
        
            
                
            
        

    
		

		
			ABSOLUTION
			

			ACCOMPLISHED FACTS
			

			ADDRESS TO A HAGGIS
			

			AFTER APPLE-PICKING
			

			AH, ARE YOU DIGGING ON MY GRAVE?
			

			ALL FOR LOVE
			

			ALL IN GREEN MY LOVE WENT RIDING
			

			AN END
			

			AN IMMORALITY
			

			ANSWER
			

			APRIL
			

			APRIL
			

			ASLEEP! O SLEEP A LITTLE WHILE,
			

			WHITE PEARL!
			

			AT THE SEA-SIDE
			

			AUGUST MOONLIGHT
			

			AUTUMN TREASURE
			

			A BABY RUNNING BAREFOOT
			

			THE BABY
			

			BE A FRIEND
			

			BEAUTIFUL SOUP
			

			THE BEAUTIFUL TOILET
			

			BEAUTY AND BEAUTY
			

			BECAUSE I COULD
			

			NOT STOP FOR DEATH
			

			BECAUSE YOUR VOICE
			

			WAS AT MY SIDE
			

			BED IN SUMMER
			

			BEDTIME
			

			THE BEGINNING OF SUMMER
			

			A BELATED VIOLET
			

			BLUEBEARD
			

			BLUEBERRIES
			

			BORROWING
			

			BREAK, BREAK, BREAK
			

			THE BRIDGE
			

			THE BROKEN HEART
			

			THE BUILDERS
			

			THE BUSH
			

			THE CHANCES
			

			A CHILD
			

			A CHILD’S NIGHTMARE
			

			THE CHILDREN’S HOUR
			

			CHRISTMAS BELLS
			

			A CLEAR MIDNIGHT
			

			COME HITHER, CHILD
			

			COMPENSATION
			

			A CRADLE SONG
			

			THE CREATION
			

			THE DAFFODILS
			

			THE DANE-GELD
			

			THE DAY IS DONE
			

			THE DEFINITION OF LOVE
			

			THE DIVINE IMAGE
			

			A DREAM WITHIN A DREAM
			

			DRINKING ALONE BY MOONLIGHT
			

			A DRINKING SONG
			

			DUST
			

			EACH IN HIS OWN TONGUE
			

			THE EAGLE
			

			ENOUGH
			

			EVOLUTION
			

			FABLE
			

			FAME IS A FOOD
			

			THAT DEAD MEN EAT
			

			FANCY
			

			FATE
			

			FIRE AND ICE
			

			THE FIRE SOUL
			

			THE FIRST SNOW-FALL
			

			THE FISHERMAN’S HYMN
			

			THE FLOWER BOAT
			

			FOR ANNIE
			

			FOR ONCE, THEN, SOMETHING
			

			FOREIGN LANDS
			

			FRANCE
			

			A FRIEND’S GREETING
			

			FROM DEWY DREAMS,
			

			MY SOUL, ARISE
			

			FROM THE SHORE
			

			THE GIPSY GIRL
			

			GIVE ALL TO LOVE
			

			A GLIMPSE
			

			GOOD NIGHT
			

			GOOD NIGHT
			

			THE GOOD-MORROW
			

			GRAND IS SEEN
			

			THE GREEN GRASS UNDER THE SNOW
			

			GREEN
			

			HANDFULS
			

			HE AND SHE
			

			HEAT
			

			HER REPLY
			

			HERO-WORSHIP
			

			HIS EXCUSE FOR LOVING
			

			HIS SUPPOSED MISTRESS
			

			“HOPE” IS THE THING WITH FEATHERS
			

			HOW DOTH THE LITTLE BUSY BEE
			

			THE HUMBLE-BEE
			

			I DIED FOR BEAUTY
			

			I FELT A FUNERAL IN MY BRAIN
			

			I REMEMBER, I REMEMBER
			

			I TASTE A LIQUOR NEVER BREWED
			

			I WANDERED LONELY AS A CLOUD
			

			I WOULD IN THAT SWEET BOSOM BE
			

			I’M NOBODY
			

			IF
			

			IF I SHOULD DIE
			

			IF I SHOULD DIE TO-NIGHT
			

			IF SPIRITS WALK
			

			IF—
			

			IN AUGUST
			

			IN OCTOBER
			

			IN THE DARK PINE-WOOD
			

			IN THE SHADOWS
			

			INDIAN SUMMER
			

			INTO MY OWN
			

			INVITATION
			

			THE INWARD MORNING
			

			IT IS TIME TO BEGIN TO CONCLUDE
			

			THE IVY GREEN
			

			JENNY KISSED ME
			

			JUST THINK!
			

			THE LAKE ISLE OF INNISFREE
			

			THE LAMB
			

			THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER
			

			LATE LEAVES
			

			LAUGHING CORN
			

			THE LAWYERS KNOW TOO MUCH
			

			LAZY MAN’S SONG
			

			LEAN OUT OF THE WINDOW
			

			LET IT BE FORGOTTEN
			

			LET US BE MERRY BEFORE WE GO
			

			LET US DRINK AND BE MERRY
			

			THE LIE
			

			LIFE
			

			LINES
			

			THE LISTENERS
			

			LITTLE BOY BLUE
			

			THE LITTLE PEACH
			

			THE LOOK
			

			THE LORD’S PRAYER
			

			THE LOST SHEEP
			

			LOST
			

			LOVE AND AGE
			

			LOVE AND SLEEP
			

			THE LOVE SONG
			

			OF J. ALFRED PRUFROCK
			

			LOVE’S FAREWELL
			

			LOVELIEST OF TREES,
			

			THE CHERRY NOW
			

			A MATHEMATICAL PROBLEM IN VERSE
			

			THE MILL
			

			MIST
			

			MONEY
			

			THE MOON
			

			MOTHER MIND
			

			MOUSE’S NEST
			

			MOVE EASTWARD, HAPPY EARTH...
			

			MUSIC I HEARD
			

			MY DELIGHT AND THY DELIGHT
			

			MY HEART’S IN THE HIGHLANDS
			

			MY SHADOW
			

			MY VOICE
			

			NATURE
			

			NEVER AND FOREVER
			

			NEW YEAR’S EVE—MIDNIGHT
			

			DAWN
			

			THE NIGHT FIRE
			

			THE NIGHTS REMEMBER
			

			A NOISELESS PATIENT SPIDER
			

			O MISTRESS MINE
			

			O SWEETHEART, HEAR YOU
			

			THE OCEAN
			

			OCTOBER
			

			ODE TO SPRING
			

			THE OLD FAMILIAR FACES
			

			ON THE BEACH AT NIGHT
			

			ON WOMAN
			

			ONE DAY I WROTE HER
			

			NAME UPON THE STRAND
			

			“OUT, OUT—”
			

			THE OWL AND THE PUSSY-CAT
			

			PARABLE OF THE OLD MEN
			

			AND THE YOUNG
			

			THE PARK
			

			THE PASTURE
			

			PIANO
			

			PITY
			

			POET TO HIS LOVE
			

			A POISON TREE
			

			POOR EARTH
			

			PORTRAIT BY A NEIGHBOR
			

			PRAYER FOR INDIFFERENCE
			

			A PRAYER FOR MY DAUGHTER
			

			THE QUEEN OF HEARTS
			

			RAIN
			

			THE RAINBOW
			

			THE RAINY DAY
			

			THE RED CROSS NURSES
			

			A RED, RED ROSE
			

			REMEMBER
			

			THE RETURN
			

			A RIDDLE
			

			THE RIVER SONG
			

			THE ROAD NOT TAKEN
			

			ROCK ME TO SLEEP
			

			THE ROLLING ENGLISH ROAD
			

			ROOFS
			

			THE ROSE AND THE CROSS
			

			THE ROSE-BUD
			

			SCHOOLBOYS IN WINTER
			

			SEA ROSE
			

			SEASHORE
			

			THE SECOND COMING
			

			SELF-DEPENDENCE
			

			SENTENCE
			

			SEVEN LITTLE SPARROWS
			

			THAT SHADOW, MY LIKENESS
			

			SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY
			

			SHEEP
			

			THE SIGH
			

			SILENCE
			

			A SILENT MOUTH
			

			SLEEP NOW, O SLEEP NOW
			

			SMILE, SMILE, SMILE
			

			SMOKE
			

			THE SNOW MAN
			

			THE SNOWSTORM
			

			SO OFT AS I HER BEAUTY DO BEHOLD
			

			SOMETIMES
			

			SONG OF MYSELF
			

			SONNET 2
			

			“WHEN FORTY WINTERS SHALL
			

			BESIEGE THY BROW” 
			

			SONNET 23
			

			SONNET 28
			

			SONNET 116 “LET ME NOT TO THE MARRIAGE OF TRUE MINDS” 
			

			SONNET 130 “MY MISTRESS’ EYES ARE NOTHING LIKE THE SUN” 
			

			A SONNET OF THE MOON
			

			SONNET TO SLEEP
			

			SONNET
			

			THE SOUND OF THE TREES
			

			SPRING NIGHT
			

			A STATUE IN A GARDEN
			

			STAY, O SWEET
			

			THE STOLEN CHILD
			

			STRANGE MEETING
			

			STRINGS IN THE EARTH AND AIR
			

			SUCCESS
			

			THE SUGAR-PLUM TREE
			

			A SUMMER NIGHT
			

			THE SUN HAS LONG BEEN SET
			

			SYMPATHY
			

			THE TEACHER’S DREAM
			

			THE TELL-TALE HEART
			

			THEN I WOULD LOVE YOU
			

			THERE WAS A CHILD WENT FORTH
			

			“THERE WILL COME SOFT RAIN”
			

			THOU ART NOT LOVELIER THAN LILACE, —NO
			

			A THOUGHT
			

			THE THREAD OF LIFE
			

			THY FINGERS MAKE EARLY FLOWERS
			

			THE TIGER
			

			TIME TO DIE
			

			TO—
			

			TO A BUTTERFLY
			

			TO A CHILD DANCING IN THE WIND
			

			TO A TRAVELLER
			

			TO A WHITHERED ROSE
			

			TO AUTUMN
			

			TO E
			

			TO HOPE
			

			TO SPRING
			

			TO THE SECRET ROSE
			

			TO THE WESTERN WIND
			

			TO VIOLETS
			

			TO YOU
			

			TOMMY
			

			TWO LOVES
			

			ULYSSES AND THE SIREN
			

			UNDER THE HARVEST MOON
			

			UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE
			

			A VIOLINIST
			

			THE VOICE OF THE ANCIENT BARD
			

			WAITING
			

			WHEN I HAVE FEARS THAT I MAY CEASE TO BE
			

			WHEN I READ THE BOOK
			

			WHEN IN THE WOODS I WANDERALL ALONE
			

			WHEN LIFE IS QUITE THROUGH WITH
			

			WHEN THAT I WAS AND A LITTLE TINY BOY
			

			WHEN WE TWO PARTED
			

			WHEN YOU ARE OLD
			

			WHERE MY BOOKS GO
			

			WHICH ARE YOU?
			

			WHISPERS OF IMMORTALITY
			

			THE WHITE BIRDS
			

			A WHITE ROSE
			

			WILD NIGHTS
			

			THE WILD SWANS AT COOLE
			

			A WINDFLOWER
			

			WINDY NIGHTS
			

			WINTER IN THE BOULEVARD
			

			WINTER STARS
			

			THE WORLD IS TOO MUCH WITH US
			

			THE YAK
			

			THE YEAR’S AT THE SPRING
			

			THE YOUNG DEAD
			

			THE YOUNG HOUSEWIFE
			

			YOUNG NIGHT THOUGHT
			

			YOUTH AND AGE
			

		

	
		
			
				[image: 缺失的图片文件]
			

			
				[image: 缺失的图片文件]
			

			
				[image: 缺失的图片文件]
			

			
				  图书在版编目（CIP）数据

				


				  经典诗歌300首 = 300 classic poems：英文/(美）朗费罗


				(Longfellow,H.W.）等著. —天津：天津人民出版社，2014.1


				  ISBN 978-7-201-08493-0

				  Ⅰ.①经… Ⅱ.①朗… Ⅲ.①英语－语言读物 ②诗集－世界 Ⅳ.①H319.4：I

				  中国版本图书馆CIP数据核字（2013）第290895号

			

			
				免费下载朗读文件：


				http://blog.sina.com.cn/s/blog_790a14c70101su1y.html

				或360云盘的下载方式(请先注册360云盘在下载）:


				http://weibo.com/318999618

			

			
				天津出版传媒集团

				天津人民出版社出版、发行

				出版人：黄沛

				(天津市西康路35号 邮政编码：300051)

				网址：http://www.tjrmcbs.com


				电子邮箱：tjrmcbs@126.com


				北京领先印刷有限公司

				


				2014年1月第1版 2014年1月第1次印刷

				787×980毫米 32开本 13.5印张 字数：300千字

				


				定 价：29.80元

			

			
				01

				ABSOLUTION

				


				


				


				By Siegfried Sassoon

				THE anguish of the earth absolves our eyes 

				Till beauty shines in all that we can see. 

				War is our scourge; yet war has made us wise, 

				And, fighting for our freedom, we are free. 

				


				Horror of wounds and anger at the foe,

				And loss of things desired; all these must pass. 

				We are the happy legion, for we know 

				Time’s but a golden wind that shakes the grass. 

				


				There was an hour when we were loth to part 

				From life we longed to share no less than others.

				Now, having claimed this heritage of heart, 

				What need we more, my comrades and my brothers?
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				ACCOMPLISHED FACTS

				


				


				


				By Carl Sandburg

				EVERY year Emily Dickinson sent one friend

				the first arbutus bud in her garden.

				


				In a last will and testament Andrew Jackson

				remembered a friend with the gift of George

				Washington’s pocket spy-glass.

				


				Napoleon too, in a last testament, mentioned a silver

				watch taken from the bedroom of Frederick the Great,

				and passed along this trophy to a particular friend.

				


				O. Henry took a blood carnation from his coat lapel

				and handed it to a country girl starting work in a

				bean bazaar, and scribbled: “Peach blossoms may or

				may not stay pink in city dust.”

				


				So it goes. Some things we buy, some not.

				Tom Jefferson was proud of his radishes, and Abe Lincoln blacked his own boots, and Bismarck called Berlin a wilderness of brick and newspapers.

				


				So it goes. There are accomplished facts.

				Ride, ride, ride on in the great new blimps—

				Cross unheard-of oceans, circle the planet.


			

			
				When you come back we may sit by five hollyhocks.

				We might listen to boys fighting for marbles.

				The grasshopper will look good to us.

				


				So it goes….  
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				ADDRESS TO A HAGGIS

				


				


				


				By Robert Burns

				FAIR fa’ your honest, sonsie face,  

				Great chieftain o’ the pudding-race!  

				Aboon them a’ ye tak your place,  

				     Painch, tripe, or thairm:  

				Weel are ye wordy o’a grace

				     As lang’s my arm.  

				


				The groaning trencher there ye fill,  

				Your hurdies like a distant hill,  

				Your pin was help to mend a mill  

				     In time o’need,

				While thro’ your pores the dews distil  

				     Like amber bead.  

				


				His knife see rustic Labour dight,  

				An’ cut you up wi’ ready sleight,  

				Trenching your gushing entrails bright,

				     Like ony ditch;  

				And then, O what a glorious sight,  

				     Warm-reekin’, rich!  

				


				Then, horn for horn, they stretch an’ strive:  

				Deil tak the hindmost! on they drive,

				Till a’ their weel-swall’d kytes belyve  

				     Are bent like drums;  

			

			
				Then auld Guidman, maist like to rive,  

				     Bethankit! hums.  

				


				Is there that owre his French ragout

				Or olio that wad staw a sow,  

				Or fricassee wad make her spew  

				     Wi’ perfect sconner,  

				Looks down wi’ sneering, scornfu’ view  

				     On sic a dinner?

				


				Poor devil! see him owre his trash,  

				As feckles as wither’d rash,  

				His spindle shank, a guid whip-lash;  

				     His nieve a nit;  

				Thro’ blody flood or field to dash,

				     O how unfit!  

				


				But mark the Rustic, haggis-fed,  

				The trembling earth resounds his tread.  

				Clap in his walie nieve a blade,  

				     He’ll mak it whissle;

				An’ legs an’ arms, an’ hands will sned,  

				     Like taps o’ trissle.  

				


				Ye Pow’rs, wha mak mankind your care,  

				And dish them out their bill o’ fare,  

				Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware

				     That jaups in luggies;  

				But, if ye wish her gratefu’ prayer  

				     Gie her a haggis!  
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				AFTER APPLE-PICKING

				


				


				


				By Robert Frost

				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 rub the strangeness from my sight  

				I got from looking through a pane of glass

				I skimmed this morning from the drinking 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 disappear,  

				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.  

				I feel the ladder sway as the boughs bend.  

				And I keep hearing from the cellar bin  

				The 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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				AH, ARE YOU DIGGING ON MY GRAVE?

				


				


				


				By Thomas Hardy

				“AH, are you digging on my grave,

				  My loved one? —planting rue?”

				— “No: yesterday he went to wed

				One of the brightest wealth has bred.

				‘It cannot hurt her now,’ he said,

				  ‘That I should not be true.’”

				


				“Then who is digging on my grave,

				  My nearest dearest kin?”

				— “Ah, no: they sit and think, ‘What use!

				What good will planting flowers produce?

				No tendance of her mound can loose

				  Her spirit from Death’s gin.’”

				


				“But someone digs upon my grave?

				  My enemy? —prodding sly?”

				— “Nay: when she heard you had passed the Gate

				That shuts on all flesh soon or late,

				She thought you no more worth her hate,

				  And cares not where you lie.

				


				“Then, who is digging on my grave?

				  Say—since I have not guessed!”

				— “O it is I, my mistress dear,

				Your little dog , who still lives near,

			

			
				And much I hope my movements here

				  Have not disturbed your rest?”

				


				“Ah yes! You dig upon my grave...

				  Why flashed it not to me

				That one true heart was left behind!

				What feeling do we ever find

				To equal among human kind

				  A dog’s fidelity!”

				


				“Mistress, I dug upon your grave

				  To bury a bone, in case

				I should be hungry near this spot

				When passing on my daily trot.

				I am sorry, but I quite forgot

				  It was your resting place.”
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				ALL FOR LOVE

				


				


				


				By George Gordon, Lord Byron

				O TALK not to me of a name great in story;

				The days of our youth are the days of our glory;

				And the myrtle and ivy of sweet two-and-twenty

				Are worth all your laurels, though ever so plenty.

				


				What are garlands and crowns to the brow that is wrinkled?


				’Tis but as a dead flower with May-dew besprinkled:

				Then away with all such from the head that is hoary—

				What care I for the wreaths that can only give glory?  

				


				Oh Fame!—if I e’er took delight in thy praises,

				’Twas less for the sake of thy high-sounding phrases,

				Than to see the bright eyes of the dear one discover

				She thought that I was not unworthy to love her.

				


				There chiefly I sought thee, there only I found thee;

				Her glance was the best of the rays that surround thee;

				When it sparkled o’er aught that was bright in my story,


				I knew it was love, and I felt it was glory.
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				ALL IN GREEN MY LOVE WENT RIDING

				


				


				


				E. E. Cummings

				All in green went my love riding

				on a great horse of gold

				into the silver dawn.

				four lean hounds crouched low and smiling

				the merry deer ran before.

				


				Fleeter be they than dappled dreams

				the swift sweet deer

				the red rare deer.

				


				Horn at hip went my love riding

				riding the echo down into the silver dawn.

				four lean hounds crouched low and smiling

				the level meadows ran before.

				


				Softer be they than slippered sleep

				the lean lithe deer the fleet flown deer.

				Four fleet does at a gold valley

				the famished arrows sang before.

				


				Bow at belt went my love riding

				riding the mountain down into the silver dawn.

				four lean hounds crouched low and smiling

				the sheer peaks ran before.

				


			

			
				Paler be they than daunting death

				the sleek slim deer the tall tense deer.

				Four tall stags at a green mountain

				the lucky hunter sang before.

				


				All in green went my love riding

				on a great horse of gold into the silver dawn.

				four lean hounds crouched low and smiling

				my heart fell dead before.
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				AN END

				


				


				


				By Christina Rossetti

				Love, strong as Death, is dead.

				Come, let us make his bed

				Among the dying flowers:

				A green turf at his head;

				And a stone at his feet,

				Whereon we may sit

				In the quiet evening hours.

				


				He was born in the Spring,

				And died before the harvesting:

				On the last warm summer day 

				He left us; he would not stay

				For Autumn twilight cold and grey.

				Sit we by his grave, and sing

				He is gone away.

				


				To few chords and sad and low

				Sing we so:

				Be our eyes fixed on the grass

				Shadow-veiled as the years pass

				While we think of all that was

				In the long ago. 
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				AN IMMORALITY

				


				


				


				By Ezra Pound

				SING we for love and idleness,

				Naught else is worth the having.

				


				Though I have been in many a land,

				There is naught else in living.

				


				And I would rather have my sweet,

				Though rose-leaves die of grieving.

				


				Than do high deeds in Hungary

				To pass all men’s believing.
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				ANSWER

				


				


				


				By Sir Walter Scott

				SOUND, sound the clarion, fill the fife!

				  To all the sensual world proclaim,

				One crowded hour of glorious life

				  Is worth an age without a name.
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				APRIL

				


				


				


				By Louis Ginsberg

				EVEN when all my body sleeps,

				  I shall remember yet

				The wistfulness that April keeps,

				  When boughs at dusk are wet.

				


				The haunted twilight on the lane;

				  The far-off cricket’s croon;

				And beautiful and washed by rain,

				  The mellow rounded moon!

				


				So, underneath the waving grass,

				  And underneath the dew,

				April, whenever you will pass,

				  My dust will dream of you!
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				APRIL

				


				


				


				By Ralph Waldo Emerson

				The April winds are magical

				And thrill our tuneful frames;

				The garden walks are passional

				To bachelors and dames.

				The hedge is gemmed with diamonds,

				The air with Cupids full,

				The cobweb clues of Rosamond

				Guide lovers to the pool.

				Each dimple in the water,

				Each leaf that shades the rock

				Can cozen, pique and flatter,

				Can parley and provoke.

				Goodfellow, Puck and goblins,

				Know more than any book.

				Down with your doleful problems,

				And court the sunny brook.

				The south-winds are quick-witted,

				The schools are sad and slow,

				The masters quite omitted

				The lore we care to know.
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				ASLEEP! O SLEEP A LITTLE WHILE,

				WHITE PEARL!

				


				


				


				By John Keats

				ASLEEP! O sleep a little while, white pearl!

				And let me kneel, and let me pray to thee,

				And let me call Heaven’s blessing on thine eyes,

				And let me breathe into the happy air,

				That doth enfold and touch thee all about,

				Vows of my slavery, my giving up,

				My sudden adoration, my great love!
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				AT THE SEA-SIDE

				


				


				


				By Robert Louis Stevenson

				WHEN I was down beside the sea   

				A wooden spade they gave to me   

				  To dig the sandy shore.   

				


				My holes were empty like a cup.   

				In every hole the sea came up,

				  Till it could come no more.
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				AUGUST MOONLIGHT

				


				


				


				By Richard Le Gallienne. 

				THE solemn light behind the barns,

				 The rising moon, the cricket’s call,

				The August night, and you and I—

				 What is the meaning of it all!

				


				Has it a meaning, after all?

				 Or is it one of Nature’s lies,

				That net of beauty that she casts

				 Over Life’s unsuspecting eyes?

				


				That web of beauty that she weaves

				 For one strange purpose of her own,—

				For this the painted butterfly,   

				 For this the rose—for this alone!

				


				Strange repetition of the rose,

				 And strange reiterated call

				Of bird and insect, man and maid,—

				 Is that the meaning of it all?

				


				If it means nothing after all!

				 And nothing lives except to die—

				It is enough—that solemn light

				 Behind the barns, and you and I.
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				AUTUMN TREASURE

				


				


				


				By Richard Le Gallienne

				Who will gather with me the fallen year,

				This drift of forgotten forsaken leaves,

				Ah! who give ear

				To the sigh October heaves

				At summer’s passing by!

				Who will come walk with me

				On this Persian carpet of purple and gold

				The weary autumn weaves,

				And be as sad as I?

				Gather the wealth of the fallen rose,

				And watch how the memoried south wind blows

				Old dreams and old faces upon the air,

				And all things fair.
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				A BABY RUNNING BAREFOOT

				


				


				


				By D. H. Lawrence

				WHEN the bare feet of the baby beat across the grass  

				The little white feet nod like white flowers in the wind,


				They poise and run like ripples lapping across the water;


				And the sight of their white play among the grass

				Is like a little robin’s song, winsome,

				Or as two white butterflies settle in the cup of one flower


				For a moment, then away with a flutter of wings.

				


				I long for the baby to wander hither to me

				Like a wind-shadow wandering over the water,

				So that she can stand on my knee

				With her little bare feet in my hands,

				Cool like syringa buds,

				Firm and silken like pink young peony flowers.
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				THE BABY

				


				


				


				By George Macdonald

				WHERE did you come from baby dear?

				Out of the everywhere into here.

				


				Where did you get those eyes so blue?

				Out of the sky as I came through.

				


				What makes the light in them sparkle and spin?

				Some of the starry spikes left in.

				


				Where did you get that little tear?

				I found it waiting when I got here.

				


				What makes your forehead so smooth and high?

				A soft hand stroked it as I went by.

				


				What makes your cheek like a warm white rose?

				I saw something better than any one knows.

				


				Whence that three-cornered smile of bliss?

				Three angels gave me at once a kiss.

				


				Where did you get this pearly ear?

				God spoke, and it came out to hear.


				


			

			
				Where did you get those arms and hands?

				Love made itself into bonds and bands.

				


				Feet, whence did you come, you darling things?

				From the same box as the cherub’s wings.

				


				How did they all just come to be you?

				God thought about me, and so I grew.

				


				But how did you come to us, you dear?

				God thought about you, and so I am here.
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				BE A FRIEND

				


				


				


				By Edgar A. Guest

				 Be a friend. You don’t need money;

				 Just a disposition sunny;

				 Just the wish to help another

				 Get along some way or other;

				 Just a kindly hand extended

				 Out to one who’s unbefriended;

				 Just the will to give or lend,

				 This will make you someone’s friend.

				


				 Be a friend. You don’t need glory.

				 Friendship is a simple story.

				 Pass by trifling errors blindly,

				 Gaze on honest effort kindly,

				 Cheer the youth who’s bravely trying,

				 Pity him who’s sadly sighing;

				 Just a little labor spend

				 On the duties of a friend.

				


				 Be a friend. The pay is bigger

				 (Though not written by a figure)

				 Than is earned by people clever

				 In what’s merely self-endeavor.

				 You’ll have friends instead of neighbors

				 For the profits of your labors;

				 You’ll be richer in the end

				 Than a prince, if you’re a friend.
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				BEAUTIFUL SOUP

				


				


				


				By Lewis Carroll

				BEAUTIFUL Soup, so rich and green,

				Waiting in a hot tureen!

				Who for such dainties would not stoop?

				Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup!

				Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup!

				


				  Beau—ootiful Soo-oop!

				  Beau—ootiful Soo-oop!

				Soo—oop of the e—e—evening,

				  Beautiful, beautiful Soup!

				


				Beautiful Soup! Who cares for fish,

				Game, or any other dish?

				Who would not give all else for two

				Pennyworth only of Beautiful Soup?

				Pennyworth only of beautiful Soup?

				


				  Beau—ootiful Soo-oop!

				  Beau—ootiful Soo-oop!

				Soo—oop of the e—e—evening,

				  Beautiful, beauti—FUL SOUP!
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				THE BEAUTIFUL TOILET

				


				


				


				By Ezra Pound

				Blue, blue is the grass about the river

				And the willows have overfilled the close garden.

				And within, the mistress, in the midmost of her youth,

				White, white of face, hesitates, passing the door.

				Slender, she puts forth a slender hand;

				


				And she was a courtezan in the old days,

				And she has married a sot,

				Who now goes drunkenly out

				And leaves her too much alone.
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				BEAUTY AND BEAUTY

				


				


				


				By Rupert Brooke

				When Beauty and Beauty meet

				  All naked, fair to fair,

				The earth is crying-sweet,

				  And scattering-bright the air,

				Eddying, dizzying, closing round,

				  With soft and drunken laughter;

				Veiling all that may befall

				  After—after—

				


				Where Beauty and Beauty met,

				  Earth’s still a-tremble there,

				And winds are scented yet,

				  And memory-soft the air,

				Bosoming, folding glints of light,

				  And shreds of shadowy laughter;

				Not the tears that fill the years

				  After—after—
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				BECAUSE I COULD

				NOT STOP FOR DEATH

				


				


				


				By Emily Dickinson 

				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 played

				At wrestling in a ring;

				We passed the fields of gazing grain,

				We passed the setting sun.

				


				We paused before a house that seemed

				A swelling of the ground;

				The roof was scarcely visible,

				The cornice but a mound.

				


				Since then ’t is centuries; but each

				Feels shorter than the day

				I first surmised the horses’ heads

				Were toward eternity.
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				BECAUSE YOUR VOICE

				WAS AT MY SIDE

				


				


				


				By James Joyce

				Because your voice was at my side

				I gave him pain,

				Because within my hand I held

				Your hand again.

				


				There is no word nor any sign

				Can make amend—

				He is a stranger to me now

				Who was my friend.
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				BED IN SUMMER

				


				


				


				By Robert Louis Stevenson

				In winter I get up at night

				And dress by yellow candle-light.

				In summer quite the other way,

				I have to go to bed by day.

				


				I have to go to bed and see

				The birds still hopping on the tree,

				Or hear the grown-up people’s feet

				Still going past me in the street.

				


				And does it not seem hard to you,

				When all the sky is clear and blue,

				And I should like so much to play,

				To have to go to bed by day?
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				BEDTIME

				


				


				


				By Francis Robert Rosslyn

				’T IS bedtime; say your hymn, and bid “Good-night;

				God bless Mamma, Papa, and dear ones all.”

				Your half-shut eyes beneath your eyelids fall,

				Another minute, you will shut them quite.

				Yes, I will carry you, put out the light,

				And tuck you up, although you are so tall!

				What will you give me, sleepy one, and call

				My wages, if I settle you all right?

				I laid her golden curls upon my arm,

				I drew her little feet within my hand,

				Her rosy palms were joined in trustful bliss,

				Her heart next mine beat gently, soft and warm

				She nestled to me, and, by Love’s command,

				Paid me my precious wages—“Baby’s Kiss.”
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				THE BEGINNING OF SUMMER

				


				


				


				By PO CHÜ-I

				At the rise of summer a hundred beasts and trees

				Join in gladness that the Season bids them thrive.

				Stags and does frolic in the deep woods;

				Snakes and insects are pleased by the rank grass.

				Wingèd birds love the thick leaves;

				Scaly fish enjoy the fresh weeds.

				But to one place Summer forgot to come;

				I alone am left like a withered straw ...

				Banished to the world’s end;

				Flesh and bone all in distant ways.

				From my native-place no tidings come;

				Rebel troops flood the land with war.

				Sullen grief, in the end, what will it bring?

				I am only wearing my own heart away.

				Better far to let both body and mind

				Blindly yield to the fate that Heaven made.

				Hsün-yang abounds in good wine;

				I will fill my cup and never let it be dry.

				On Pēn River fish are cheap as mud;

				Early and late I will eat them, boiled and fried.

				With morning rice at the temple under the hill,

				And evening wine at the island in the lake ...

				Why should my thoughts turn to my native land?

				For in this place one could well end one’s age.
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				A BELATED VIOLET

				


				


				


				By Oliver Herford

				VERY dark the autumn sky,  

				 Dark the clouds that hurried by;

				Very rough the autumn breeze  

				 Shouting rudely to the trees.  

				


				Listening, frightened, pale, and cold,

				 Through the withered leaves and mould

				Peered a violet all in dread—  

				 “Where, oh, where is spring?” she said.

				


				Sighed the trees, “Poor little thing!  

				 She may call in vain for spring.”

				And the grasses whispered low,

				 “We must never let her know.”

				


				“What’s this whispering?” roared the breeze;

				 “Hush! a violet,” sobbed the trees,

				“Thinks it’s spring, —poor child, we fear

				 She will die if she should hear!”

				


				Softly stole the wind away,

				 Tenderly he murmured, “Stay!”

				To a late thrush on the wing,

				 “Stay with her one day and sing!”

				


			

			
				Sang the thrush so sweet and clear  

				 That the sun came out to hear,  

				And, in answer to her song,  

				 Beamed on violet all day long;  

				


				And the last leaves here and there

				 Fluttered with a spring-like air.

				Then the violet raised her head, —

				 “Spring has come at last!” she said.

				


				Happy dreams had violet  

				 All that night—but happier yet,

				When the dawn came dark with snow,

				 Violet never woke to know.
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				BLUEBEARD

				


				


				


				By Edna St. Vincent Millay

				This door you might not open, and you did;

				So enter now, and see for what slight thing

				You are betrayed.... Here is no treasure hid,

				No cauldron, no clear crystal mirroring

				The sought-for truth, no heads of women slain

				For greed like yours, no writhings of distress,

				But only what you see.... Look yet again—

				An empty room, cobwebbed and comfortless.

				Yet this alone out of my life I kept

				Unto myself, lest any know me quite;

				And you did so profane me when you crept

				Unto the threshold of this room to-night

				That I must never more behold your face.

				This now is yours. I seek another place.
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				BLUEBERRIES

				


				


				


				By Frank Prentice Rand

				UPON the hills of Garlingtown  

				 Beneath the summer sky,  

				In many pleasant pastures  

				 On sunny slopes and high,  

				Their skins abloom with dusty blue,

				 Asleep, the berries lie.  

				


				And all the lads of Garlingtown,  

				 And all the lasses too,  

				Still climb the tranquil hillsides,  

				 A merry, barefoot crew;

				Still homeward plod with unfilled pails

				 And mouths of berry blue.

				


				And all the birds of Garlingtown,

				 When flocking back to nest,

				Remember well the patches

				 Where berries are the best;  

				They pick the ripest ones at dawn  

				 And leave the lads the rest.  

				


				Upon the hills of Garlingtown  

				 When berry-time was o’er,

				I looked into the sunset,  

				 And saw an open door,  

				And from the hills of Garlingtown  

				 I went, and came no more.  
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				BORROWING

				


				


				


				By Ralph Waldo Emerson

				SOME of the hurts you have cured,   

				And the sharpest you still have survived,   

				But what torments of grief you endured   

				From evils which never arrived!  
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				BREAK, BREAK, BREAK

				


				


				


				By Alfred Tennyson

				BREAK, break, break,

				 On thy cold gray stones, O Sea!

				And I would that my tongue could utter

				 The thoughts that arise in me.

				


				O well for the fisherman’s boy,

				 That he shouts with his sister at play!

				O well for the sailor lad,

				 That he sings in his boat on the bay!

