beams, a wind went through their paws;

With wallowing might and stifled roar they rolled on one another,

Till all the pit with sand and mane was in a thunderous smother.

The bloody foam above the bars came whisking through the air;

Said Francis then, “Faith, gentlemen, we’re better here than there.”

De Lorge’s love o’erheard the king, a beauteous lively dame,

With smiling lips and sharp bright eyes, which always seemed the same;

She thought, “The Count, my lover, is brave as brave can be;

He surely would do wondrous things to show his love of me;

King, ladies, lovers, all look on; the occasion is divine;

I’ll drop my glove, to prove his love; great glory will be mine.”

She dropped her glove, to prove his love, then looked at him and smiled;

He bowed, and in a moment leaped among the lions wild;

The leap was quick, return was quick, he has regained his place,

Then threw the glove, but not with love, right in the lady’s face.

“By heaven,” said Francis, “rightly done!” and he rose from where he sat;

“Not love,” quoth he, “but vanity, sets love a task like that.”

Destruction of Sennacherib 

by George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788-1824)

The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold,

And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold; 

And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea, 

When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. 

Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is green, 

That host with their banners at sunset were seen: 

Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown, 

That host on the morrow lay withered and strown. 

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast, 

And breathed in the face of the foe as he pass'd, 

And the eyes of the sleepers wax'd deadly and chill, 

And their hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew still! 

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide, 

But through it there roll'd not the breath of his pride; 

And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf, 

And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 

And there lay the rider distorted and pale, 

With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail: 

And the tents were all silent, the banners alone, 

The lances unlifted, the trumpets unblown. 

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail, 

And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal; 

And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword, 

Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord!

She Walks in Beauty
by George Gordon, Lord Byron

She walks in Beauty, like the night


Of cloudless climes and starry skies;

And all that's best of dark and bright


Meet in her aspect and her eyes:

Thus mellowed to that tender light


Which Heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,


Had half impaired the nameless grace

Which waves in every raven tress,


Or softly lightens o'er her face;

Where thoughts serenely sweet express,


How pure, how dear their dwelling place.

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow,


So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,

The smiles that win, the tints that glow,


But tell of days in goodness spent,

A mind in peace with all below,


A heart whose love is innocent!

PRIVATE 
Ozymandiastc  \l 1 "Ozymandias"
by Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822)

I met a traveler 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.

To a Skylark
by Percy Bysshe Shelley

Hail to thee, blithe Spirit! 
Bird thou never wert, 
That from Heaven, or near it, 
Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 

Higher still and higher 
From the earth thou springest 
Like a cloud of fire; 
The blue deep thou wingest, 
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 

In the golden lightning 
Of the sunken sun 
O'er which clouds are bright'ning, 
Thou dost float and run, 
Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 

The pale purple even 
Melts around thy flight; 
Like a star of Heaven 
In the broad daylight 
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight: 

Keen as are the arrows 
Of that silver sphere, 
Whose intense lamp narrows 
In the white dawn clear 
Until we hardly see--we feel that it is there. 

All the earth and air 
With thy voice is loud. 
As, when night is bare, 
From one lonely cloud 
The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is overflowed. 

What thou art we know not; 
What is most like thee? 
From rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright to see 
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody. 


Like a poet hidden 
In the light of thought, 
Singing hymns unbidden, 
Till the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not: 

Like a high-born maiden 
In a palace tower, 
Soothing her love-laden 
Soul in secret hour 
With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower: 

Like a glow-worm golden 
In a dell of dew, 
Scattering unbeholden 
Its aerial hue 
Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view: 

Like a rose embowered 
In its own green leaves, 
By warm winds deflowered, 
Till the scent it gives 
Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy-winged thieves. 

Sound of vernal showers 
On the twinkling grass, 
Rain-awakened flowers, 
All that ever was 
Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass. 

Teach us, sprite or bird, 
What sweet thoughts are thine: 
I have never heard 
Praise of love or wine 
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

Chorus hymeneal 
Or triumphal chaunt 
Matched with thine, would be all 
But an empty vaunt-- 
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 

What objects are the fountains 
Of thy happy strain? 
What fields, or waves, or mountains? 
What shapes of sky or plain? 
What love of thine own kind? what ignorance of pain? 


With thy clear keen joyance 
Languor cannot be: 
Shadow of annoyance 
Never came near thee: 
Thou lovest, but ne'er knew love's sad satiety. 

