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William Shakespeare
Come away, come away, death
Come away, come away, death,
And in sad cypress let me be laid,
Fly away, fly away, breath,
I am slain by a fair cruel maid.
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew,
O prepare it;
My part of death no one so true
Did share it.
Not a flower, not a flower sweet,
On my black coffin let there be strown;
Not a friend, not a friend greet
My poor corpse where my bones shall be thrown:

A thousand thousand sighs to save,
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Lay me, O, where
Sad true lover never find my grave,
To weep there.

(twelfth night, 11, 4)
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William Shakespeare

Sonnet 138

When my love swears that she is made of truth,
I do beleeve her, though I know she lyes,

That she might thinks me some untuterd youth,
Unlearned in the worlds false subtilties.

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,
Although she knows my dayes are past the best,
Simply I credit her false speaking tongue,

On both sides thus is simple truth supprest:
But wherefore sayes she not she is unjust?

And wherefore say not I that I am old?

O loves best habit is in seeming trust,

And age in love, loves not t€p have yeares told.
Therefore I lye with her, and she with me,

And in our faults by lyes we flattered be.
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Shakespear
Sonnet 71
Noe longer mourne for me when I am dead,
Then you shall heare the surly sullen bell
Give warning to the world that I am fled
From this vile world with vildest wormes to dwell:
Nay if you read this line, remember not,
The hand that writ it; for I love you so,
That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot,
If thinking on me then should make you woe.
0 if (I say) you look upon this verse,
When I (perhaps) compounded am with clay,
Do not so much as my poore name reherse,
But let your love even with my life decay.
Least the wise world should looke into your mone,

And mocke you with me after I am gon.
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Shakespeare
Then let not winter@s ragged hand deface
In thee thy summer, ere thou be distill€pd:
Make sweet some vial; treasure thou some place
With beauty€ps treasure, ere it be self-kill@yd.
That use is not forbidden usury,
Which happies those that pay the willing loan;
That€ps for thyself to breed another thee,
Or ten times thyself were happier than thou art,
If ten of thine ten times refigured thee:
Then what could death do, if thou shouldst depart,
Leaving thee living in posterity?
Be not self-will@d, for thou art much too fair

To be death@s conquest and make worms thine heir.
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William Shakespeare
XVIIL.
Shall I compare thee to a summer€ps day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
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Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer€s lease hath all too short a date:
Sometimes too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimm«€pd;

And every fair from fair sometime decline,

By chance or nature€ps changing course untrimm«gd;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;

Nor shall death brag thou wander€pst in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou growest:

So long as men can breath or eyes can see,

So long lives this and this gives life to thee.
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William Shakespeare 1564-1616
Orpheus

?or John Fletcher

ORPEHEUS with his lute made trees

And the mountain tops that freeze
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Bow themselves when he did sing :
To his music plants and flowers
Ever sprung; as sun and showers

There had made a lasting spring.

Every thing that heard him play,
Even the billows of the sea,

Hung their heads and then lay by.
In sweet music is such art,

Killing care and grief of heart

Fall asleep, or hearing, die.
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W. Shakespeare

A Consolation

WHEN in disgrace with fortune and men€ps eyes

I all alone beweep my outcast state,
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And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,

And look upon myself, and curse my face,

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Featured like him, like him with friends possest,
Desiring this man@s art, and that man@s scope,

With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,
Haply I think on thee-and then my state,

Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven@s gate;
For thy sweet love remember@d, such wealth brings

That then I scorn to change my state with kings.
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O my Beloved

William Shakespeare
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W. Shakespeare (1564-1616)
O Mistres Mine Where are you Roming?
O Mistres mine where are you roming?
O stay and heare, your true loues coming,
That can sing both high and low.

Trip no further prettie sweeting.
Iourneys end in louers meeting,

Euery wise mans sonne doth know.
what is loue, tis not heereafter,

present mirth, hath present laughter:
What@s to come, is still vnsure.

In delay there lies no plentie,

then come kisse me sweet and twentie:

Youths a stuffe will not endure.