				


				And the stately ships go on  

				 To their haven under the hill;

				But O for the touch of a vanish’d hand,

				 And the sound of a voice that is still!

				


				Break, break, break,

				 At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!

				But the tender grace of a day that is dead

				 Will never come back to me.
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				THE BRIDGE

				


				


				


				By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

				


				I STOOD on the bridge at midnight,  

				 As the clocks were striking the hour,

				And the moon rose o’er the city,  

				 Behind the dark church-tower.  

				


				I saw her bright reflection

				 In the waters under me,  

				Like a golden goblet falling  

				 And sinking into the sea.  

				


				And far in the hazy distance  

				 Of that lovely night in June,

				The blaze of the flaming furnace  

				 Gleamed redder than the moon.  

				


				Among the long, black rafters  

				 The wavering shadows lay,  

				And the current that came from the ocean

				 Seemed to lift and bear them away;

				


				As, sweeping and eddying through them,

				 Rose the belated tide,

				And, streaming into the moonlight,

				 The seaweed floated wide.

				


			

			
				And like those waters rushing  

				 Among the wooden piers,  

				A flood of thoughts came o’er me  

				 That filled my eyes with tears.  

				


				How often, oh how often,

				 In the days that had gone by,  

				I had stood on that bridge at midnight  

				 And gazed on that wave and sky!  

				


				How often, oh how often,  

				 I had wished that the ebbing tide

				Would bear me away on its bosom  

				 O’er the ocean wild and wide!  

				


				For my heart was hot and restless,  

				 And my life was full of care,  

				And the burden laid upon me

				 Seemed greater than I could bear.  

				


				But now it has fallen from me,

				 It is buried in the sea;

				And only the sorrow of others

				 Throws its shadow over me,

				


				Yet whenever I cross the river  

				 On its bridge with wooden piers,  

				Like the odor of brine from the ocean  

				 Comes the thought of other years.  

				


				And I think how many thousands

				 Of care-encumbered men,  

				Each bearing his burden of sorrow,  

				 Have crossed the bridge since then.


				


			

			
				I see the long procession  

				 Still passing to and fro,

				The young heart hot and restless,  

				 And the old subdued and slow!  

				


				And forever and forever,  

				 As long as the river flows,  

				As long as the heart has passions,

				 As long as life has woes;

				


				The moon and its broken reflection  

				 And its shadows shall appear,  

				As the symbol of love in heaven,  

				 And its wavering image here.  

				



			

	





			

			
				34

				THE BROKEN HEART

				


				


				


				By John Donne

				He is stark mad, whoever says,

				 That he hath been in love an hour,

				Yet not that love so soon decays,

				 But that it can ten in less space devour;

				Who will believe me, if I swear

				That I have had the plague a year?

				 Who would not laugh at me, if I should say

				 I saw a flash of powder burn a day?

				


				Ah, what a trifle is a heart,

				 If once into love’s hands it come!

				All other griefs allow a part

				 To other griefs, and ask themselves but some;

				They come to us, but us love draws;

				He swallows us and never chaws;

				 By him, as by chain’d shot, whole ranks do die;

				 He is the tyrant pike, our hearts the fry.

				


				If ’twere not so, what did become

				 Of my heart when I first saw thee?

				I brought a heart into the room,

				 But from the room I carried none with me.

				If it had gone to thee, I know

				Mine would have taught thine heart to show

			

			
				 More pity unto me; but Love, alas!

				 At one first blow did shiver it as glass.

				


				Yet nothing can to nothing fall,

				 Nor any place be empty quite;

				Therefore I think my breast hath all

				 Those pieces still, though they be not unite;

				And now, as broken glasses show

				A hundred lesser faces, so

				 My rags of heart can like, wish, and adore,

				 But after one such love, can love no more.
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				THE BUILDERS

				


				


				


				By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

				All are architects of Fate,

				 Working in these walls of Time;

				Some with massive deeds and great,

				 Some with ornaments of rhyme.

				


				Nothing useless is, or low;

				 Each thing in its place is best;

				And what seems but idle show

				 Strengthens and supports the rest.

				


				For the structure that we raise,

				 Time is with materials filled;

				Our to-days and yesterdays

				 Are the blocks with which we build.

				


				Truly shape and fashion these;

				 Leave no yawning gaps between;

				Think not, because no man sees,

				 Such things will remain unseen.

				


				In the elder days of Art,

				 Builders wrought with greatest care

				Each minute and unseen part;

				 For the Gods see everywhere.

				


			

			
				Let us do our work as well,

				 Both the unseen and the seen;

				Make the house, where Gods may dwell,

				 Beautiful, entire, and clean.

				


				Else our lives are incomplete,

				 Standing in these walls of Time,

				Broken stairways, where the feet

				 Stumble as they seek to climb.

				


				Build to-day, then, strong and sure,

				 With a firm and ample base;

				And ascending and secure

				 Shall to-morrow find its place.

				


				Thus alone can we attain

				 To those turrets, where the eye

				Sees the world as one vast plain,

				 And one boundless reach of sky.
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				THE BUSH

				


				


				


				By James Lister Cuthbertson

				GIVE us from dawn to dark

				 Blue of Australian skies,

				Let there be none to mark

				 Whither our pathway lies.

				


				Give us when noontide comes

				 Rest in the woodland free—

				Fragrant breath of the gums,

				 Cold, sweet scent of the sea.

				


				Give us the wattle’s gold

				 And the dew-laden air,

				And the loveliness bold

				 Loneliest landscapes wear.  

				


				These are the haunts we love,

				 Glad with enchanted hours,

				Bright as the heavens above,

				 Fresh as the wild bush flowers.
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				THE CHANCES

				


				


				


				By Wilfred Owen

				 I mind as ’ow the night afore that show

				Us five got talking,—we was in the know,

				“Over the top to-morrer; boys, we’re for it,

				First wave we are, first ruddy wave; that’s tore it.”

				“Ah well,” says Jimmy, —an’ ’e’s seen some scrappin’—


				“There ain’t more nor five things as can ’appen;

				Ye get knocked out; else wounded—bad or cushy;

				Scuppered; or nowt except yer feeling mushy.”

				


				One of us got the knock-out, blown to chops.

				T’other was hurt, like, losin’ both ’is props.

				An’ one, to use the word of ’ypocrites,

				’Ad the misfortoon to be took by Fritz.

				Now me, I wasn’t scratched, praise God Almighty

				(Though next time please I’ll thank ’im for a blighty),

				But poor young Jim, ’e’s livin’ an’ ’e’s not;

				’E reckoned ’e’d five chances, an’ ’e’s ’ad;

				’E’s wounded, killed, and pris’ner, all the lot—

				The ruddy lot all rolled in one.  Jim’s mad.
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				A CHILD

				


				


				


				By Richard Watson Gilder

				HER voice was like the song of birds;

				    Her eyes were like the stars;

				Her little waving hands were like

				    Birds’ wings that beat the bars.

				


				And when those waving hands were still, —

				     Her soul had fled away, —

				The music faded from the air,

				    The color from the day.
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				A CHILD’S NIGHTMARE

				


				


				


				By Robert Graves

				THROUGH long nursery nights he stood

				By my bed unwearying,

				Loomed gigantic, formless, queer,

				Purring in my haunted ear

				That same hideous nightmare thing,

				Talking, as he lapped my blood,

				In a voice cruel and flat,

				Saying for ever, “Cat!… Cat!… Cat!…”

				


				That one word was all he said,

				That one word through all my sleep,

				In monotonous mock despair.

				Nonsense may be light as air,

				But there’s Nonsense that can keep

				Horror bristling round the head,

				When a voice cruel and flat

				Says for ever, “Cat!… Cat!… Cat!…”

				


				He had faded, he was gone

				Years ago with Nursery Land,

				When he leapt on me again

				From the clank of a night train,

				Overpowered me foot and head,

				Lapped my blood, while on and on

				The old voice cruel and flat

				Says for ever, “Cat!… Cat!… Cat!…”


				


			

			
				Morphia drowsed, again I lay

				In a crater by High Wood:

				He was there with straddling legs,

				Staring eyes as big as eggs,

				Purring as he lapped my blood,

				His black bulk darkening the day,

				With a voice cruel and flat,  

				“Cat!… Cat!… Cat!… Cat!…” he said, “Cat!… Cat!…”


				


				When I’m shot through heart and head,

				And there’s no choice but to die,

				The last word I’ll hear, no doubt,

				Won’t be “Charge!” or “Bomb them out!”

				Nor the stretcher-bearer’s cry,

				“Let that body be, he’s dead!”

				But a voice cruel and flat

				Saying for ever, “Cat!… Cat!… Cat!”
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				THE CHILDREN’S HOUR

				


				


				


				By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

				BETWEEN the dark and the daylight,

				 When the night is beginning to lower,

				Comes a pause in the day’s occupations,

				 That is known as the Children’s Hour.

				


				I hear in the chamber above me

				 The patter of little feet,

				The sound of a door that is opened,

				 And voices soft and sweet.

				


				From my study I see in the lamplight,

				 Descending the broad hall stair,

				Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra,

				 And Edith with golden hair.

				


				A whisper, and then a silence:

				 Yet I know by their merry eyes

				They are plotting and planning together

				 To take me by surprise.  

				


				A sudden rush from the stairway,

				 A sudden raid from the hall!

				By three doors left unguarded

				 They enter my castle wall!

				


			

			
				They climb up into my turret

				 O’er the arms and back of my chair;

				If I try to escape, they surround me;

				 They seem to be everywhere.

				


				They almost devour me with kisses,

				 Their arms about me entwine,

				Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen

				 In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine!

				


				Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti,

				 Because you have scaled the wall,

				Such an old mustache as I am

				 Is not a match for you all!

				


				I have you fast in my fortress,

				 And will not let you depart,

				But put you down into the dungeon

				 In the round-tower of my heart.

				


				And there will I keep you forever,

				 Yes, forever and a day,

				Till the walls shall crumble to ruin,

				 And moulder in dust away!
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				CHRISTMAS BELLS

				


				


				


				By H. W. Longfellow

				I heard the bells on Christmas Day

				Their old, familiar carols play,

				  And wild and sweet

				  The words repeat

				Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

				


				And thought how, as the day had come,

				The belfries of all Christendom

				  Had rolled along

				  The unbroken song

				Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

				


				Till, ringing, singing on its way,

				The world revolved from night to day,

				  A voice, a chime,

				  A chant sublime

				Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

				


				Then from each black, accursed mouth

				The cannon thundered in the South,

				  And with the sound

				  The carols drowned

				Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

				


				It was as if an earthquake rent

				The hearth-stones of a continent,


			

			
				  And made forlorn

				  The households born

				Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

				


				And in despair I bowed my head;

				“There is no peace on earth,” I said:

				  “For hate is strong,

				  And mocks the song

				Of peace on earth, good-will to men!”

				


				Then pealed the bells more loud and deep:

				“God is not dead; nor doth he sleep!

				  The Wrong shall fail,

				  The Right prevail,

				With peace on earth, good-will to men!”
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				A CLEAR MIDNIGHT

				


				


				


				By Walt Whitman


				This is thy hour O Soul, thy free flight into the wordless,


				Away from books, away from art, the day erased, the lesson done,

				Thee fully forth emerging, silent, gazing, pondering the themes thou lovest best,

				Night, sleep, death and the stars.
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				COME HITHER, CHILD

				


				


				


				By Emily Brontë

				Come hither, child—who gifted thee

				With power to touch that string so well?

				How darest thou rouse up thoughts in me,

				Thoughts that I would—but cannot quell?

				


				Nay, chide not, lady; long ago

				I heard those notes in Ula’s hall,

				And had I known they’d waken woe

				I’d weep their music to recall.

				


				But thus it was: one festal night

				When I was hardly six years old

				I stole away from crowds and light

				And sought a chamber dark and cold.

				


				I had no one to love me there,

				I knew no comrade and no friend;

				And so I went to sorrow where

				Heaven, only heaven saw me bend.

				


				Loud blew the wind; ’twas sad to stay

				From all that splendour barred away.

				I imaged in the lonely room

				A thousand forms of fearful gloom.

				


			

			
				And with my wet eyes raised on high

				I prayed to God that I might die.

				Suddenly in that silence drear

				A sound of music reached my ear.

				


				And then a note, I hear it yet,

				So full of soul, so deeply sweet,

				I thought that Gabriel’s self had come

				To take me to thy father’s home.

				


				Three times it rose, that seraph strain,

				Then died, nor breathed again;

				But still the words and still the tone

				Dwell round my heart when all alone.
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				COMPENSATION

				


				


				


				By James Edwin Campbell

				O, RICH young lord, thou ridest by  

				With looks of high disdain;  

				It chafes me not thy title high,  

				Thy blood of oldest strain.  

				The lady riding at thy side  

				Is but in name thy promised bride,  

				  Ride on, young lord, ride on!  

				


				Her father wills and she obeys,  

				The custom of her class;  

				’Tis Land not Love the trothing sways—

				For Land he sells his lass.  

				Her fair white hand, young lord, is thine,  

				Her soul, proud fool, her soul is mine,  

				  Ride on, young lord, ride on!  

				


				No title high my father bore;  

				The tenant of thy farm,  

				He left me what I value more:  

				Clean heart, clear brain, strong arm  

				And love for bird and beast and bee  

				And song of lark and hymn of sea,  

				  Ride on, young lord, ride on!  


				


			

			
				The boundless sky to me belongs,  

				The paltry acres thine;  

				The painted beauty sings thy songs,  

				The lavrock lilts me mine;  

				The hot-housed orchid blooms for thee,  

				The gorse and heather bloom for me,  

				  Ride on, young lord, ride on!  
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				A CRADLE SONG

				


				


				


				By William Butler Yeats

				THE angels are stooping

				Above your bed;

				They weary of trooping

				With the whimpering dead.

				


				God’s laughing in Heaven

				To see you so good;

				The Sailing Seven

				Are gay with his mood.

				


				I sigh that kiss you,

				For I must own

				That I shall miss you

				When you have grown.
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				THE CREATION

				


				


				


				By James Weldon Johnson

				(A Negro Sermon)

				AND God stepped out on space,  

				And He looked around and said,  

				“I’m lonely—  

				I’ll make me a world.”  

				


				And far as the eye of God could see  

				Darkness covered everything,  

				Blacker than a hundred midnights  

				Down in a cypress swamp.  

				


				Then God smiled,  

				And the light broke,  

				And the darkness rolled up on one side,  

				And the light stood shining on the other,  

				And God said, “That’s good!”  

				


				Then God reached out and took the light in His hands,

				And God rolled the light around in His hands  

				Until He made the sun;  

				And He set that sun a-blazing in the heavens.  

				And the light that was left from making the sun  

				God gathered it up in a shining ball  

				And flung it against the darkness,

				Spangling the night with the moon and stars.  

			

			
				Then down between  

				The darkness and the light  

				He hurled the world;  

				And God said, “That’s good!”

				


				Then God himself stepped down—  

				And the sun was on His right hand,  

				And the moon was on His left;  

				The stars were clustered about His head,  

				And the earth was under His feet.  

				And God walked, and where He trod  

				His footsteps hollowed the valleys out  

				And bulged the mountains up.  

				


				Then He stopped and looked and saw  

				That the earth was hot and barren.  

				So God stepped over to the edge of the world  

				And He spat out the seven seas;  

				He batted His eyes, and the lightnings flashed;  

				He clapped His hands, and the thunders rolled;  

				And the waters above the earth came down,  

				The cooling waters came down.  

				


				Then the green grass sprouted,  

				And the little red flowers blossomed,  

				The pine tree pointed his finger to the sky,  

				And the oak spread out his arms,  

				The lakes cuddled down in the hollows of the ground,  

				And the rivers ran down to the sea;  

				And God smiled again,  


				And the rainbow appeared,  

				And curled itself around His shoulder.

				


			

			
				Then God raised His arm and He waved His hand  

				Over the sea and over the land,  

				And He said, “Bring forth! Bring forth!”  

				And quicker than God could drop His hand.  

				Fishes and fowls

				And beasts and birds  

				Swam the rivers and the seas,  

				Roamed the forests and the woods,  

				And split the air with their wings.  

				And God said, “That’s good!”

				


				Then God walked around,  

				And God looked around  

				On all that He had made.  

				He looked at His sun,  

				And He looked at His moon,

				And He looked at His little stars;  

				He looked on His world  

				With all its living things,  

				And God said, “I’m lonely still.”  

				


				Then God sat down

				On the side of a hill where He could think;  

				By a deep, wide river He sat down;  

				With His head in His hands,  

				God thought and thought,  

				Till He thought, “I’ll make me a man!”

				


				Up from the bed of the river  

				God scooped the clay;  

				And by the bank of the river  

				He kneeled Him down;  

				And there the great God Almighty  

			

			
				Who lit the sun and fixed it in the sky,  

				Who flung the stars to the most far corner of the night,


				Who rounded the earth in the middle of His hand;  

				This Great God,  

				Like a mammy bending over her baby,

				Kneeled down in the dust  

				Toiling over a lump of clay  

				Till He shaped it in His own image;  

				


				Then into it He blew the breath of life,  

				And man became a living soul.

				Amen. Amen.  
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				THE DAFFODILS

				


				


				


				By W. Wordsworth

				I WANDER’D 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 stretch’d 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

				 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 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.
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				THE DANE-GELD

				


				


				


				By Rudyard Kipling

				IT is always a temptation to an armed and agile nation

				 To call upon a neighbour and to say:—

				“We invaded you last night—we are quite prepared to fight,


				 Unless you pay us cash to go away.”

				


				And that is called asking for Dane-geld,

				 And the people who ask it explain

				That you’ve only to pay ’em the Dane-geld

				 And then you’ll get rid of the Dane!

				


				It is always a temptation to a rich and lazy nation,

				 To puff and look important and to say:—

				“Though we know we should defeat you, we have not the time to meet you.

				 We will therefore pay you cash to go away.”

				


				And that is called paying the Dane-geld;

				 But we’ve proved it again and again,

				That if once you have paid him the Dane-geld

				 You never get rid of the Dane.

				


				It is wrong to put temptation in the path of any nation,

				 For fear they should succumb and go astray;

				So when you are requested to pay up or be molested,

				 You will find it better policy to say:—

				


			

			
				“We never pay any-one Dane-geld,

				 Nor matter how trifling the cost;

				For the end of that game is oppression and shame,

				 And the nation that plays it is lost!”
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				THE DAY IS DONE

				


				


				


				By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

				THE DAY is done, and the darkness   

				 Falls from the wings of Night,   

				As a feather is wafted downward   

				 From an eagle in his flight.   

				


				I see the lights of the village

				 Gleam through the rain and the mist,   

				And a feeling of sadness comes o’er me   

				 That my soul cannot resist:   

				


				A feeling of sadness and longing,   

				 That is not akin to pain,

				And resembles sorrow only   

				 As the mist resembles the rain.   

				


				Come, read to me some poem,   

				 Some simple and heartfelt lay,   

				That shall soothe this restless feeling,  

				 And banish the thoughts of day.   

				


				Not from the grand old masters,   

				 Not from the bards sublime,   

				Whose distant footsteps echo   

				 Through the corridors of Time.

				


			

			
				For, like strains of martial music,   

				 Their mighty thoughts suggest   

				Life’s endless toil and endeavor;   

				 And to-night I long for rest.   

				


				Read from some humbler poet,

				 Whose songs gushed from his heart,  

				As showers from the clouds of summer,  

				 Or tears from the eyelids start;   

				


				Who, through long days of labor,   

				 And nights devoid of ease,

				Still heard in his soul the music   

				 Of wonderful melodies.   

				


				Such songs have power to quiet   

				 The restless pulse of care,   

				And come like the benediction  

				 That follows after prayer.   

				


				Then read from the treasured volume   

				 The poem of thy choice,   

				And lend to the rhyme of the poet   

				 The beauty of thy voice.

				


				And the night shall be filled with music,   

				 And the cares, that infest the day,   

				Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs,   

				 And as silently steal away.  
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				THE DEFINITION OF LOVE

				


				


				


				By Andrew Marvell

				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’r have flown  

				But vainly flapt its Tinsel Wing.   

				


				And yet I quickly might arrive  

				Where my extended Soul is fixt,  

				But Fate does Iron wedges drive,   

				And alwaies crouds it self betwixt.   

				


				For Fate with jealous Eye does see   

				Two perfect Loves; nor lets them close:

				Their union would her ruine be,  

				And her Tyrannick pow’r depose.  

				


				And therefore her Decrees of Steel   

				Us as the distant Poles have plac’d,   

				(Though Loves 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 joyn, 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 Paralel,   

				Though infinite can never meet.   

				


				Therefore the Love which us doth bind,

				But Fate so enviously debarrs,  

				Is the Conjunction of the Mind,   

				And Opposition of the Stars.  
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				THE DIVINE IMAGE

				


				


				


				By William Blake

				To Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love,

				All pray in their distress,

				And to these virtues of delight

				Return their thankfulness.

				


				For Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love,

				Is God our Father dear;

				And Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love,

				Is man, His child and care.

				


				For Mercy has a human heart;

				Pity, a human face;

				And Love, the human form divine:

				And Peace, the human dress.

				


				Then every man, of every clime,

				That prays in his distress,

				Prays to the human form divine:

				Love, Mercy, Pity, Peace.

				


				And all must love the human form,

				In heathen, Turk, or Jew.

				Where Mercy, Love, and Pity dwell,

				There God is dwelling too.

				



			

	





			

			
				52

				A DREAM WITHIN A DREAM

				


				


				


				By Edgar Allan Poe

				Take this kiss upon the brow! 

				And, in parting from you now, 

				Thus much let me avow—

				You are not wrong, who deem 

				That my days have been a dream: 

				Yet if hope has flown away 

				In a night, or in a day, 

				In a vision or in none, 

				Is it therefore the less gone?

				All that we see or seem 

				Is but a dream within a dream. 

				


				I stand amid the roar

				Of a surf-tormented shore,

				And I hold within my hand

				Grains of the golden sand—

				How few! yet how they creep

				Through my fingers to the deep

				While I weep—while I weep!

				O God! can I not grasp

				Them with a tighter clasp?

				O God! can I not save

				One from the pitiless wave?

				Is all that we see or seem

				But a dream within a dream?
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				DRINKING ALONE BY MOONLIGHT

				


				


				


				[Three Poems]

				


				By Li Bai

				I

				A cup of wine, under the flowering trees;

				I drink alone, for no friend is near.

				Raising my cup I beckon the bright moon,

				For he, with my shadow, will make three men.

				The moon, alas, is no drinker of wine;

				Listless, my shadow creeps about at my side.

				Yet with the moon as friend and the shadow as slave

				I must make merry before the Spring is spent.

				To the songs I sing the moon flickers her beams;

				In the dance I weave my shadow tangles and breaks.

				While we were sober, three shared the fun;

				Now we are drunk, each goes his way.

				May we long share our odd, inanimate feast,

				And meet at last on the Cloudy River of the sky.

				


				II

				In the third month the town of Hsien-yang

				Is thick-spread with a carpet of fallen flowers.

				Who in Spring can bear to grieve alone?

				Who, sober, look on sights like these?

				Riches and Poverty, long or short life,

				By the Maker of Things are portioned and disposed;

			

			
				But a cup of wine levels life and death

				And a thousand things obstinately hard to prove.

				When I am drunk, I lose Heaven and Earth.

				Motionless—I cleave to my lonely bed.

				At last I forget that I exist at all,

				And at that moment my joy is great indeed.

				


				III

				If High Heaven had no love for wine,

				There would not be a Wine Star in the sky.

				If Earth herself had no love for wine,

				There would not be a city called Wine Springs.

				Since Heaven and Earth both love wine,

				I can love wine, without shame before God.

				Clear wine was once called a Saint;

				Thick wine was once called “a Sage.”

				Of Saint and Sage I have long quaffed deep,

				What need for me to study spirits and hsien?

				At the third cup I penetrate the Great Way;

				A full gallon—Nature and I are one ...

				But the things I feel when wine possesses my soul

				I will never tell to those who are not drunk.

				



			

	





			

			
				54

				A DRINKING SONG

				


				


				


				By William Butler Yeats

				WINE comes in at the mouth

				And love comes in at the eye;

				That’s all we shall know for truth

				Before we grow old and die.

				I lift the glass to my mouth,

				I look at you, and sigh.
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				DUST

				


				


				


				By Dorothy Anderson

				  WHAT is dust?

				Ashes of love, charred letters, faded heliotrope,

				Rose petals fallen from a dead hand,

				Spiders, bats, deserted houses, crumbling citadels,

				And wheel ruts where vanished armies have passed.

				


				  Is that all?

				Oh, dust is sun and laughter,

				Circuses, parasols, preening pigeons,

				Lovers picnicking by the roadside,

				And ragamuffins tumbling in the warm lanes.

				Dust is rainbow webs caught in sweet, hot smelling hedges,

				And it is dust that keeps my eyes from being blinded by the stars!
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				EACH IN HIS OWN TONGUE

				


				


				


				By William Herbert Carruth

				AFIRE-MIST and a planet, —

				A crystal and a cell, —

				A jelly-fish and a saurian,

				And caves where the cave-men dwell;

				Then a sense of law and beauty,

				And a face turned from the clod, —

				Some call it Evolution,

				And others call it God.

				


				A haze on the far horizon,

				The infinite, tender sky,

				The ripe, rich tint of the cornfields,

				And the wild geese sailing high, —

				And all over the upland and lowland

				The charm of the goldenrod, —

				Some of us call it Autumn,

				And others call it God.

				


				Like tides on a crescent sea-beach,

				When the moon is new and thin,

				Into our hearts high yearnings

				Come welling and surging in, —

				Come from the mystic ocean

				Whose rim no foot has trod, —


			

			
				Some of us call it longing,

				And others call it God.

				


				A picket frozen on duty, —

				A mother starved for her brood, —

				Socrates drinking the hemlock,

				And Jesus on the rood;

				And millions who, humble and nameless,

				The straight, hard pathways plod, —

				Some call it Consecration,

				And others call it God.
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				THE EAGLE

				


				


				


				By Alfred Tennyson

				He clasps the crag with hooked 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.
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				ENOUGH

				


				


				


				By Tom Masson

				I shot a rocket in the air,

				It fell to earth, I knew not where

				Until next day, with rage profound,

				The man it fell on came around.

				


				In less time than it takes to tell,

				He showed me where that rocket fell;

				And now I do not greatly care

				To shoot more rockets in the air.
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				EVOLUTION

				


				


				


				By Langdon Smith

				  When you were a tadpole and I was a fish

				In the Paleozoic time,

				  And side by side on the ebbing tide

				We sprawled through the ooze and slime,

				  Or skittered with many a caudal flip

				Through the depths of the Cambrian fen,

				  My heart was rife with the joy of life,

				For I loved you even then.

				


				  Mindless we lived and mindless we loved

				And mindless at last we died;

				  And deep in the rift of the Caradoc drift

				We slumbered side by side.

				  The world turned on in the lathe of time,

				The hot lands heaved amain,

				  Till we caught our breath from the womb of death


				And crept into light again.

				


				  We were amphibians, scaled and tailed,

				And drab as a dead man’s hand;

				  We coiled at ease ’neath the dripping trees

				Or trailed through the mud and sand.

				  Croaking and blind, with our three-clawed feet

				Writing a language dumb,

				  With never a spark in the empty dark

				To hint at a life to come.

			

			
				  Yet happy we lived and happy we loved,

				And happy we died once more;

				  Our forms were rolled in the clinging mold

				Of a Neocomian shore.

				  The eons came and the eons fled

				And the sleep that wrapped us fast

				  Was riven away in the newer day

				And the night of death was past.

				


				  Then light and swift through the jungle trees

				We swung in our airy flights,

				  Or breathed in the balms of the fronded palms

				In the hush of the moonless nights;

				  And oh! what beautiful years were there

				When our hearts clung each to each;

				  When life was filled and our senses thrilled

				In the first faint dawn of speech.

				


				  Thus life by life and love by love

				We passed through the cycles strange,

				  And breath by breath and death by death

				We followed the chain of change.

				  Till there came a time in the law of life

				When over the nursing side

				  The shadows broke and the soul awoke

				In a strange, dim dream of God.

				


				  I was thewed like an Auroch bull

				And tusked like the great cave bear;

				  And you, my sweet, from head to feet

				Were gowned in your glorious hair.

				  Deep in the gloom of a fireless cave,

				When the night fell o’er the plain

			

			
				  And the moon hung red o’er the river bed

				We mumbled the bones of the slain.

				  I flaked a flint to a cutting edge

				And shaped it with brutish craft;

				  I broke a shank from the woodland lank

				And fitted it, head and haft;

				  Then I hid me close to the reedy tarn,

				Where the mammoth came to drink;

				  Through the brawn and bone I drove the stone

				And slew him upon the brink.

				


				  Loud I howled through the moonlit wastes,

				Loud answered our kith and kin;

				  From west to east to the crimson feast

				The clan came tramping in.

				  O’er joint and gristle and padded hoof

				We fought and clawed and tore,

				  And cheek by jowl with many a growl

				We talked the marvel o’er.

				


				  I carved that fight on a reindeer bone

				With rude and hairy hand;

				  I pictured his fall on the cavern wall

				That men might understand.

				  For we lived by blood and the right of might

				Ere human laws were drawn,

				  And the age of sin did not begin

				Till our brutal tush was gone.

				


				  And that was a million years ago

				In a time that no man knows;

				  Yet here tonight in the mellow light

				We sit at Delmonico’s.

			

			
				  Your eyes are deep as the Devon springs,

				Your hair is dark as jet,

				  Your years are few, your life is new,

				Your soul untried, and yet —

				  Our trail is on the Kimmeridge clay

				And the scarp of the Purbeck flags;

				  We have left our bones in the Bagshot stones

				And deep in the Coralline crags;

				  Our love is old, our lives are old,

				And death shall come amain;

				  Should it come today, what man may say

				We shall not live again?

				


				  God wrought our souls from the Tremadoc beds

				And furnished them wings to fly;

				  He sowed our spawn in the world’s dim dawn,

				And I know that I shall not die,

				  Though cities have sprung above the graves

				Where the crook-bone men make war

				  And the oxwain creaks o’er the buried caves

				Where the mummied mammoths are.

				


				  Then as we linger at luncheon here

				O’er many a dainty dish,

				  Let us drink anew to the time when you

				Were a tadpole and I was a fish.
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				FABLE

				


				


				


				By Ralph Waldo Emerson

				THE MOUNTAIN and the squirrel   

				Had a quarrel;   

				And the former called the latter “Little Prig.”   

				Bun replied,   

				“You are doubtless very big;

				But all sorts of things and weather   

				Must be taken in together,   

				To make up a year   

				And a sphere.   

				And I think it no disgrace

				To occupy my place.   

				If I’m not as large as you,   

				You are not so small as I,   

				And not half so spry.   

				I’ll not deny you make

				A very pretty squirrel track;   

				Talents differ; all is well and wisely put;   

				If I cannot carry forests on my back,   

				Neither can you crack a nut.”  
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				FAME IS A FOOD

				THAT DEAD MEN EAT

				


				


				


				By Austin Dobson

				FAME is a food that dead men eat, —

				I have no stomach for such meat.

				In little light and narrow room,

				They eat it in the silent tomb,

				With no kind voice of comrade near

				To bid the banquet be of cheer.

				


				But Friendship is a nobler thing, —

				Of Friendship it is good to sing.

				For truly, when a man shall end,

				He lives in memory of his friend,

				Who doth his better part recall,

				And of his faults make funeral.
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				FANCY

				


				


				


				By John Keats

				EVER let the Fancy roam,  

				Pleasure never is at home:  

				At a touch sweet Pleasure melteth,  

				Like to bubbles when rain pelteth;  

				Then let winged Fancy wander

				Through the thought still spread beyond her:  

				Open wide the mind’s cage-door,  

				She’ll dart forth, and cloudward soar.  

				O sweet Fancy! let her loose;  

				Summer’s joys are spoilt by use,  

				And the enjoying of the Spring  

				Fades as does its blossoming;  

				Autumn’s red-lipp’d fruitage too,  

				Blushing through the mist and dew,  

				Cloys with tasting: What do then?  

				Sit thee by the ingle, when  

				The sear faggot blazes bright,  

				Spirit of a winter’s night;  

				When the soundless earth is muffled,  

				And the caked snow is shuffled  

				From the ploughboy’s heavy shoon;  

				When the Night doth meet the Noon  

				In a dark conspiracy  

				To banish Even from her sky.  

				Sit thee there, and send abroad,  

				With a mind self-overaw’d,  

			

			
				Fancy, high-commission’d: —send her!  

				She has vassals to attend her:  

				She will bring, in spite of frost,  

				Beauties that the earth hath lost;

				She will bring thee, all together,  

				All delights of summer weather;  

				All the buds and bells of May,  

				From dewy sward or thorny spray;  

				All the heaped Autumn’s wealth,

				With a still, mysterious stealth:  

				She will mix these pleasures up  

				Like three fit wines in a cup,  

				And thou shalt quaff it: —thou shalt hear  

				Distant harvest-carols clear;

				Rustle of the reaped corn;  

				Sweet birds antheming the morn:  

				And, in the same moment—hark!  

				’Tis the early April lark,  

				Or the rooks, with busy caw,  

				Foraging for sticks and straw.  

				Thou shalt, at one glance, behold  

				The daisy and the marigold;  

				White-plum’d lilies, and the first  

				Hedge-grown primrose that hath burst;

				Shaded hyacinth, alway  

				Sapphire queen of the mid-May;  

				And every leaf, and every flower  

				Pearled with the self-same shower.  

				Thou shalt see the field-mouse peep

				Meagre from its celled sleep;  

				And the snake all winter-thin  

				Cast on sunny bank its skin;  

				Freckled nest-eggs thou shalt see  

				Hatching in the hawthorn-tree,

				When the hen-bird’s wing doth rest  

				Quiet on her mossy nest;  

			

			
				Then the hurry and alarm  

				When the bee-hive casts its swarm;  

				Acorns ripe down-pattering,  

				While the autumn breezes sing.  

				


				 Oh, sweet Fancy! let her loose;  

				Every thing is spoilt by use:  

				Where’s the cheek that doth not fade,  

				Too much gaz’d at? Where’s the maid

				Whose lip mature is ever new?  

				Where’s the eye, however blue,  

				Doth not weary? Where’s the face  

				One would meet in every place?  

				Where’s the voice, however soft,

				One would hear so very oft?  

				At a touch sweet Pleasure melteth  

				Like to bubbles when rain pelteth.  

				Let, then, winged Fancy find  

				Thee a mistress to thy mind:  

				Dulcet-eyed as Ceres’ daughter,  

				Ere the God of Torment taught her  

				How to frown and how to chide;  

				With a waist and with a side  

				White as Hebe’s, when her zone

				Slipt its golden clasp, and down  

				Fell her kirtle to her feet,  

				While she held the goblet sweet,  

				And Jove grew languid. —Break the mesh  

				Of the Fancy’s silken leash;

				Quickly break her prison-string

				And such joys as these she’ll bring. —  

				Let the winged Fancy roam,  

				Pleasure never is at home.  
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				FATE

				


				


				


				By Ralph Waldo Emerson

				DEEP in the man sits fast his fate

				To mould his fortunes, mean or great:

				Unknown to Cromwell as to me

				Was Cromwell’s measure or degree;

				Unknown to him as to his horse,

				If he than his groom be better or worse.