Waking or asleep, 
Thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep 
Than we mortals dream, 
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream? 

We look before and after, 
And pine for what is not: 
Our sincerest laughter 
With some pain is fraught; 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 

Yet if we could scorn 
Hate, and pride, and fear; 
If we were things born 
Not to shed a tear, 
I know not how thy joy we ever should come near. 

Better than all measures 
Of delightful sound, 
Better than all treasures 
That in books are found, 
Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground! 

Teach me half the gladness 
That thy brain must know, 
Such harmonious madness 
From my lips would flow 
The world should listen then, as I am listening now! 

The Raven
by Edgar Allen Poe, 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 someone 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 tried to borrow

From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore—

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name 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 Madame, truly your forgiveness I implore;

But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,

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.

Then into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,

Soon I heard again 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 an instant 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 marveled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,

Though its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore;

For we cannot help agreeing that no sublunary being

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chambered door—

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chambered 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 farther 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.”


Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

Wondering 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 so, when Hope he would adjure

Stern Despair returned, instead of the sweet Hope he dared adjure—


That sad answer, “Nevermore.””

But that 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

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 angels whose faint foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.

“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he hath sent thee

Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore;

Let me 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 name Lenore—

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name 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 the lie thy soul has 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 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!

The Rainy Day
by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)

The day is cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary;

The vine still clings to the mouldering wall,

But at every gust the dead leaves fall,


And the day is dark and dreary.

My life is cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary;

My thoughts still cling to the mouldering Past,

But the leaves of youth fall thick in the blast,


And the days are dark and dreary.

Be still, my heart! and cease repining;

Behind the clouds is the sun still shining;

Thy fate is the common fate of all,

Into each life some rain must fall,


Some days must be dark, and dreary.

Home they Brought her WarriorPRIVATE 
 Dead
by Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809-1892)

Home they brought her warrior dead,

She nor swooned nor uttered cry.

All her maidens, watching, said,

“She must weep or she will die.”

Then they praised him, soft and low,

Called him worthy to be loved,

Truest friend and noblest foe;

Yet she neither spoke nor moved.

Stole a maiden from her place,

Lightly to the warrior stepped,

Took the face-cloth from the face;

Yet she neither moved nor wept.

Rose a nurse of ninety years,

Set his child upon her knee—

Like summer tempest came her tears—

“Sweet my child, I live for thee.”

The Best
by Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806-1861)

What’s the best thing in the world?

June-rose, by May-dew impearl’d;

Sweet south-wind, that means no rain;

Truth, not cruel to a friend;

Pleasure, not in haste to end;

Beauty, not self-deck’d and curl’d

Till its pride is over-plain;

Light, that never makes you wink;

Memory, that gives no pain;

Love, when, so, you’re loved again.

What’s the best thing in the world?

—Something out of it, I think.

Summum Bonum
by Robert Browning (1812-1889)

All the breath and the bloom of the year in the bag of one bee:

All the wonder and wealth of the mine in the heart of one gem:

In the core of one pearl all the shade and the shine of the sea:

Breath and bloom, shade and shine,—wonder, wealth, and—how far above them—


Truth, that's brighter than gem,


Trust, that's purer than pearl,—

Brightest truth, purest trust in the universe—all were for me


In the kiss of one girl.

To Edward FitzGerald
by Robert Browning

I chanced upon a new book yesterday:

I opened it, and where my finger lay


‘Twixt page and uncut page these words I read

—Some six or seven at most—and learned thereby

That you, FitzGerald, whom by ear and eye


She never knew, “thanked God my wife was dead.”

Aye, dead! and were yourself alive, good Fitz,

How to return you thanks would task my wits:


Kicking you seems the common lot of curs—

While more appropriate greeting lends you grace:

Surely to spit there glorifies your face—


Spitting—from lips once sanctified by hers.

“To spend uncounted years in pain”

by Arthur Hugh Clough (1819-1861)

To spend uncounted years in pain,

Again, again, and yet again,

In working out in heart and brain


The problem of our being here;

To gather facts from far and near,

Upon the mind to hold them clear,

And, knowing more may yet appear,

Unto one’s latest breath to fear

The premature result to draw—

Is this the object, end, and law,


And purpose of our being here?

O Captain! My Captain!
by Walt Whitman (1819-1892)

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,

The ship has weather'd every rack, the prize we sought is won!