Notes

1} The cloans response to Sir Toby@s request for a love song.
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Emily Dickinson (1830-86)
Success is counted Sweetest
SUCCESS is countes sweetest
By those who neQer 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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Because I Could Not Stop for Death

Because I could not stop for death
He kindly stopped for me
The Carriage held but just Ourselves

And Immortality

We slowly drove € He knew no haste
And I had put away
My labor and my leisure too,

For his Civility

We passed the school, where children strove
At Recess@in the Ring
We passed the fields of Gazing Grain

We passed the setting Sun

Or rather -- He passed us

The Dews drew quivering and chill
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For only Gossamer, my Gown

My Tipper -- only Tulle

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

The Cornice -- in the Ground

Since then -- 'tis Centuries -- and yet
Feels shorter than the Day
I first surmised the Houses' Heads

Were toward Eternity



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

William Blake

SRSV S Do d 2 5ol 5y
S5 5l 331 sy plislo o
SIS (S sl 4y (S0

Sy Iy =9 quMJ > 8 bj

S5 i > (5S AT 02 o p5rms
S5 &gl dipes 5 Olowl 3
Ay (g> 9&9@5&%59U Y
Soo (59 gy 1y S oyli 4y
PS589 (ivg> A dw Jo 90 (sl
SN G (0 (2 sy O
Dgdlgide B3 959 99 4 3 S$y9 JHU
S b i B 0 al oz
Dgion 43538 1 (595!
RFSLCRLC R PRI SEY

9915 2 9l 935508 sus

P> A (5 0wt 7 Jod 9

$2 S 5 5 sl (2 B 5

$S S50 gl 48y (5955 (2

D9, Gq $llsa> 5 (55



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

wgidl o2y (555,5 aiy 3

P> 4 (59 09 JoT 3 duds dow
$908 A (55 L 5l (55 iy o> oS
99355 J gy O LliSy9 590
539055 53 SIS (2 (s OsSwe
wﬁ@lc\“&; > QL@\X: Olsd 2
oo 54 S Glowl 4y gWlgw 03 1o
53925 A 0 5 5 (b (2 2
Sy sl A s S o) (22
295> Olsd s w dlS 2 5>
$2950 Sz pollio 2 S JsSio &y
($2¥ Apg LS 4 (55 iy

S Gh S d S olowl 4
$9>1951 5 (Jo> 59 2 bl 4y
5ilowl 9398 J wly (Ko A 358
S5 S S $ 03 S S asp
St gl b S o p5 2
Sloslhao 3 93U 53 (Fow (2035
$lyg s A5 905 p 4 lg>glis

&S p ) @ aly a0

ax8ed O ol & gus olo 408



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

c\jl:ic\J”.o} %Jﬂ,.& 0d < 9.69)13
aeld 5 S olex w3 S s,
52393 50 b8 (55 A 53

52505 S (Sistn 4 4SS o

P O (S9 pS A 0w (505 A
Sigisd 3 (BS A0y 0y Al
Gl Sy (45 2 59 09 400
Inn sy @l s S Az g
Sl (ssS sol (2 59 23
SRP U S Q0 0 4
William Black

Night

The sun descending in the west,
The evening stare does shine;
The birds are silent in their nest,
And I must seek for mine.

The moon, like a flower,

In heaven@s high bower,

With silent delight,

Sites and smiles on the night.
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Farewell, green fields and happy groves,
Where flocks have took delight,

Where lambs have nibbled, silent moves
The feet of angles bright;

Unseen, they pour blessing,

And joy without ceasing,

On each bud and blossom

And each sleeping bosom.

They look in every thoughtless nest
Where birds are covered warm;
They visit caves of every beast;

To keep them all from harm:

It they see any weeping

That should have been sleeping,
They pour sleep on their head,

And sit down on their bed.