				He works, plots, fights, in rude affairs,

				With squires, lords, kings, his craft compares,

				Till late he learned, through doubt and fear,

				Broad England harbored not his peer:

				Obeying time, the last to own

				The Genius from its cloudy throne.

				For the prevision is allied

				Unto the thing so signified;

				Or say, the foresight that awaits

				Is the same Genius that creates.
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				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 know that for destruction ice  

				Is also great  

				And would suffice.  
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				THE FIRE SOUL

				


				


				


				By George Charles Selden

				I sat by my fire in the night, in the night,

				 The darkness grew deeper around me,

				The last faint gleams of the flickering light

				Faded out of my sight, into night, into night,

				 And the spell of revery bound me.

				


				When sudden I saw in the vanishing light

				 A phantom hovering o’er me;

				It wavered an instant in its flight;

				Then faded from sight, into night, into night,

				 And left but the darkness before me.

				


				And yet so swift and sudden its flight,

				 So deep the shadows before me,

				I knew not whether a beckoning sprite

				Had glimmered white, in the night, in the night,

				 Or only a thought sped o’er me.
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				THE FIRST SNOW-FALL

				


				


				


				By James Russell Lowell

				THE SNOW had begun in the gloaming,  

				 And busily all the night  

				Had been heaping field and highway  

				 With a silence deep and white.  

				


				Every pine and fir and hemlock  

				 Wore ermine too dear for an earl,  

				And the poorest twig on the elm-tree  

				 Was ridged inch deep with pearl.  

				


				From sheds new-roofed with Carrara  

				 Came Chanticleer’s muffled crow,   

				The stiff rails softened to swan’s-down,

				 And still fluttered down the snow.  

				


				I stood and watched by the window  

				 The noiseless work of the sky,  

				And the sudden flurries of snow-birds,

				 Like brown leaves whirling by.  

				


				I thought of a mound in sweet Auburn

				 Where a little headstone stood;  

				How the flakes were folding it gently,

				 As did robins the babes in the wood.

				


			

			
				Up spoke our own little Mabel,  

				 Saying, “Father, who makes it snow?”  

				And I told of the good All-father  

				 Who cares for us here below.  

				


				Again I looked at the snow-fall,  

				 And thought of the leaden sky  

				That arched o’er our first great sorrow,  

				 When that mound was heaped so high.  

				


				I remembered the gradual patience  

				 That fell from that cloud like snow,  

				Flake by flake, healing and hiding  

				 The scar that renewed our woe.  

				


				And again to the child I whispered,  

				 “The snow that husheth all,  

				Darling, the merciful Father  

				 Alone can make it fall!”  

				


				Then, with eyes that saw not, I kissed her;  

				 And she, kissing back, could not know  

				That my kiss was given to her sister,  

				 Folded close under deepening snow.  
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				THE FISHERMAN’S HYMN

				


				


				


				By Alexander Wilson

				THE OSPREY sails above the sound,  

				 The geese are gone, the gulls are flying;

				The herring shoals swarm thick around,

				 The nets are launched, the boats are plying;

				  Yo ho, my hearts! let’s seek the deep,

				   Raise high the song, and cheerily wish her,

				  Still as the bending net we sweep,

				   “God bless the fish-hawk and the fisher!”

				


				She brings us fish—she brings us spring,  

				 Good times, fair weather, warmth, and plenty,

				Fine stores of shad, trout, herring, ling,  

				 Sheepshead and drum, and old-wives dainty.  

				  Yo ho, my hearts! let’s seek the deep,  

				   Ply every oar, and cheerily wish her,  

				  Still as the bending net we sweep,  

				   “God bless the fish-hawk and the fisher!”  

				


				She rears her young on yonder tree,  

				 She leaves her faithful mate to mind ’em;  

				Like us, for fish, she sails to sea,  

				 And, plunging, shows us where to find ’em.

				  Yo ho, my hearts! let’s seek the deep,  

				   Ply every oar, and cheerily wish her,  

				  While the slow bending net we sweep,  

				   “God bless the fish-hawk and the fisher!”  
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				THE FLOWER BOAT

				


				


				


				By Robert Frost

				THE FISHERMAN’S swapping a yarn for a yarn

				Under the hand of the village barber,  

				And here in the angle of house and barn  

				His deep-sea dory has found a harbor.  

				


				At anchor she rides the sunny sod

				As full to the gunnel with flowers a-growing  

				As ever she turned her home with cod

				From George’s Bank when winds were blowing.

				


				And I know from that Elysian freight  

				She will brave but once more the Atlantic weather,

				When dory and fisherman sail by fate  

				To seek for the Happy Isles together.  
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				FOR ANNIE

				


				


				


				By Edgar Allan Poe

				THANK Heaven! the crisis—

				 The danger is past,  

				And the lingering illness  

				 Is over at last—

				And the fever called ‘Living’

				 Is conquer’d at last.

				


				Sadly, I know   

				 I am shorn of my strength,

				And no muscle I move   

				 As I lie at full length:

				But no matter—I feel  

				 I am better at length.  

				


				And I rest so composedly  

				 Now, in my bed,   

				That any beholder  

				 Might fancy me dead—  

				Might start at beholding me,  

				 Thinking me dead.   

				


				The moaning and groaning,

				 The sighing and sobbing,

				Are quieted now,   

				 With that horrible throbbing

			

			
				At heart—ah, that horrible,   

				 Horrible throbbing!   

				


				The sickness—the nausea—

				 The pitiless pain—

				Have ceased, with the fever  

				 That madden’d my brain—

				With the fever called ‘Living’

				 That burn’d in my brain.  

				


				And O! of all tortures   

				 That torture the worst   

				Has abated—the terrible   

				 Torture of thirst   

				For the naphthaline river  

				 Of Passion accurst—   

				I have drunk of a water   

				 That quenches all thirst: —

				


				Of a water that flows,   

				 With a lullaby sound,  

				From a spring but a very few   

				 Feet under ground—   

				From a cavern not very far   

				 Down under ground.   

				


				And ah! let it never  

				 Be foolishly said   

				That my room it is gloomy,   

				 And narrow my bed;   

				For man never slept   

				 In a different bed—  

				And, to sleep, you must slumber   

				 In just such a bed.   


				


			

			
				My tantalized spirit   

				 Here blandly reposes,   

				Forgetting, or never

				 Regretting its roses—   

				Its old agitations   

				 Of myrtles and roses:   

				


				For now, while so quietly   

				 Lying, it fancies

				A holier odour   

				 About it, of pansies—   

				A rosemary odour,   

				 Commingled with pansies—

				With rue and the beautiful

				 Puritan pansies.   

				


				And so it lies happily,   

				 Bathing in many   

				A dream of the truth   

				 And the beauty of Annie—

				Drown’d in a bath   

				 Of the tresses of Annie.   

				


				She tenderly kiss’d me,   

				 She fondly caress’d,   

				And then I fell gently

				 To sleep on her breast—

				Deeply to sleep   

				 From the heaven of her breast.

				


				When the light was extinguish’d,   

				 She cover’d me warm,  

				And she pray’d to the angels   

			

			
				 To keep me from harm—   

				To the queen of the angels   

				 To shield me from harm.   

				


				And I lie so composedly,

				 Now, in my bed   

				(Knowing her love),   

				 That you fancy me dead—   

				And I rest so contentedly,   

				 Now, in my bed

				(With her love at my breast),

				 That you fancy me dead—   

				That you shudder to look at me,   

				 Thinking me dead.   

				


				But my heart it is brighter  

				 Than all of the many   

				Stars in the sky,   

				 For it sparkles with Annie—   

				It glows with the light

				 Of the love of my Annie—

				With the thought of the light   

				 Of the eyes of my Annie.  
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				FOR ONCE, THEN, SOMETHING

				


				


				


				By Robert Frost

				OTHERS taunt me with having knelt at well-curbs

				Always wrong to the light, so never seeing  

				Deeper down in the well than where the water

				Gives me back in a shining surface picture  

				My myself in the summer heaven, godlike  

				Looking out of a wreath of fern and cloud puffs.

				Once, when trying with chin against a well-curb,

				I discerned, as I thought, beyond the picture,  

				Through the picture, a something white, uncertain,

				Something more of the depths—and then I lost it.

				Water came to rebuke the too clear water.  

				One drop fell from a fern, and lo, a ripple  

				Shook whatever it was lay there at bottom,  

				Blurred it, blotted it out. What was that whiteness?

				Truth? A pebble of quartz? For once, then, something.
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				FOREIGN LANDS

				


				


				


				By Robert Louis Stevenson

				UP into the cherry tree   

				Who should climb but little me?   

				I held the trunk with both my hands   

				And looked abroad on foreign lands.   

				


				I saw the next door garden lie,  

				Adorned with flowers, before my eye,

				And many pleasant places more  

				That I had never seen before.   

				


				If I could find a higher tree   

				Farther and farther I should see,  

				To where the grown-up river slips   

				Into the sea among the ships.   

				


				To where the roads on either hand  

				Lead onward into fairy land,   

				Where all the children dine at five,  

				And all the playthings come alive.
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				FRANCE

				


				


				


				By Cecil Chesterton

				BECAUSE for once the sword broke in her hand,

				 The words she spoke seemed perished for a space;

				All wrong was brazen, and in every land

				 The tyrants walked abroad with naked face.

				


				The waters turned to blood, as rose the Star

				 Of evil Fate denying all release.

				The rulers smote, the feeble crying “War!”

				 The usurers robbed, the naked crying “Peace!”

				


				And her own feet were caught in nets of gold,  

				 And her own soul profaned by sects that squirm,

				And little men climbed her high seats and sold

				 Her honour to the vulture and the worm.

				


				And she seemed broken and they thought her dead,

				 The Overmen, so brave against the weak.

				Has your last word of sophistry been said,

				 O cult of slaves? Then it is hers to speak.

				


				Clear the slow mists from her half-darkened eyes,

				 As slow mists parted over Valmy fell,

				As once again her hands in high surprise

				 Take hold upon the battlements of Hell.

				



			

	





			

			
				73

				A FRIEND’S GREETING

				


				


				


				By Edgar Guest

				I’d like to be the sort of friend that you have

				 been to me;

				I’d like to be the help that you’ve been always

				 glad to be;

				I’d like to mean as much to you each minute

				 of the day

				As you have meant, old friend of mine, to me

				 along the way.

				


				I’d like to do the big things and the splendid

				 things for you,

				To brush the gray from out your skies and

				 leave them only blue;

				I’d like to say the kindly things that I so oft have heard,


				And feel that I could rouse your soul the way

				 that mine you’ve stirred.

				


				I’d like to give you back the joy that you have

				 given me,

				Yet that were wishing you a need I hope will never be;


				I’d like to make you feel as rich as I, who travel on

				Undaunted in the darkest hours with you to

				 lean upon.

				


			

			
				I’m wishing at this Christmas time that I could

				 but repay

				A portion of the gladness that you’ve strewn

				 along my way;

				And could I have one wish this year, this only

				 would it be:

				I’d like to be the sort of friend that you have

				 been to me.
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				FROM DEWY DREAMS,

				MY SOUL, ARISE

				


				


				


				By James Joyce

				From dewy dreams, my soul, arise,

				From love’s deep slumber and from death,

				For lo! the trees are full of sighs

				Whose leaves the morn admonisheth.

				


				Eastward the gradual dawn prevails

				Where softly-burning fires appear,

				Making to tremble all those veils

				Of grey and golden gossamer.

				


				While sweetly, gently, secretly,

				The flowery bells of morn are stirred

				And the wise choirs of faery

				Begin (innumerous!) to be heard.
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				FROM THE SHORE

				


				


				


				By Carl Sandburg

				A LONE gray bird,

				Dim-dipping, far-flying,

				Alone in the shadows and grandeurs and tumults

				Of night and the sea

				And the stars and storms.

				


				Out over the darkness it wavers and hovers,

				Out into the gloom it swings and batters,

				Out into the wind and the rain and the vast,

				Out into the pit of a great black world,

				Where fogs are at battle, sky-driven, sea-blown,

				Love of mist and rapture of flight,

				Glories of chance and hazards of death

				On its eager and palpitant wings.

				


				Out into the deep of the great dark world,

				Beyond the long borders where foam and drift

				Of the sundering waves are lost and gone

				On the tides that plunge and rear and crumble.
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				THE GIPSY GIRL

				


				


				


				By Ralph Hodgson

				“COME, try your skill, kind gentlemen,

				A penny for three tries!”

				Some threw and lost, some threw and won

				A ten-a-penny prize.

				


				She was a tawny gipsy girl,

				A girl of twenty years,

				I liked her for the lumps of gold

				That jingled from her ears;

				


				I liked the flaring yellow scarf

				Bound loose around her throat,

				I liked her showy purple gown

				And flashy velvet coat.

				


				A man came up, too loose of tongue,

				And said no good to her;

				She did not blush as Saxons do,

				Or turn upon the cur;

				


				She fawned and whined “Sweet gentleman,

				A penny for three tries!”

				—But oh, the den of wild things in

				The darkness of her eyes!
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				GIVE ALL TO LOVE

				


				


				


				By Ralph Waldo Emerson

				GIVE all to love;   

				Obey thy heart;   

				Friends, kindred, days,   

				Estate, good fame,   

				Plans, credit, and the Muse—

				Nothing refuse.   

				


				’Tis a brave master;   

				Let it have scope:   

				Follow it utterly,   

				Hope beyond hope:

				High and more high   

				It dives into noon,   

				With wing unspent,   

				Untold intent;   

				But it is a god,

				Knows its own path,   

				And the outlets of the sky.   

				


				It was never for the mean;   

				It requireth courage stout,   

				Souls above doubt,

				Valour unbending:   

				Such ’twill reward; —

				They shall return   

			

			
				More than they were,   

				And ever ascending.

				


				Leave all for love;   

				Yet, hear me, yet,   

				One word more thy heart behoved,   

				One pulse more of firm endeavour—   

				Keep thee to-day,

				To-morrow, for ever,   

				Free as an Arab   

				Of thy beloved.   

				


				Cling with life to the maid;   

				But when the surprise,

				First vague shadow of surmise,   

				Flits across her bosom young,   

				Of a joy apart from thee,   

				Free be she, fancy-free;   

				Nor thou detain her vesture’s hem,

				Nor the palest rose she flung   

				From her summer diadem.   

				


				Though thou loved her as thyself,   

				As a self of purer clay;   

				Though her parting dims the day,

				Stealing grace from all alive;   

				Heartily know,   

				When half-gods go   

				The gods arrive.  
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				A GLIMPSE

				


				


				


				By Walt Whitman

				A glimpse through an interstice caught,

				Of a crowd of workmen and drivers in a bar-room 

				 around the stove late of a winter night, and I 

				 unremark’d seated in a corner,

				Of a youth who loves me and whom I love, silently 

				 approaching and seating himself near, that he may hold 


				 me by the hand,

				A long while amid the noises of coming and going, of 

				 drinking and oath and smutty jest,

				There we two, content, happy in being together, 

				 speaking little, perhaps not a word.
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				GOOD NIGHT

				


				


				


				By Carl Sandburg

				Many ways to say good night.

				


				Fireworks at a pier on the Fourth of July

				 spell it with red wheels and yellow spokes.

				They fizz in the air, touch the water and quit.

				Rockets make a trajectory of gold-and-blue

				 and then go out.

				Railroad trains at night spell with a smokestack

				 mushrooming a white pillar.

				Steamboats turn a curve in the Mississippi crying a

				 baritone that crosses lowland cottonfields to

				 razorback hill.

				


				It is easy to spell good night.

				        Many ways to spell good night.
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				GOOD NIGHT

				


				


				


				By William Carlos Williams

				In brilliant gas light

				I turn the kitchen spigot

				and watch the water plash

				into the clean white sink.

				On the grooved drain-board to one side is

				a glass filled with parsley—

				crisped green.

				       Waiting

				for the water to freshen—

				I glance at the spotless floor—

				a pair of rubber sandals

				lie side by side

				under the wall-table

				all is in order for the night.

				


				Waiting, with a glass in my hand

				—three girls in crimson satin

				pass close before me on

				the murmurous background of

				the crowded opera—

				       it is

				memory playing the clown—

				three vague, meaningless girls

				full of smells and

				the rustling sound of

			

			
				cloth rubbing on cloth and

				little slippers on carpet—

				high-school French

				spoken in a loud voice!

				


				Parsley in a glass,

				still and shining,

				brings me back. I take my drink

				and yawn deliciously.

				I am ready for bed.
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				THE GOOD-MORROW

				


				


				


				By John Donne

				I WONDER by my troth, what thou, and I

				Did, till we lov’d? were we not wean’d till then? 

				But suck’d on countrey pleasures, childishly?   

				Or snorted we in the seaven sleepers den?

				T’was so; But this, all pleasures fancies bee.

				If ever any beauty I did see,   

				Which I desir’d, and got, t’was but a dreame of thee.

				


				And now good morrow to our waking soules,   

				Which watch not one another out of feare;

				For love, all love of other sights controules,

				And makes one little roome, an every where.   

				Let sea-discoverers to new worlds have gone,   

				Let Maps to other, worlds on worlds have showne, 

				Let us possesse one world, each hath one, and is one. 

				


				My face in thine eye, thine in mine appeares,

				And true plaine hearts doe in the faces rest,   

				Where can we finde two better hemispheares   

				Without sharpe North, without declining West? 

				What ever dyes, was not mixt equally;   

				If our two loves be one, or, thou and I

				Love so alike, that none doe slacken, none can die.
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				GRAND IS SEEN

				


				


				


				By Walt Whitman

				Grand is the seen, the light, to me—grand are the sky

				 and stars,

				Grand is the earth, and grand are lasting time and space,


				And grand their laws, so multiform, puzzling, evolutionary;


				But grander far the unseen soul of me, comprehending,

				endowing all those,

				Lighting the light, the sky and stars, delving the earth, 

				 sailing the sea,

				(What were all those, indeed, without thee, unseen 

				 soul? of what amount without thee?)

				More evolutionary, vast, puzzling, O my soul!

				More multiform far—more lasting thou than they.
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				THE GREEN GRASS UNDER THE SNOW

				


				


				


				By Annie A. Preston

				THE WORK of the sun is slow,

				But as sure as heaven, we know;

				   So we’ll not forget,

				   When the skies are wet,  

				There’s green grass under the snow.

				


				When the winds of winter blow,

				Wailing like voices of woe,

				   There are April showers,

				   And buds and flowers,

				And green grass under the snow.

				


				We find that it’s ever so

				In this life’s uneven flow;

				   We’ve only to wait,

				   In the face of fate,

				For the green grass under the snow.
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				GREEN

				


				


				


				By D. H. Lawrence

				THE dawn was apple-green,

				The sky was green wine held up in the sun,

				The moon was a golden petal between.

				


				She opened her eyes, and green

				They shone, clear like flowers undone

				For the first time, now for the first time seen.
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				HANDFULS

				


				


				


				By Carl Sandburg

				BLOSSOMS of babies  

				Blinking their stories  

				Come soft  

				On the dusk and the babble;  

				Little red gamblers,

				Handfuls that slept in the dust.  

				


				Summers of rain,  

				Winters of drift,  

				Tell off the years;  

				And they go back

				Who came soft—  

				Back to the sod,  

				To silence and dust;  

				Gray gamblers,  

				 Handfuls again.
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				HE AND SHE

				


				


				


				By Ironquill

				When I am dead you’ll find it hard,

				Said he,

				To ever find another man

				Like me.

				


				What makes you think, as I suppose

				You do,

				I’d ever want another man

				Like you?
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				HEAT

				


				


				


				By Hilda Doolittle

				O WIND, rend open the heat,  

				Cut apart the heat,  

				Rend it to tatters.  

				


				Fruit cannot drop  

				Through this thick air—

				Fruit cannot fall into heat  

				That presses up and blunts  

				The points of pears  

				And rounds the grapes.  

				


				Cut the heat—

				Plough through it,  

				Turning it on either side  

				Of your path.  
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				HER REPLY

				


				


				


				By Sir Walter Raleigh

				IF all the world and love were young,   

				And truth in every shepherd’s tongue,   

				These pretty pleasures might me move   

				To live with thee and be thy Love.   

				


				But Time drives flocks from field to fold;

				When rivers rage and rocks grow cold;

				And Philomel becometh dumb;   

				The rest complains of cares to come.   

				


				The flowers do fade, and wanton fields   

				To wayward Winter reckoning yields:

				A honey tongue, a heart of gall,   

				Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall.

				


				Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses,   

				Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies,   

				Soon break, soon wither—soon forgotten,

				In folly ripe, in reason rotten.   

				


				Thy belt of straw and ivy-buds,   

				Thy coral clasps and amber studs,—   

				All these in me no means can move   

				To come to thee and be thy Love.

				


			

			
				But could youth last, and love still breed,   

				Had joys no date, nor age no need,   

				Then these delights my mind might move   

				To live with thee and be thy Love.  
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				HERO-WORSHIP

				


				


				


				By Amy Lowell

				A face seen passing in a crowded street,

				 A voice heard singing music, large and free;

				 And from that moment life is changed, and we

				Become of more heroic temper, meet

				To freely ask and give, a man complete

				 Radiant because of faith, we dare to be

				 What Nature meant us. Brave idolatry

				Which can conceive a hero! No deceit,

				 No knowledge taught by unrelenting years,

				 Can quench this fierce, untamable desire.

				We know that what we long for once achieved

				 Will cease to satisfy. Be still our fears;

				 If what we worship fail us, still the fire

				Burns on, and it is much to have believed.
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				HIS EXCUSE FOR LOVING

				


				


				


				By Ben Jonson

				Let it not your wonder move,

				Less your laughter, that I love.

				Though I now write fifty years,

				I have had, and have, my peers;

				Poets, though divine, are men,

				Some have lov’d as old again.

				And it is not always face,

				Clothes, or fortune, gives the grace;

				Or the feature, or the youth.

				But the language and the truth,

				With the ardour and the passion,

				Gives the lover weight and fashion.

				If you then will read the story,

				First prepare you to be sorry

				That you never knew till now

				Either whom to love or how;

				But be glad, as soon with me,

				When you know that this is she

				Of whose beauty it was sung;

				She shall make the old man young,

				Keep the middle age at stay,

				And let nothing high decay,

				Till she be the reason why

				All the world for love may die.
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				HIS SUPPOSED MISTRESS

				


				


				


				By Ben Jonson

				IF I freely can discover  

				What would please me in my lover,  

				 I would have her fair and witty,  

				 Savouring more of court than city;  

				 A little proud, but full of pity;          

				 Light and humourous in her toying;  

				 Oft building hopes, and soon destroying;  

				 Long, but sweet in the enjoying,  

				Neither too easy, nor too hard:  

				All extremes I would have barred.          

				


				She should be allowed her passions,  

				So they were but used as fashions;  

				 Sometimes froward, and then frowning,  

				 Sometimes sickish, and then swowning,  

				 Every fit with change still crowning.          

				 Purely jealous I would have her;  

				 Then only constant when I crave her,  

				 ’Tis a virtue should not save her.  

				Thus, nor her delicates would cloy me,  

				Neither her peevishness annoy me.  
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				“HOPE” IS THE THING WITH FEATHERS

				


				


				


				By Emily Dickinson

				“HOPE” is the thing with feathers—

				That perches in the soul—

				And sings the tune without the words—

				And never stops—at all—

				


				And sweetest—in the Gale—is heard—

				And sore must be the storm—

				That could abash the little Bird

				That kept so many warm—

				


				I’ve heard it in the chillest land—

				And on the strangest Sea—

				Yet, never, in Extremity,

				It asked a crumb—Of Me.
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				HOW DOTH THE LITTLE BUSY BEE

				


				


				


				By Isaac Watts

				How doth the little busy bee

				Improve each shining hour,

				And gather honey all the day

				From every opening flower!

				How skilfully she builds her cell!

				How neat she spreads the wax!

				And labors hard to store it well

				With the sweet food she makes.

				In works of labor or of skill,

				I would be busy too;

				For Satan finds some mischief still

				For idle hands to do.

				In books, or work, or healthful play,

				Let my first years be passed,

				That I may give for every day

				Some good account at last.
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				THE HUMBLE-BEE

				


				


				


				By Ralph Waldo Emerson

				Burly, dozing humble-bee,

				Where thou art is clime for me.

				Let them sail for Porto Rique,

				Far-off heats through seas to seek;

				I will follow thee alone,

				Thou animated torrid-zone!

				Zigzag steerer, desert cheerer,

				Let me chase thy waving lines;

				Keep me nearer, me thy hearer,

				Singing over shrubs and vines.

				


				Insect lover of the sun,

				Joy of thy dominion!

				Sailor of the atmosphere;

				Swimmer through the waves of air;

				Voyager of light and noon;

				Epicurean of June;

				Wait, I prithee, till I come

				Within earshot of thy hum,—

				All without is martyrdom.

				


				When the south wind, in May days,

				With a net of shining haze

				Silvers the horizon wall,

				And with softness touching all,

			

			
				Tints the human countenance

				With a color of romance,

				And infusing subtle heats,

				Turns the sod to violets,

				Thou, in sunny solitudes,

				Rover of the underwoods,

				The green silence dost displace

				With thy mellow, breezy bass.

				


				Hot midsummer’s petted crone,

				Sweet to me thy drowsy tone

				Tells of countless sunny hours,

				Long days, and solid banks of flowers;

				Of gulfs of sweetness without bound

				In Indian wildernesses found;

				Of Syrian peace, immortal leisure,

				Firmest cheer, and bird-like pleasure.

				


				Aught unsavory or unclean

				Hath my insect never seen;

				But violets and bilberry bells,

				Maple-sap and daffodels,

				Grass with green flag half-mast high,

				Succory to match the sky,

				Columbine with horn of honey,

				Scented fern, and agrimony,

				Clover, catchfly, adder’s-tongue

				And brier-roses, dwelt among;

				All beside was unknown waste,

				All was picture as he passed.

				


				Wiser far than human seer,

				Yellow-breeched philosopher!

			

			
				Seeing only what is fair,

				Sipping only what is sweet,

				Thou dost mock at fate and care,

				Leave the chaff, and take the wheat.

				When the fierce northwestern blast

				Cools sea and land so far and fast,

				Thou already slumberest deep;

				Woe and want thou canst outsleep;

				Want and woe, which torture us,

				Thy sleep makes ridiculous.

				



			

	





			

			
				95

				I DIED FOR BEAUTY

				


				


				


				By Emily Dickinson

				I DIED for beauty, but was scarce

				Adjusted in the tomb,

				When one who died for truth was lain

				In an adjoining room.

				


				He questioned softly why I failed?

				“For beauty,” I replied.

				“And I for truth, —the two are one;

				We brethren are,” he said.

				


				And so, as kinsmen met a night,

				We talked between the rooms,

				Until the moss had reached our lips,

				And covered up our names.

				



			

	





			

			
				96

				I FELT A FUNERAL IN MY BRAIN

				


				


				


				By Emily Dickinson

				I felt a funeral in my brain,

				 And mourners, to and fro,

				Kept treading, treading, till it seemed

				 That sense was breaking through.

				


				And when they all were seated,

				 A service like a drum

				Kept beating, beating, till I thought

				 My mind was going numb.

				


				And then I heard them lift a box,

				 And creak across my soul

				With those same boots of lead, again.

				 Then space began to toll

				


				As all the heavens were a bell,

				 And Being but an ear,

				And I and silence some strange race,

				 Wrecked, solitary, here.
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				I REMEMBER, I REMEMBER

				


				


				


				By Thomas Hood

				I remember, I remember,

				The house where I was born,

				The little window where the sun

				Came peeping in at morn;

				He never came a wink too soon,

				Nor brought too long a day,

				But now, I often wish the night

				Had borne my breath away!

				


				I remember, I remember,

				The roses, red and white,

				The violets, and the lily-cups,

				Those flowers made of light!

				The lilacs where the robin built,

				And where my brother set

				The laburnum on his birthday,—

				The tree is living yet!

				


				I remember, I remember,

				Where I was used to swing,

				And thought the air must rush as fresh

				To swallows on the wing;

				My spirit flew in feathers then,

				That is so heavy now,

				And summer pools could hardly cool

				The fever on my brow!


				


			

			
				I remember, I remember,

				The fir trees dark and high;

				I used to think their slender tops

				Were close against the sky:

				It was a childish ignorance,

				But now ’tis little joy

				To know I’m farther off from Heav’n

				Than when I was a boy.
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				I TASTE A LIQUOR NEVER BREWED

				


				


				


				By Emily Dickinson

				I TASTE a liquor never brewed—

				From Tankards scooped in Pearl—

				Not all the vats upon the Rhine

				Yield such an Alcohol!

				


				Inebriate of Air—am I—

				And Debauchee of Dew—

				Reeling—thro endless summer days—

				From inns of Molten Blue—

				


				When “Landlords” turn the drunken Bee

				Out of the Foxglove’s door—

				When Butterflies renounce their “drams”—

				I shall but drink the more!

				


				Till Seraphs swing their snowy Hats—

				And Saints—to windows run—

				To see the little Tippler

				Leaning against the—Sun—
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				I WANDERED LONELY AS A CLOUD

				


				


				


				By William Wordsworth

				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.
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				I WOULD IN THAT SWEET BOSOM BE

				


				


				


				By James Joyce

				I would in that sweet bosom be

				(O sweet it is and fair it is!)

				Where no rude wind might visit me.

				Because of sad austerities

				I would in that sweet bosom be.

				


				I would be ever in that heart

				(O soft I knock and soft entreat her!)

				Where only peace might be my part.

				Austerities were all the sweeter

				So I were ever in that heart.
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				I’M NOBODY

				


				


				


				By Emily Dickinson 

				I’M nobody! Who are you?  

				Are you nobody, too?  

				Then there’s a pair of us—don’t tell!  

				They’d banish us, you know.

				


				How dreary to be somebody!

				How public, like a frog

				To tell your name the livelong day

				To an admiring bog!
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				IF

				


				


				


				By E. E. Cummings

				If freckles were lovely, and day was night,

				And measles were nice and a lie warn’t a lie,

				  Life would be delight, —

				  But things couldn’t go right

				  For in such a sad plight

				I wouldn’t be I.

				


				If earth was heaven and now was hence,

				And past was present, and false was true,

				  There might be some sense

				  But I’d be in suspense

				  For on such a pretense

				You wouldn’t be you.

				


				If fear was plucky, and globes were square,

				And dirt was cleanly and tears were glee

				  Things would seem fair, —

				  Yet they’d all despair,

				  For if here was there

				We wouldn’t be we.
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				IF I SHOULD DIE

				


				


				


				By Ben King

				 IF I should die to-night

				And you should come to my cold corpse and say,

				Weeping and heartsick o’er my lifeless clay—

				 If I should die to-night,

				And you should come in deepest grief and woe—

				And say: “Here’s that ten dollars that I owe,”

				 I might arise in my large white cravat

				 And say, “What’s that?”

				


				 If I should die to-night

				And you should come to my cold corpse and kneel,

				Clasping my bier to show the grief you feel,

				 I say, if I should die to-night

				And you should come to me, and there and then

				Just even hint ’bout payin’ me that ten,

				 I might arise the while,

				 But I’d drop dead again.
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				IF I SHOULD DIE TO-NIGHT

				


				


				


				By Belle E. Smith

				           IF I should die to-night,

				My friends would look upon my quiet face  

				Before they laid it in its resting-place,  

				And deem that death had left it almost fair;  

				And, laying snow-white flowers against my hair,

				Would smooth it down with tearful tenderness,

				And fold my hands with lingering caress—  

				Poor hands, so empty and so cold to-night!  

				


				           If I should die to-night,

				My friends would call to mind, with loving thought,

				Some kindly deed the icy hands had wrought;  

				Some gentle word the frozen lips had said;  

				Errands on which the willing feet had sped;  

				The memory of my selfishness and pride,  

				My hasty words, would all be put aside,

				And so I should be loved and mourned to-night.  

				


				           If I should die to-night,  

				Even hearts estranged would turn once more to me,  

				Recalling other days remorsefully;  

				The eyes that chill me with averted glance

				Would look upon me as of yore, perchance,  

				And soften, in the old familiar way;  

			

			
				For who could war with dumb, unconscious clay?  

				So I might rest, forgiven of all, to-night.

				


				         Oh, friends, I pray to-night,

				Keep not your kisses for my dead, cold brow—

				The way is lonely; let me feel them now.  

				Think gently of me; I am travel-worn;  

				My faltering feet are pierced with many a thorn.

				Forgive, oh, hearts estranged, forgive, I plead!

				When dreamless rest is mine I shall not need  

				The tenderness for which I long to-night.  
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				IF SPIRITS WALK

				


				


				


				By Sophie Jewett

				IF spirits walk, love, when the night climbs slow

				The slant footpath where we were wont to go,

				  Be sure that I shall take the selfsame way

				  To the hill-crest, and shoreward, down the gray,

				Sheer, gravelled slope, where vetches straggling grow.

				


				Look for me not when gusts of winter blow,

				When at thy pane beat hands of sleet and snow;

				  I would not come thy dear eyes to affray,

				       If spirits walk.

				


				But when, in June, the pines are whispering low,

				And when their breath plays with thy bright hair so

				  As some one’s fingers once were used to play—

				  That hour when birds leave song, and children pray,


				Keep the old tryst, sweetheart, and thou shalt know

				       If spirits walk.
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				IF—

				


				


				


				By Rudyard Kipling

				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!
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				IN AUGUST

				


				


				


				By Babette Deutsch

				HEAT urges secret odors from the grass.

				Blunting the edge of silence, crickets shrill.

				Wings veer: inane needles of light, and pass.

				Laced pools: the warm wood-shadows ebb and fill.

				The wind is casual, loitering to crush

				The sun upon his palate, and to draw

				Pungence from pine, frank fragrances from brush,

				Sucked up through thin grey boughs as through a straw.


				


				Moss-green, fern-green and leaf and meadow-green

				Are broken by the bare, bone-colored roads,

				Less moved by stirring air than by unseen

				Soft-footed ants and meditative toads.

				Summer is passing, taking what she brings:

				Green scents and sounds, and quick ephemeral wings.
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				IN OCTOBER

				


				


				


				By John Burroughs

				Now comes the sunset of the verdant year,

				Chemic fires, still and slow,

				Burn in the leaves, till trees and groves appear

				Dipped in the sunset’s glow.

				


				Through many-stained windows of the wood

				The day sends down its beams,

				Till all the acorn-punctured solitude

				Of sunshine softly dreams.

				


				I take my way where sentry cedars stand

				Along the bushy lane,

				And whitethroats stir and call on every hand,

				Or lift their wavering strain;

				


				The hazel-bush holds up its crinkled gold

				And scents the loit’ring breeze—

				A nuptial wreath amid its leafage old

				That laughs at frost’s decrees.