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and darling;


But O heart! heart! heart!



O the bleeding drops of red,




Where on the deck my Captain lies,





Fallen cold and dead.

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;

Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills,

For you bouquets and ribbon'd wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding,

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;


Here Captain! dear father!



The arm beneath your head!




It is some dream that on the deck,





You've fallen cold and dead.

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,

The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,

From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;


Exult O shores, and ring O bells!



But I with mournful tread,




Walk the deck my Captain lies,





Fallen cold and dead.

The Jabberwocky
by Lewis Carroll, 1871

'Twas brillig, and the slithy toves

Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:

All mimsy were the borogroves,

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—

And 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 frobjous 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 borogroves,

And the mome raths outgrabe.

“I am a hunchback”
by Robert Louis Stevenson (1850-1894)

I am a hunchback, yellow faced,


A hateful sight to see,

‘Tis all that other men can do


To pass and let me be.

I am a woman, my hair is white,


I was a darkhaired lass;

The gin dances in my head,


I stumble as I pass.

I am a man that God made at first,


And teachers tried to harm,

Here! hunchback take my friendly hand,


Good woman, take my arm.

Incident
by Countee Cullen

Once riding in old Baltimore,


Heart-filled, head-filled with glee,

I saw a Baltimorean


Keep looking straight at me.

Now I was eight and very small,


And he was no whit bigger,

And so I smiled, but he poked out


His tongue, and called me, “Nigger.”

I saw the whole of Baltimore


From May until December;

Of all the things that happened there


That’s all that I remember.

When I Was One-and-Twenty
by A.E. Housman (1859-1936)

When I was one-and-twenty

I heard a wise man say,

“Give crowns and pounds and guineas,

But not your heart away;

Give pearls away and rubies

But keep your fancy free.”

But I was one-and-twenty,

No use to talk to me.

When I was one-and-twenty

I heard him say again,

“The heart out of the bosom

Was never given in vain;

'Tis paid with sighs a-plenty,

And sold for endless rue.”

Now I am two-and-twenty,

And oh, 'tis true, 'tis true.

With Rue My Heart Is Laden

by A.E. Housman

With rue my heart is laden


For golden friends I had,

For many a rose-lipt maiden


And many a lightfoot lad.

By brooks too broad for leaping


The lightfoot boys are laid;

The rose-lipt girls are sleeping


In fields where roses fade.

Oh When I Was… 

by A.E. Housman

Oh when I was in love with you,

Then I was clean and brave,

And miles around the wonder grew

How well did I behave.

And now the fancy passes by,

And nothing will remain,

And miles around they’ll say that I

Am quite myself again.

An Irish Airman Foresees His Deathtc  \l 1 "An Irish Airman Forsees His Death"
by William Butler Yeats (1865-1939)

I know that I shall meet my fate

Somewhere amongst the clouds above;

Those I fight I do not hate,

Those I guard I do not love;

My country is Kiltartan's 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 ahead seemed waste of breath,

A waste of breath the years behind

In balance with this life, this death.

Elegy in a Country Churchyard
by G.K. Chesterton (1874-1936)

The men that worked for England

They have their graves at home:

And bees and birds of England

About the cross can roam.

But they that fought for England,

Following a falling star,

Alas, alas for England

They have their graves afar.

And they that rule in England,

In stately conclave met,

Alas, alas for England

They have no graves as yet.

PRIVATE 
Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Eveningtc  \l 1 "Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening"
by Robert Frost (1875-1963)

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 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 is 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.

PRIVATE 
Fire and Icetc  \l 1 "Fire and Ice"
by Robert Frost

Some say the world will end in fire,

Some say in ice.

From what I've tasted of desire

I hold with those who favor fire.

But if it had to perish twice,

I think I know enough of hate

To say that for destruction ice

Is just as great

And would suffice.

Fireflies in the Garden
by Robert Frost

Here come real stars to fill the upper skies,

And here on earth come emulating flies,

That though they never equal stars in size,

(And they were never really stars at heart)

Achieve at times a very star-like start.

Only, of course, they can’t sustain the part.

The Highwayman
by Alfred Noyes (1880-1958)

The wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees,

The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,

The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,


And the highwayman came riding,


Riding, riding,

The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn door.

He'd a French cocked-hat on his forehead, a bunch of lace at his chin,

A coat of claret velvet, and breeches of brown doe-skin;

They fitted with never a wrinkle: his boots were up to the thigh!