When wolves and tigers howl for prey,
They pitying stand and weep;

Seeking to drive their thirst away,
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And keep them from the sheep.
but, if they rush dreadful,
the angles, most headful,

receive each mild spirit,
New worlds to inherit.
And there the lion's ruddy eyes
Shall flow with tears of gold:
And pitying the tender cries,
And walking round the fold:
Saying: 'Warth by His meekness'
And, by his health, sickness,
Is driven away
From our immortal day.
'And now beside thee, bleating lamb,
I can lie down and sleep,
Or think on him who bore thy name,
Graze after thee, and weep.
For, washed in life's river,
My bright name for ever
Shall shine like the gold,

As I guard o'er the fold.
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William Blake

A Child Song

Piping down the valley wild
Piping songs of pleasant glee

On a cloud I saw a child.
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And he laughing said to me

Pipe a song about a lamb;
So I piped with merry chear,
Piper pipe that song again

So I piped, he wept to hear

Drop thy pipe thy happy pipe
Sing thy songs of happy chear,
So I sung the same again

While he wept with joy to hear

Piper sit thee down and write
In a book that all may read
So he vanish'd from my sight
And pluck'd a hollow reed.
And I made a rural pen,

And I stain'd the water clear,
And I wrote my happy songs

Every child may joy to hear
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The Lamb

Little lamb who made thee
Dost thou know who made thee
Gave thee life & bid thee feed.
By the stream & o'er the mead;
Gave thee clothing of delight,
Softest clothing wooly bright;
Gave thee such a tender voice,
Making all the vales rejoice!
Little lamb who made thee
Dost thou know who made thee
Little lamb I'll tell thee,

Little lamb I'll tell thee!

He is called by thy name,

For he calls himself a lamb:

He is meek & he is mild,

He became a little child:

I a child & thou a lamb,

We are called by his name.
Little lamb God bless thee.

Little lamb God bless thee.
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The Tiger
By William Blake

1757-1827

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?
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And what shoulder and what arm
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,

What dread hand and what dread feet?

What the hummer? What the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? What dread grasp?

Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

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

Did He who made the lamb make thee?

Tiger, tiger, burning bright
In the forests of the night,
What immortal hand or eye

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?
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William Blake

The Sick Rose

O Rose, thou art sick !
The invisible worm

That flies in the night,
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In the howling storm,

Has found out thy bed
Of crimson joy,
And his dark secret love

Does thy life destroy
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William Blake

A Poison Tree

I was angry with my friend:

I told my wrath, my wrath did end.
I was angry with my foe:

I told it not, my wrath did grow.

And I 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;
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In the morning glad I see

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.
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William Blake (1757-1827)

The Garden of Love

I went the garden of love,

And saw what I never had seen:
A Chapel was made in the midst,

Where I used to play on the green.

And the gates of this chapel were shut,
And thou shalt not writ over the door;
So I turn'd to the garden of love,

That so many sweet flowers bore,

And I saw it was filled with graves,
And tomb-stones where flower should be:
And Priests in black gowns were walking their rounds,

And binding with briars my joys and desires.
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Emily Jane Bronte (1818-1848)

The night is darkening round me,

The night is darkening round me,
The wild winds coldly blow;

But a tyrant spell has bound me,
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And I cannot, cannot go.

The giant trees are bending
Their bare boughs weighed with snow;
The storm is fast descending,

And yet I cannot go.

Clouds beyond clouds above me,
Wastes beyond wastes below;
But nothing drear can move me:

I will not, cannot go.
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Emily Jane Bronte (1818-1848)

Plead for me

OH, thy bright eyes must answer now,
When reason with a scornful brow,

Is mocking at my overthrow!

oh, thy sweet tongue must plead for me

And tell why I have chosen thee !

Stern Reason is to judgment come,
Arrayed in all her forms of gloom:
Wilt thou, my advocate, be dumb?

No, radiant angel, speak and say

Why I did cast the world away

Why I have persevered to shun
The common paths that others run;

And on a strange road journeyed on,
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heedless, alike of wealth and power

Of glory's wreath and pleasure's flower.

These, once, indeed, seemed being Divine;
And they, perchance heard vows of mine
And saw my offering on their shrine;

But careless gifts are seldom prized,

And mine were worthily despised.

So, with ready hearth, I swore

To seek their altar-stone no more;
And gave my spirit to adore

thee, ever-present, phantom thing

my slave, my comrade, and my king.

A slave, because I rule thee still;
Incline thee to my changeful will,
And make the influence good or ill:
A comrade, for by day and night

Thou art my intimate delight
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My darling pain that wounds and sears
And wrings a blessing out from tears
By deadening me to earthly cares;

And yet, a king, though Prudence well

Have taught thy subject to rebel.