				


				A purple bloom is creeping o’er the ash—

				Dull wine against the day,

				While dusky cedars wear a crimson sash

				Of woodbine’s kindled spray.

				


			

			
				I see the stolid oak tree’s smould’ring fire

				Sullen against emerald rye;

				And yonder sugar maple’s wild desire

				To match the sunset sky.

				


				On hedge and tree the bittersweet has hung

				Its fruit that looks a flower;

				While alder spray with coral berries strung

				Is part of autumn’s dower.

				


				The plaintive calls of bluebirds fill the air,

				Wand’ring voices in the morn;

				The ruby kinglet, flitting here and there,

				Winds again his elfin horn.

				


				Now Downy shyly drills his winter cell,

				His white chips strew the ground;

				While squirrels bark from hill or acorned dell—

				A true autumnal sound.

				


				I hear the feathered thunder of the grouse

				Soft rolling through the wood,

				Or pause to note where hurrying mole or mouse

				Just stirs the solitude.

				


				Anon the furtive flock-call of the quail

				Comes up from weedy fields;

				Afar the mellow thud of lonely flail

				Its homely music yields.

				


				Behold the orchards piled with painted spheres

				New plucked from bending trees;


			

			
				And bronzèd huskers tossing golden ears

				In genial sun and breeze.

				


				Once more the tranquil days brood o’er the hills,

				And soothe earth’s toiling breast;

				A benediction all the landscape fills

				That breathes of peace and rest.
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				IN THE DARK PINE-WOOD

				


				


				


				By James Joyce

				In the dark pine-wood

				 I would we lay,

				In deep cool shadow

				 At noon of day.

				


				How sweet to lie there,

				 Sweet to kiss,

				Where the great pine-forest

				 Enaisled is!

				


				Thy kiss descending

				 Sweeter were

				With a soft tumult

				 Of thy hair.

				


				O unto the pine-wood

				 At noon of day

				Come with me now,

				 Sweet love, away.
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				IN THE SHADOWS

				


				


				


				By E. Pauline Johnson

				I am sailing to the leeward,

				Where the current runs to seaward

				  Soft and slow,

				Where the sleeping river grasses

				Brush my paddle as it passes

				  To and fro.

				


				On the shore the heat is shaking

				All the golden sands awaking

				  In the cove;

				And the quaint sand-piper, winging

				O’er the shallows, ceases singing

				  When I move.

				


				On the water’s idle pillow

				Sleeps the overhanging willow,

				  Green and cool;

				Where the rushes lift their burnished

				Oval heads from out the tarnished

				  Emerald pool.

				


				Where the very silence slumbers,

				Water lilies grow in numbers,

				  Pure and pale;

			

			
				All the morning they have rested,

				Amber crowned, and pearly crested,

				  Fair and frail.

				


				Here, impossible romances,

				Indefinable sweet fancies,

				  Cluster round;

				But they do not mar the sweetness

				Of this still September fleetness

				  With a sound.

				


				I can scarce discern the meeting

				Of the shore and stream retreating,

				  So remote;

				For the laggard river, dozing,

				Only wakes from its reposing

				  Where I float.

				


				Where the river mists are rising,

				All the foliage baptizing

				  With their spray;

				There the sun gleams far and faintly,

				With a shadow soft and saintly,

				  In its ray.

				


				And the perfume of some burning

				Far-off brushwood, ever turning

				  To exhale

				All its smoky fragrance dying,

				In the arms of evening lying,

				  Where I sail.


				


			

			
				My canoe is growing lazy,

				In the atmosphere so hazy,

				  While I dream;

				Half in slumber I am guiding,

				Eastward indistinctly gliding

				  Down the stream.

				



			

	





			

			
				111

				INDIAN SUMMER

				


				


				


				By Emily Dickinson

				These are the days when birds come back,

				A very few, a bird or two,

				To take a backward look.

				


				These are the days when skies put on

				The old, old sophistries of June, —

				A blue and gold mistake.

				


				Oh, fraud that cannot cheat the bee,

				Almost thy plausibility

				Induces my belief,

				


				Till ranks of seeds their witness bear,

				And softly through the altered air

				Hurries a timid leaf!

				


				Oh, sacrament of summer days,

				Oh, last communion in the haze,

				Permit a child to join,

				


				Thy sacred emblems to partake,

				Thy consecrated bread to break,

				Taste thine immortal wine!
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				INTO MY OWN

				


				


				


				By Robert Frost

				ONE of my wishes is that those dark trees,

				So old and firm they scarcely show the breeze,

				Were not, as ’twere, the merest mask of gloom,

				But stretched away unto the edge of doom.

				I should not be withheld but that some day

				Into their vastness I should steal away,

				Fearless of ever finding open land,

				Or highway where the slow wheel pours the sand.

				I do not see why I should e’er turn back,

				Or those should not set forth upon my track

				To overtake me, who should miss me here

				And long to know if still I held them dear.

				They would not find me changed from him they knew—


				Only more sure of all I thought was true.

				



			

	





			

			
				113

				INVITATION

				


				


				


				By William Carlos Williams

				You who had the sense

				to choose me such a mother,

				you who had the indifference

				to create me,

				you who went to some pains

				to leave hands off me

				in the formative stages, —

				(I thank you most for that perhaps)

				        but you who

				with an iron head, first,

				fiercest and with strongest love

				brutalized me into strength,

				old dew-lap, —

				I have reached the stage

				where I am teaching myself to laugh.

				        Come on,

				take a walk with me.
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				THE INWARD MORNING

				


				


				


				By Henry D. Thoreau

				Packed in my mind lie all the clothes 

				Which outward nature wears, 

				And in its fasion’s hourly change 

				It all things else repairs

				


				  In vain I look for change abroad, 

				And can no difference find, 

				Till som new ray of peace uncalled 

				Illumes my inmost mind.

				


				  What is it gilds the trees and clouds 

				And paints the heavens so gay, 

				But yonder fast-abiding light 

				With its unchanging ray?

				


				  Lo, when the sun streams through the wood, 

				Upon a winter’s morn, 

				Where’er his silent beams intrude 

				The murky night is gone.

				


				  How could the patient pine have known 

				The morning breeze would come, 

				Or humble flowers anticipate 

				The insect’s noonday hum, —

				


			

			
				  Till the new light with morning cheer 

				From far streamed through the aisles, 

				And nimbly told the forest trees 

				For many stretching miles?

				


				  I’ve heard within my inmost soul 

				Such cheerful news, 

				In the horizon of my mind 

				Have seen such orient hues,

				


				  As in the twilight of the dawn, 

				When the first awake, 

				Are heard within some silent wood, 

				Where they the small twigs break,

				


				  Or in the eastern skies are seen, 

				Before the sun appears, 

				The harbingers of summer heats 

				Which from afar he bears.
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				IT IS TIME TO BEGIN TO CONCLUDE

				


				


				


				By A. H. Laidlaw

				Ye Parsons, desirous all sinners to save,

				 And to make each a prig or a prude,

				If two thousand long years have not made us behave,

				 It is time you began to conclude.

				


				Ye Husbands, who wish your sweet mates to grow mum,


				 And whose tongues you have never subdued,

				If ten years of your reign have not made them grow dumb,


				 It is time to begin to conclude.

				


				Ye Matrons of men whose brown meerschaum still mars


				 The sweet kiss with tobacco bedewed,

				After pleading nine years, if they still puff cigars,

				 It is time you began to conclude.

				


				Ye Lawyers, who aim to reform all the land,

				 And your statutes forever intrude,

				If five thousand lost years have not worked as you planned,


				 It is time to begin to conclude.

				


				Ye Lovers, who sigh for the heart of a maid,

				 And forty-four years have pursued,

				If two scores of young years have not taught you your trade,


				 It is time you began to conclude.

				


			

			
				Ye Doctors, who claim to cure every ill,

				 And so much of mock learning exude,

				If the Comma Bacillus still laughs at your pill,

				 It is time to begin to conclude.

				


				Ye Maidens of Fifty, who lonely abide,

				 Yet who heartily scout solitude,

				If Jack with his whiskers is not at your side,

				 It is time to begin to conclude.
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				THE IVY GREEN

				


				


				


				By Charles Dickens

				OH, a dainty plant is the Ivy green,  

				That creepeth o’er ruins old!  

				Of right choice food are his meals I ween,  

				In his cell so lone and cold.  

				The wall must be crumbled, the stone decayed,

				To pleasure his dainty whim:  

				And the mouldering dust that years have made

				Is a merry meal for him.  

				     Creeping where no life is seen,  

				     A rare old plant is the Ivy green.

				


				Fast he stealeth on, though he wears no wings,

				And a stanch old heart has he.

				How closely he twineth, how tight he clings  

				To his friend the huge Oak Tree!

				And slyly he traileth along the ground,

				And his leaves he gently waves,

				As he joyously hugs and crawleth round

				The rich mould of dead men’s graves.

				     Creeping where grim death has been,

				     A rare old plant is the Ivy green.

				


				Whole ages have fled and their works decayed,

				And nations have scattered been;

				But the stout old Ivy shall never fade,

			

			
				From its hale and hearty green.

				The brave old plant in its lonely days,

				Shall fatten upon the past:  

				For the stateliest building man can raise,

				Is the Ivy’s food at last.

				     Creeping on, where time has been,

				     A rare old plant is the Ivy green.
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				JENNY KISSED ME

				


				


				


				By Leigh Hunt

				JENNY kiss’d me when we met,

				 Jumping from the chair she sat in;

				Time, you thief, who love to get

				 Sweets into your list, put that in!

				Say I’m weary, say I’m sad,

				 Say that health and wealth have miss’d me,  

				Say I’m growing old, but add,

				  Jenny kiss’d me.
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				JUST THINK!

				


				


				


				By Robert Service

				 Just think! some night the stars will gleam

				  Upon a cold, grey stone,

				 And trace a name with silver beam,

				  And lo! ’twill be your own.

				


				 That night is speeding on to greet

				  Your epitaphic rhyme.

				 Your life is but a little beat

				  Within the heart of Time.

				


				 A little gain, a little pain,

				  A laugh, lest you may moan;

				 A little blame, a little fame,

				  A star-gleam on a stone.
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				THE LAKE ISLE OF INNISFREE

				


				


				


				By William Butler Yeats

				I WILL arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,

				And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made;


				Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for the honey bee,


				  And live alone in the bee-loud glade. 

				


				And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes

				 dropping slow,

				Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the

				 cricket sings;

				There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,


				  And evening full of the linnet’s wings. 

				


				I will arise and go now, for always night and day 

				I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;


				While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements gray,


				  I hear it in the deep heart’s core.
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				THE LAMB

				


				


				


				By William Blake

				Little lamb, who made thee?

				Does thou know who made thee,

				Gave thee life, and bid thee feed

				By the stream and o’er the mead;

				Gave thee clothing of delight,

				Softest clothing, woolly, bright;

				Gave thee such a tender voice,

				Making all the vales rejoice?

				Little lamb, who made thee?

				Does thou know who made thee?

				


				Little lamb, I’ll tell thee;

				Little lamb, I’ll tell thee:

				He is called by thy name,

				For He calls Himself a Lamb.

				He is meek, and He is mild,

				He became a little child.

				I a child, and thou a lamb,

				We are called by His name.

				Little lamb, God bless thee!

				Little lamb, God bless thee!
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				THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER

				


				


				


				By Thomas Moore

				’TIS the last rose of summer  

				 Left blooming alone;  

				All her lovely companions  

				 Are faded and gone;  

				No flower of her kindred,  

				 No rosebud is nigh,  

				To reflect back her blushes,  

				 To give sigh for sigh.  

				


				I’ll not leave thee, thou lone one!  

				 To pine on the stem;  

				Since the lovely are sleeping,  

				 Go, sleep thou with them.  

				Thus kindly I scatter  

				 Thy leaves o’er the bed,  

				Where thy mates of the garden

				 Lie scentless and dead.  

				


				So soon may I follow,  

				 When friendships decay,  

				And from Love’s shining circle  

				 The gems drop away.

				When true hearts lie withered  

				 And fond ones are flown,  

				Oh! who would inhabit  

				 This bleak world alone?  
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				LATE LEAVES

				


				


				


				By Walter Savage Landor

				THE leaves are falling; so am I; 

				The few late flowers have moisture in the eye; 

				  So have I too. 

				Scarcely on any bough is heard 

				Joyous, or even unjoyous, bird

				  The whole wood through. 

				


				Winter may come: he brings but nigher 

				His circle (yearly narrowing) to the fire 

				  Where old friends meet. 

				Let him; now heaven is overcast,

				And spring and summer both are past, 

				  And all things sweet.
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				LAUGHING CORN

				


				


				


				By Carl Sandburg

				THERE was a high majestic fooling

				Day before yesterday in the yellow corn.

				


				And day after to-morrow in the yellow corn

				There will be high majestic fooling.

				


				The ears ripen in late summer

				And come on with a conquering laughter,

				Come on with a high and conquering laughter.

				


				The long-tailed blackbirds are hoarse.

				One of the smaller blackbirds chitters on a stalk

				And a spot of red is on its shoulder

				And I never heard its name in my life.

				


				Some of the ears are bursting.

				A white juice works inside.

				Cornsilk creeps in the end and dangles in the wind.

				Always—I never knew it any other way—

				The wind and the corn talk things over together.

				And the rain and the corn and the sun and the corn

				Talk things over together.

				


				Over the road is the farmhouse.

				The siding is white and a green blind is slung loose.

				It will not be fixed till the corn is husked.

				The farmer and his wife talk things over together.
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				THE LAWYERS KNOW TOO MUCH

				


				


				


				By Carl Sandburg

				THE LAWYERS, Bob, know too much.

				They are chums of the books of old John Marshall.

				They know it all, what a dead hand Wrote,

				A stiff dead hand and its knuckles crumbling,

				The bones of the fingers a thin white ash.

				  The lawyers know

				    a dead man’s thoughts too well.

				


				In the heels of the higgling lawyers, Bob,

				Too many slippery ifs and buts and howevers,

				Too much hereinbefore provided whereas,

				Too many doors to go in and out of.

				


				  When the lawyers are through

				  What is there left, Bob?

				  Can a mouse nibble at it

				  And find enough to fasten a tooth in?

				


				  Why is there always a secret singing

				  When a lawyer cashes in?

				  Why does a hearse horse snicker

				  Hauling a lawyer away?

				


				The work of a bricklayer goes to the blue.

				The knack of a mason outlasts a moon.

			

			
				The hands of a plasterer hold a room together.

				The land of a farmer wishes him back again.

				  Singers of songs and dreamers of plays

				  Build a house no wind blows over.

				The lawyers—tell me why a hearse horse snickers

				  hauling a lawyer’s bones.
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				LAZY MAN’S SONG

				


				


				


				By PO CHU-I

				I have got patronage, but am too lazy to use it;

				I have got land, but am too lazy to farm it.

				My house leaks; I am too lazy to mend it.

				My clothes are torn; I am too lazy to darn them.

				I have got wine, but am too lazy to drink;

				So it’s just the same as if my cellar were empty.

				I have got a harp, but am too lazy to play;

				So it’s just the same as if it had no strings.

				My wife tells me there is no more bread in the house;

				I want to bake, but am too lazy to grind.

				My friends and relatives write me long letters;

				I should like to read them, but they’re such a bother to open.


				I have always been told that Chi Shu-yeh

				Passed his whole life in absolute idleness.

				But he played the harp and sometimes transmuted metals,


				So even he was not so lazy as I.
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				LEAN OUT OF THE WINDOW

				


				


				


				By James Joyce

				Lean out of the window,

				Goldenhair,

				I hear you singing

				A merry air.

				


				My book was closed,

				I read no more,

				Watching the fire dance

				On the floor.

				


				I have left my book,

				I have left my room,

				For I heard you singing

				Through the gloom.

				


				Singing and singing

				A merry air,

				Lean out of the window,

				Goldenhair.
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				LET IT BE FORGOTTEN

				


				


				


				By Sara Teasdale

				Let it be forgotten, as a flower is forgotten,

				 Forgotten as a fire that once was singing gold,

				Let it be forgotten for ever and ever,

				 Time is a kind friend, he will make us old.

				


				If anyone asks, say it was forgotten

				 Long and long ago,

				As a flower, as a fire, as a hushed footfall

				 In a long forgotten snow.
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				LET US BE MERRY BEFORE WE GO

				


				


				


				By John Philpot Curran

				IF SADLY thinking, with spirits sinking,  

				Could, more than drinking, my cares compose  

				A cure for sorrow from sighs I’d borrow,  

				And hope to-morrow would end my woes.  

				But as in wailing there’s nought availing,  

				And Death unfailing will strike the blow,  

				Then for that reason, and for a season,  

				Let us be merry before we go.  

				


				To joy a stranger, a wayworn ranger,  

				In every danger my course I’ve run;  

				Now hope all ending, and death befriending,  

				His last aid lending, my cares are done.  

				No more a rover, or hapless lover,  

				My griefs are over—my glass runs low;  

				Then for that reason, and for a season,  

				Let us be merry before we go.  
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				LET US DRINK AND BE MERRY

				


				


				


				By Thomas Jordan

				LET us drink and be merry, dance, joke, and rejoice,  

				With claret and sherry, theorbo and voice!  

				The changeable world to our joy is unjust,  

				    All treasure’s uncertain,  

				    Then down with your dust!

				In frolics dispose your pounds, shillings, and pence,  

				For we shall be nothing a hundred years hence.  

				


				We’ll sport and be free with Moll, Betty, and Dolly,  

				Have oysters and lobsters to cure melancholy:

				Fish-dinners will make a man spring like a flea,

				    Dame Venus, love’s lady,  

				    Was born of the sea:  

				With her and with Bacchus we’ll tickle the sense,  

				For we shall be past it a hundred years hence.  

				


				Your most beautiful bride who with garlands is crown’d


				And kills with each glance as she treads on the ground.


				Whose lightness and brightness doth shine in such

				 splendour

				    That one but the stars  

				    Are thought fit to attend her,  

				Though now she be pleasant and sweet to the sense,


				Will be damnable mouldy a hundred years hence.  

				


			

			
				Then why should we turmoil in cares and in fears,

				Turn all our tranquill’ty to sighs and to tears?

				Let’s eat, drink, and play till the worms do corrupt us,  

				    ’Tis certain, Post mortem


				    Nulla voluptas.

				For health, wealth and beauty, wit, learning and sense,

				Must all come to nothing a hundred years hence.
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				THE LIE

				


				


				


				By Walter Raleigh

				Go, soul, the body’s guest,

				  Upon a thankless errand;

				Fear not to touch the best;

				  The truth shall be thy warrant:

				    Go, since I needs must die,

				    And give the world the lie.

				


				Say to the court it glows

				  And shines like rotten wood,

				Say to the church it shows

				  What’s good, and doth no good:

				    If church and court reply,

				    Then give them both the lie.

				


				Tell potentates, they live

				  Acting, by others’ action;

				Not lov’d unless they give;

				  Not strong, but by affection.

				    If potentates reply,

				    Give potentates the lie.

				


				Tell men of high condition,

				  That manage the estate,

				Their purpose is ambition;

				  Their practice only hate.

			

			
				    And if they once reply,

				    Then give them all the lie.

				


				Tell them that brave it most,

				  They beg for more by spending,

				Who in their greatest cost

				  Like nothing but commending.

				    And if they make reply,

				    Then give them all the lie.

				


				Tell zeal it wants devotion;

				  Tell love it is but lust;

				Tell time it meets but motion;

				  Tell flesh it is but dust:

				    And wish them not reply,

				    For thou must give the lie.

				


				Tell age it daily wasteth;

				  Tell honour how it alters;

				Tell beauty how she blasteth;

				  Tell favour how it falters:

				    And as they shall reply,

				    Give every one the lie.

				


				Tell wit how much it wrangles

				  In fickle points of niceness;

				Tell wisdom she entangles

				  Herself in over-wiseness:

				    And when they do reply,

				    Straight give them both the lie.

				


				Tell physic of her boldness;

				  Tell skill it is prevention;

			

			
				Tell charity of coldness;

				  Tell law it is contention:

				    And as they do reply,

				    So give them still the lie.

				


				Tell fortune of her blindness;

				  Tell nature of decay;

				Tell friendship of unkindness;

				  Tell justice of delay:

				    And if they will reply,

				    Then give them all the lie.

				


				Tell arts they have no soundness,

				  But vary by esteeming;

				Tell schools they want profoundness,

				  And stand too much on seeming.

				    If arts and schools reply,

				    Give arts and schools the lie.

				


				Tell faith it’s fled the city;

				  Tell how the country erreth;

				Tell manhood, shakes off pity;

				  Tell virtue, least preferred.

				    And if they do reply,

				    Spare not to give the lie.

				


				So when thou hast, as I

				  Commanded thee, done blabbing;

				Because to give the lie

				  Deserves no less than stabbing:

				    Stab at thee, he that will,

				    No stab thy soul can kill!
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				LIFE

				


				


				


				By Charlotte Bronte

				Life, believe, is not a dream

				So dark as sages say;

				Oft a little morning rain

				Foretells a pleasant day.

				Sometimes there are clouds of gloom,

				But these are transient all;

				If the shower will make the roses bloom,

				O why lament its fall?

				Rapidly, merrily,

				Life’s sunny hours flit by,

				Gratefully, cheerily

				Enjoy them as they fly!

				What though Death at times steps in,

				And calls our Best away?

				What though sorrow seems to win,

				O’er hope, a heavy sway?

				Yet Hope again elastic springs,

				Unconquered, though she fell;

				Still buoyant are her golden wings,

				Still strong to bear us well.

				Manfully, fearlessly,

				The day of trial bear,

				For gloriously, victoriously,

				Can courage quell despair!
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				LINES

				


				


				


				By William Wordsworth

				LOUD is the Vale! the Voice is up

				With which she speaks when storms are gone,

				A mighty unison of streams!

				Of all her Voices, One!

				


				Loud is the Vale;—this inland Depth

				In peace is roaring like the Sea

				Yon star upon the mountain-top

				Is listening quietly.

				


				Sad was I, even to pain deprest,

				Importunate and heavy load!

				The Comforter hath found me here,

				Upon this lonely road;

				


				And many thousands now are sad—

				Wait the fulfilment of their fear;

				For he must die who is their stay,

				Their glory disappear.

				


				A Power is passing from the earth

				To breathless Nature’s dark abyss;

				But when the great and good depart

				What is it more than this—

				


			

			
				That Man, who is from God sent forth,

				Doth yet again to God return?—

				Such ebb and flow must ever be,

				Then wherefore should we mourn?
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				THE LISTENERS

				


				


				


				By Walter De la Mare

				‘IS there anybody there?’ said the Traveller,

				 Knocking on the moonlit door;

				And his horse in the silence champed the grasses

				 Of the forest’s ferny floor.

				


				And a bird flew up out of the turret,

				 Above the Traveller’s head:

				And he smote upon the door again a second time;

				 ‘Is there anybody there?’ he said.

				


				But no one descended to the Traveller;

				 No head from the leaf-fringed sill

				Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes,

				 Where he stood perplexed and still.

				


				But only a host of phantom listeners

				 That dwelt in the lone house then

				Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight

				 To that voice from the world of men:

				


				Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair,


				 That goes down to the empty hall,

				Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken

				 By the lonely Traveller’s call.

				


			

			
				And he felt in his heart their strangeness,

				 Their stillness answering his cry,

				While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf,

				 ‘Neath the starred and leafy sky;

				


				For he suddenly smote on the door, even

				 Louder, and lifted his head: —

				‘Tell them I came, and no one answered,

				 That I kept my word,’ he said.

				


				Never the least stir made the listeners,

				 Though every word he spake

				Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house 


				 From the one man left awake:

				


				Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,

				 And the sound of iron on stone,

				And how the silence surged softly backward,

				 When the plunging hoofs were gone.
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				LITTLE BOY BLUE

				


				


				


				By Eugene Field

				THE little toy dog is covered with dust,

				 But sturdy and staunch he stands;

				The little toy soldier is red with rust,

				 And his musket moulds in his hands.

				Time was when the little toy dog was new,

				 And the soldier was passing fair;

				And that was the time when our Little Boy Blue 

				 Kissed them and put them there.

				


				“Now don’t you go till I come,” he said,

				 “And don’t you make any noise!”

				So, toddling off to his trundle bed,

				 He dreamt of the pretty toys;

				And, as he was dreaming, an angel song

				 Awakened our Little Boy Blue—

				Oh! the years are many, the years are long,

				 But the little toy friends are true!

				


				Ay, faithful to Little Boy Blue they stand,

				 Each in the same old place,

				Awaiting the touch of a little hand,

				 The smile of a little face;

				And they wonder, as waiting the long years through 

				 In the dust of that little chair,

				What has become of our Little Boy Blue,

				 Since he kissed them and put them there.
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				THE LITTLE PEACH

				


				


				


				By Eugene Field

				A LITTLE peach in the orchard grew, —

				A little peach of emerald hue;

				Warmed by the sun and wet by the dew,

				          It grew.

				


				One day, passing that orchard through,

				That little peach dawned on the view

				Of Johnny Jones and his sister Sue—

				          Them two.

				


				Up at that peach a club they threw—

				Down from the stem on which it grew

				Fell that peach of emerald hue.

				          Mon Dieu!

				


				John took a bite and Sue a chew,

				And then the trouble began to brew, —

				Trouble the doctor could n’t subdue.

				          Too true!

				


				Under the turf where the daisies grew

				They planted John and his sister Sue,

				And their little souls to the angels flew, —

				          Boo hoo!

				


			

			
				What of that peach of the emerald hue,

				Warmed by the sun, and wet by the dew?

				Ah, well, its mission on earth is through.

				          Adieu!
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				THE LOOK

				


				


				


				By Sara Teasdale

				Strephon kissed me in the spring,

				 Robin in the fall,

				But Colin only looked at me

				 And never kissed at all.

				


				Strephon’s kiss was lost in jest,

				 Robin’s lost in play,

				But the kiss in Colin’s eyes

				 Haunts me night and day.
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				THE LORD’S PRAYER

				


				


				


				By Matthew (6:9-13, KJV)

				Our Father in heaven,

				 hallowed be your name.

				Your kingdom come,

				 your will be done,

				on earth, as it is in heaven.

				


				Give us this day our daily bread,

				 and forgive us our debts,

				as we also have forgiven our debtors.

				And lead us not into temptation,

				 but deliver us from evil.
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				THE LOST SHEEP

				


				


				


				By Elizabeth Cecilia Clephane

				“The Ninety and Nine”

				THERE were ninety and nine that safely lay

				 In the shelter of the fold;

				But one was out on the hills away,

				 Far off from the gates of gold,

				Away on the mountains wild and bare,

				Away from the tender Shepherd’s care.

				


				“Lord, thou hast here thy ninety and nine:

				 Are they not enough for thee?”

				But the Shepherd made answer: “’T is of mine

				 Has wander’d away from me;

				And although the road be rough and steep

				I go to the desert to find my sheep.”

				


				But none of the ransom’d ever knew

				 How deep were the waters cross’d,

				Nor how dark was the night that the Lord pass’d through


				 Ere he found his sheep that was lost.

				Out in the desert he heard its cry—

				Sick and helpless, and ready to die.

				


				“Lord, whence are those blood-drops all the way,

				 That mark out the mountain track?”

			

			
				“They were shed for one who had gone astray

				 Ere the Shepherd could bring him back.”

				“Lord, whence are thy hands so rent and torn?”

				“They are pierced to-night by many a thorn.”

				


				But all through the mountains, thunderriven,

				 And up from the rocky steep,

				There rose a cry to the gate of heaven,

				 “Rejoice! I have found my sheep!”

				And the angels echoed around the throne,

				“Rejoice, for the Lord brings back his own!”
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				LOST

				


				


				


				By Carl Sandburg

				DESOLATE and lone  

				All night long on the lake  

				Where fog trails and mist creeps,  

				The whistle of a boat  

				Calls and cries unendingly,  

				Like some lost child  

				In tears and trouble  

				Hunting the harbor’s breast  

				And the harbor’s eyes.
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				LOVE AND AGE

				


				


				


				By Thomas Love Peacock

				I PLAY’D with you ’mid cowslips blowing,   

				 When I was six and you were four;   

				When garlands weaving, flower-balls throwing, 

				 Were pleasures soon to please no more.   

				Through groves and meads, o’er grass and heather,

				 With little playmates, to and fro,  

				We wander’d hand in hand together;   

				 But that was sixty years ago.   

				


				You grew a lovely roseate maiden,   

				 And still our early love was strong;    

				Still with no care our days were laden,   

				 They glided joyously along;   

				And I did love you very dearly,   

				 How dearly words want power to show;   

				I thought your heart was touch’d as nearly;    

				 But that was fifty years ago.   

				


				Then other lovers came around you,   

				 Your beauty grew from year to year,   

				And many a splendid circle found you   

				 The centre of its glimmering sphere.    

				I saw you then, first vows forsaking,   

				 On rank and wealth your hand bestow;   

			

			
				O, then I thought my heart was breaking!—

				 But that was forty years ago.   

				


				And I lived on, to wed another:    

				 No cause she gave me to repine;   

				And when I heard you were a mother,  

				 I did not wish the children mine.   

				My own young flock, in fair progression,  

				 Made up a pleasant Christmas row:  

				My joy in them was past expression;   

				 But that was thirty years ago.   

				


				You grew a matron plump and comely,   

				 You dwelt in fashion’s brightest blaze;   

				My earthly lot was far more homely;    

				 But I too had my festal days.   

				No merrier eyes have ever glisten’d   

				 Around the hearth-stone’s wintry glow,   

				Than when my youngest child was christen’d; 

				 But that was twenty years ago.    

				


				Time pass’d. My eldest girl was married,   

				 And I am now a grandsire gray;   

				One pet of four years old I’ve carried   

				 Among the wild-flower’d meads to play.

				In our old fields of childish pleasure,

				 Where now, as then, the cowslips blow,   

				She fills her basket’s ample measure;   

				 And that is not ten years ago.   

				


				But though first love’s impassion’d blindness   

				 Has pass’d away in colder light,    

				I still have thought of you with kindness,   

			

			
				 And shall do, till our last good-night.  

				The ever-rolling silent hours   

				 Will bring a time we shall not know,  

				When our young days of gathering flowers  

				 Will be an hundred years ago.  
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				LOVE AND SLEEP

				


				


				


				By Arthur Symons

				I HAVE laid sorrow to sleep;

				Love sleeps.

				She who oft made me weep

				Now weeps.

				


				I loved, and have forgot,

				And yet

				Love tells me she will not

				Forget.

				


				She it was bid me go;

				Love goes

				By what strange ways, ah! no

				One knows.

				


				Because I cease to weep,

				She weeps.

				Here by the sea in sleep,

				Love sleeps.
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				THE LOVE SONG

				OF J. ALFRED PRUFROCK

				


				


				


				By T. S. Eliot

				S’io credesse che mia risposta fosse

				  A persona che mai tornasse al mondo,

				  Questa fiamma staria senza piu scosse.

				  Ma perciocche giammai di questo fondo

				  Non torno vivo alcun, s’i’odo il vero,

				  Senza tema d’infamia ti rispondo.

				


				LET us go then, you and I,  

				When the evening is spread out against the sky

				Like a patient etherized upon a table;  

				Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets,

				The muttering retreats

				Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels  

				And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells:  

				Streets that follow like a tedious argument  

				Of insidious intent  

				To lead you to an overwhelming question….

				Oh, do not ask, “What is it?”  

				Let us go and make our visit.  

				


				In the room the women come and go  

				Talking of Michelangelo.  


				


			

			
				The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes,


				The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-

				 panes


				Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening,

				Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains,  

				Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys,


				Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap,  

				And seeing that it was a soft October night,  

				Curled once about the house, and fell asleep.  

				


				And indeed there will be time  

				For the yellow smoke that slides along the street,

				Rubbing its back upon the window panes;  

				There will be time, there will be time  

				To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet;  

				There will be time to murder and create,  

				And time for all the works and days of hands  

				That lift and drop a question on your plate;  

				Time for you and time for me,  

				And time yet for a hundred indecisions,  

				And for a hundred visions and revisions,  

				Before the taking of a toast and tea.  

				


				In the room the women come and go  

				Talking of Michelangelo.  

				


				And indeed there will be time  

				To wonder, “Do I dare?” and, “Do I dare?”  

				Time to turn back and descend the stair,  

				With a bald spot in the middle of my hair—

				(They will say: “How his hair is growing thin!”)

				My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin,


				My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin—


			

			
				(They will say: “But how his arms and legs are thin!”)

				Do I dare

				Disturb the universe?

				In a minute there is time

				For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse.


				


				For I have known them all already, known them all:

				Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons,

				I have measured out my life with coffee spoons;

				I know the voices dying with a dying fall

				Beneath the music from a farther room.

				 So how should I presume?

				


				And I have known the eyes already, known them all—


				The eyes that fix you in a formulated phrase,  

				And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin,

				When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall,  

				Then how should I begin  

				To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways?

				 And how should I presume?  

				


				And I have known the arms already, known them all—


				Arms that are braceleted and white and bare  

				(But in the lamplight, downed with light brown hair!)

				Is it perfume from a dress  

				That makes me so digress?  

				Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl.  

				 And should I then presume?  

				 And how should I begin?

				  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .

				Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through narrow streets

				And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes

				Of lonely men in shirt-sleeves, leaning out of windows?…


				


			

			
				I should have been a pair of ragged claws  

				Scuttling across the floors of silent seas.

				  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .

				And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so peacefully!         

				Smoothed by long fingers,  

				Asleep … tired … or it malingers,  

				Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me.

				Should I, after tea and cakes and ices,

				Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis?        

				But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed,

				Though I have seen my head (grown slightly bald)

				 brought in upon a platter,

				I am no prophet—and here’s no great matter;  

				I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker,  

				And I have seen the eternal Footman hold my coat,

				 and snicker,

				And in short, I was afraid.  

				


				And would it have been worth it, after all,  

				After the cups, the marmalade, the tea,  

				Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me,


				Would it have been worth while,  

				To have bitten off the matter with a smile,  

				To have squeezed the universe into a ball  

				To roll it toward some overwhelming question,  

				To say: “I am Lazarus, come from the dead,  

				Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all”—          

				If one, settling a pillow by her head,  

				 Should say: “That is not what I meant at all;  

				 That is not it, at all.”  

				


				And would it have been worth it, after all,  

				Would it have been worth while,

			

			
				After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled 

				 streets,  

				After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts that

				 trail along the floor—  

				And this, and so much more?—  

				It is impossible to say just what I mean!

				But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns

				 on a screen:

				Would it have been worth while  

				If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl,

				And turning toward the window, should say:

				 “That is not it at all,  

				 That is not what I meant, at all.”

				


				No! I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be;

				Am an attendant lord, one that will do  

				To swell a progress, start a scene or two,  

				Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool,  

				Deferential, glad to be of use,  

				Politic, cautious, and meticulous;  

				Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse;  

				At times, indeed, almost ridiculous—  

				Almost, at times, the Fool.  