And he rode with a jeweled twinkle,


His pistol butts a-twinkle,

His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the jeweled sky.

Over the cobbles he clattered, and clashed in the dark inn-yard,

And he tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked and barred;

He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there


But the landlord's black-eyed daughter,


Bess, the landlord's daughter,

Pleating a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.

And dark in the dark old inn yard a stable-wicket creaked

Where Tim the ostler listened, his face was white and peaked;

His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy hay,


But he loved the landlord's daughter,


The landlord's red-lipped daughter,

Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say:

“One kiss, my bonnie sweetheart, I'm after a prize tonight,

But I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning light;

Yet, if they press me sharply, and harry me through the day,


Then look for me by the moonlight,


Watch for me by the moonlight,

I'll come to thee by the moonlight, though hell should bar the way.”

He rose upright in the stirrups; he scarce could reach her hand,

But she loosened her hair i'the casement!  His face burnt like a brand

As the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breast;


And he kissed its waves in the moonlight,


(oh, sweet black waves in the moonlight!)

Then he tugged at his rein in the moonlight, and galloped away to the west.

He did not come at the dawning: he did not come at noon;

And out o' the tawny sunset, before the rise o' the moon.

When the rode was a gypsy's ribbon, looping the purple moor,


A red-coat troop came marching,


Marching, marching,

King George's men came marching, up to the old inn-door.

They said no word to the landlord, they drank his ale instead

But they gagged his daughter and bound her to the foot of her narrow bed;

Two of them knelt at her casement, with muskets at their side!


There was death at every window;


And hell at one dark window;

For Bess could see, through her casement, the rode that he would ride.

They had tied her up to attention, with many a sniggering jest;

They had bound a musket beside her, with the barrel beneath her breast!

“Now keep good watch!” and they kissed her.  She heard the dead man say—


Look for me by the moonlight;


 Watch for me by the moonlight;

I'll come to thee in the moonlight, though hell should bar the way!

She twisted her hands behind her; but all the knots held good!

She writhed her hands till her fingers were wet with sweat or blood!

They stretched and strained in the darkness, and the hours crawled by like years.


Till. now, on the stroke of midnight,


Cold, on the stroke of midnight,

The tip of one finger touched it!  The trigger at least was hers!

The tip of one finger touched it; she strove no more for the rest!

Up, she stood up to attention, with the barrel beneath her breast,

She would not risk their hearing! she would not strive again;

 
For the road lay bare in the moonlight,


Blank and bare in the moonlight;

And the blood of her veins in the moonlight throbbed to her love's refrain.

Tlot-tlot, tlot-tlot! Had they heard it?  The horse-hoofs were ringing clear;

Tlot-tlot, tlot-tlot, in the distance?  Were they deaf that did not hear?

Down the ribbon of moonlight, over the brow of the hill,


The highwayman came riding,


Riding, riding,

The red-coats looked to their priming!  She stood up, straight and still!

Tlot-tlot, in the frosty silence!  Tlot-tlot, in the echoing night!

Nearer he came and nearer!  Her face was like a light!

Her eyes grew wide for a moment!  She drew one last deep breath,


Then her finger moved in the moonlight,


Her musket shattered the moonlight,

Shattered her breast in the moonlight and warned him—with her death.

He turned, he spurred to the West; he did not know she stood

Bowed, with her head o'er the musket, drenched with her own red blood!

Not till the dawn he heard it; his face grew grey to hear


How Bess, the landlord's daughter,


The landlord's black-eyed daughter,

Had watched for her love in the moonlight, and died in the darkness there.

Back he spurred like a madman, shrieking a curse to the sky,

With the white road smoking behind him and his rapier brandished high!

Blood-red were his spurs i' the golden noon; wine-red was his velvet coat,


When they shot him down on the highway,


Down like a dog on the highway,

And he lay in his blood on the highway, with the bunch of lace at his throat.

And still, of a winter's night, they say, when the wind is in the trees,

When the moon is a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,

When the road is a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,


A highwayman comes riding,


Riding, riding,

A highwayman comes riding, up to the old inn door.

The Cremation of Sam McGee
by Robert W. Service, 1898

There are strange things done in the midnight sun


by the men who moil for gold;

The Arctic trails have their secret tales


that would make your blood run cold;

The Northern Lights have seen queer sights,


but the queerest they ever did see

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge


I cremated Sam McGee.