And am I wrong to worship where

Faith cannot doubt, nor hope despair,
Since my own soul can grant my prayer?
Speak, God of visions, plead for me,

And tell why I have chosen thee !
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Emily Bronte

The prisoner

STILL let my tyrants know, I am not doom to wear

Year after year in gloom and desolate despair;
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A messenger of Hope comes every night to me

And offers for short life, eternal liberty.

He comes with western winds, with evening wandering airs,
With that clear dusk of haven that brings the thickest stars,
Winds take a pensive tone, and stars a tender fire,

And vision rise, and change that kill me with desire.

Desire for nothing known in my maturer years
When joy grew mad with awe, at counting future tears:
when, if my spirit's sky was full of flashes warm,

I knew not whence they came, from sun or thunder-storm.

But first, a hush of peacepa soundless calm descends;
The struggle of distress and fierce impatience ends,
Mute music soothes my breast@unutter'd harmony

That I could never dream, till Earth was lost to me.

Then dawns the invisible; the Unseen its truth reveals;
My outward sense is gone, my inward essence feels;

Its wings are almost free@its home its harbour found,
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Measuring the gulf, it stoops, and dares the final found.

O dreadful is the check@intense the agony
When the ear begins to hear, and the eye begins to see
When the puise begins to throb@the brain to think again

The soul to feel the flesh, and the flesh to feel the chain

Yet I would lose no sting, would wish no torture less;
The more that anguish racks, the earlier it will bless;
And robed in fires of hell, or bright with heavenly shine

If it but herald Death, the vision is divine.
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Emily Bronte

Remembrance

Cold in the earth Q and the deep snow piled above thee

Far, far removed, cold in the dreary grave!
Have I forgot, my only love, to love thee,

Severed at last by Time's all-severing wave?
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Now, when alone, do my thoughts no longer hover
Over the mountains, on that northern shore,
Resting their wings where health and fern leaves cover

Thy noble heart forever, ever more?

Cold in the earth -- and fifteen wild Decembers,
From those brown hills, have melted into spring,
Faithful, indeed, is the spirit that remembers

After such years of change and suffering!

Sweet love of youth, forgive, if I forgot thee,
While the world's tide is bearing me along;
Other desires and other hopes beset me,

Hopes which obscure, but cannot do thee wrong!

No later light has lightened up my heaven,
No second morn has ever shone for me,
All my life's bliss from thy dear life was given,

All my life's bliss is in the grave with thee.

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

strengthened, and fed without the aid of joy.

Then did I check the tears of useless passion
Weaned my young soul from yearning after thine;
Sternly denied its burning wish to hasten

Down to that tomb already more than mine.

And, even yet, I dare not let it languish
Dare not indulge in memory@s rapturous pain;
Once drinking deep of that divinest anguish,

How could I seek the empty world again?
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Emily Bronte

No Coward Soul Is Mine

No coward soul is mine,

No trembler in the world's storm-troubled sphere:
I see heaven@s glories shine,

And faith shines equal, arming me from fear.
O God within my breast,

Almighty ever present Deity!

Life that in has rest,

As 1 € undying life -- have power in thee!

Vain are the thousand creeds
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That move men€@s hearts: unutterably vain;
Worthless as withered weeds,

Or idlest froth amid the boundless main.

To waken doubt in one
Holding so fast by thine infinity:
So surely anchored on

The steadfast rock of immortality.

With wide-embracing love
Thy spirit animates eternal years,
Pervades and broods above,

changes, sustains, dissolves, creates and rears.

Though earth and man were gone,
And suns and universes ceased to be,
And thou wert left alone

Every existence would exist in thee.

There is not room for death

Nor atom that his might could render void:
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Thou -- thou art being and breath,

And what thou art may never be destroyed.
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A Psalm of Life

Tell me not in mournful numbers,

Life is but an empty dream!
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For the soul is dead that slumbers,

And things are not what they seem.

Life is real! Lift is earnest!
And the grave is not its goal;
Dust thou are, to dust thou returnest,

Was not spoken of the soul.