				


				I grow old … I grow old …

				I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled.  

				


				Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a peach?  

				I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the

				 beach.

				I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each.

				I do not think that they will sing to me.


				


			

			
				I have seen them riding seaward on the waves

				Combing the white hair of the waves blown back

				When the wind blows the water white and black.

				


				We have lingered in the chambers of the sea  

				By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown

				Till human voices wake us, and we drown.
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				LOVE’S FAREWELL

				


				


				


				By M. Drayton

				SINCE there’s no help, come let us kiss and part, — 

				Nay I have done, you get no more of me;

				And I am glad, yea, glad with all my heart,

				That thus so cleanly I myself can free.

				


				Shake hands for ever, cancel all our vows;

				And when we meet at any time again,

				Be it not seen in either of our brows

				That we one jot of former love retain.  

				


				Now at the last gasp of love’s latest breath,

				When his pulse failing, passion speechless lies,

				When faith is kneeling by his bed of death, 

				And innocence is closing up his eyes,  

				


				—Now if thou wouldst, when all have given him over,


				From death to life thou mightst him yet recover!
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				LOVELIEST OF TREES,

				THE CHERRY NOW

				


				


				


				By A. E. Housman

				LOVELIEST of trees, the cherry now

				Is hung with bloom along the bough,  

				And stands about the woodland ride  

				Wearing white for Eastertide.  

				


				Now, of my threescore years and ten,

				Twenty will not come again,

				And take from seventy springs a score,

				It only leaves me fifty more.  

				


				And since to look at things in bloom

				Fifty springs are little room,

				About the woodlands I will go

				To see the cherry hung with snow.
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				A MATHEMATICAL PROBLEM IN VERSE

				


				


				


				By Benjamin Banneker

				A COOPER and Vintner sat down for a talk,

				Both being so groggy, that neither could walk,

				Says Cooper to Vintner, “I’m the first of my trade,

				There’s no kind of vessel, but what I have made,

				And of any shpe, Sir, —just what you will, —

				And of any size, Sir, —from a ton to a gill!”

				“Then,” says the Vintner, “you’re the man for me,

				Make me a vessel, if we can agree.

				The top and the bottom diameter define,

				To bear that proportion as fifteen to nine,

				Thirty-five inches are just what I crave,

				No more and no less, in the depth, will I have;

				Just thirty-nine gallons this vessel must hold, —

				Then I will reward you with silver or gold, —

				Give me your promise, my honest old friend?”

				“I’ll make it tomorrow, that you may depend!”

				So the next day the Cooper his work to discharge,

				Soon made the new vessel, but made it too large; —

				He took out some staves, which made it too small,

				And then cursed the vessel, the Vintner and all.

				He beat on his breast, “By the Powers!” —he swore,

				He never would work at his trade any more.

				Now my worthy friend, find out, if you can,

				The vessel’s dimensions and comfort the man!
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				THE MILL

				


				


				


				By Edwin Arlington Robinson

				THE MILLER’S wife had waited long,  

				 The tea was cold, the fire was dead;  

				And there might yet be nothing wrong  

				 In how he went and what he said:  

				“There are no millers any more,”  

				 Was all that she heard him say;  

				And he had lingered at the door  

				 So long that it seemed yesterday.  

				


				Sick with a fear that had no form  

				 She knew that she was there at last;  

				And in the mill there was a warm  

				 And mealy fragrance of the past.  

				What else there was would only seem  

				 To say again what he had meant;  

				And what was hanging from a beam  

				 Would not have heeded where she went.  

				


				And if she thought it followed her,  

				 She may have reasoned in the dark  

				That one way of the few there were  

				 Would hide her and would leave no mark:  

				Black water, smooth above the weir  

				 Like starry velvet in the night,  

				Though ruffled once, would soon appear  

				 The same as ever to the sight.  
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				MIST

				


				


				


				By Henry David Thoreau

				LOW-ANCHORED cloud,  

				Newfoundland air,  

				Fountain-head and source of rivers,  

				Dew-cloth, dream-drapery,  

				And napkin spread by fays;  

				Drifting meadow of the air,  

				Where bloom the daisied banks and violets,  

				And in whose fenny labyrinth  

				The bittern booms and heron wades;  

				Spirit of lakes and seas and rivers,—  

				Bear only perfumes and the scent  

				Of healing herbs to just men’s fields.  
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				MONEY

				


				


				


				By W. H. Davies

				WHEN I had money, money, O!

				  I knew no joy till I went poor;

				For many a false man as a friend

				  Came knocking at my door.

				


				Then felt I like a child that holds

				  A trumpet that he must not blow

				Because a man is dead; I dared

				  Not speak to let this false world know.

				


				Much have I thought of life, and seen

				  How poor men’s hearts are ever light;

				And how their wives do hum like bees

				  About their work from morn till night.

				


				So, when I hear these poor ones laugh,

				  And see the rich ones coldly frown—

				Poor men, think I, need not go up

				  So much as rich men should come down.

				


				When I had money, money, O!

				  My many friends proved all untrue;

				But now I have no money, O!

				  My friends are real though very few.
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				THE MOON

				


				


				


				By Henry David Thoreau

				The full-orbed moon with unchanged ray 

				Mounts up the eastern sky, 

				Not doomed to these short nights for aye, 

				But shining steadily. 

				


				She does not wane, but my fortune, 

				Which her rays do not bless, 

				My wayward path declineth soon, 

				But she shines not the less. 

				


				And if she faintly glimmers here, 

				And paled is her light, 

				Yet alway in her proper sphere 

				She’s mistress of the night. 
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				MOTHER MIND

				


				


				


				By Julia Ward Howe

				I never made a poem, dear friend—

				I never sat me down, and said,

				This cunning brain and patient hand

				Shall fashion something to be read.

				Men often came to me, and prayed

				I should indite a fitting verse

				For fast, or festival, or in

				Some stately pageant to rehearse.

				(As if, than Balaam more endowed,

				I of myself could bless or curse.)

				


				Reluctantly I bade them go,

				Ungladdened by my poet-mite;

				My heart is not so churlish but

				Its loves to minister delight.

				


				But not a word I breathe is mine

				To sing, in praise of man or God;

				My Master calls, at noon or night,

				I know his whisper and his nod.

				


				Yet all my thoyghts to rhythms run,

				To rhyme, my wisdom and my wit?

				True, I consume my life in verse,

				But wouldst thou know how that is writ?

				


			

			
				’T is thus—through weary length of days,

				I bear a thought within my breast

				That greatens from my growth of soul,

				And waits, and will not be expressed.

				


				It greatens, till its hour has come,

				Not without pain, it sees the light;

				’Twixt smiles and tears I view it o’er,

				And dare not deem it perfect, quite.

				


				These children of my soul I keep

				Where scarce a mortal man may see,

				Yet not unconsecrate, dear friend,

				Baptismal rites they claim of thee.
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				MOUSE’S NEST

				


				


				


				By John Clare

				I found a ball of grass among the hay

				And proged it as I passed and went away

				And when I looked I fancied something stirred

				And turned again and hoped to catch the bird

				When out an old mouse bolted in the wheat

				With all her young ones hanging at her teats

				She looked so odd and so grotesque to me

				I ran and wondered what the thing could be

				And pushed the knapweed bunches where I stood

				When the mouse hurried from the crawling brood

				The young ones squeaked and when I went away

				She found her nest again among the hay.

				The water o’er the pebbles scarce could run

				And broad old cesspools glittered in the sun.
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				MOVE EASTWARD, HAPPY EARTH...

				


				


				


				By Alfred, Lord Tennyson

				Move eastward, happy earth, and leave

				Yon orange sunset waning slow:

				From fringes of the faded eve,

				O, happy planet, eastward go;

				Till over thy dark shoulder glow

				Thy silver sister-world, and rise

				To glass herself in dewy eyes

				That watch me from the glen below.

				


				Ah, bear me with thee, smoothly borne,

				Dip forward under starry light,

				And move me to my marriage-morn,

				And round again to happy night.
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				MUSIC I HEARD

				


				


				


				By Conrad Aiken

				MUSIC I heard with you was more than music,

				And bread I broke with you was more than bread.

				Now that I am without you, all is desolate,  

				All that was once so beautiful is dead.  

				


				Your hands once touched this table and this silver,

				And I have seen your fingers hold this glass.  

				These things do not remember you, beloved:  

				And yet your touch upon them will not pass.  

				


				For it was in my heart you moved among them,

				And blessed them with your hands and with your eyes.


				And in my heart they will remember always:  

				They knew you once, O beautiful and wise!  
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				MY DELIGHT AND THY DELIGHT

				


				


				


				By Robert Bridges

				MY delight and thy delight   

				Walking, like two angels white,  

				In the gardens of the night:   

				


				My desire and thy desire   

				Twining to a tongue of fire,  

				Leaping live, and laughing higher:  

				


				Thro’ the everlasting strife  

				In the mystery of life.  

				


				Love, from whom the world begun,   

				Hath the secret of the sun.  

				


				Love can tell, and love alone,  

				Whence the million stars were strewn,

				Why each atom knows its own,  

				How, in spite of woe and death,  

				Gay is life, and sweet is breath:  

				


				This he taught us, this we knew,  

				Happy in his science true,   

				Hand in hand as we stood   

				’Neath the shadows of the wood,  

				Heart to heart as we lay  

				In the dawning of the day.  
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				MY HEART’S IN THE HIGHLANDS

				


				


				


				By Robert Burns

				FAREWELL to the Highlands, farewell to the North,

				The birthplace of valour, the country of worth!

				Wherever I wander, wherever I roam,

				The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.

				


				  Chorus

				  My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here.


				  My heart’s in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer,

				  A-chasing the wild deer, and following the roe—

				  My heart’s in the Highlands, wherever I go!

				


				Farewell to the mountains, high-cover’d with snow,

				Farewell to the straths and green valleys below,

				Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods,

				Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods!
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				MY SHADOW

				


				


				


				By Robert Louis Stevenson

				I HAVE a little shadow that goes in and out with me,

				And what can be the use of him is more than I can see.


				He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head; 

				And I see him jump before me, when I jump into my bed.


				


				The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to

				 grow—

				Not at all like proper children, which is always very slow;


				For he sometimes shoots up taller like an India-rubber

				 ball,

				And he sometimes gets so little that there’s none of him


				 at all.

				


				He hasn’t got a notion of how children ought to play, 

				And can only make a fool of me in every sort of way.  

				He stays so close beside me, he’s a coward you can see;


				I’d think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks

				 to me!


				


				One morning, very early, before the sun was up, 

				I rose and found the shining dew on every buttercup; 

				But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant sleepy-head,   

				Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in

				 bed.
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				MY VOICE

				


				


				


				By Oscar Wilde

				WITHIN this restless, hurried, modern world

				 We took our hearts’ full pleasure—You and I, 

				And now the white sails of our ship are furled, 

				 And spent the lading of our argosy.   

				


				Wherefore my cheeks before their time are wan,

				 For very weeping is my gladness fled,

				Sorrow hath paled my lip’s vermilion,

				 And Ruin draws the curtains of my bed.

				


				But all this crowded life has been to thee

				 No more than lyre, or lute, or subtle spell

				Of viols, or the music of the sea

				 That sleeps, a mimic echo, in the shell.
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				NATURE

				


				


				


				By Henry David Thoreau

				O Nature! I do not aspire

				To be the highest in thy choir, —

				To be a meteor in thy sky,

				Or comet that may range on high;

				Only a zephyr that may blow

				Among the reeds by the river low;

				Give me thy most privy place

				Where to run my airy race.

				


				In some withdrawn, unpublic mead

				Let me sigh upon a reed,

				Or in the woods, with leafy din,

				Whisper the still evening in:

				Some still work give me to do, —

				Only—be it near to you!

				


				For I’d rather be thy child

				And pupil, in the forest wild,

				Than be the king of men elsewhere,

				And most sovereign slave of care;

				To have one moment of thy dawn,

				Than share the city’s year forlorn.
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				NEVER AND FOREVER

				


				


				


				By George Charles Selden

				I stood by the rushing river,

				 And watched its eddies whirl,

				Where, in its rocky channel,

				 The rolling ripples curl.

				And my heart was sad and weary,

				 For I mourned a life that was o’er,

				And I said, in my soul’s deep sorrow,

				 “Ah! never, nevermore!”

				


				Again I stood by the river,

				 When years had passed away,

				And watched its whirling eddies,

				 And watched its ripples play.

				And my heart was glad within me, —

				 For I knew, on the other shore,

				Once more I should be with my loved one,

				 Forever and evermore.
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				NEW YEAR’S EVE—MIDNIGHT

				


				


				


				By Frederika Richardson Macdonald

				DEAD. The dead year is lying at my feet;  

				In this strange hour the past and future meet;  

				There is no present; no land in the vast sea;  

				Appalled, I stand here in Eternity.  

				


				Darkness upon me. On my soul it weighs;

				The gloom, that has crushed out the life of days

				That once knew light, has crept into my heart;

				I have not strength to bid it thence depart.

				


				Oh, what is Time? and what is Life, the fire  

				That thrills my pulses with its large desire?  

				Since at each step I rend a fragment of my soul,

				And growth means dying, whither is the goal?

				


				The old, old question! yet I do not shrink

				From bitter truths; I do not fear to drink

				Even to the dregs the cup that tears may fill;

				I’d know God’s truth, though it were human ill.

				


				I have cast down the idols in my mind

				Which sought to comfort me for being blind;

				I need no pleasant lie to cheat the night,

				I need God’s Truth, that I may walk aright.

				


			

			
				That, and that only! with unflinching eyes  

				I would tear through the secret of the skies;  

				Smile on, ye stars; in me there is a might  

				Which dares to scale your large empyreal height.

				


				Yet—yet—how shall it be? Time sweeps me on,

				And what one day I hold, the next is gone;  

				The very Heavens are changed! the face they wore,

				A moment back, is lost to come no more.

				


				My soul along the restless current drifts,

				And to its sight the source of radiance shifts;

				Wildly I strive some gleam of truth to save,

				And cry, “God help me!” battling with the wave.

				


				God help me? Well I know the prayer is vain,

				Although it rush up to my lips again;

				I know His help was given with the Breath

				That leads me thus to struggle against death.

				


				No further help. No help beyond the soul,

				The fragment of Himself I hold in my control;

				From heaven, no stronger aid to lead me through the fight:


				In heaven, no higher aim to bind me to the Right.

				


				Thus stand I on the brink of this new year,  

				Darkness upon me—not the work of fear.  

				Powerless I know to check the river’s sweep,  

				Powerful alone my own soul’s truth to keep.  
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				DAWN

				


				


				


				By Gordon Bottomley

				A THRUSH is tapping a stone  

				With a snail-shell in its beak;  

				A small bird hangs from a cherry  

				Until the stern shall break.  

				No waking song has begun,  

				And yet birds chatter and hurry  

				And throng in the elm’s gloom  

				Because an owl goes home.  
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				THE NIGHT FIRE

				


				


				


				By Claude McKay

				NO engines shrieking rescue storm the night,

				And hose and hydrant cannot here avail;

				The flames laugh high and fling their challenging light,


				And clouds turn gray and black from silver-pale.

				The fire leaps out and licks the ancient walls,

				And the big building bends and twists and groans.

				A bar drops from its place; a rafter falls

				Burning the flowers. The wind in frenzy moans.

				The watchers gaze, held wondering by the fire,

				The dwellers cry their sorrow to the crowd,

				The flames beyond themselves rise higher, higher,

				To lose their glory in the frowning cloud,

				Yielding at length the last reluctant breath.

				And where life lay asleep broods darkly death.
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				THE NIGHTS REMEMBER

				


				


				


				By Sara Teasdale

				The days remember and the nights remember

				  The kingly hours that once you made so great,

				Deep in my heart they lie, hidden in their splendor,

				  Buried like sovereigns in their robes of state.

				


				Let them not wake again, better to lie there,

				  Wrapped in memories, jewelled and arrayed —

				Many a ghostly king has waked from death-sleep

				  And found his crown stolen and his throne decayed.


				



			

	





			

			
				164

				A NOISELESS PATIENT SPIDER

				


				


				


				By Walt Whitman

				A NOISELESS, patient spider, 

				I mark’d, where, on a little promontory, it stood, isolated; 

				Mark’d how, to explore the vacant, vast surrounding,   

				It launch’d forth filament, filament, filament, out of itself; 

				Ever unreeling them—ever tirelessly speeding them.

				


				And you, O my Soul, where you stand, 

				Surrounded, surrounded, in measureless oceans of space, 

				Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing,—seeking the spheres, to connect them; 

				Till the bridge you will need, be form’d—till the ductile anchor hold; 

				Till the gossamer thread you fling, catch somewhere, O my Soul.

				



			

	





			

			
				165

				O MISTRESS MINE

				


				


				


				By William Shakespeare

				O MISTRESS mine, where are you roaming?

				O stay and hear! your true-love’s coming  

				  That can sing both high and low;  

				Trip no further, pretty sweeting,  

				Journeys end in lovers’ meeting—

				  Every wise man’s son doth know.  

				


				What is love? ’tis not hereafter;  

				Present mirth hath present laughter;  

				  What’s to come is still unsure:  

				In delay there lies no plenty, —

				Then come kiss me, Sweet-and-twenty,  

				  Youth’s a stuff will not endure.  
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				O SWEETHEART, HEAR YOU

				


				


				


				By James Joyce

				O Sweetheart, hear you

				Your lover’s tale;

				A man shall have sorrow

				When friends him fail.

				


				For he shall know then

				Friends be untrue

				And a little ashes

				Their words come to.

				


				But one unto him

				Will softly move

				And softly woo him

				In ways of love.

				


				His hand is under

				Her smooth round breast;

				So he who has sorrow

				Shall have rest.
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				THE OCEAN

				


				


				


				By Nathaniel Hawthorne

				THE Ocean has its silent caves,

				Deep, quiet and alone;

				Though there be fury on the waves,

				Beneath them there is none.

				The awful spirits of the deep

				Hold their communion there;

				And there are those for whom we weep,

				The young, the bright, the fair.

				


				Calmly the wearied seamen rest

				Beneath their own blue sea.

				The ocean solitudes are blest,

				For there is purity.

				The earth has guilt, the earth has care,

				Unquiet are its graves;

				But peaceful sleep is ever there,

				Beneath the dark blue waves.
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				OCTOBER

				


				


				


				By Paul Laurence Dunbar

				October is the treasurer of the year,

				And all the months pay bounty to her store;

				The fields and orchards still their tribute bear,

				And fill her brimming coffers more and more.

				But she, with youthful lavishness,

				Spends all her wealth in gaudy dress,

				And decks herself in garments bold

				Of scarlet, purple, red, and gold.

				


				She heedeth not how swift the hours fly,

				But smiles and sings her happy life along;

				She only sees above a shining sky;

				She only hears the breezes’ voice in song.

				Her garments trail the woodlands through,

				And gather pearls of early dew

				That sparkle, till the roguish Sun

				Creeps up and steals them every one.

				


				But what cares she that jewels should be lost,

				When all of Nature’s bounteous wealth is hers?

				Though princely fortunes may have been their cost,

				Not one regret her calm demeanor stirs.

				Whole-hearted, happy, careless, free,

				She lives her life out joyously,

				Nor cares when Frost stalks o’er her way

				And turns her auburn locks to gray.
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				ODE TO SPRING

				


				


				


				By Robert Burns

				When maukin bucks, at early fucks,

				In dewy grass are seen, Sir,

				And birds, on boughs, take off their mows 

				Among the leaves sae green, Sir;

				Latona’s sun looks liquorish on 

				Dame Nature’s grand impetus 

				Till his prick go rise, then westward flies 

				To roger Madame Thetis. 

				


				Yon wandering rill that marks the hill,

				And glances o’er the brae, Sir,

				Slides by a bower where many a flower 

				Sheds fragrance on the day, Sir;

				There Damon lay, with Sylvia gay,

				To love they thought no crime, Sir:

				The wild-birds sang, the echoes rang,

				While Damons arse beat time, Sir.

				


				First with the thrush, his thrust and push 

				Had compass large and long, Sir;

				The blackbird next, his tuneful text,

				Was bolder, clear and strong, Sir:

				The linnet’s lay then came in play,

				And the lark that soar’d aboon, Sir;

				Till Damon fierce, mistimed his arse,

				And fucked quite out of tune, Sir.
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				THE OLD FAMILIAR FACES

				


				


				


				By Charles Lamb

				I HAVE had playmates, I have had companions,   

				In my days of childhood, in my joyful schooldays:   

				All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.  

				


				I have been laughing, I have been carousing,   

				Drinking late, sitting late, with my bosom cronies:           

				All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.  

				


				I loved a Love once, fairest among women:  

				Closed are her doors on me, I must not see her—   

				All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.  

				


				I have a friend, a kinder friend has no man:  

				Like an ingrate, I left my friend abruptly;  

				Left him, to muse on the old familiar faces.  

				


				Ghost-like I paced round the haunts of my childhood,

				Earth seem’d a desert I was bound to traverse, 

				Seeking to find the old familiar faces.    

				


				Friend of my bosom, thou more than a brother, 

				Why wert not thou born in my father’s dwelling? 

				So might we talk of the old familiar faces,   

				


				How some they have died, and some they have left me,


				And some are taken from me: all are departed;    

				All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.  
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				ON THE BEACH AT NIGHT

				


				


				


				By Walt Whitman

				ON the beach at night,

				Stands a child with her father,

				Watching the east, the autumn sky.

				Up through the darkness,

				While ravening clouds, the burial clouds, in black

				 masses spreading,

				Lower sullen and fast athwart and down the sky,

				Amid a transparent clear band of ether yet left in the east,


				Ascends large and calm the lord-star Jupiter,

				And nigh at hand, only a very little above,

				Swim the delicate sisters the Pleiades.

				


				From the beach the child holding the hand of her father,


				Those burial clouds that lower victorious soon to devour 

				 all,


				Watching, silently weeps.

				


				Weep not, child,

				Weep not, my darling,

				With these kisses let me remove your tears,

				The ravening clouds shall not long be victorious;

				They shall not long possess the sky, they devour the

				 stars only in apparition,

				Jupiter shall emerge, be patient, watch again another

				 night, the Pleiades shall emerge,

			

			
				They are immortal, all those stars both silvery and

				 golden shall shine out again,

				The great stars and the little ones shall shine out again,


				 they endure,

				The vast immortal suns and the long-enduring pensive

				 moons shall again shine.

				


				Then dearest child mournest thou only for Jupiter?

				Considerest thou alone the burial of the stars?

				


				Somewhere there is,

				(With my lips soothing thee, adding I whisper,

				I give thee the first suggestion, the problem and

				 indirection,)

				Something there is more immortal even than the stars,

				(Many the burials, many the days and nights, passing

				 away,)

				Something that shall endure longer even than lustrous

				 Jupiter,

				Longer than sun or any revolving satellite,

				Or the radient sisters of the Pleiades.
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				ON WOMAN

				


				


				


				By W.B. Yeats

				MAY God be praised for woman  

				That gives up all her mind,   

				A man may find in no man   

				A friendship of her kind   

				That covers all he has brought  

				As with her flesh and bone,   

				Nor quarrels with a thought   

				Because it is not her own.   

				


				Though pedantry denies,  

				It’s plain the Bible means  

				That Solomon grew wise   

				While talking with his queens.  

				Yet never could, although   

				They say he counted grass,   

				Count all the praises due  

				When Sheba was his lass,   

				When she the iron wrought, or  

				When from the smithy fire   

				It shuddered in the water:   

				Harshness of their desire  

				That made them stretch and yawn,   

				Pleasure that comes with sleep,   

				Shudder that made them one.   

				What else He give or keep   

			

			
				God grant me—no, not here,  

				For I am not so bold   

				To hope a thing so dear   

				Now I am growing old,   

				But when if the tale’s true   

				The Pestle of the moon  

				That pounds up all anew   

				Brings me to birth again—   

				To find what once I had   

				And know what once I have known,  

				Until I am driven mad,  

				Sleep driven from my bed,   

				By tenderness and care,   

				Pity, an aching head,   

				Gnashing of teeth, despair;   

				And all because of some one

				Perverse creature of chance,   

				And live like Solomon   

				That Sheba led a dance.  
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				ONE DAY I WROTE HER

				NAME UPON THE STRAND

				


				


				


				By Edmund Spenser

				ONE day I wrote her name upon the strand,  

				But came the waves and washèd it away:  

				Again I wrote it with a second hand,  

				But came the tide and made my pains his prey.  

				Vain man (said she) that dost in vain assay  

				A mortal thing so to immortalise;  

				For I myself shall like to this decay,  

				And eke my name be wipèd out likewise.  

				Not so (quod I); let baser things devise  

				To die in dust, but you shall live by fame;  

				My verse your virtues rare shall eternise,  

				And in the heavens write your glorious name:  

				 Where, when as Death shall all the world subdue,  

				 Our love shall live, and later life renew.  
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				“OUT, OUT—”

				


				


				


				By Robert Frost

				THE BUZZ-SAW snarled and rattled in the yard

				And made dust and dropped stove-length sticks of wood,


				Sweet-scented stuff when the breeze drew across it.

				And from there those that lifted eyes could count

				Five mountain ranges one behind the other

				Under the sunset far into Vermont.  

				And the saw snarled and rattled, snarled and rattled,  

				As it ran light, or had to bear a load.  

				And nothing happened: day was all but done.  

				Call it a day, I wish they might have said

				To please the boy by giving him the half hour  

				That a boy counts so much when saved from work.  

				His sister stood beside them in her apron  

				To tell them “Supper.” At the word, the saw,  

				As if to prove saws knew what supper meant,

				Leaped out at the boy’s hand, or seemed to leap—  

				He must have given the hand. However it was,  

				Neither refused the meeting. But the hand!  

				The boy’s first outcry was a rueful laugh,  

				As he swung toward them holding up the hand

				Half in appeal, but half as if to keep  

				The life from spilling. Then the boy saw all—

				Since he was old enough to know, big boy  

				Doing a man’s work, though a child at heart—

				He saw all spoiled. “Don’t let him cut my hand off—

			

			
				The doctor, when he comes. Don’t let him, sister!”

				So. But the hand was gone already.  

				The doctor put him in the dark of ether.  

				He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath.  

				And then—the watcher at his pulse took fright.

				No one believed. They listened at his heart.  

				Little—less—nothing!—and that ended it.  

				No more to build on there. And they, since they

				Were not the one dead, turned to their affairs.  
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				THE OWL AND THE PUSSY-CAT

				


				


				


				By Edward Lear

				I.

				The Owl and the Pussy-Cat went to sea

				In a beautiful pea-green boat: They took some honey, and plenty of money

				Wrapped up in a five-pound note. The Owl looked up to the stars above,

				And sang to a small guitar, “O lovely Pussy, O Pussy, my love,

				What a beautiful Pussy you are, You are, You are! What a beautiful Pussy you are!”

				


				II.

				Pussy said to the Owl, “You elegant fowl,

				How charmingly sweet you sing! Oh! let us be married; too long we have tarried:

				But what shall we do for a ring?” They sailed away, for a year and a day,

				To the land where the bong-tree grows; And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood,

				With a ring at the end of his nose, His nose, His nose, With a ring at the end of his nose.

				


				III.

				“Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling

				Your ring?” Said the Piggy, “I will.” So they took it away, and were married next day


			

			
				By the Turkey who lives on the hill.

				They dined on mince and slices of quince,

				Which they ate with a runcible spoon; And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand,

				They danced by the light of the moon, The moon,The moon, They danced by the light of the moon.
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				PARABLE OF THE OLD MEN

				AND THE YOUNG

				


				


				


				By Wilfred Owen

				So Abram rose, and clave the wood, and went,

				And took the fire with him, and a knife.

				And as they sojourned both of them together,

				Isaac the first-born spake and said, My Father,

				Behold the preparations, fire and iron,

				But where the lamb for this burnt-offering?

				Then Abram bound the youth with belts and straps,

				And builded parapets and trenches there,

				And stretched forth the knife to slay his son.

				When lo! an angel called him out of heaven,

				Saying, Lay not thy hand upon the lad,

				Neither do anything to him.  Behold,

				A ram caught in a thicket by its horns;

				Offer the Ram of Pride instead of him.

				But the old man would not so, but slew his son....
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				THE PARK

				


				


				


				By Ralph Waldo Emerson

				The prosperous and beautiful

				 To me seem not to wear

				The yoke of conscience masterful,

				 Which galls me everywhere.

				


				I cannot shake off the god;

				 On my neck he makes his seat;

				I look at my face in the glass, —

				 My eyes his eyeballs meet.

				


				Enchanters! Enchantresses!

				 Your gold makes you seem wise;

				The morning mist within your grounds

				 More proudly rolls, more softly lies.

				


				Yet spake yon purple mountain,

				 Yet said yon ancient wood,

				That Night or Day, that Love or Crime,

				 Leads all souls to the Good.
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				THE PASTURE

				


				


				


				By Robert Frost

				I’m going out to clean the pasture spring;

				I’ll only stop to rake the leaves away

				(And wait to watch the water clear, I may):

				I sha’n’t be gone long. —You come too.

				


				I’m going out to fetch the little calf

				That’s standing by the mother. It’s so young,

				It totters when she licks it with her tongue.

				I sha’n’t be gone long. —You come too.
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				PIANO

				


				


				


				By D. H. Lawrence

				SOFTLY, in the dusk, a woman is singing to me;

				Taking me back down the vista of years, till I see

				A child sitting under the piano, in the boom of the tingling strings

				And pressing the small, poised feet of a mother who smiles as she sings.

				


				In spite of myself, the insidious mastry of song

				Betrays me back, till the heart of me weeps to belong

				To the old Sunday evenings at home, with winter outside

				And hymns in the cozy parlor, the tinkling piano our guide.

				


				So now it is vain for the singer to burst into clamor

				With the great black piano apassionato. The glamor

				Of childhood days is upon me, my manhood is cast

				Down in the flood of remembrance, I weep like a child for the past.
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				PITY

				


				


				


				By Sara Teasdale

				THEY never saw my lover’s face,

				 They only know our love was brief,

				Wearing awhile a windy grace

				 And passing like an autumn leaf.

				


				They wonder why I do not weep,

				 They think it strange that I can sing,

				They say, “Her love was scarcely deep

				 Since it has left so slight a sting.”

				


				They never saw my love, nor knew

				 That in my heart’s most secret place

				I pity them as angels do

				 Men who have never seen God’s face.
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				POET TO HIS LOVE

				


				


				


				By Maxwell Bodenheim

				AN old silver church in a forest   

				Is my love for you.   

				The trees around it   

				Are words that I have stolen from your heart.   

				An old silver bell, the last smile you gave,

				Hangs at the top of my church.   

				It rings only when you come through the forest 

				And stand beside it.   

				And then, it has no need for ringing,   

				For your voice takes its place.

				



			

	





			

			
				182

				A POISON TREE

				


				


				


				By William Blake

				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 watered it in fears

				Night and morning with my tears,

				And I sunned it with 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 veiled the pole;

				In the morning, glad, I see

				My foe outstretched beneath the tree.
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				POOR EARTH

				


				


				


				By Elinor Wylie

				IT is not heaven: bitter seed

				Leavens its entrails with despair

				It is a star where dragons breed:

				Devils have a footing there.

				


				The sky has bent it out of shape;

				The sun has strapped it to his wheel;

				Its course is crooked to escape

				Traps and gins of stone and steel.

				


				It balances on air, and spins

				Snared by strong transparent space;

				I forgive it all its sins;

				I kiss the scars upon its face.
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				PORTRAIT BY A NEIGHBOR

				


				


				


				By Edna St. Vincent Millay

				Before she has her floor swept

				 Or her dishes done,

				Any day you’ll find her

				 A-sunning in the sun!

				


				It’s long after midnight

				 Her key’s in the lock,

				And you never see her chimney smoke

				 Till past ten o’clock!

				


				She digs in her garden

				 With a shovel and a spoon,

				She weeds her lazy lettuce

				 By the light of the moon,

				


				She walks up the walk

				 Like a woman in a dream,

				She forgets she borrowed butter

				 And pays you back cream!

				


				Her lawn looks like a meadow,

				 And if she mows the place

				She leaves the clover standing

				 And the Queen Anne’s lace!
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				PRAYER FOR INDIFFERENCE

				


				


				


				By Fanny Greville

				I ASK no kind return of love,   

				 No tempting charm to please;   

				Far from the heart those gifts remove,   

				 That sighs for peace and ease.   

				


				Nor peace nor ease the heart can know,

				 That, like the needle true,   

				Turns at the touch of joy or woe,   

				 But turning, trembles too.   

				


				Far as distress the soul can wound,   

				 ’Tis pain in each degree:

				’Tis bliss but to a certain bound,   

				 Beyond is agony.  
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				A PRAYER FOR MY DAUGHTER

				


				


				


				By William Butler Yeats

				ONCE more the storm is howling and half hid

				Under this cradle-hood and coverlid

				My child sleeps on. There is no obstacle

				But Gregory’s Wood and one bare hill

				Whereby the haystack and roof-levelling wind,

				Bred on the Atlantic, can be stayed;

				And for an hour I have walked and prayed

				Because of the great gloom that is in my mind.

				


				I have walked and prayed for this young child an hour

				And heard the sea-wind scream upon the tower,

				And under the arches of the bridge, and scream

				In the elms above the flooded stream;

				Imagining in excited reverie

				That the future years had come,

				Dancing to a frenzied drum,

				Out of the murderous innocence of the sea.

				


				May she be granted beauty and yet not

				Beauty to make a stranger’s eye distraught,

				Or hers before a looking-glass, for such,

				Being made beautiful overmuch,

				Consider beauty a sufficient end,

				Lose natural kindness and maybe

				The heart-revealing intimacy

				That chooses right and never find a friend.


				


			

			
				Helen being chosen found life flat and dull

				And later had much trouble from a fool,

				While that great Queen, that rose out of the spray,

				Being fatherless could have her way

				Yet chose a bandy-legged smith for man.

				It’s certain that fine women eat

				A crazy salad with their meat

				Whereby the Horn of Plenty is undone.

				


				In courtesy I’d have her chiefly learned;

				Hearts are not had as a gift but hearts are earned

				By those that are not entirely beautiful;

				Yet many, that have played the fool

				For beauty’s very self, has charm made wise,

				And many a poor man that has roved,

				Loved and thought himself beloved,

				From a glad kindness cannot take his eyes.

				


				May she become a flourishing hidden tree

				That all her thoughts may like the linnet be,

				And have no business but dispensing round

				Their magnanimities of sound,

				Nor but in merriment begin a chase,

				Nor but in merriment a quarrel.

				Oh, may she live like some green laurel

				Rooted in one dear perpetual place.

				


				My mind, because the minds that I have loved,

				The sort of beauty that I have approved,

				Prosper but little, has dried up of late,

				Yet knows that to be choked with hate

				May well be of all evil chances chief.