Now Sam McGee was from Tennesee,


where the cotton blooms and blows.

Why he left his home in the South to roam


'round the Pole, God only knows.

He was always cold, but the land of gold


seemed to hold him like a spell;

Though he'd often say in his homely way


that he'd “sooner live in hell.”

On a Christmas Day we were mushing our way


over the Dawson trail.

Talk of your cold! through the parka's fold


it stabbed like a driven nail.

If our eyes we'd close, then our lashes froze


till sometimes we couldn't see;

It wasn't much fun, but the only one


to whimper was Sam McGee.

And that very night as we lay packed tight


in our robes beneath the snow,

And the dogs were fed, and the stars overhead


were dancing heel and toe,

He turned to me, and “Cap,” says he,


“I'll cask in this trip, I guess;

And if I do, I'm asking that you


won't refuse my last request.”

Well, he seemed so low that I couldn't say no;


then he says with a sort of moan:

“It's the cursed cold, and it's got right hold


till I'm chilled clean through to the bone.

Yet 'tain't being dead—it's my awful dread


of the icy grave that pains;

So I want you to swear that, foul or fair,


you'll cremate my last remains.”

A pal's last need is a thing to heed,


so I swore I would not fail;

And we started on at the streak of dawn;


but God! he looked ghastly pale.

He crouched on the sleigh, and he raved all day


of his home in Tennessee;

And before nightfall, a corpse was all


that was left of Sam McGee.

There wasn't a breath in that land of death,


and I hurried, horror-driven,

With a corpse half hid that I couldn't get rid,


because of a promise given;

It was lashed to the sleigh, and it seemed to say:


“You may tax your brawn and brains,

But you promised true, and it's up to you


to cremate those last remains.”

Now a promise made is a debt unpaid,


and the trail has its own stern code.

In the days to come, though my lips were dumb,


in my heart how I cursed that load.

In the long, long night, by the lone firelight,


while the huskies, round in a ring,

Howled out their woes to the homeless snows—


O God! how I loathed the thing.

And every day that quiet clay


seemed to heavy and heavier grow;

And on I went, though the dogs were spent


and the grub was getting low;

The trail was bad, and I felt half mad,


but I swore I would not give in;

And I'd often sing to the hateful thing,


and it hearkened with a grin.

Till I came to the marge on Lake Lebarge,


and a derelict there lay;

It was jammed in ice, but I saw in a trice


it was called the “Alice May.”

And I looked at it, and I thought a bit,


and I looked at my frozen chum;

Then “Here,” says I, with a sudden cry,


“is my crematorium.”

Some planks I tore from the cabin floor,


and I lit the boiled fire;

Some coal I found that was lying around,


and I heaped the fuel higher;

The flames just soared, and the furnace roared—


such a blaze you seldom see;

And I burrowed a hole in the glowing coal,


and I stuffed in Sam McGee

Then I made a hike, for I didn't like


to hear him sizzle so;

And the heavens scowled, and the huskies howled,


and the wind began to blow.

It was icy cold, but the hot sweat rolled


down my cheeks, and I don't know why;

And the greasy smoke in an inky cloak


went streaking down the sky.

I do not know how long in the snow


I wrestled with grisly fear;

But the stars came out and the danced about


ere again I ventured near;

I was sick with dread, but I bravely said:


“I'll just take a peep inside.

I guess he's cooked, and it's time I looked...”


then the door I opened wide.

And there sat Sam, looking cool and calm,


in the heart of the furnace roar;

And he wore a smile you could see a mile,


and he said, “Please close the door.

It's fine in here, but I greatly fear


you'll let in the cold and storm—

Since I left Plumtree, down in Tennessee,


it's the first time I've been warm.”

There are strange things done in the midnight sun


by the men who moil for gold;

The Arctic trails have there secret tales


that would make your blood run cold;

The Northern Lights have seen queer sights,


but the queerest they ever did see

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge


I cremated Sam McGee.

Base Details
by Siegfried Sassoon (1886-1967)

If I were fierce, and bald, and short of breath,


I’d live with scarlet Major at the Base,

And speed glum heroes up the line to death.


You’d see me with my puffy petulant face,

Guzzling and gulping in the best hotel,


Reading the Roll of Honor.  “poor young chap,”

I’d say—“I used to know his father well;


Yes, we’ve lost heavily in this last scrap.”