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way;
But act, that each tomorrow

Find us farther than today.

Art is long, and time is fleeting,
And our hearts, though stout and brave,
Still, like muffled drums, are beating

Funeral marches to the grave.

In the world's board field of battle,
In the bivouac of life,

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

Trust no future, howe're pleasant!
Let the dead Past bury its dead!
Act,-act in the living Present!

Heart within, and God o'erhead!

Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,
and, departing, leave behind us

footprints on the sand of time;

footprints, that perhaps onother,
sailing o'er life's solemn main
A forlorn and shipwreked brother

Seeing, shall take heart again.

Lets us then be up and doing
With a heart for any fate;
Still achieving, still pursuing,

Learn to labor and to wait.
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Henry Wadsworth Londfellow
Changed

From the outskirts of the town
Where of old the mile-stone stood.
Now a stranger, looking down

I behold the shadowy crown

Of the dark and haunted wood.

Is it changed, or am I changed?

Ah! the oaks are fresh and green,
But the friends with whom h ranged
Through their thickets are estranged

By the years that intervene

Bright as ever flows the sea!
Bright as ever shine the sun

But alas! They seem to me
Not the sun that used to be,

Not the tides that used to run.
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Henry Wadsworth Londfellow

The Castle-Builder

A gentle boy, with soft and silken locks
A dream boy, with brown and tender eyes,
A castle-builder, with his wooden blocks,

And towers that touch imaginary skies.

A fearless rider on his father's knee

An eager listener unto stories told
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At the round Table of the nursery

Of heroes and adventures manifold.

There will be other towers for thee to build;
Where will be other steeds for thee to ride;
There will be other legends, and all filled,

With greater marvels and more glorified.

Build on, and make thy castles high and fair,
Rising and reaching upwards to the skies;
Listen to voices in the upper air,

Nor lose thy simple faith in mysteries.
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Henry Wadsworth Londfellow

Loss and Gain

WHEN I compare

What I have lost with what I have gained,
What I have missed with what I attained,

Little room do I find for pride.
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I am aware
How many days have been idly spent,
How like an arrow the good intent

Has fallen short or been turned aside.

But who shall dare
To measure loss and gain in this wise?
Defeat may be victory in disguise;

The lowest ebb is the turn of the tide.
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Henry Wadsworth Londfellow

A Day of Sunshine

O gift of God! O perfect day:

Whereon shall no man work, but play;
Whereon it is enough for me

Not to be doing, but to be!

Through every fibre of my brain,
Through every nerve, through every vein,
I feel the electric trill, the touch

Of life, that seems almost too much.
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I hear the wind among the trees
Playing celestial symphonies;
I see the branches downward bent,

Like keys of some great instrument.

And over me unrolls on high
The splendid scenery of the sky
Where though a sapphire sea the sun

Sails like a golden galleon,

Towards yonder cloud-land in the West.
Towards yonder islands of the Blest,
Whose steep sierra fat uplifts

Its craggy summits white with drifts.

Blow, winds! And waft through all the rooms
The slow-flakes of the cherry-blooms!
Blow, winds! And bend within my reach

The fiery blossoms of the peach!
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O life and love! O happy throng
Of thoughts, whose only speech is song!
O heart of man! canst thou not be

Blithe as the air is, and as free?
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Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

The Day is Done

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 pain;
And resemble 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,
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And banish the thoughts of day.

Not from the grand old masters,
Not from the brads sublimes
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 tonight 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.
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Such songs have a power to quiet
The restless pulse of care
And comes like the benediction

That follow after prayer

Then read from the treasured volume
The poem of the 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.