				If there’s no hatred in a mind

			

			
				Assault and battery of the wind

				Can never tear the linnet from the leaf.

				


				An intellectual hatred is the worst,

				So let her think opinions are accursed.

				Have I not seen the loveliest woman born

				Out of the mouth of Plenty’s horn,

				Because of her opinionated mind

				Barter that horn and every good

				By quiet natures understood

				For an old bellows full of angry wind?

				


				Considering that, all hatred driven hence,

				The soul recovers radical innocence

				And learns at last that it is self-delighting,

				Self-appeasing, self-affrighting,

				And that its own sweet will is heaven’s will;

				She can, though every face should scowl

				And every windy quarter howl

				Or every bellows burst, be happy still.

				


				And may her bride-groom bring her to a house

				Where all’s accustomed, ceremonious;

				For arrogance and hatred are the wares

				Peddled in the thoroughfares.

				How but in custom and in ceremony

				Are innocence and beauty born?

				Ceremony’s a name for the rich horn,

				And custom for the spreading laurel tree.
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				THE QUEEN OF HEARTS

				


				


				


				By Christina Rossetti

				How comes it, Flora, that, whenever we

				Play cards together, you invariably,

				 However the pack parts,

				 Still hold the Queen of Hearts?

				


				I’ve scanned you with a scrutinizing gaze,

				Resolved to fathom these your secret ways:

				 But, sift them as I will,

				 Your ways are secret still.

				


				I cut and shuffle; shuffle, cut, again;

				But all my cutting, shuffling, proves in vain:

				 Vain hope, vain forethought too;

				 The Queen still falls to you.

				


				I dropped her once, prepense; but, ere the deal

				Was dealt, your instinct seemed her loss to feel:

				 ‘There should be one card more,’

				 You said, and searched the floor.

				


				I cheated once; I made a private notch

				In Heart-Queen’s back, and kept a lynx-eyed watch;

				 Yet such another back

				 Deceived me in the pack:

				


			

			
				The Queen of Clubs assumed by arts unknown

				An imitative dint that seemed my own;

				 This notch, not of my doing,

				 Misled me to my ruin.

				


				It baffles me to puzzle out the clue,

				Which must be skill, or craft, or luck in you:

				 Unless, indeed, it be

				 Natural affinity.
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				RAIN

				


				


				


				By Robert Louis Stevenson  

				THE RAIN is raining all around,   

				It falls on field and tree,   

				It rains on the umbrellas here,   

				And on the ships at sea.  
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				THE RAINBOW

				


				


				


				By William Wordsworth

				MY heart leaps up when I behold  

				A rainbow in the sky:   

				So was it when my life began;  

				So is it now I am a man;   

				So be it when I shall grow old,

				     Or let me die!   

				The Child is father of the Man;   

				I could wish my days to be   

				Bound each to each by natural piety.
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				THE RAINY DAY

				


				


				


				By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

				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 hopes of youth fall thick in the blast,

				 And the days are dark and dreary.

				


				Be still, sad 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.
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				THE RED CROSS NURSES

				


				


				


				By Thomas L. Masson

				OUT where the line of battle cleaves  

				The horizon of woe  

				And sightless warriors clutch the leaves  

				The Red Cross nurses go.  

				In where the cots of agony  

				Mark death’s unmeasured tide—  

				Bear up the battle’s harvestry—  

				The Red Cross nurses glide.  

				


				Look! Where the hell of steel has torn  

				Its way through slumbering earth  

				The orphaned urchins kneel forlorn  

				And wonder at their birth.  

				Until, above them, calm and wise  

				With smile and guiding hand,  

				God looking through their gentle eyes,  

				The Red Cross nurses stand.  
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				A RED, RED ROSE

				


				


				


				By Robert Burns

				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;  

				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’ it were ten thousand mile.  

				



			

	





			

			
				193

				REMEMBER

				


				


				


				By Christina Georgina Rossetti

				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.
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				THE RETURN

				


				


				


				By Rudyard Kipling

				PEACE is declared, and I return   

				 To ’Ackneystadt, but not the same;   

				Things ’ave transpired which made me learn   

				 The size and meanin’ of the game.   

				I did no more than others did,  

				 I don’t know where the change began;   

				I started as a average kid,   

				 I finished as a thinkin’ man.   

				


				If England was what England seems   

				 An’ not the England of our dreams,  

				But only putty, brass, an’ paint,   

				 ’Ow quick we’d drop ’er! But she ain’t!   

				


				Before my gappin’ mouth could speak   

				 I ’eard it in my comrade’s tone;   

				I saw it on my neighbour’s cheek  

				 Before I felt it flush my own.   

				An’ last it come to me—not pride,   

				 Nor yet conceit, but on the ’ole   

				(If such a term may be applied),   

				 The makin’s of a bloomin’ soul.  

				


				Rivers at night that cluck an’ jeer,  

				 Plains which the moonshine turns to sea,   

			

			
				Mountains that never let you near,   

				 An’ stars to all eternity;   

				An’ the quick-breathin’ dark that fills

				 The ’ollows of the wilderness,   

				When the wind worries through the ’ills—   

				 These may ’ave taught me more or less.   

				


				Towns without people, ten times took,   

				 An’ ten times left an’ burned at last;

				An’ starvin’ dogs that come to look   

				 For owners when a column passed;   

				An’ quiet, ’omesick talks between   

				 Men, met by night, you never knew   

				Until—’is face—by shellfire seen—

				 Once—an’ struck off. They taught me, too.   

				


				The day’s lay-out—the mornin’ sun   

				 Beneath your ’at-brim as you sight;   

				The dinner-’ush from noon till one,   

				 An’ the full roar that lasts till night;

				An’ the pore dead that look so old   

				 An’ was so young an hour ago,   

				An’ legs tied down before they’re cold—   

				 These are the things which make you know.   

				


				Also Time runnin’ into years—

				 A thousand Places left be’ind—   

				An’ Men from both two ’emispheres   

				 Discussin’ things of every kind;   

				So much more near than I ’ad known,   

				 So much more great than I ’ad guessed—

				An’ me, like all the rest, alone—   

				 But reachin’ out to all the rest!   

				


			

			
				So ’ath it come to me—not pride,   

				 Nor yet conceit, but on the ’ole   

				(If such a term may be applied),

				 The makin’s of a bloomin’ soul.   

				But now, discharged, I fall away   

				 To do with little things again....   

				Gawd, ’oo knows all I cannot say,   

				 Look after me in Thamesfontein!

				


				If England was what England seems   

				 An’ not the England of our dreams,   

				But only putty, brass, an’ paint,   

				 ’Ow quick we’d chuck ’er! But she ain’t!  
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				A RIDDLE

				


				


				


				By Hannah More

				I’m a strange contraction; I’m new, and I’m old,

				I’m often in tatteres, and oft decked with gold.

				Though I could never read, yet lettered I’m found;

				Though blind, I enlighten; though loose, I am bound,

				I’m always in black, and I’m always in white;

				I’m grave and I’m gay, I am heavy and light—

				In form too, I differ—I’m thick and I’m thin,

				I’ve no flesh and bones, yet I’m covered with skin;

				I’ve more points than the compass, more stops than the flute;


				I sing without voice, without speaking confute.

				I’m English, I’m German, I’m French, and I’m Dutch;

				Some love me too fondly, some slight me too much;

				I often die soon, though I sometimes live ages,

				And no monarch alive has so many pages.
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				THE RIVER SONG

				


				


				


				By Ezra Pound

				This boat is of shato-wood, and its gunwales are cut magnolia,

				Musicians with jewelled flutes and with pipes of gold

				Fill full the sides in rows, and our wine

				Is rich for a thousand cups.

				We carry singing girls, drift with the drifting water,

				Yet Sennin needs

				A yellow stork for a charger, and all our seamen

				Would follow the white gulls or ride them.

				Kutsu’s prose song

				Hangs with the sun and moon.

				


				King So’s terraced palace is now but barren hill,

				But I draw pen on this barge

				Causing the five peaks to tremble,

				And I have joy in these words like the joy of blue islands.

				(If glory could last forever

				Then the waters of Han would flow northward.)

				


				And I have moped in the Emperor’s garden, awaiting an order-to-write!

				I looked at the dragon-pond, with its willow-coloured water

				Just reflecting the sky’s tinge,

			

			
				And heard the five-score nightingales aimlessly singing.


				


				The eastern wind brings the green colour into the island grasses at Yei-shu,

				The purple house and the crimson are full of Spring softness.

				South of the pond the willow-tips are half-blue and bluer,


				Their cords tangle in mist, against the brocade-like palace.

				Vine-strings a hundred feet long hang down from carved railings,


				And high over the willows, the fine birds sing to each other, and listen,

				Crying—‘Kwan, Kuan,’ for the early wind, and the feel of it.


				The wind bundles itself into a bluish cloud and wanders off.


				Over a thousand gates, over a thousand doors are the

				sounds of spring singing,

				And the Emperor is at Ko.

				Five clouds hang aloft, bright on the purple sky,

				The imperial guards come forth from the golden house with their armour a-gleaming.

				The Emperor in his jewelled car goes out to inspect his flowers,

				He goes out to Hori, to look at the wing-flapping storks,


				He returns by way of Sei rock, to hear the new nightingales,


				For the gardens at Jo-run are full of new nightingales,

				Their sound is mixed in this flute,

				Their voice is in the twelve pipes here. 
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				THE ROAD NOT TAKEN

				


				


				


				By Robert Frost

				TWO roads diverged in a yellow wood,  

				And sorry I could not travel both  

				And be one traveler, long I stood  

				And looked down one as far as I could  

				To where it bent in the undergrowth;

				


				Then took the other, as just as fair,  

				And having perhaps the better claim,  

				Because it was grassy and wanted wear;  

				Though as for that the passing there  

				Had worn them really about the same,  

				


				And both that morning equally lay  

				In leaves no step had trodden black.  

				Oh, I kept the first for another day!  

				Yet knowing how way leads on to way,  

				I doubted if I should ever come back.  

				


				I shall be telling this with a sigh  

				Somewhere ages and ages hence:  

				Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—  

				I took the one less traveled by,  

				And that has made all the difference.  
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				ROCK ME TO SLEEP

				


				


				


				By Elizabeth Akers Allen

				BACKWARD, turn backward, O Time, in your flight,  

				Make me a child again just for to-night!  

				Mother, come back from the echoless shore,  

				Take me again to your heart as of yore;  

				Kiss from my forehead the furrows of care,  

				Smooth the few silver threads out of my hair;  

				Over my slumbers your loving watch keep; —  

				Rock me to sleep, mother, —rock me to sleep!

				


				Backward, flow backward, O tide of the years!

				I am so weary of toil and of tears, —

				Toil without recompense, tears all in vain, —  

				Take them, and give me my childhood again!  

				I have grown weary of dust and decay, —  

				Weary of flinging my soul-wealth away;  

				Weary of sowing for others to reap; —

				Rock me to sleep, mother, —rock me to sleep!

				


				Tired of the hollow, the base, the untrue,  

				Mother, O mother, my heart calls for you!  

				Many a summer the grass has grown green,  

				Blossomed and faded, our faces between:

				Yet, with strong yearning and passionate pain,

				Long I to-night for your presence again.  

			

			
				Come from the silence so long and so deep; —

				Rock me to sleep, mother, —rock me to sleep!

				


				Over my heart, in the days that are flown,

				No love like mother-love ever has shone;  

				No other worship abides and endures, —  

				Faithful, unselfish, and patient like yours:  

				None like a mother can charm away pain  

				From the sick soul and the world-weary brain.

				Slumber’s soft calms o’er my heavy lids creep; —

				Rock me to sleep, mother, —rock me to sleep!

				


				Come, let your brown hair, just lighted with gold,

				Fall on your shoulders again as of old;  

				Let it drop over my forehead to-night,

				Shading my faint eyes away from the light;  

				For with its sunny-edged shadows once more  

				Haply will throng the sweet visions of yore;  

				Lovingly, softly, its bright billows sweep; —  

				Rock me to sleep, mother, —rock me to sleep!

				


				Mother, dear mother, the years have been long

				Since I last listened your lullaby song:  

				Sing, then, and unto my soul it shall seem  

				Womanhood’s years have been only a dream.  

				Clasped to your heart in a loving embrace,

				With your light lashes just sweeping my face,  

				Never hereafter to wake or to weep; —  

				Rock me to sleep, mother,—rock me to sleep!
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				THE ROLLING ENGLISH ROAD

				


				


				


				By G. K. Chesterton

				BEFORE the Roman came to Rye or out to Severn strode,

				The rolling English drunkard made the rolling English road.

				A reeling road, a rolling road, that rambles round the shire,

				And after him the parson ran, the sexton and the squire;

				A merry road, a mazy road, and such as we did tread

				The night we went to Birmingham by way of Beachy Head.

				


				I knew no harm of Bonaparte and plenty of the Squire,


				And for to fight the Frenchman I did not much desire;

				But I did bash their baggonets because they came arrayed

				To straighten out the crooked road an English drunkard made,


				Where you and I went down the lane with ale-mugs in our hands,

				The night we went to Glastonbury by way of Goodwin Sands.


				


				His sins they were forgiven him; or why do flowers run

			

			
				Behind him; and the hedges all strengthening in the sun?

				The wild thing went from left to right and knew not which was which,

				But the wild rose was above him when they found him in the ditch.

				God pardon us, nor harden us; we did not see so clear

				The night we went to Bannockburn by way of Brighton Pier.


				


				My friends, we will not go again or ape an ancient rage,

				Or stretch the folly of our youth to be the shame of age,

				But walk with clearer eyes and ears this path that wandereth,

				And see undrugged in evening light the decent inn of death;

				For there is good news yet to hear and fine things to be seen,

				Before we go to Paradise by way of Kensal Green.
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				ROOFS

				


				


				


				By Joyce Kilmer

				The road is wide and the stars are out

				And the breath of the night is sweet,

				And this is the time when wanderlust should seize upon my feet.

				But I’m glad to turn from the open road and the starlight on my face,


				And to leave the splendour of out-of-doors for a human dwelling place.

				


				I never have seen a vagabond who really liked to roam


				All up and down the streets of the world and not to have a home:

				The tramp who slept in your barn last night and left at break of day

				Will wander only until he finds another place to stay.

				


				A gypsy-man will sleep in his cart with canvas overhead;


				Or else he’ll go into his tent when it is time for bed.

				He’ll sit on the grass and take his ease so long as the sun is high,

				But when it is dark he wants a roof to keep away the sky.

				


				If you call a gypsy a vagabond, I think you do him wrong,

			

			
				For he never goes a-travelling but he takes his home along.

				And the only reason a road is good, as every wanderer knows,

				Is just because of the homes, the homes, the homes to which it goes.

				


				They say that life is a highway and its milestones are the years,

				And now and then there’s a toll-gate where you buy your way with tears.

				It’s a rough road and a steep road and it stretches broad and far,

				But at last it leads to a golden Town where golden Houses are.
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				THE ROSE AND THE CROSS

				


				


				


				By Aleister Crowley

				OUT of the seething cauldron of my woes,  

				 Where sweets and salt and bitterness I flung;  

				 Where charmèd music gathered from my tongue,  

				And where I chained strange archipelagoes  

				Of fallen stars; where fiery passion flows

				 A curious bitumen; where among  

				 The glowing medley moved the tune unsung

				Of perfect love: thence grew the Mystic Rose.

				


				Its myriad petals of divided light;  

				 Its leaves of the most radiant emerald;

				Its heart of fire like rubies. At the sight  

				 I lifted up my heart to God and called:  

				How shall I pluck this dream of my desire?  

				And lo! there shaped itself the Cross of Fire!  
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				THE ROSE-BUD

				


				


				


				By William Broome

				To the Lady Jane Wharton

				QUEEN of Fragrance, lovely Rose,

				The Beauties of thy Leaves disclose!

				The Winter’s past, the Tempests fly,

				Soft Gales breathe gently thro’ the Sky;

				The Lark sweet warbling on the Wing

				Salutes the gay Return of Spring:

				The silver Dews, the vernal Show’rs,

				Call forth a bloomy Waste of Flow’rs;

				The joyous Fields, the shady Woods,

				Are cloth’d with Green, or swell with Buds;

				Then haste thy Beauties to disclose,

				Queen of Fragrance, lovely Rose!

				 Thou, beauteous Flow’r, a welcome Guest,

				Shalt flourish on the Fair-One’s Breast,

				Shalt grace her Hand, or deck her Hair,

				The Flow’r most sweet, the Nymph most fair;

				Breathe soft, ye Winds! be calm, ye Skies!

				Arise ye flow’ry Race, arise!

				And haste thy Beauties to disclose,

				Queen of Fragrance, lovely Rose!

				 But thou, fair Nymph, thy self survey

				In this sweet Offspring of a Day;

				That Miracle of Face must fail,

				Thy Charms are sweet, but Charms are frail:

			

			
				Swift as the short-liv’d Flow’r they fly,

				At Morn they bloom, at Evening die:

				Tho’ Sickness yet a while forbears,

				Yet Time destroys, what Sickness spares;

				Now Helen lives alone in Fame,

				And Cleopatra’s but a Name;

				Time must indent that heav’nly Brow,

				And thou must be, what Helen’s now.

				 This Moral to the Fair disclose,

				Queen of Fragrance, lovely Rose.
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				SCHOOLBOYS IN WINTER

				


				


				


				By John Clare

				THE schoolboys still their morning ramble take

				To neighboring village school with playing speed,

				Loitering with passtime’s leisure till they quake,

				Oft looking up the wild-geese droves to heed,

				Watching the letters which their journeys make;

				Or plucking haws on which their fieldfares feed,

				And hips and sloes; and on each shallow lake

				Making glib slides, where they like shadows go

				Till some fresh passtimes in their minds awake.

				Then off they start anew and hasty blow

				Their numbed and clumpsing fingers till they glow;

				Then races with their shadows wildly run

				That stride huge giants o’er the shining snow

				In the pale splendour of the winter sun.
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				SEA ROSE

				


				


				


				By Hilda Doolittle

				ROSE, harsh rose,

				marred and with stint of petals,

				meagre flower, thin,

				sparse of leaf,

				


				more precious

				than a wet rose

				single on a stem—

				you are caught in the drift.

				


				Stunted, with small leaf,

				you are flung on the sand,

				you are lifted

				in the crisp sand

				that drives in the wind.

				


				Can the spice-rose

				drip such acrid fragrance

				hardened in a leaf?
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				SEASHORE

				


				


				


				By Ralph Waldo Emerson

				 I heard or seemed to hear the chiding Sea

				Say, Pilgrim, why so late and slow to come?

				Am I not always here, thy summer home?

				Is not my voice thy music, morn and eve?

				My breath thy healthful climate in the heats,

				My touch thy antidote, my bay thy bath?

				Was ever building like my terraces?

				Was ever couch magnificent as mine?

				Lie on the warm rock-ledges, and there learn

				A little hut suffices like a town.

				I make your sculptured architecture vain,

				Vain beside mine. I drive my wedges home,

				And carve the coastwise mountain into caves.

				Lo! here is Rome and Nineveh and Thebes,

				Karnak and Pyramid and Giant’s Stairs

				Half piled or prostrate; and my newest slab

				Older than all thy race.

				


				 Behold the Sea,

				The opaline, the plentiful and strong,

				Yet beautiful as is the rose in June,

				Fresh as the trickling rainbow of July;

				Sea full of food, the nourisher of kinds,

				Purger of earth, and medicine of men;

				Creating a sweet climate by my breath,

			

			
				Washing out harms and griefs from memory,

				And, in my mathematic ebb and flow,

				Giving a hint of that which changes not.

				Rich are the sea-gods:—who gives gifts but they?

				They grope the sea for pearls, but more than pearls:

				They pluck Force thence, and give it to the wise.

				For every wave is wealth to Daedalus,

				Wealth to the cunning artist who can work

				This matchless strength. Where shall he find, O waves!


				A load your Atlas shoulders cannot lift?

				


				 I with my hammer pounding evermore

				The rocky coast, smite Andes into dust,

				Strewing my bed, and, in another age,

				Rebuild a continent of better men.

				Then I unbar the doors: my paths lead out

				The exodus of nations: I disperse

				Men to all shores that front the hoary main.

				


				 I too have arts and sorceries;

				Illusion dwells forever with the wave.

				I know what spells are laid. Leave me to deal

				With credulous and imaginative man;

				For, though he scoop my water in his palm,

				A few rods off he deems it gems and clouds.

				Planting strange fruits and sunshine on the shore,

				I make some coast alluring, some lone isle,

				To distant men, who must go there, or die.
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				THE SECOND COMING

				


				


				


				By William Butler Yeats

				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?
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				SELF-DEPENDENCE

				


				


				


				By Matthew Arnold 

				Weary of myself, and sick of asking

				What I am, and what I ought to be,

				At this vessel’s prow I stand, which bears me

				Forwards, forwards, o’er the starlit sea.

				


				And a look of passionate desire

				O’er the sea and to the stars I send:

				“Ye who from my childhood up have calm’d me,

				Calm me, ah, compose me to the end!

				


				“Ah, once more,” I cried, “ye stars, ye waters,

				On my heart your mighty charm renew;

				Still, still let me, as I gaze upon you,

				Feel my soul becoming vast like you!”

				


				From the intense, clear, star-sown vault of heaven,

				Over the lit sea’s unquiet way,

				In the rustling night-air came the answer:

				“Wouldst thou be as these are? Live as they.

				


				“Unaffrighted by the silence round them,

				Undistracted by the sights they see,

				These demand not that the things without them

				Yield them love, amusement, sympathy.

				


			

			
				“And with joy the stars perform their shining,

				And the sea its long moon-silver’d roll;

				For self-poised they live, nor pine with noting

				All the fever of some differing soul.

				


				“Bounded by themselves, and unregardful

				In what state God’s other works may be,

				In their own tasks all their powers pouring,

				These attain the mighty life you see.”

				


				O air-born voice! long since, severely clear,

				A cry like thine in mine own heart I hear:

				“Resolve to be thyself; and know that he,

				Who finds himself, loses his misery!”
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				SENTENCE

				


				


				


				By Witter Bynner

				SHALL I say that what heaven gave  

				 Earth has taken?—  

				Or that sleepers in the grave  

				 Reawaken?  

				


				One sole sentence can I know,  

				 Can I say:  

				You, my comrade, had to go,  

				 I to stay.  

				



			

	





			

			
				209

				SEVEN LITTLE SPARROWS

				


				


				


				By Ralph Chaplin

				Beyond the deep-cut window

				 The bars are heaped with snow,

				And seven little sparrows

				 Are sitting in a row.

				


				Fluffy blur of snowflakes;

				 Dappled haze of light;

				The narrow prison vista

				 Is all awhirl with white.

				


				Seven little sparrows

				 Ruffled brown and grey

				Snuggled close against the bars—

				 And this is Christmas day!
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				THAT SHADOW, MY LIKENESS

				


				


				


				By Walt Whitman

				THAT shadow, my likeness, that goes to and fro, seeking a livelihood, chattering, chaffering;

				How often I find myself standing and looking at it where it flits;

				How often I question and doubt whether that is really me;

				—But in these, and among my lovers, and caroling my songs,

				O I never doubt whether that is really me.
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				SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY

				


				


				


				By George Gordon

				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 mellow’d to that tender light  

				 Which heaven to gaudy day denies.   

				


				One shade the more, one ray the less,   

				 Had half impair’d 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 at peace with all below,   

				 A heart whose love is innocent!  
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				SHEEP

				


				


				


				By C. Kennett Burrow

				HUDDLED, rain-drenched, forlorn they stood,

				Their fleeces blown one way;

				The wet wind cried in solitude

				About the failing day.

				


				Leaves whirled below, aloft; the sky

				Sagged like a sodden shroud;

				No stir of life, no pleading cry,

				Came from the draggled crowd.

				


				Sudden the western portals wide

				Opened on that gaunt fold;

				Then lo, a flock beautified

				With fleeces dripping gold!
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				THE SIGH

				


				


				


				By Thomas Hardy

				Little head against my shoulder,

				Shy at first, then somewhat bolder,

				 And up-eyed;

				Till she, with a timid quaver,

				Yielded to the kiss I gave her;

				 But, she sighed.

				


				That there mingled with her feeling

				Some sad thought she was concealing

				 It implied.

				Not that she had ceased to love me,

				None on earth she set above me;

				 But she sighed.

				


				She could not disguise a passion,

				Dread, or doubt, in weakest fashion

				 If she tried:

				Nothing seemed to hold us sundered,

				Hearts were victors; so I wondered

				 Why she sighed.

				


				Afterwards I knew her throughly,

				And she loved me staunchly, truly,

				 Till she died;

				But she never made confession

			

			
				Why, at that first sweet concession,

				 She had sighed.

				


				It was in our May, remember;

				And though now I near November,

				 And abide

				Till my appointed change, unfretting,

				Sometimes I sit half regretting

				 That she sighed.
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				SILENCE

				


				


				


				By D. H. Lawrence

				SINCE I lost you I am silence-haunted,  

				 Sounds wave their little wings  

				A moment, then in weariness settle  

				 On the flood that soundless swings.  

				


				Whether the people in the street  

				 Like pattering ripples go by,  

				Or whether the theatre sighs and sighs  

				 With a loud, hoarse sigh:  

				


				Or the wind shakes a ravel of light  

				 Over the dead-black river,  

				Or night’s last echoing  

				 Makes the daybreak shiver:  

				


				I feel the silence waiting  

				 To take them all up again  

				In its vast completeness, enfolding  

				 The sound of men.  
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				A SILENT MOUTH

				


				


				


				By Cathal O’Bryne

				O LITTLE green leaf on the bough, you hear the lark in morn,

				You hear the grey feet of the wind stir in the shimmering corn,


				You hear, low down in the grass,  

				The Singing Sidhe as they pass,  

				Do you ever hear, O little green flame,  

				My loved one calling, whispering my name?  

				


				O little green leaf on the bough, like my lips you must ever be dumb,  

				For a maiden may never speak until love to her heart says “Come.”

				A mouth in its silence is sweet  

				But my heart cries loud when we meet,  

				And I turn my head with a bitter sigh  

				When the boy who has stolen my love, unheeding, goes by.


				


				I have made my heart as the stones in the street for his tread,

				I have made my love as the shadow that falls from his dear gold head,

				But the stones with his footsteps ring,  

				And the shadow keeps following,  

				And just as the quiet shadow goes ever beside or before,


				So must I go silent and lonely and loveless for evermore.
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				SLEEP NOW, O SLEEP NOW

				


				


				


				By James Joyce

				Sleep now, O sleep now,

				O you unquiet heart!

				A voice crying “Sleep now”

				Is heard in my heart.

				


				The voice of the winter

				Is heard at the door.

				O sleep, for the winter

				Is crying “Sleep no more.”

				


				My kiss will give peace now

				And quiet to your heart—

				Sleep on in peace now,

				O you unquiet heart!
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				SMILE, SMILE, SMILE

				


				


				


				By Wilfred Owen

				Head to limp head, the sunk-eyed wounded scanned

				Yesterday’s Mail; the casualties (typed small)

				And (large) Vast Booty from our Latest Haul.

				Also, they read of Cheap Homes, not yet planned;

				For, said the paper, “When this war is done

				The men’s first instinct will be making homes.

				Meanwhile their foremost need is aerodromes,

				It being certain war has just begun.

				Peace would do wrong to our undying dead, —

				The sons we offered might regret they died

				If we got nothing lasting in their stead.

				We must be solidly indemnified.

				Though all be worthy Victory which all bought,

				We rulers sitting in this ancient spot

				Would wrong our very selves if we forgot

				The greatest glory will be theirs who fought,

				Who kept this nation in integrity.”

				Nation? —The half-limbed readers did not chafe

				But smiled at one another curiously

				Like secret men who know their secret safe.

				This is the thing they know and never speak,

				That England one by one had fled to France

				(Not many elsewhere now save under France).

				Pictures of these broad smiles appear each week,

				And people in whose voice real feeling rings

				Say: How they smile! They’re happy now, poor things.


				



			

	





			

			
				218

				SMOKE

				


				


				


				By Henry David Thoreau

				LIGHT-WINGED Smoke! Icarian bird,  

				Melting thy pinions in thy upward flight;  

				Lark without song, and messenger of dawn,  

				Circling above the hamlets as thy nest;  

				Or else, departing dream, and shadowy form

				Of midnight vision, gathering up thy skirts;  

				By night star-veiling, and by day  

				Darkening the light and blotting out the sun;  

				Go thou, my incense, upward from this hearth,

				And ask the gods to pardon this clear flame.
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				THE SNOW MAN

				


				


				


				By Wallace Stevens

				ONE must have a mind of winter

				To regard the frost and the boughs

				Of the pine-trees crusted with snow;

				


				And have been cold a long time

				To behold the junipers shagged with ice,

				The spruces rough in the distant glitter

				


				Of the January sun; and not to think

				Of any misery in the sound of the wind,

				In the sound of a few leaves,

				


				Which is the sound of the land

				Full of the same wind

				That is blowing the same bare place

				


				For the listener, who listens in the snow,

				And, nothing himself, beholds

				Nothing that is not there and the nothing that is.
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				THE SNOWSTORM

				


				


				


				By Ralph Waldo Emerson

				ANNOUNCED by all the trumpets of the sky,

				Arrives the snow, and, driving o’er the fields,

				Seems nowhere to alight: the whited air

				Hides hills and woods, the river, and the heaven,

				And veils the farmhouse at the garden’s end.

				The sled and traveler stopped, the courier’s feet

				Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates sit

				Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed

				In a tumultuous privacy of storm.

				


				Come see the northwind’s masonry.

				Out of an unseen quarry evermore

				Furnished with tile, the fierce artificer

				Curves his white bastions with projected roof

				Round every wayward stake, or tree, or door.

				Speeding, the myriad-handed, his wild work

				So fanciful, so savage, nought cares he

				For number or proportion. Mockingly,

				On coop or kennel he hangs Parian wreaths;

				A swan-like form invests the hidden thorn;

				Fills up the farmer’s lane from wall to wall,

				Maugre the farmer sighs; and, at the gate,

				A tapering turret overtops the work.

				And when his hours are numbered, and the world

				Is all his own, retiring, as he were not,

			

			
				Leaves, when the sun appears, astonished Art

				To mimic in slow structures, stone by stone,

				Built in an age, the mad wind’s night-work,

				The frolic architecture of snow.
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				SO OFT AS I HER BEAUTY DO BEHOLD

				


				


				


				By Edmund Spenser

				SO oft as I her beauty do behold,  

				And therewith do her cruelty compare,  

				I marvel of what substance was the mould,  

				The which her made at once so cruel fair,  

				Not earth, for her high thoughts more heavenly are;

				Not water, for her love doth burn like fire;  

				Not air, for she is not so light or rare;  

				Not fire, for she doth freeze with faint desire.  

				Then needs another element inquire  

				Whereof she mote be made—that is, the sky;

				For to the heaven her haughty looks aspire,  

				And eke her mind is pure immortal high.  

				 Then, sith to heaven ye likened are the best,

				 Be like in mercy as in all the rest.  

				



			

	





			

			
				222

				SOMETIMES

				


				


				


				By Thomas S. Jones, Jr.

				ACROSS the fields of yesterday  

				 He sometimes comes to me,  

				A little lad just back from play—  

				 The lad I used to be.  

				


				And yet he smiles so wistfully

				 Once he has crept within,  

				I wonder if he hopes to see  

				 The man I might have been.  
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				SONG OF MYSELF

				


				


				


				By Walt Whitman

				The little one sleeps in its cradle,

				I lift the gauze and look a long time, and silently brush away flies with my hand.

				The youngster and the red-faced girl turn aside up the bushy hill,

				I peeringly view them from the top.

				The suicide sprawls on the bloody floor of the bedroom,


				I witness the corpse with its dabbled hair, I note where the pistol has fallen.

				The blab of the pave, tires of carts, sluff of boot-soles, talk of the promenaders,

				The heavy omnibus, the driver with his interrogating thumb, the clank of the shod horses on the granite floor,

				The snow-sleighs, clinking, shouted jokes, pelts of snow-balls,

				The hurrahs for popular favorites, the fury of rous’d mobs,

				The flap of the curtain’d litter, a sick man inside borne to the hospital,

				The meeting of enemies, the sudden oath, the blows and fall,

				The excited crowd, the policeman with his star quickly working his passage to the centre of the crowd,

				The impassive stones that receive and return so many echoes,

			

			
				What groans of over-fed or half-starv’d who fall sunstruck or in fits,

				What exclamations of women taken suddenly who hurry home and give birth to babes,

				What living and buried speech is always vibrating here, what howls restrain’d by decorum,

				Arrests of criminals, slights, adulterous offers made, acceptances, rejections with convex lips,

				I mind them or the show or resonance of them—I come and I depart.
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				SONNET 2

				“WHEN FORTY WINTERS SHALL

				BESIEGE THY BROW” 

				


				


				


				By William Shakespeare

				WHEN forty winters shall besiege thy brow   

				And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,   

				Thy youth’s proud livery, so gaz’d on now,   

				Will be a tatter’d weed, of small worth held:   

				Then being ask’d, where all thy beauty lies,

				Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,   

				To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,   

				Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.   

				How much more praise deserv’d thy beauty’s use,   

				If thou couldst answer ‘This fair child of mine

				Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse,’   

				Proving his beauty by succession thine!  

				 This were to be new made when thou art old,   

				And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st it cold.
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				SONNET 23

				


				


				


				By William Shakespeare

				As an unperfect actor on the stage,

				Who with his fear is put beside his part,

				Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,

				Whose strength’s abundance weakens his own heart;

				So I, for fear of trust, forget to say

				The perfect ceremony of love’s rite,

				And in mine own love’s strength seem to decay,

				O’ercharg’d with burthen of mine own love’s might.

				O! let my looks be then the eloquence

				And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,

				Who plead for love, and look for recompense,

				More than that tongue that more hath more express’d.

				  O! learn to read what silent love hath writ:

				  To hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine wit.
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				SONNET 28

				


				


				


				By William Shakespeare

				How can I then return in happy plight,

				That am debarre’d the benefit of rest?

				When day’s oppression is not eas’d by night,

				But day by night and night by day oppress’d,

				And each, though enemies to either’s reign,

				Do in consent shake hands to torture me,

				The one by toil, the other to complain

				How far I toil, still farther off from thee.

				I tell the day, to please him thou art bright,

				And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven:

				So flatter I the swart-complexion’d night,

				When sparkling stars twire not thou gild’st the even.

				  But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer,

				  And night doth nightly make grief’s length seem

				   stronger.
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				SONNET 116 “LET ME NOT TO THE MARRIAGE OF TRUE MINDS” 

				


				


				


				By William Shakespeare

				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 wandering 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 prov’d,   

				 I never writ, nor no man ever lov’d.  
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				SONNET 130 “MY MISTRESS’ EYES ARE NOTHING LIKE THE SUN” 

				


				


				


				By William Shakespeare

				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 are dun;   

				If hairs 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.  
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				A SONNET OF THE MOON

				


				


				


				By Charles Best

				LOOK how the pale queen of the silent night

				Doth cause the ocean to attend upon her,

				And he, as long as she is in his sight,

				With her full tide is ready her to honor.