And when the war is done and youth stone dead,

I’d toddle safely home and die—in bed.

Earth
by John Hall Wheelock

“A planet doesn’t explode of itself,” said drily

The Martian astronomer, gazing off into the air—

“That they were able to do it is proof that highly

Intelligent beings must have been living there.”

Piazza Piece
by John Crowe Ransom

—I am a gentleman in a dustcoat trying

To make you hear.  Your ears are soft and small

And listen to an old man not at all,

They want the young men’s whispering and sighing.

But see the roses on your trellis dying

And hear the spectral singing of the moon;

For I must have my lovely lady soon,

I am a gentleman in a dustcoat trying.

—I am a lady young in beauty waiting

Until my truelove comes, and then we kiss.

But what grey man among the vines is this

Whose words are dry and faint as in a dream?

Back from my trellis, Sir, before I scream!

I am a lady young in beauty waiting.

The Soldier
by Rupert Brook, 1915

If I should die, think only this of me:


That there is some corner of a foreign field

That is forever 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 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 thought by England given;

Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;


And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,



In hearts of peace, under an English heaven.

Dulce Et Decorum Est

by Wilfred Owen (1893-1918)

Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,

Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,

Til 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 gas-shells dropping softly behind.

Gas!  GAS!  Quick, boys!—An ecstacy 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

Bitter as 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.

Casey at the Bat
by Ernest Lawrence Taylor

It looked extremely rocky for the Mudville nine that day;

The score stood two to four, with but an inning left to play,

So, when Cooney died at second, and Burrows did the same,

A pallor wreathed the features of the patrons of the game.

A straggling few got up to go, leaving there the rest,

With that hope that springs eternal within the human breast.

For they thought: “If only Casey would get a whack at that,”

They’d put even money now if Casey were at bat.

But Flynn preceded Casey, and likewise so did Blake,

And the former was a pudd’n, and the later was a fake.

So on that stricken multitude a deathlike silence sat;

For there seemed but little chance of Casey’s getting to the bat.

But Flynn let drive a single, to the wonderment of all.

And the much despised Blakey tore the cover off the ball.

And when the dust had lifted, and they saw what had occurred,

There was Blakey safe at second, and Flynn a-huggin’ third.

Then from the gladdened multitude went up a joyous yell—

It rumbled in the mountaintops, it rattled in the dell;

It struck upon the hillside and rebounded on the flat;

For Casey, mighty Casey, was advancing to the bat.

There was ease in Casey’s manner as he stepped into his place,

There was pride in Casey’s bearing and a smile on Casey’s face;

And when responding to the cheers he lightly doffed his hat,

No stranger in the crowd could doubt ‘twas Casey at the bat.

Ten thousand eyes were on him as he rubbed his hands with dirt,

Five thousand tongues applauded when he wiped them on his shirt;

Then when the writhing pitcher ground the ball into his hip,

Defiance glared in Casey’s eye, a sneer curled Casey’s lip.

And now the leather-covered sphere came hurtling through the air,

And Casey stood a-watching it in haughty grandeur there.

Close by the sturdy batsman the ball unheeded sped;

“That ain’t my style,” said Casey.  “Strike one,” the umpire said.

From the benches, black with people, there went up a muffled roar,

Like the beating of the storm waves on the stern and distant shore.

“Kill him! kill the umpire!” shouted someone on the stand;

And it’s likely they’d have killed him had not Casey raised his hand.

With a smile of Christian charity great Casey’s visage shone;

He stilled the rising tumult, he made the game go on;

He signaled to the pitcher, and once more the spheroid flew;

But Casey still ignored it, and the umpire said, “Strike two.”

“Fraud!” cried the maddened thousands, and the echo answered “Fraud!”

But one scornful look from Casey and the audience was awed;

They saw his face grow stern and cold, they saw his muscles strain,

And they knew that Casey wouldn’t let the ball go by again.

The sneer is gone from Casey’s lips, his teeth are clenched in hate.

He pounds with cruel vengeance his bat upon the plate;

And now the pitcher holds the ball, and now he lets it go.

And now the air is shattered by the force of Casey’s blow.

Oh, somewhere in this favored land the sun is shining bright.

The band is playing somewhere, and somewhere hearts are light;

And somewhere men are laughing, and somewhere children shout.