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

439 43)&

Paul Laurence Dunbar 1872 01906

wly &ily Jlo s o> 5 9 535
S GO s b gl sl 2
M,gébﬂé)w;%g&dlfﬁgl

TS D F9023 18 (oo S A

S5l 3 Loj Ao (55 b il
53555 3 Loj 6,00 09 Ao 4y J5
2395 w03k by o apds (o ygnw S
99330 A (> Ll agane s S
S s53 aixliay (2 0lS (o
ot 2 4 953 9595 (w5
ofgwxddkbbl%ggc\}
Ujd.g..w)c\}))s'«l%b?gélg)éc\)
WgdiSsu Jy5> 09 2 55 2 oS
Wgilowl J 5 4 (a8 2 % o
Sa> shbe 25959 2 Y
WS gu UL s> 52 Y (2 Jus]

Dgml 93 09 Glg)y 59 5 A 4 5



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

A 09 (5 5 g 5539 (o S
09 03w 53 93 (lsy ys) p Lo o
Gole b3 JsS 2 e
S5k 99 Gl 0 (2 S o)
SsHl as> Al 5 (2 Glera

Sy ads suin > 9 Hlwgd g0
o Bss o> o S 7S 4 2
Wb oy s adsS (i > 9)ls¢
Sy W slsbs g9 i Y

S liouisd odzxyy 0 (suy s
gaowigzsyggoooaﬁg

4 (DU 03 5 (5)55 A (550

S Ol (2 US54y o139

Sl 5 old 4 251 0
Gh] 523 (2 9deg 4y 58958

09 O3 (2 03l9d il 59
ol 59 9 SR (2 dsd
;Qldd}c\.l%,gol;i;.gg%,@l)
SOlossd nSes pabany

hwsly 5 lo 3 (2 J 5 oY



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

F95% 2 polhe s zlis i Loj

09 dpd Asd wgl| k“,Jls )9 LoB

09 dol> dipus diuglis & 4y 3ST1o o
G 593 i 2 o2 5l o o2
Slo by 3 52.0)190 (5 ord @y
S22 IS g 2 T elS
S5 (255 plland > Se s o

S5 9 55 s g0 4 alal> (>
§2|9§ wlas> das 3 ol lwgys s
S bl 43,0 Agyg (55 i o>
S abid 050 4y (55 Wigh 51 S 50
Sk &ly (wy ULzl LS
SRS ol e ady

Asysd o o1 S doiyg (20
ag3ll 3L ,8 (2 sl (2 6

dgoluil (Byss (2 7 pi9 2 0
D93y3 (2 & Jop5 posy 0

s indys b zle » L oSS
Sk (2 7 A ab psllio s

29 polho asd > o3 1, 0

FuFostle pl pas



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

St oo 2 o 2 eis 2B 2
Sley gamgd 8 2 K 4y o

S 9991 &3 o9 05 (2 T9y polhre
S 9Ty 2N S0 gl

S0 AR (§O o o S T L)
S0 595 s JB ads Lz oLy
gwdobygdgpd?&o%

SR T S By A o A 02
S92 $9lrd sk o 2 Loj
Sl el o (5 A Loj S

& G Loy osm Iy of asllao o

S O 0 &9 S¥sS (i o A Ay
Paul Laurence Dunbar (1872 € 1906)

The haunted Oak

Pray why are so bare, so bare,

Oh, bough of the old oak-tree,

And why, when I go through the shade you throw,

Runs a shudder over me?

My leaves were green as the best, I trow
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And sap ran free in my veins,
But I say in the moonlight dim and weird

A guiltless victim's pains.

They'd charged him with the old, old crime,
And set him fast in jail:
Oh, why does the dog howl all night long,

And why does the night wind wail?

He prayed his prayer and he swore his oath,
And he raised his hand to the sky;
But the beat of hoofs smote on his ear,

And the steady tread drew night.

Who is it rides by night, by night,
Over the moonlit road?
And what is the spur that keeps the pace,

What is the galling goad?

And now they beat at the prison door,

QHO, keeper, do not stay!
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We are friends of him whom you hold within,

And we fain would take him away

€©From those who ride fast on our heels
With mind to do him wrong,
They have no care for his innocence

And the rope they bear is longQ

They have fooled the jailer with lying words,
They have fooled the man with lies,
The bolts unbar, the locker are drawn,

And the great door open flies.

Now they have taken him from the jail,
And hard and fast they ride,
And the leader laughs low down no his throat,

As they halt my trunk beside.

Oh, the judge he wore a mask of black,

And the doctor one of white,

And the minister, with his oldest son,
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Was curiously bedight.