				But when the silver waggon of the moon

				Is mounted up so high he cannot follow,

				The sea calls home his crystal waves to moan,

				And with low ebb doth manifest his sorrow.

				So you that are the sovereign of my heart

				Have all my joys attending on your will;

				My joys low-ebbing when you do depart,

				When you return their tide my heart doth fill.

				  So as you come and as you do depart,

				  Joys ebb and flow within my tender heart.

				



			

	





			

			
				230

				SONNET TO SLEEP

				


				


				


				By John Keats

				O soft embalmer of the still midnight!

				Shutting, with careful fingers and benign,

				Our gloom-pleas’d eyes, embower’d from the light,

				Enshaded in forgetfulness divine;

				O soothest Sleep! if so it please thee, close,

				In midst of this thine hymn, my willing eyes.

				Or wait the Amen, ere thy poppy throws

				Around my bed its lulling charities;

				Then save me, or the passed day will shine

				Upon my pillow, breeding many woes;

				Save me from curious conscience, that still hoards

				Its strength for darkness, burrowing like a mole;

				Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards,

				And seal the hushed casket of my soul. 
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				SONNET

				


				


				


				By Charles Harpur

				SHE loves me! From her own bliss-breathing lips  

				 The live confession came, like rich perfume  

				 From crimson petals bursting into bloom!  

				And still my heart at the remembrance skips  

				Like a young lion, and my tongue too trips  

				 As drunk with joy! while every object seen  

				 In life’s diurnal round wears in its mien  

				A clear assurance that no doubts eclipse.  

				And if the common things of nature now  

				 Are like old faces flushed with new delight,

				Much more the consciousness of that rich vow  

				 Deepens the beauteous, and refines the bright,  

				 While throned I seem on love’s divinest height  

				’Mid all the glories glowing round its brow.  
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				THE SOUND OF THE TREES

				


				


				


				By Robert Frost

				I WONDER about the trees.  

				Why do we wish to bear  

				Forever the noise of these  

				More than another noise  

				So close to our dwelling place?

				We suffer them by the day  

				Till we lose all measure of pace,  

				And fixity in our joys,  

				And acquire a listening air.  

				They are that that talks of going

				But never gets away;  

				And that talks no less for knowing,  

				As it grows wiser and older,  

				That now it means to stay.  

				My feet tug at the floor

				And my head sways to my shoulder  

				Sometimes when I watch trees sway,  

				From the window or the door.  

				I shall set forth for somewhere,  

				I shall make the reckless choice

				Some day when they are in voice  

				And tossing so as to scare  

				The white clouds over them on.  

				I shall have less to say,  

				But I shall be gone.  
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				SPRING NIGHT

				


				


				


				By Sara Teasdale

				THE park is filled with night and fog,   

				 The veils are drawn about the world,   

				The drowsy lights along the paths   

				 Are dim and pearled.   

				


				Gold and gleaming the empty streets,  

				 Gold and gleaming the misty lake,   

				The mirrored lights like sunken swords,   

				 Glimmer and shake.   

				


				Oh, is it not enough to be   

				 Here with this beauty over me?

				My throat should ache with praise, and I   

				 Should kneel in joy beneath the sky.   

				


				O beauty, are you not enough?   

				 Why am I crying after love,   

				With youth, a singing voice, and eyes

				 To take earth’s wonder with surprise?  

				


				Why have I put off my pride,   

				 Why am I unsatisfied, —

				I, for whom the pensive night

				 Binds her cloudy hair with light, —

				


			

			
				I, for whom all beauty burns   

				 Like incense in a million urns?   

				O beauty, are you not enough?   

				 Why am I crying after love?  
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				A STATUE IN A GARDEN

				


				


				


				By Agnes Lee

				I WAS a goddess ere the marble found me.  

				 Wind, wind, delay not!  

				Waft my spirit where the laurel crowned me!  

				 Will the wind stay not?  

				


				Then tarry, tarry, listen, little swallow!

				 An old glory feeds me—  

				I lay upon the bosom of Apollo!  

				 Not a bird heeds me.  

				


				For here the days are alien. Oh, to waken  

				 Mine, mine, with calling!

				But on my shoulders bare, like hopes forsaken,  

				 The dead leaves are falling.  

				


				The sky is gray and full of unshed weeping  

				 As dim down the garden  

				I wait and watch the early autumn sweeping.

				 The stalks fade and harden.  

				


				The souls of all the flowers afar have rallied.  

				 The trees, gaunt, appalling,  

				Attest the gloom, and on my shoulders pallid  

				 The dead leaves are falling.  
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				STAY, O SWEET

				


				


				


				By John Donne

				STAY, O sweet, and do not rise!  

				  The light that shines comes from thine eyes;

				 The day breaks not: it is my heart,  

				Because that you and I must part.  

				  Stay! or else my joys will die,

				 And perish in their infancy.  

				


				 ’Tis true, ’tis day: what though it be?  

				O, wilt thou therefore rise from me?  

				 Why should we rise because ’tis light?  

				Did we lie down because ’twas night?

				 Love, which in spite of darkness brought us hither,

				 Should in despite of light keep us together.  

				


				 Light hath no tongue, but is all eye.  

				If it could speak as well as spy,  

				 This were the worst that it could say: —

				That, being well, I fain would stay,  

				 And that I lov’d my heart and honour so,  

				 That I would not from him, that had them, go.

				


				 Must business thee from hence remove?  

				Oh, that’s the worse disease of love!

				 The poor, the fool, the false, love can  

				Admit, but not the busied man.  

				 He, which hath business, and makes love, doth do  

				 Such wrong, as when a married man doth woo.  


				



			

	





			

			
				236

				THE STOLEN CHILD

				


				


				


				By William Butler Yeats

				WHERE dips the rocky highland

				Of Sleuth Wood in the lake,

				There lies a leafy island

				Where flapping herons wake

				The drowsy water rats;

				There we’ve hid our faery vats,

				Full of berrys

				And of reddest stolen cherries.

				Come away, O human child! 

				To the waters and the wild 

				With a faery, hand in hand, 

				For the world’s more full of weeping than you can

				 understand.


				


				Where the wave of moonlight glosses

				The dim gray sands with light,

				Far off by furthest Rosses

				We foot it all the night,

				Weaving olden dances

				Mingling hands and mingling glances

				Till the moon has taken flight;

				To and fro we leap

				And chase the frothy bubbles,

				While the world is full of troubles

				And anxious in its sleep.

				Come away, O human child! 

				To the waters and the wild 


			

			
				With a faery, hand in hand, 

				For the world’s more full of weeping than you can

				 understand.


				


				Where the wandering water gushes

				From the hills above Glen-Car,

				In pools among the rushes

				That scare could bathe a star,

				We seek for slumbering trout

				And whispering in their ears

				Give them unquiet dreams;

				Leaning softly out

				From ferns that drop their tears

				Over the young streams.

				Come away, O human child! 

				To the waters and the wild 

				With a faery, hand in hand, 

				For the world’s more full of weeping than you can

				 understand.


				


				Away with us he’s going,

				The solemn-eyed:

				He’ll hear no more the lowing

				Of the calves on the warm hillside

				Or the kettle on the hob

				Sing peace into his breast,

				Or see the brown mice bob

				Round and round the oatmeal chest.

				For he comes, the human child, 

				To the waters and the wild 

				With a faery, hand in hand, 

				For the world’s more full of weeping than he can

				 understand.
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				STRANGE MEETING

				


				


				


				By Wilfred Owen

				IT seemed that out of battle I escaped

				Down some profound dull tunnel, long since scooped

				Through caverns which titanic wars had groined,

				Yet also there encumbered sleepers groaned,

				Too fast in sleep or death to be bestirred.

				Then, as I probed them, one sprang up, and stared

				With piteous recognition in fixed eyes,

				Lifting distressful hands as if to bless.

				And by his smile I knew that sullen hall.

				By his dead smile I knew we stood in Hell.

				With a thousand pains that vision’s face was grained,

				Yet no blood reached there from the upper ground,

				And no guns whooped, or down the flues made moan.

				“Strange friend,” I said, “here is no cause to mourn.”

				“None,” said the other, “save the undone years,

				The hopelessness. Whatever hope is yours

				Was my hope also; I went hunting wild

				After the wildest beauty in the world,

				Which lies not calm in eyes, or braided hair,

				But mocks the steady running of the hour,

				And if it grieves, grieves richlier than here.

				For of my glee might many men have laughed,

				And of my weeping something had been left

				Which must die now. I mean the truth untold:

				The pity of war, the pity war distilled.

			

			
				Now men will go content with what we spoiled,

				Or, discontent, boil bloody, and be spilled.

				They will be swift, with swiftness of the tigress.

				None will break ranks, though nations trek from progress.


				Courage was mine, and I had mystery;

				Wisdom was mine, and I had mastery

				To miss the march of this retreating world

				Into vain citadels that are not walled.

				Then, when much blood had clogged their chariots wheels,


				I would go up and wash them from sweet wells.

				Even with truths that lie too deep for taint

				I would have poured my spirit without stint.

				But not through wounds; not on the cess of war.

				Foreheads of men have bled where no wounds were.

				I am the enemy you killed, my friend.

				I knew you in this dark—for so you frowned

				Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed.

				I parried, but my hands were loath and cold.

				Let us sleep now...”
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				STRINGS IN THE EARTH AND AIR

				


				


				


				By James Joyce

				


				Strings in the earth and air

				Make music sweet;

				Strings by the river where

				The willows meet.

				


				There’s music along the river

				For Love wanders there,

				Pale flowers on his mantle,

				Dark leaves on his hair.

				


				All softly playing,

				With head to the music bent,

				And fingers straying

				Upon an instrument.
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				SUCCESS

				


				


				


				By Emily Dickinson

				Success is counted sweetest

				By those who ne’er succeed.

				To comprehend a nectar

				Requires sorest need.

				


				Not one of all the purple host

				Who took the flag to-day

				Can tell the definition,

				So clear, of victory,

				


				As he, defeated, dying,

				On whose forbidden ear

				The distant strains of triumph

				Break, agonized and clear!
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				THE SUGAR-PLUM TREE

				


				


				


				By Eugene Field

				HAVE you ever heard of the Sugar-Plum Tree?

				’Tis a marvel of great renown!

				It blooms on the shore of the Lollypop Sea

				In the garden of Shut-Eye Town;

				The fruit that it bears is so wondrously sweet

				(As those who have tasted it say)

				That good little children have only to eat

				Of that fruit to be happy next day.

				When you’ve got to the tree, you would have a hard time


				To capture the fruit which I sing;

				The tree is so tall that no person could climb

				To the boughs where the sugar-plums swing!

				But up in that tree sits a chocolate cat,

				And a ginger bread dog prowls below—

				And this is the way you contrive to get at

				Those sugar-plums tempting you so:

				You say but the word to that gingerbread dog

				And he barks with such a terrible zest

				That the chocolate cat is at once all agog,

				As her swelling proportions attest.

				And the chocolate cat goes covorting around

				From this leafy limb unto that,

				And the sugar-plums tumble, of course, to the ground-

				Hurray for that chocolate cat!

				There are marshmallows, gumdrops, and peppermint canes


			

			
				With striping of scarlet and gold,

				And you carry away of the treasure that rains,

				As much as your apron can hold!

				So come, little child, cuddle closer to me

				In your dainty white nightcap and gown,

				And I’ll rock you away to the Sugar-Plum Tree

				In the garden of Shut-Eye Town.

				



			

	





			

			
				241

				A SUMMER NIGHT

				


				


				


				By Elizabeth Stoddard

				I FEEL the breath of the summer night,

				  Aromatic fire:  

				The trees, the vines, the flowers are astir

				  With tender desire.  

				


				The white moths flutter about the lamp,

				  Enamoured with light;  

				And a thousand creatures softly sing  

				  A song to the night!  

				


				But I am alone, and how can I sing  

				  Praises to thee?

				Come, Night! unveil the beautiful soul  

				  That waiteth for me.  
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				THE SUN HAS LONG BEEN SET

				


				


				


				By William Wordsworth

				THE sun has long been set,

				 The stars are out by twos and threes,

				The little birds are piping yet

				 Among the bushes and trees;

				There’s a cuckoo, and one or two thrushes,

				And a far-off wind that rushes,

				And a sound of water that gushes,

				And the cuckoo’s sovereign cry

				Fills all the hollow of the sky.

				 Who would “go parading”

				In London, “and masquerading,”

				On such a night of June

				With that beautiful soft half-moon,

				And all these innocent blisses?

				On such a night as this is!
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				SYMPATHY

				


				


				


				By Paul Laurence Dunbar

				I KNOW what the caged bird feels, alas!

				 When the sun is bright on the upland slopes;

				When the wind stirs soft through the springing grass,

				And the river flows like a stream of glass;

				 When the first bird sings and the first bud opes,

				And the faint perfume from its chalice steals—

				I know what the caged bird feels!

				


				I know why the caged bird beats his wing

				 Till its blood is red on the cruel bars;

				For he must fly back to his perch and cling

				When he fain would be on the bough a-swing;

				 And a pain still throbs in the old, old scars

				And they pulse again with a keener sting—

				I know why he beats his wing!

				


				I know why the caged bird sings, ah me,

				 When his wing is bruised and his bosom sore,—

				When he beats his bars and he would be free;

				It is not a carol of joy or glee,

				 But a prayer that he sends from his heart’s deep core,


				But a plea, that upward to Heaven he flings—

				I know why the caged bird sings!
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				THE TEACHER’S DREAM

				


				


				


				By W. H. Venable

				


				The weary teacher sat alone

				While twilight gathered on:

				And not a sound was heard around, —

				The boys and girls were gone.

				


				The weary teacher sat alone;

				Unnerved and pale was he;

				Bowed ’neath a yoke of care, he spoke

				In sad soliloquy:

				


				“Another round, another round

				Of labor thrown away,

				Another chain of toil and pain

				Dragged through a tedious day.

				


				“Of no avail is constant zeal,

				Love’s sacrifice is lost.

				The hopes of morn, so golden, turn,

				Each evening, into dross.

				


				“I squander on a barren field

				My strength, my life, my all:

				The seeds I sow will never grow, —

				They perish where they fall.”

				


			

			
				He sighed, and low upon his hands

				His aching brow he pressed;

				And o’er his frame ere long there came

				A soothing sense of rest.

				


				And then he lifted up his face,

				But started back aghast, —

				The room, by strange and sudden change,

				Assumed proportions vast.

				


				It seemed a Senate-hall, and one

				Addressed a listening throng;

				Each burning word all bosoms stirred,

				Applause rose loud and long.

				


				The ’wildered teacher thought he knew

				The speaker’s voice and look,

				“And for his name,” said he, “the same

				Is in my record book.”

				


				The stately Senate-hall dissolved,

				A church rose in its place,

				Wherein there stood a man of God,

				Dispensing words of grace.

				


				And though he spoke in solemn tone,

				And though his hair was gray,

				The teacher’s thought was strangely wrought—

				“I whipped that boy to-day.”

				


				The church, a phantom, vanished soon;

				What saw the teacher then?

				In classic gloom of alcoved room

				An author plied his pen.


				


			

			
				“My idlest lad!” the teacher said,

				Filled with a new surprise;

				“Shall I behold his name enrolled

				Among the great and wise?”

				


				The vision of a cottage home

				The teacher now descried;

				A mother’s face illumed the place

				Her influence sanctified.

				


				“A miracle! a miracle!

				This matron, well I know,

				Was but a wild and careless child,

				Not half an hour ago.

				


				“And when she to her children speaks

				Of duty’s golden rule,

				Her lips repeat in accents sweet,

				My words to her at school.”

				


				The scene was changed again, and lo!

				The schoolhouse rude and old;

				Upon the wall did darkness fall,

				The evening air was cold.

				


				“A dream!” the sleeper, waking, said,

				Then paced along the floor,

				And, whistling slow and soft and low,

				He locked the schoolhouse door.

				


				And, walking home, his heart was full

				Of peace and trust and praise;

				And singing slow and soft and low,

				Said, “After many days.”
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				THE TELL-TALE HEART

				


				


				


				By Edgar Allan Poe

				TRUE!—nervous—very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you say that I am mad? The disease had sharpened my senses—not destroyed—not dulled them. Above all was the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard many things in hell. How, then, am I mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily—how calmly I can tell you the whole story.

				It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but once conceived, it haunted me day and night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the old man. He had never wronged me. He had never given me insult. For his gold I had no desire. I think it was his eye! yes, it was this! He had the eye of a vulture—a pale blue eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me, my blood ran cold; and so by degrees—very gradually—I made up my mind to take the life of the old man, and thus rid myself of the eye forever.

				Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have seen me. You should have seen how wisely I proceeded—with what caution—with what foresight—with what dissimulation I went to work! I was never kinder to the old man than during the whole week before I killed him. And every night, about midnight, I turned the latch of his door and opened it—oh so gently! And then, when I had made an opening sufficient for my head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed, that no light shone out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly—very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb the old man’s sleep. It took me an hour to place my whole head within the opening so far that I could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha! would a madman have been so wise as this? And then, when my head was well in the room, I undid the lantern cautiously—oh, so cautiously—cautiously (for the hinges creaked)—I undid it just so much that a single thin ray fell upon the vulture eye. And this I did for seven long nights—every night just at midnight—but I found the eye always closed; and so it was impossible to do the work; for it was not the old man who vexed me, but his Evil Eye. And every morning, when the day broke, I went boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously to him, calling him by name in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he has passed the night. So you see he would have been a very profound old man, indeed, to suspect that every night, just at twelve, I looked in upon him while he slept.

			

			
				Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A watch’s minute hand moves more quickly than did mine. Never before that night had I felt the extent of my own powers—of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings of triumph. To think that there I was, opening the door, little by little, and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. I fairly chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for he moved on the bed suddenly, as if startled. Now you may think that I drew back—but no. His room was as black as pitch with the thick darkness, (for the shutters were close fastened, through fear of robbers,) and so I knew that he could not see the opening of the door, and I kept pushing it on steadily, steadily.

			

			
				I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin fastening, and the old man sprang up in bed, crying out—“Who’s there?”

				I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the meantime I did not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening; —just as I have done, night after night, hearkening to the death watches in the wall.

				Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mortal terror. It was not a groan of pain or of grief—oh, no! —it was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of the soul when overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many a night, just at midnight, when all the world slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, the terrors that distracted me. I say I knew it well. I knew what the old man felt, and pitied him, although I chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been lying awake ever since the first slight noise, when he had turned in the bed. His fears had been ever since growing upon him. He had been trying to fancy them causeless, but could not. He had been saying to himself—“It is nothing but the wind in the chimney—it is only a mouse crossing the floor,” or “It is merely a cricket which has made a single chirp.” Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself with these suppositions: but he had found all in vain. All in vain; because Death, in approaching him had stalked with his black shadow before him, and enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful influence of the unperceived shadow that caused him to feel—although he neither saw nor heard—to feel the presence of my head within the room.

			

			
				When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, I resolved to open a little—a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it—you cannot imagine how stealthily, stealthily—until, at length a simple dim ray, like the thread of the spider, shot from out the crevice and fell full upon the vulture eye.

				It was open—wide, wide open—and I grew furious as I gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect distinctness—all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man’s face or person: for I had directed the ray as if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot.

				And have I not told you that what you mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of the sense? —now, I say, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the old man’s heart. It increased my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage.

				But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the lantern motionless. I tried how steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eve. Meantime the hellish tattoo of the heart increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder every instant. The old man’s terror must have been extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder every moment! —do you mark me well I have told you that I am nervous: so I am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid the dreadful silence of that old house, so strange a noise as this excited me to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes longer I refrained and stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! I thought the heart must burst. And now a new anxiety seized me—the sound would be heard by a neighbour! The old man’s hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and leaped into the room. He shrieked once—once only. In an instant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled the heavy bed over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done. But, for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, however, did not vex me; it would not be heard through the wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead. I removed the bed and examined the corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand upon the heart and held it there many minutes. There was no pulsation. He was stone dead. His eye would trouble me no more.

			

			
				If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise precautions I took for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in silence. First of all I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the arms and the legs.

				I then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all between the scantlings. I then replaced the boards so cleverly, so cunningly, that no human eye—not even his—could have detected any thing wrong. There was nothing to wash out—no stain of any kind—no blood-spot whatever. I had been too wary for that. A tub had caught all—ha! ha!

				When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o’clock—still dark as midnight. As the bell sounded the hour, there came a knocking at the street door. I went down to open it with a light heart, —for what had I now to fear? There entered three men, who introduced themselves, with perfect suavity, as officers of the police. A shriek had been heard by a neighbour during the night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had been lodged at the police office, and they (the officers) had been deputed to search the premises.

			

			
				I smiled, —for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said, was my own in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my visitors all over the house. I bade them search—search well. I led them, at length, to his chamber. I showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my confidence, I brought chairs into the room, and desired them here to rest from their fatigues, while I myself, in the wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath which reposed the corpse of the victim.

				The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was singularly at ease. They sat, and while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself getting pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a ringing in my ears: but still they sat and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct: —It continued and became more distinct: I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but it continued and gained definiteness—until, at length, I found that the noise was not within my ears.

				No doubt I now grew very pale; —but I talked more fluently, and with a heightened voice. Yet the sound increased—and what could I do? It was a low, dull, quick sound—much such a sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I gasped for breath—and yet the officers heard it not. I talked more quickly—more vehemently; but the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, in a high key and with violent gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. Why would they not be gone? I paced the floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the observations of the men—but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! what could I do? I foamed—I raved—I swore! I swung the chair upon which I had been sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all and continually increased. It grew louder—louder—louder! And still the men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible they heard not? Almighty God! —no, no! They heard!—they suspected! —they knew! —they were making a mockery of my horror! —this I thought, and this I think. But anything was better than this agony! Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I could bear those hypocritical smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die! and now—again! —hark! louder! louder! louder! louder!

			

			
				“Villains!” I shrieked, “dissemble no more! I admit the deed! —tear up the planks! here, here! —It is the beating of his hideous heart!”
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				THEN I WOULD LOVE YOU

				


				


				


				By Joseph Seamon Cotter, Jr.

				WERE you to come,

				With your clear, gray eyes

				As calmly placid as, in summer’s heat,

				At noontide lie the sultry skies;

				With your dark, brown hair

				As smoothly quiet as the leaves

				When stirs no cooling breath of air;

				And shorn of smile, your full, red lips

				Prest firmly close as the chaliced bud,

				Before the nectar-quaffing bee ere sips;

				I would not know you.

				I would not love you.

				


				But should you come

				With your love-bright eyes

				Dancing gaily as, on summer’s eve,

				The stars adown the Western skies;

				With your hair, wind-caught

				And circled round your shining face

				In fashion which no hand ere wrought;

				And your full, red lips poised saucily,

				As the slender moon midst an hundred stars,

				And held aloof in daring taunt to me,

				Then I would know you,

				Then I would love you.
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				THERE WAS A CHILD WENT FORTH

				


				


				


				By Walt Whitman

				THERE was a child went forth every day;   

				And the first object he look’d upon, that object he became;


				And that object became part of him for the day, or a certain part of the day, or for many years, or stretching cycles of years.   

				


				The early lilacs became part of this child,   

				And grass, and white and red morning-glories, and white and red clover, and the song of the phoebe-bird,

				And the Third-month lambs, and the sow’s pink-faint litter, and the mare’s foal, and the cow’s calf,   

				And the noisy brood of the barn-yard, or by the mire of the pond-side,   

				And the fish suspending themselves so curiously below there—and the beautiful curious liquid,   

				And the water-plants with their graceful flat heads—all became part of him.   

				


				The field-sprouts of Fourth-month and Fifth-month became part of him;

				Winter-grain sprouts, and those of the light-yellow corn, and the esculent roots of the garden,   

				And the apple-trees cover’d with blossoms, and the fruit afterward, and wood-berries, and the commonest weeds by the road;   

			

			
				And the old drunkard staggering home from the out-house of the tavern, whence he had lately risen,   

				And the school-mistress that pass’d on her way to the school,   

				And the friendly boys that pass’d—and the quarrelsome boys,

				And the tidy and fresh-cheek’d girls—and the barefoot negro boy and girl,


				And all the changes of city and country, wherever he went.   

				


				His own parents,   

				He that had father’d him, and she that had conceiv’d him in her womb, and birth’d him,   

				They gave this child more of themselves than that;

				They gave him afterward every day—they became part of him.

				


				The mother at home, quietly placing the dishes on the supper-table;   

				The mother with mild words—clean her cap and gown, a wholesome odor falling off her person and clothes as she walks by;   

				The father, strong, self-sufficient, manly, mean, anger’d, unjust;   

				The blow, the quick loud word, the tight bargain, the crafty lure,

				The family usages, the language, the company, the furniture—the yearning and swelling heart,   

				Affection that will not be gainsay’d—the sense of what is real—the thought if, after all, it should prove unreal,


				The doubts of day-time and the doubts of night-time—the curious whether and how,   

			

			
				Whether that which appears so is so, or is it all flashes and specks?   

				Men and women crowding fast in the streets—if they are not flashes and specks, what are they?

				The streets themselves, and the façades of houses, and goods in the windows,   

				Vehicles, teams, the heavy-plank’d wharves—the huge crossing at the ferries,

				The village on the highland, seen from afar at sunset—the river between,   

				Shadows, aureola and mist, the light falling on roofs and gables of white or brown, three miles off,   

				The schooner near by, sleepily dropping down the tide—the little boat slack-tow’d astern,

				The hurrying tumbling waves, quick-broken crests, slapping,   

				The strata of color’d clouds, the long bar of maroon-tint, away solitary by itself—the spread of purity it lies motionless in,   

				The horizon’s edge, the flying sea-crow, the fragrance of salt marsh and shore mud;   

				These became part of that child who went forth every day, and who now goes, and will always go forth every day.
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				“THERE WILL COME SOFT RAIN”

				


				


				


				By Sara Teasdale

				THERE will come soft rain and the smell of the ground,


				And swallows circling with their shimmering sound;  

				


				And frogs in the pools singing at night,  

				And wild plum-trees in tremulous white;  

				


				Robins will wear their feathery fire

				Whistling their whims on a low fence-wire.  

				


				And not one will know of the war, not one  

				Will care at last when it is done.  

				


				Not one would mind, neither bird nor tree,  

				If mankind perished utterly.

				


				And Spring herself when she woke at dawn,  

				Would scarcely know that we were gone.  
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				THOU ART NOT LOVELIER THAN LILACE, —NO

				


				


				


				By Edna St. Vincent Millay

				Sonnet I

				THOU art not lovelier than lilacs, —no,  

				  Nor honeysuckle; thou art not more fair  

				  Than small white single poppies, —I can bear

				Thy beauty; though I bend before thee, though  

				From left to right, not knowing where to go,

				  I turn my troubled eyes, nor here nor there  

				  Find any refuge from thee, yet I swear  

				So has it been with mist,—with moonlight so.  

				


				Like him who day by day unto his draught  

				  Of delicate poison adds him one drop more

				Till he may drink unharmed the death of ten,  

				Even so, inured to beauty, who have quaffed  

				  Each hour more deeply than the hour before,

				I drink—and live—what has destroyed some men.
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				A THOUGHT

				


				


				


				By Robert Louis Stevenson

				IT is very nice to think   

				The world is full of meat and drink,   

				With little children saying grace   

				In every Christian kind of place.  
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				THE THREAD OF LIFE

				


				


				


				By Christina Rossetti 

				1.

				The irresponsive silence of the land,

				 The irresponsive sounding of the sea,

				 Speak both one message of one sense to me:—

				Aloof, aloof, we stand aloof, so stand

				Thou too aloof bound with the flawless band

				 Of inner solitude; we bind not thee;

				 But who from thy self-chain shall set thee free?

				What heart shall touch thy heart? what hand thy hand?—


				And I am sometimes proud and sometimes meek,

				 And sometimes I remember days of old

				When fellowship seemed not so far to seek

				 And all the world and I seemed much less cold,

				 And at the rainbow’s foot lay surely gold,

				And hope felt strong and life itself not weak.

				


				2.

				Thus am I mine own prison. Everything

				 Around me free and sunny and at ease:

				 Or if in shadow, in a shade of trees

				Which the sun kisses, where the gay birds sing

				And where all winds make various murmuring;

				 Where bees are found, with honey for the bees;

				 Where sounds are music, and where silences

				Are music of an unlike fashioning.

			

			
				Then gaze I at the merrymaking crew,

				 And smile a moment and a moment sigh

				Thinking: Why can I not rejoice with you?

				 But soon I put the foolish fancy by:

				I am not what I have nor what I do;

				 But what I was I am, I am even I.

				


				3.

				Therefore myself is that one only thing

				 I hold to use or waste, to keep or give;

				 My sole possession every day I live,

				And still mine own despite Time’s winnowing.

				Ever mine own, while moons and seasons bring

				 From crudeness ripeness mellow and sanative;

				 Ever mine own, till Death shall ply his sieve;

				And still mine own, when saints break grave and sing.

				And this myself as king unto my King

				 I give, to Him Who gave Himself for me;

				Who gives Himself to me, and bids me sing

				 A sweet new song of His redeemed set free;

				He bids me sing: O death, where is thy sting?

				 And sing: O grave, where is thy victory?
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				THY FINGERS MAKE EARLY FLOWERS

				


				


				


				By E. E. Cummings

				Thy fingers make early flowers

				of all things.

				thy hair mostly the hours love:

				a smoothness which

				sings, saying

				(though love be a day)

				do not fear,we will go amaying.

				


				thy whitest feet crisply are straying.

				Always

				thy moist eyes are at kisses playing,

				whose strangeness much 

				says;singing

				(though love be a day)

				for which girl art thou flowers bringing?

				


				To be thy lips is a sweet thing

				and small.

				Death, thee I call rich beyond wishing

				if this thou catch,

				else missing.

				(though love be a day

				and life be nothing, it shall not stop kissing).
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				THE TIGER

				


				


				


				By William Blake

				Tiger, tiger, burning bright

				In the forests of the night,

				What immortal hand or eye

				Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

				


				In what distant deeps or skies

				Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

				On what wings dare he aspire?

				What the hand dare seize the fire?

				


				And what shoulder and what art

				Could twist the sinews of thy heart?

				And, when thy heart began to beat,

				What dread hand and 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 watered heaven with their tears,

				Did He smile His work to see?

				Did He who made the lamb make thee?

				


			

			
				Tiger, tiger, burning bright

				In the forests of the night,

				What immortal hand or eye

				Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?
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				TIME TO DIE

				


				


				


				By Ray G. Dandridge

				BLACK brother, think you life so sweet  

				That you would live at any price?  

				Does mere existence balance with  

				The weight of your great sacrifice?  

				Or can it be you fear the grave  

				Enough to live and die a slave?  

				O Brother! be it better said,  

				When you are gone and tears are shed,  

				That your death was the stepping stone  

				Your children’s children cross’d upon.  

				Men have died that men might live:  

				Look every foeman in the eye!  

				If necessary, your life give  

				For something, ere in vain you die.  
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				TO—

				


				


				


				By Sarah Helen Whitman

				Vainly my heart had with thy sorceries striven:

				It had no refuge from thy love, —no Heaven

				But in thy fatal presence; —from afar

				It owned thy power and trembled like a star

				O’erfraught with light and splendor. Could I deem

				How dark a shadow should obscure its beam? —

				Could I believe that pain could ever dwell

				Where thy bright presence cast its blissful spell?

				Thou wert my proud palladium; —could I fear

				The avenging Destinies when thou wert near? —

				Thou wert my Destiny; —thy song, thy fame,

				The wild enchantments clustering round thy name,

				Were my soul’s heritage, its royal dower;

				Its glory and its kingdom and its power!
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				TO A BUTTERFLY

				


				


				


				By William Wordsworth

				STAY near me—do not take thy flight!

				A little longer stay in sight!

				Much converse do I find in thee,

				Historian of my infancy!

				Float near me; do not yet depart!

				Dead times revive in thee:

				Thou bring’st, gay creature as thou art!

				A solemn image to my heart,

				My father’s family!

				


				Oh! pleasant, pleasant were the days,

				The time, when, in our childish plays,

				My sister Emmeline and I

				Together chased the butterfly!

				A very hunter did I rush

				Upon the prey: —with leaps and springs

				I followed on from brake to bush;

				But she, God love her, feared to brush

				The dust from off its wings.
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				TO A CHILD DANCING IN THE WIND

				


				


				


				By W. B. Yeats

				I

				DANCE there upon the shore;   

				What need have you to care   

				For wind or water’s roar?   

				And tumble out your hair   

				That the salt drops have wet;

				Being young you have not known   

				


				The fool’s triumph, nor yet   

				Love lost as soon as won,   

				Nor the best labourer dead   

				And all the sheaves to bind

				What need have you to dread   

				The monstrous crying of wind?   

				


				II

				Has no one said those daring   

				Kind eyes should be more learn’d?   

				Or warned you how despairing

				The moths are when they are burned,   

				I could have warned you, but you are young,   

				So we speak a different tongue.   

				


				O you will take whatever’s offered   

				And dream that all the world’s a friend,

			

			
				Suffer as your mother suffered,   

				Be as broken in the end.   

				But I am old and you are young,   

				And I speak a barbarous tongue.  
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				TO A TRAVELLER

				


				


				


				By Lionel Johnson

				THE mountains, and the lonely death at last   

				Upon the lonely mountains: O strong friend!   

				The wandering over, and the labour passed,   

				 Thou art indeed at rest:   

				 Earth gave thee of her best,

				 That labour and this end.   

				


				Earth was thy mother, and her true son thou:  

				Earth called thee to a knowledge of her ways,   

				Upon the great hills, up the great streams: now   

				 Upon earth’s kindly breast

				 Thou art indeed at rest:   

				 Thou, and thine arduous days.

				


				Fare thee well, O strong heart! The tranquil night   

				Looks calmly on thee: and the sun pours down   

				His glory over thee, O heart of might!

				 Earth gives thee perfect rest:   

				 Earth, whom thy swift feet pressed:  

				 Earth, whom the vast stars crown.  
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				TO A WHITHERED ROSE

				


				


				


				By John Kendrick Bangs

				THY span of life was all too short—  

				 A week or two at best—  

				From budding-time, through blossoming,  

				 To withering and rest.  

				


				Yet compensation hast thou—aye! —

				 For all thy little woes;  

				For was it not thy happy lot  

				 To live and die a rose?  
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				TO AUTUMN

				


				


				


				By John Keats

				1.

				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.


				


				2.

				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.  

				


			

			
				3.

				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;  

				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.  
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				TO E

				


				


				


				By Sara Teasdale

				I have remembered beauty in the night,

				 Against black silences I waked to see

				A shower of sunlight over Italy

				 And green Ravello dreaming on her height;

				I have remembered music in the dark,

				 The clean swift brightness of a fugue of Bach’s,

				And running water singing on the rocks

				 When once in English woods I heard a lark.