But there is no joy in Mudville: Mighty Casey has struck out.
PRIVATE 
Be Frugal
by Richard Church (1893-1972)

Be frugal in the gift of love,

Lest you should kindle in return

Love like your own, that may survive

Long after yours has ceased to burn.

For in life’s later years you may

Meet with the ghost of what you woke

And shattered at a second stroke.

God help you on that fatal day.

PRIVATE 
Late Summertc  \l 1 "Late Summer"
by C.S. Lewis

I, dusty and bedraggled as I am,

Pestered with wasps and weeds and making jam,

Blowzy and stale, my welcome long outstayed,

Proved false in every promise that I made,

At my beginning I believed, like you,

Something would come of all my green and blue.

Mortals remember, looking on the thing

I am, that I, even I, was once a spring.

PRIVATE 
Joys That Stingtc  \l 1 "Joys That Sting"
C.S. Lewis

Oh do not die, says Donne, for I shall hate

All women so.  How false the sentence rings.

Women?  But in a life made desolate

It is the joys once shared that have the stings.

To take the old walks alone, or not at all,

To order one pint where I ordered two,

To think of, and then not to make, the small

Time-honoured joke (senseless to all but you);

To laugh (oh, one'll laugh), to talk upon

Themes that we talked upon when you were there,

To make some poor pretense of going on,

Be kind to one's old friends, and seem to care,

While no one (O God) through the years will say

The simplest, common word in just your way.

Five Sonnets
by C.S. Lewis

You think that we who do not shout and shake

Our fists at God when youth or bravery die

Have colder blood or hearts less apt to ache

Than yours who rail.  I know you do.  Yet why?

You have what sorrow always longs to find,

Someone to blame, some enemy in chief;

Anger's the anaesthetic of the mind,

It does men good, it fumes away their grief.

We feel the stroke like you; so far our fate

Is equal.  After that, for us begin

Half-hopeless labours, learning not to hate,

And then to want, and then (perhaps) to win

A high, unearthly comfort, angel's food,

That seems at first a mockery to flesh and blood.

There's a repose, a safety (even a taste

Of something like revenge?) in fixed despair

Which we're forbidden.  We have to rise with haste

And start to climb what seems a crazy stair.

Our consolation (for we are consoled,

So much of us, I mean, as may be left

After the dreadful process has unrolled)

For one bereavement makes us more bereft.

It asks for all we have, to the last shred;

Read Dante, who had known its best and worst—

He was bereaved and he was comforted—

No one denies it, comforted—but first

Down to the frozen centre, up the vast

Mountain of pain, from world to world he passed.

Of this we're certain; no one who dared knock

At heaven's door for earthly comfort found

Even a door—only smooth, endless rock,

And save the echo of his cry no sound.

It's dangerous to listen; you'll begin

To fancy that those echoes (hope can play

Pitiful tricks) are answers from within;

Far better to turn, grimly sane, away.

Heaven cannot thus, Earth cannot ever, give

The thing we want.  We ask what isn't there

And by our asking water and make live

That very part of love that must despair

And die and go down cold into the earth

Before there's talk of springtime and rebirth.

Pitch your demands heaven-high and they'll be met.

Ask for the Morning Star and take (thrown in)

Your earthly love.  Why, yes; but how to set

One's foot on the first rung, how to begin?

The silence of one voice upon our ears

Beats like the waves; the coloured morning seems

A lying brag; the face we loved appears

Fainter each night, or ghastlier, in our dreams.

“That long way round which Dante trod was meant

For mighty saints and mystics, not for me,”

So Nature cries.  Yet if we once assent

To Nature's voice, we shall be like the bee

That booms against the window-pane for hours

Thinking that the way to reach the laden flowers.

“If we could speak to her,” my doctor said,

“And told her, “Not that way! All, all in vain

You weary out your wings and bruise your head,”

Might she not answer, buzzing at the pane,

“Let queens and mystics and religious bees

Talk of such inconceivables as glass;

The blunt lay worker flies at what she sees,

Look there—ahead, ahead—the flowers, the grass!”

We catch her in a handkerchief (who knows

What rage she feels, what terror, what despair?)

And shake her out—and gaily out she goes

Where quivering flowers stand thick in summer air,

To drink their hearts.  But left to her own will

She would have died upon the window-sill.”

Apologist’s Evening Prayer
From all my lame defeats and oh! much more

From all the victories that I seemed to score;

From cleverness shot forth on Thy behalf

At which, while angels weep, the audience laugh;

From all my proofs of Thy divinity,

Thou, who wouldst give no sign, deliver me.

Thoughts are but coins.  Let me not trust, instead

Of Thee, their thin-worn image of Thy head.

From all my thought, even from my thoughts of Thee,

O thou fair Silence, fall, and set me free.

Lord of the narrow gate and the needle’s eye,

Take from me all my trumpery, lest I die.

Love Poem
by John Frederick Nims

My clumsiest dear, whose hands shipwreck vases,

At whose quick touch all glasses chip and ring,

Whose palms are bulls in china, burs in linen,

And have no cunning with any soft thing

Except all ill-at-ease fidgeting people:

The refugee uncertain at the door

You make home; deftly you steady

The drunk clambering on his undulant floor.

Unpredictable dear, the taxi drivers’ terror,

Shrinking from far headlights pale as a dime

Yet leaping before red apoplectic streetcars—

Misfit in any space.  And never on time.

A wrench in clocks and the solar system.  Only

With words and people you love and move at ease.

In traffic of wit expertly maneuver

And keep us, all devotion, at your knees.

Forgetting your coffee spreading on our flannel,

Your lipstick grinning on our coat,

So gaily in love’s unbreakable heaven

Our souls on glory of spilt bourbon float.

 Be with me, darling, early and late.  Smash glasses—

I will study wry music for your sake.

For should your hands drop white and empty

All the toys of the world would break.

The Pirate Don Durk of Dowdee
by Mildrew Plew Meigs

Ho, for the Pirate Don Durk of Dowdee!

He was as wicked as wicked could be,

But oh, he was perfectly gorgeous to see!


The Pirate Don Durk of Dowdee.

His conscience, of course, was as black as a bat,

But he had a floppety plume on his hat

And when he went walking it jiggled—like that!


The plume of Don Durk of Dowdee.

His coat it was crimson and cut with a slash,

And often as ever he twirled his moustache.

Deep down in the ocean the mermaids went splash


Because of Don Durk of Dowdee.

Moreover, Dowdee had a purple tattoo,

And stuck in his belt where he buckled it through

Were a dagger, a dirk and a squizzamaroo,


For fierce was the Pirate Dowdee.

Oh, he had a cutlass that swung at his thigh

And he had a parrot called Pepperkin Pye,

And a zigzaggy scar at the end of his eye


Had Pirate Don Durk of Dowdee.

He kept in a cavern. this buccaneer bold,

A curious chest that was covered with mould,

And all of his pockets were jingly with gold!


Oh jing! went the gold of Dowdee.

His conscience, of course, it was crook’d like a squash,

But both of his boots made a slickery slosh,

And he went through the world with a wonderful swash,


Did Pirate Don Durk of Dowdee.

It’s true he was wicked as wicked could be,

His sins they outnumbered a hundred and three,

But oh, he was perfectly gorgeous to see,


The Pirate Don Durk of Dowdee.

Chanson Philosophique
by Timothy Steele, 1986

The nominalist in me invents

A life devoid of precedents.

The realist takes a different view:

He claims that all I feel and do

Billions of others felt and did

In history's Pre-me period.

Arguing thus, both voices speak

A partial truth.  I am unique,

Yet the unceasing self-distress

Of desire buffets me no less

Than it has other sons of man

Who've come and gone since time began.

The meaning, then, of this dispute?

My life's a nominal/real pursuit,

Which leave identity clear and blurred,

In which what happens has occurred

Often and never—which is to say,

Never to me, or quite this way.

Our Heroes
by Phoebe Cary

Here’s a hand to the boy who has the courage


To do what he knows to be right.

When he falls in the way of temptation,


He has a hard battle to fight.

Who strives against self and his comrades


Will find a most powerful foe.

All honor to him if he conquers.


A cheer for the boy who says “No!”

There’s many a battle fought daily


The world knows nothing about;

There’s many a brave little soldier


Whose strength puts a legion to rout.

And he who fights sin single-handed


Is more of a hero, I say,

Than he who leads soldiers to battle


And conquers by arms in the fray.

Be steadfast, my boy, when you’re tempted,


To do what you know to be right.

Stand firm by the colors of manhood,


And you will o’ercome in the fight.

“The right,” be your battle cry ever


In waging the warfare of life.

And God, who knows who are the heroes


Will give you the strength for the strife.