				But all remembered beauty is no more

				 Than a vague prelude to the thought of you—

				You are the rarest soul I ever knew,

				 Lover of beauty, knightliest and best;

				My thoughts seek you as waves that seek the shore,

				 And when I think of you, I am at rest.
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				TO HOPE

				


				


				


				By John Keats

				WHEN by my solitary hearth I sit,  

				When no fair dreams before my “mind’s eye” flit,  

				 And the bare heath of life presents no bloom;  

				  Sweet Hope, ethereal balm upon me shed,  

				  And wave thy silver pinions o’er my head.

				


				Whene’er I wander, at the fall of night,  

				 Where woven boughs shut out the moon’s bright ray,


				Should sad Despondency my musings fright,  

				 And frown, to drive fair Cheerfulness away,

				  Peep with the moon-beams through the leafy roof,


				  And keep that fiend Despondence far aloof.  

				


				Should Disappointment, parent of Despair,  

				 Strive for her son to seize my careless heart;  

				When, like a cloud, he sits upon the air,  

				 Preparing on his spell-bound prey to dart:

				  Chase him away, sweet Hope, with visage bright,

				  And fright him as the morning frightens night!  

				


				Whene’er the fate of those I hold most dear  

				 Tells to my fearful breast a tale of sorrow,  

				O bright-eyed Hope, my morbid fancy cheer;

				 Let me awhile thy sweetest comforts borrow:  

				  Thy heaven-born radiance around me shed,  

				  And wave thy silver pinions o’er my head!


				


			

			
				Should e’er unhappy love my bosom pain,  

				 From cruel parents, or relentless fair;

				O let me think it is not quite in vain  

				 To sigh out sonnets to the midnight air!  

				  Sweet Hope, ethereal balm upon me shed,  

				  And wave thy silver pinions o’er my head!  

				


				In the long vista of the years to roll,

				 Let me not see our country’s honour fade:  

				O let me see our land retain her soul,  

				 Her pride, her freedom; and not freedom’s shade.  

				  From thy bright eyes unusual brightness shed—

				  Beneath thy pinions canopy my head!

				


				Let me not see the patriot’s high bequest,  

				 Great Liberty! how great in plain attire!  

				With the base purple of a court oppress’d,  

				 Bowing her head, and ready to expire:  

				  But let me see thee stoop from heaven on wings

				  That fill the skies with silver glitterings!  

				


				And as, in sparkling majesty, a star  

				 Gilds the bright summit of some gloomy cloud;  

				Brightening the half veil’d face of heaven afar:  

				 So, when dark thoughts my boding spirit shroud,

				  Sweet Hope, celestial influence round me shed,

				  Waving thy silver pinions o’er my head.
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				TO SPRING

				


				


				


				By William Blake

				O THOU with dewy locks, who lookest down  

				Through the clear windows of the morning, turn  

				Thine angel eyes upon our western isle,  

				Which in full choir hails thy approach, O Spring!  

				


				The hills tell one another, and the listening

				Valleys hear; all our longing eyes are turn’d  

				Up to thy bright pavilions: issue forth  

				And let thy holy feet visit our clime!  

				


				Come o’er the eastern hills, and let our winds  

				Kiss thy perfumèd garments; let us taste

				Thy morn and evening breath; scatter thy pearls  

				Upon our lovesick land that mourns for thee.  

				


				O deck her forth with thy fair fingers; pour  

				Thy soft kisses on her bosom; and put  

				Thy golden crown upon her languish’d head,

				Whose modest tresses are bound up for thee.  
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				TO THE SECRET ROSE

				


				


				


				By William Butler Yeats

				FAR off, most secret, and inviolate Rose,  

				Enfold me in my hour of hours; where those  

				Who sought thee at the Holy Sepulchre,  

				Or in the wine-vat, dwell beyond the stir  

				And tumult of defeated dreams; and deep

				Among pale eyelids heavy with the sleep  

				Men have named beauty. Your great leaves enfold  

				The ancient beards, the helms of ruby and gold  

				Of the crowned Magi; and the king whose eyes  

				Saw the Pierced Hands and Rood of Elder rise

				In druid vapour and make the torches dim;  

				Till vain frenzy awoke and he died; and him  

				Who met Fand walking among flaming dew,  

				By a grey shore where the wind never blew,  

				And lost the world and Emir for a kiss;

				And him who drove the gods out of their liss  

				And till a hundred morns had flowered red  

				Feasted, and wept the barrows of his dead;  

				And the proud dreaming king who flung the crown

				And sorrow away, and calling bard and clown

				Dwelt among wine-stained wanderers in deep woods;  

				And him who sold tillage and house and goods,

				And sought through lands and islands numberless years


				Until he found with laughter and with tears  

				A woman of so shining loveliness,

			

			
				That men threshed corn at midnight by a tress,

				A little stolen tress. I too await  

				The hour of thy great wind of love and hate.  

				When shall the stars be blown about the sky,  

				Like the sparks blown out of a smithy, and die?

				Surely thine hour has come, thy great wind blows,

				Far off, most secret, and inviolate Rose?
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				TO THE WESTERN WIND

				


				


				


				By Robert Herrick

				SWEET western wind, whose luck it is,

				 Made rival with the air,   

				To give Perenna’s lip a kiss,   

				 And fan her wanton hair:   

				


				Bring me but one, I’ll promise thee,

				 Instead of common showers,   

				Thy wings shall be embalm’d by me,   

				 And all beset with flowers.  

				



			

	





			

			
				266

				TO VIOLETS

				


				


				


				By Robert Herrick

				WELCOME, maids of honour!

				 You do bring   

				 In the spring,   

				And wait upon her.   

				


				She has virgins many,

				 Fresh and fair;   

				 Yet you are   

				More sweet than any.

				


				You’re the maiden posies,   

				 And so graced

				 To be placed   

				’Fore damask roses.   

				


				Yet, though thus respected,

				 By-and-by   

				 Ye do lie,

				Poor girls, neglected.  
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				TO YOU

				


				


				


				By Walt Whitman

				WHOEVER you are, I fear you are walking the walks of dreams,   

				I fear these supposed realities are to melt from under your feet and hands;

				Even now, your features, joys, speech, house, trade, manners, troubles, follies, costume, crimes, dissipate away from you,   

				Your true Soul and Body appear before me,   

				They stand forth out of affairs—out of commerce, shops, law, science, work, forms, clothes, the house, medicine, print, buying, selling, eating, drinking, suffering, dying.


				


				Whoever you are, now I place my hand upon you, that you be my poem;   

				I whisper with my lips close to your ear,   

				I have loved many women and men, but I love none better than you.   

				


				O I have been dilatory and dumb;   

				I should have made my way straight to you long ago;

				I should have blabb’d nothing but you, I should have chanted nothing but you.   

				


				I will leave all, and come and make the hymns of you;

				None have understood you, but I understand you;   

			

			
				None have done justice to you—you have not done justice to yourself;   

				None but have found you imperfect—I only find no imperfection in you;

				None but would subordinate you—I only am he who will never consent to subordinate you;   

				I only am he who places over you no master, owner, better, God, beyond what waits intrinsically in yourself.   

				


				Painters have painted their swarming groups, and the centre figure of all;   

				From the head of the centre figure spreading a nimbus of gold-color’d light;   

				But I paint myriads of heads, but paint no head without its nimbus of gold-color’d light;

				From my hand, from the brain of every man and woman it streams, effulgently flowing forever.   

				


				O I could sing such grandeurs and glories about you!   

				You have not known what you are—you have slumber’d upon yourself all your life;

				Your eye-lids have been the same as closed most of the time;

				What you have done returns already in mockeries;

				(Your thrift, knowledge, prayers, if they do not return in mockeries, what is their return?)   

				


				The mockeries are not you;   

				Underneath them, and within them, I see you lurk;   

				I pursue you where none else has pursued you;   

				Silence, the desk, the flippant expression, the night, the accustom’d routine, if these conceal you from others, or from yourself, they do not conceal you from me;

			

			
				The shaved face, the unsteady eye, the impure complexion, if these balk others, they do not balk me,   

				The pert apparel, the deform’d attitude, drunkenness, greed, premature death, all these I part aside.

				


				There is no endowment in man or woman that is not tallied in you;   

				There is no virtue, no beauty, in man or woman, but as good is in you;   

				No pluck, no endurance in others, but as good is in you;

				No pleasure waiting for others, but an equal pleasure waits for you.   

				


				As for me, I give nothing to any one, except I give the like carefully to you;   

				I sing the songs of the glory of none, not God, sooner than I sing the songs of the glory of you.   

				


				Whoever you are! claim your own at any hazard!

				These shows of the east and west are tame, compared to you;

				These immense meadows—these interminable rivers—you are immense and interminable as they;   

				These furies, elements, storms, motions of Nature, throes of apparent dissolution—you are he or she who is master or mistress over them,   

				Master or mistress in your own right over Nature, elements, pain, passion, dissolution.   

				


				The hopples fall from your ankles—you find an unfailing sufficiency;


			

			
				Old or young, male or female, rude, low, rejected by the rest, whatever you are promulges itself;

				Through birth, life, death, burial, the means are provided, nothing is scanted;   

				Through angers, losses, ambition, ignorance, ennui, what you are picks its way.  
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				TOMMY

				


				


				


				By Rudyard Kipling

				I went into a public-’ouse to get a pint o’ beer,

				The publican ’e up an’ sez, “We serve no red-coats here.”

				The girls be’ind the bar they laughed an’ giggled fit to die,

				I outs into the street again an’ to myself sez I:

				  O it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ “Tommy, go away”;

				  But it’s “Thank you, Mister Atkins”, when the band begins to play,

				  The band begins to play, my boys, the band begins to play,

				  O it’s “Thank you, Mister Atkins", when the band begins to play.

				


				I went into a theatre as sober as could be,

				They gave a drunk civilian room, but ’adn’t none for me;

				They sent me to the gallery or round the music-’alls,

				But when it comes to fightin’, Lord! they’ll shove me in the stalls!

				  For it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ “Tommy, wait outside”;

				  But it’s “Special train for Atkins” when the trooper’s on the tide,

			

			
				  The troopship’s on the tide, my boys, the troopship’s on the tide,

				  O it’s “Special train for Atkins” when the trooper’s on the tide.

				


				Yes, makin’ mock o’ uniforms that guard you while you sleep

				Is cheaper than them uniforms, an’ they’re starvation cheap;

				An’ hustlin’ drunken soldiers when they’re goin’ large a bit

				Is five times better business than paradin’ in full kit.

				  Then it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ “Tommy, ’ow’s yer soul?”

				  But it’s “Thin red line of ’eroes” when the drums begin to roll,

				  The drums begin to roll, my boys, the drums begin to roll,

				  O it’s “Thin red line of ’eroes” when the drums begin to roll.

				


				We aren’t no thin red ’eroes, nor we aren’t no blackguards too,

				But single men in barricks, most remarkable like you;

				An’ if sometimes our conduck isn’t all your fancy paints,

				Why, single men in barricks don’t grow into plaster saints;

				  While it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ “Tommy, fall be’ind”,

				  But it’s “Please to walk in front, sir”, when there’s trouble in the wind,


			

			
				  There’s trouble in the wind, my boys, there’s trouble in the wind,

				  O it’s “Please to walk in front, sir”, when there’s trouble in the wind.

				


				You talk o’ better food for us, an’ schools, an’ fires, an’ all:

				We’ll wait for extry rations if you treat us rational.

				Don’t mess about the cook-room slops, but prove it to our face

				The Widow’s Uniform is not the soldier-man’s disgrace.


				  For it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ “Chuck him out, the brute!”

				  But it’s “Saviour of ’is country” when the guns begin to shoot;

				  An’ it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ anything you please;

				  An’ Tommy ain’t a bloomin’ fool—you bet that Tommy sees!
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				TWO LOVES

				


				


				


				By Lucy Maud Montgomery

				One said; “Lo, I would walk hand-clasped with thee

				Adown the ways of joy and sunlit slopes

				Of earthly song in happiest vagrancy

				To pluck the blossom of a thousand hopes. 

				Let us together drain the wide world’s cup 

				With gladness brimméd up!” 

				


				And one said, “I would pray to go with thee

				When sorrow claims thee; I would fence thy heart

				With mine against all anguish; I would be

				The comforter and healer of thy smart; 

				And I would count it all the wide world’s gain 

				To spare or share thy pain!” 
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				ULYSSES AND THE SIREN

				


				


				


				By Samuel Daniel

				Siren.  COME, worthy Greek! Ulysses, come,   

				    Possess these shores with me:   

				  The winds and seas are troublesome,   

				    And here we may be free.   

				  Here may we sit and view their toil

				    That travail in the deep,   

				  And joy the day in mirth the while,   

				    And spend the night in sleep.   

				


				Ulysses.  Fair Nymph, if fame or honour were   

				    To be attain’d with ease,

				  Then would I come and rest me there,   

				    And leave such toils as these.   

				  But here it dwells, and here must I   

				    With danger seek it forth:   

				  To spend the time luxuriously

				    Becomes not men of worth.   

				


				Siren.  Ulysses, O be not deceived   

				    With that unreal name;   

				  This honour is a thing conceived,   

				    And rests on others’ fame:

				  Begotten only to molest   

				    Our peace, and to beguile   

				  The best thing of our life—our rest,   

				    And give us up to toil.   


				


			

			
				Ulysses.  Delicious Nymph, suppose there were

				    No honour nor report,   

				  Yet manliness would scorn to wear   

				    The time in idle sport:   

				  For toil doth give a better touch   

				    To make us feel our joy,

				  And ease finds tediousness as much   

				    As labour yields annoy.   

				


				Siren.  Then pleasure likewise seems the shore   

				    Whereto tends all your toil,   

				  Which you forgo to make it more,

				    And perish oft the while.   

				  Who may disport them diversely   

				    Find never tedious day,   

				  And ease may have variety   

				    As well as action may.    40

				


				Ulysses.  But natures of the noblest frame   

				    These toils and dangers please;   

				  And they take comfort in the same   

				    As much as you in ease;   

				  And with the thought of actions past

				    Are recreated still:   

				  When Pleasure leaves a touch at last   

				    To show that it was ill.   

				


				Siren.  That doth Opinion only cause   

				    That’s out of Custom bred,

				  Which makes us many other laws   

				    Than ever Nature did.   

				  No widows wail for our delights,   

				    Our sports are without blood;   

			

			
				  The world we see by warlike wights

				    Receives more hurt than good.   

				


				Ulysses.  But yet the state of things require   

				    These motions of unrest:   

				  And these great Spirits of high desire   

				    Seem born to turn them best:

				  To purge the mischiefs that increase   

				    And all good order mar:   

				  For oft we see a wicked peace   

				    To be well changed for war.   

				


				Siren.  Well, well, Ulysses, then I see

				    I shall not have thee here:   

				  And therefore I will come to thee,   

				    And take my fortune there.   

				  I must be won, that cannot win,   

				    Yet lost were I not won;

				  For beauty hath created been   

				    T’ undo, or be undone.
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				UNDER THE HARVEST MOON

				


				


				


				By Carl Sandburg

				  UNDER the harvest moon,  

				When the soft silver  

				Drips shimmering  

				Over the garden nights,  

				Death, the gray mocker,

				Comes and whispers to you  

				As a beautiful friend  

				Who remembers.  

				


				  Under the summer roses  

				When the flagrant crimson

				Lurks in the dusk  

				Of the wild red leaves,  

				Love, with little hands,  

				Comes and touches you  

				With a thousand memories,

				And asks you  

				Beautiful, unanswerable questions.

				



			

	





			

			
				272

				UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE

				


				


				


				By William Wordsworth

				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, theatres, 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 splendour 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!  
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				A VIOLINIST

				


				


				


				By Francis William Bourdillon

				THE LARK above our heads doth know  

				A heaven we see not here below;  

				She sees it, and for joy she sings;  

				Then falls with ineffectual wings.  

				


				Ah, soaring soul! faint not nor tire!

				Each heaven attained reveals a higher.  

				Thy thought is of thy failure; we  

				List raptured, and thank God for thee.
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				THE VOICE OF THE ANCIENT BARD

				


				


				


				By William Blake

				Youth of delight! come hither

				And see the opening morn,

				Image of Truth new-born.

				Doubt is fled, and clouds of reason,

				Dark disputes and artful teazing.

				Folly is an endless maze;

				Tangled roots perplex her ways;

				How many have fallen there!

				They stumble all night over bones of the dead;

				And feel—they know not what but care;

				And wish to lead others, when they should be led.
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				WAITING

				


				


				


				By John Burroughs

				Serene, I fold my hands and wait,

				 Nor care for wind, nor tide, nor sea;

				I rave no more ’gainst time or fate,

				 For lo! my own shall come to me.

				


				I stay my haste, I make delays,

				 For what avails this eager pace?

				I stand amid th’ eternal ways,

				 And what is mine shall know my face.

				


				Asleep, awake, by night or day,

				 The friends I seek are seeking me;

				No wind can drive my bark astray,

				 Nor change the tide of destiny.

				


				What matter if I stand alone?

				 I wait with joy the coming years;

				My heart shall reap where it hath sown,

				 And garner up its fruit of tears.

				


				The waters know their own and draw

				 The brook that springs in yonder heights;

				So flows the good with equal law

				 Unto the soul of pure delights.

				


			

			
				The stars come nightly to the sky,

				 The tidal wave comes to the sea;

				Nor time, nor space, nor deep, nor high,

				 Can keep my own away from me.
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				WHEN I HAVE FEARS THAT I MAY CEASE TO BE

				


				


				


				By John Keats

				WHEN I have fears that I may cease to be  

				 Before my pen has glean’d my teeming brain,

				Before high piled books, in charact’ry,  

				 Hold like rich garners the full-ripen’d grain;

				When I behold, upon the night’s starr’d face,

				 Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance,  

				And think that I may never live to trace  

				 Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance;

				And when I feel, fair creature of an hour!  

				 That I shall never look upon thee more,

				Never have relish in the faery power  

				 Of unreflecting love!—then on the shore  

				Of the wide world I stand alone, and think  

				Till Love and Fame to nothingness do sink.  
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				WHEN I READ THE BOOK

				


				


				


				By Walt Whitman

				When I read the book, the biography famous,

				And is this then (said I) what the author calls a man’s life?

				And so will some one when I am dead and gone write my life?

				(As if any man really knew aught of my life,

				Why even I myself I often think know little or nothing of my real life,

				Only a few hints, a few diffused faint clews and indirections

				I seek for my own use to trace out here.)
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				WHEN IN THE WOODS I WANDERALL ALONE

				


				


				


				By Edward Hovell-Thurlow

				When in the woods I wander all alone,

				The woods that are my solace and delight,

				Which I more covet than a prince’s throne,

				My toil by day and canopy by night;

				(Light heart, light foot, light food, and slumber light,

				These lights shall light us to old age’s gate,

				While monarchs, whom rebellious dreams affright,

				Heavy with fear, death’s fearful summons wait;)

				Whilst here I wander, pleased to be alone,

				Weighing in thought the worlds no-happiness,

				I cannot choose but wonder at its moan,

				Since so plain joys the woody life can bless:

				Then live who may where honied words prevail,

				I with the deer, and with the nightingale!
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				WHEN LIFE IS QUITE THROUGH WITH

				


				


				


				By E. E. Cummings

				When life is quite through with

				and leaves say alas,

				much is to do

				for the swallow, that closes

				a flight in the blue;

				


				When love’s had his tears out,

				perhaps shall pass

				a million years

				(while a bee dozes

				on the poppies, the dears;

				


				When all’s done and said, and

				under the grass

				lies her head

				by oaks and roses

				deliberated.)

				



			

	





			

			
				280

				WHEN THAT I WAS AND A LITTLE TINY BOY

				


				


				


				By William Shakespeare

				When that I was and a little tiny boy,

				 With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,

				A foolish thing was but a toy,

				 For the rain it raineth every day.

				


				But when I came to man’s estate,

				 With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,

				’Gainst knaves and thieves men shut the gate,

				 For the rain it raineth every day.

				


				But when I came, alas! to wive,

				 With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,

				By swaggering could I never thrive,

				 For the rain it raineth every day.

				


				But when I came unto my beds,

				 With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,

				With toss-pots still had drunken heads,

				 For the rain it raineth every day.

				


				A great while ago the world begun,

				 With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,

				But that’s all one, our play is done,

				 And we’ll strive to please you every day.
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				WHEN WE TWO PARTED

				


				


				


				By George Gordon, Lord Byron

				WHEN we two parted  

				In silence and tears,  

				Half broken-hearted,  

				To sever for years,  

				Pale grew thy cheek and cold,

				Colder thy kiss;  

				Truly that hour foretold  

				Sorrow to this!  

				


				The dew of the morning  

				Sunk chill on my brow;

				It felt like the warning  

				Of what I feel now.  

				Thy vows are all broken,  

				And light is thy fame:  

				I hear thy name spoken

				And share in its shame.  

				


				They name thee before me,  

				A knell to mine ear;  

				A shudder comes o’er me—  

				Why wert thou so dear?

				They know not I knew thee  

				Who knew thee 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.
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				WHEN YOU ARE OLD

				


				


				


				By William Butler Yeats

				WHEN you are old and gray and full of sleep   

				 And nodding by the fire, take down this book,   

				 And slowly read, and dream of the soft look   

				Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;   

				


				How many loved your moments of glad grace,

				 And loved your beauty with love false or true; 

				 But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you,   

				And loved the sorrows of your changing face.   

				


				And bending down beside the glowing bars,   

				 Murmur, a little sadly, how love fled

				 And paced upon the mountains overhead,  

				And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.  
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				WHERE MY BOOKS GO

				


				


				


				By William Butler Yeats

				ALL the words that I utter,   

				 And all the words that I write,   

				Must spread out their wings untiring,   

				 And never rest in their flight,   

				Till they come where your sad, sad heart is,

				 And sing to you in the night,   

				Beyond where the waters are moving,   

				 Storm-darken’d or starry bright.  
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				WHICH ARE YOU?

				


				


				


				By Ella Wheeler Wilcox

				THERE are two kinds of people on earth to-day;

				Just two kinds of people, no more, I say.

				


				Not the sinner and saint, for it’s well understood,

				The good are half bad, and the bad are half good.

				


				Not the rich and the poor, for to rate a man’s wealth,

				You must first know the state of his conscience and health.


				


				Not the humble and proud, for in life’s little span,

				Who puts on vain airs, is not counted a man.

				


				Not the happy and sad, for the swift flying years

				Bring each man his laughter and each man his tears.

				


				No; the two kinds of people on earth I mean,

				Are the people who lift, and the people who lean.

				


				Wherever you go, you will find the earth’s masses,

				Are always divided in just these two classes.

				


				And oddly enough, you will find too, I ween,

				There’s only one lifter to twenty who lean.


				


			

			
				In which class are you? Are you easing the load,

				Of overtaxed lifters, who toil down the road?

				


				Or are you a leaner, who lets others share

				Your portion of labor, and worry and care?
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				WHISPERS OF IMMORTALITY

				


				


				


				By T. S. Eliot

				Webster was much possessed by death

				And saw the skull beneath the skin;

				And breastless creatures under ground

				Leaned backward with a lipless grin.

				


				Daffodil bulbs instead of balls

				Stared from the sockets of the eyes!

				He knew that thought clings round dead limbs

				Tightening its lusts and luxuries.

				


				Donne, I suppose, was such another

				Who found no substitute for sense;

				To seize and clutch and penetrate,

				Expert beyond experience,

				


				He knew the anguish of the marrow

				The ague of the skeleton;

				No contact possible to flesh

				Allayed the fever of the bone.

				


				Grishkin is nice: her Russian eye

				Is underlined for emphasis;

				Uncorseted, her friendly bust

				Gives promise of pneumatic bliss.

				


			

			
				The couched Brazilian jaguar

				Compels the scampering marmoset

				With subtle effluence of cat;

				Grishkin has a maisonette;

				


				The sleek Brazilian jaguar

				Does not in its arboreal gloom

				Distil so rank a feline smell

				As Grishkin in a drawing-room.

				


				And even the Abstract Entities

				Circumambulate her charm;

				But our lot crawls between dry ribs

				To keep our metaphysics warm.
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				THE WHITE BIRDS

				


				


				


				By W. B. Yeats

				I WOULD that we were, my beloved, white birds on the foam of the sea!

				We tire of the flame of the meteor, before it can fade and flee;

				And the flame of the blue star of twilight, hung low on the rim of the sky,

				Has awakened in our hearts, my beloved, a sadness that may not die.

				


				A weariness comes from those dreamers, dew-dabbled, the lily and rose;

				Ah, dream not of them, my beloved, the flame of the meteor that goes,

				Or the flame of the blue star that lingers hung low in the fall of the dew:

				For I would we were changed to white birds on the wandering foam: I and you!

				


				I am haunted by numberless islands, and many a Danaan shore,

				Where Time would surely forget us, and Sorrow come near us no more;

				Soon far from the rose and the lily, and fret of the flames would we be,

				Were we only white birds, my beloved, buoyed out on the foam of the sea!
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				A WHITE ROSE

				


				


				


				By John Boyle O’Reilly

				THE red rose whispers of passion,   

				 And the white rose breathes of love;

				O the red rose is a falcon,   

				 And the white rose is a dove.   

				


				But I send you a cream-white rosebud

				 With a flush on its petal tips;   

				For the love that is purest and sweetest   

				 Has a kiss of desire on the lips.  
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				WILD NIGHTS

				


				


				


				By Emily Dickinson

				


				Wild nights! Wild nights!

				Were I with thee,

				Wild nights should be

				Our luxury!

				


				Futile the winds

				To a heart in port, —

				Done with the compass,

				Done with the chart.

				


				Rowing in Eden!

				Ah! the sea!

				Might I but moor

				To-night in thee!
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				THE WILD SWANS AT COOLE

				


				


				


				By William Butler Yeats

				THE trees are in their autumn beauty,

				The woodland paths are dry,

				Under the October twilight the water

				Mirrors a still sky;

				Upon the brimming water among the stones

				Are nine-and-fifty Swans.

				


				The nineteenth autumn has come upon me

				Since I first made my count;

				I saw, before I had well finished,

				All suddenly mount

				And scatter wheeling in great broken rings

				Upon their clamorous wings.

				


				I have looked upon those brilliant creatures,

				And now my heart is sore.

				All’s changed since I, hearing at twilight,

				The first time on this shore,

				The bell-beat of their wings above my head,

				Trod with a lighter tread.

				


				Unwearied still, lover by lover,

				They paddle in the cold

				Companionable streams or climb the air;

				Their hearts have not grown old;

			

			
				Passion or conquest, wander where they will,

				Attend upon them still.

				


				But now they drift on the still water,

				Mysterious, beautiful;

				Among what rushes will they build,

				By what lake’s edge or pool

				Delight men’s eyes when I awake some day

				To find they have flown away?
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				A WINDFLOWER

				


				


				


				By Bliss Carman

				BETWEEN the roadside and the wood,  

				 Between the dawning and the dew,  

				A tiny flower before the wind,  

				 Ephemeral in time, I grew.  

				


				The chance of straying feet came by, —

				 Nor death nor love nor any name  

				Known among men in all their lands, —  

				 Yet failure put desire to shame.

				


				To-night can bring no healing now,  

				 The calm of yesternight is gone;

				Surely the wind is but the wind,  

				 And I a broken waif thereon.  

				


				How fair my thousand brothers wave  

				 Upon the floor of God’s abode:  

				Whence came that careless wanderer

				 Between the woodside and the road!
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				WINDY NIGHTS

				


				


				


				By Robert Louis Stevenson

				Whenever the moon and stars are set,

				Whenever the wind is high,

				All night long in the dark and wet,

				A man goes riding by.

				Late in the night when the fires are out,

				Why does he gallop and gallop about?

				


				Whenever the trees are crying aloud,

				And ships are tossed at sea,

				By, on the highway, low and loud,

				By at the gallop goes he.

				By at the gallop he goes, and then

				By he comes back at the gallop again.
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				WINTER IN THE BOULEVARD

				


				


				


				By D. H. Lawrence

				THE FROST has settled down upon the trees   

				And ruthlessly strangled off the fantasies   

				Of leaves that have gone unnoticed, swept like old   

				Romantic stories now no more to be told.   

				


				The trees down the boulevard stand naked in thought,


				Their abundant summery wordage silenced, caught   

				In the grim undertow; naked the trees confront   

				Implacable winter’s long, cross-questioning brunt.   

				


				Has some hand balanced more leaves in the depths of the twigs?

				Some dim little efforts placed in the threads of the birch? —

				It is only the sparrows, like dead black leaves on the sprigs,

				Sitting huddled against the cerulean, one flesh with their perch.

				


				The clear, cold sky coldly bethinks itself.   

				Like vivid thought the air spins bright, and all   

				Trees, birds, and earth, arrested in the after-thought

				Awaiting the sentence out from the welkin brought.  
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				WINTER STARS

				


				


				


				By Sara Teasdale

				I went out at night alone;

				 The young blood flowing beyond the sea

				Seemed to have drenched my spirit’s wings—

				 I bore my sorrow heavily.

				


				But when I lifted up my head

				 From shadows shaken on the snow,

				I saw Orion in the east

				 Burn steadily as long ago.

				


				From windows in my father’s house,

				 Dreaming my dreams on winter nights,

				I watched Orion as a girl

				 Above another city’s lights.

				


				Years go, dreams go, and youth goes too,

				 The world’s heart breaks beneath its wars,

				All things are changed, save in the east

				 The faithful beauty of the stars.

				



			

	





			

			
				294

				THE WORLD IS TOO MUCH WITH US

				


				


				


				By William Wordsworth

				THE world is too much with us; late and soon,

				Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:

				Little we see in Nature that is ours;

				We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!

				The Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;

				The winds that will be howling at all hours,

				And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;

				For this, for everything, we are out of tune;

				It moves us not. —Great God! I’d rather be

				A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

				So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,

				Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;

				Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

				Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn.
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				THE YAK

				


				


				


				By Hillaire Belloc

				As a friend to the children

				 Commend me the Yak.

				You will find it exactly the thing:

				 It will carry and fetch, you can ride on its back,

				Or lead it about with a string.

				


				The Tartar who dwells on the plains of Thibet

				 (A desolate region of snow)

				Has for centuries made it a nursery pet,

				 And surely the Tartar should know!

				Then tell you papa where the Yak can be got,

				 And if he is awfully rich

				He will buy you the creature—

				 or else he will not.

				(I cannot be positive which.)
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				THE YEAR’S AT THE SPRING

				


				


				


				By Robert Browning

				The year’s at the spring,

				And day’s at the morn;

				Morning’s at seven;

				The hillside’s dew-pearled;

				The lark’s on the wing;

				The snail’s on the thorn:

				God’s in His Heaven—

				All’s right with the world!
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				THE YOUNG DEAD

				


				


				


				By Edith Wharton

				AH, how I pity the young dead who gave  

				All that they were, and might become, that we  

				With tired eyes should watch this perfect sea  

				Re-weave its patterning of silver wave  

				Round scented cliffs of arbutus and bay.

				   

				No more shall any rose along the way,  

				The myrtled way that wanders to the shore,  

				Nor jonquil-twinkling meadow any more,  

				Nor the warm lavender that takes the spray,  

				Smell only of sea-salt and the sun,

				   

				But, through recurring seasons, every one  

				Shall speak to us with lips the darkness closes,  

				Shall look at us with eyes that missed the roses,  

				Clutch us with hands whose work was just begun,  

				Laid idle now beneath the earth we tread—

				   

				And always we shall walk with the young dead. —  

				Ah, how I pity the young dead, whose eyes  

				Strain through the sod to see these perfect skies,  

				Who feel the new wheat springing in their stead,  

				And the lark singing for them overhead!  
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				THE YOUNG HOUSEWIFE

				


				


				


				By William Carlos Williams

				AT ten A.M. the young housewife

				moves about in negligee behind

				the wooden walls of her husband’s house.

				I pass solitary in my car.

				


				Then again she comes to the curb

				to call the ice-man, fish-man, and stands

				shy, uncorseted, tucking in

				stray ends of hair, and I compare her

				to a fallen leaf.

				


				The noiseless wheels of my car

				rush with a crackling sound over

				dried leaves as I bow and pass smiling.
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				YOUNG NIGHT THOUGHT

				


				


				


				By Robert Louis Stevenson

				ALL night long and every night,   

				When my mama puts out the light,   

				I see the people marching by,   

				As plain as day, before my eye.   

				


				Armies and emperors and kings,

				All carrying different kinds of things,   

				And marching in so grand a way,   

				You never saw the like by day.   

				


				So fine a show was never seen   

				At the great circus on the green;

				For every kind of beast and man   

				Is marching in that caravan.   

				


				At first they move a little slow,   

				But still the faster on they go,   

				And still beside them close I keep

				Until we reach the town of Sleep.

				



			

	





			

			
				300

				YOUTH AND AGE

				


				


				


				By Samuel Taylor Coleridge

				VERSE, a breeze ’mid blossoms straying,   

				Where Hope clung feeding, like a bee—   

				Both were mine! Life went a-maying   

				With Nature, Hope, and Poesy,   

				       When I was young!

				When I was young? —Ah, woful When!   

				Ah! for the change ’twixt Now and Then!   

				This breathing house not built with hands,   

				This body that does me grievous wrong,   

				O’er aery cliffs and glittering sands,

				How lightly then it flash’d along—   

				Like those trim skiffs, unknown of yore,   

				On winding lakes and rivers wide,   

				That ask no aid of sail or oar,   

				That fear no spite of wind or tide!

				Naught cared this body for wind or weather   

				When Youth and I lived in ’t together.   

				


				Flowers are lovely! Love is flower-like;   

				Friendship is a sheltering tree;   

				O the joys, that came down shower-like,

				Of Friendship, Love, and Liberty,   

				       Ere I was old!   

				Ere I was old? Ah, woful Ere,   

				Which tells me, Youth’s no longer here!   

			

			
				O Youth! for years so many and sweet,

				’Tis known that thou and I were one;   

				I’ll think it but a fond conceit—   

				It cannot be that thou art gone!   

				Thy vesper-bell hath not yet toll’d—   

				And thou wert aye a masker bold!

				What strange disguise hast now put on,   

				To make believe that thou art gone?   

				I see these locks in silvery slips,   

				This drooping gait, this alter’d size:   

				But springtide blossoms on thy lips,

				And tears take sunshine from thine eyes!   

				Life is but thought: so think I will   

				That Youth and I are housemates still.   

				


				Dewdrops are the gems of morning,   

				But the tears of mournful eve!

				Where no hope is, life’s a warning   

				That only serves to make us grieve,   

				       When we are old!   

				That only serves to make us grieve   

				With oft and tedious taking-leave,

				Like some poor nigh-related guest   

				That may not rudely be dismist.   

				Yet hath outstay’d his welcome while,   

				And tells the jest without the smile.  
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