Oh, foolish man, why weep you now?
€ Tis but a little space,
And the time will come when these shall dread

The mem'ry of your face.

I feel the rope against my bark,
And the weight of him in my grain,
I feel in the throe of his final woe

The touch of my own last pain.

And never more shall leaves come forth
On the bough that bears the ban;
I am burned with dread, I an dried and dead,

From the curse of a guiltless man.

And ever the judge rides by, rides by,
And goes to hunt the deer,
And ever another rides his soul

In the guise of a mortal fear.
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And ever the man he rides me hard,
And never a night stays he;
For I feel his curse as a haunted bough,

On the trunk of a haunted tree.
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Paul Laurence Dunbar (1872-1906)

Ships that Pass in the Night

Out in the sky the great dark clouds art massing;
I look far out into the pregnant night,
Where I can hear the solemn booming gun

And catch the gleaming of random light,

That tells me that the ship I seek is passing, passing.

My tearful eyes my soul's deep hurt are glassing;
For I would hail and check that ship of ships,
I stretch my hands imploring, cry aloud,

My voice falls dead a foot from mine own lips,

And but its ghost doth reach that vessel, passing, passing.

O Earth, O Sky, O Ocean, both surpassing,
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O heart of mine, O soul that dreads the dark!
Is there no hope for me? Is there no way
That I may sight and check that speeding bark

Which out of sight and sound is passing, passing?
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Paul Laurence Dunbar

Come and Kiss me Sweet and Twenty
APPLE blossoms falling o'er thee,

And the month is May

Laden bows bend low before thee,

With their gentle sway;

Look you where the thrush is swinging
How his melody is ringing

As he sings my heart is singing

Come and kiss me sweet and twenty

Love blooms out with flowers anlenty
Love me, love me without reason

Kiss me, now's the kissing season,

White your cheek is as the blooms are,

Sweet your breath as perfumes are,
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100

Is this dolce far niente

Come and kiss me sweet and twenty

Love is at thy window suing,

All the €) long day,

Stay and listen to my wooing,

Life shall all be May.

Love like mine can falter never
Naught from thee my heart can sever
And my song shall be forever

Come and kiss me sweet and twenty,
Love blooms out with flowers a - plenty,
Love me, love me without reason,
Kiss me, now's the kissing season,
White your check is as the blooms are,
Sweet your breath as perfumes are,

Is this dolce far niente,

Come and kiss me sweet and twenty.
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Amy levy (1861 € 1889)

Epitaph (on a commonplace Person Who Died in Bed)
This is the end of him, here he lies,

The dust is his throat, the worm is his eyes,
The mould in his mouth, the turf on his breast;
This is the end of him, this is best

He will never lie on his couch away,

Wide-eyed, tearless, till dim daybreak,

Never again will he smile and smile

When his heart is breaking all the while

He will never stretch out his hands in vain
Groping and groping Q never again

Never ask for bread, get a stone instead

Never pretend that the stone is bread

Never sway and sway 'twixt the false and true,
Weighing and noting the long hours through

Never ache and ache with chok'd-up sighs;



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

This is the end of him, here he lies.
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David Herbert Lawrence (1885-1930)

Snake

A snake came to my water-trough

On a hot, hot day, and I in pyjamas for the heat

To drink there.

In the deep, strange-scented shade of the great dark

I came down the steps with my pitcher

And must wait, must stand and wait, for there he was at the trough before me.

He reached down from a fissure in the earth-wall in the gloom

And trailed his yellow-brown slackness soft-bellied down, over the edge of the stone trough

Download from: ketabton.com

And rested his throat upon the stone bottom

And where the water had dripped from the tap, in a small clearness,

Silently.
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Someone was before me at my water-trough,

And I, like a second comer, waiting

He lifted his head from his drinking as cattle do,

And looked at me vaguely, as drinking cattle do,

And flickered his two-forked tongue from his lips, and mused a moment.
And stooped and drunk an little more,

Being earth-brown, earth-golden from the burning bowels of the earth

On the day of Sicilian July, with Etna smoking.

The voice of my education said to me
He must be killed,

For in Sicily the black, black snakes are innocent, the gold are venomous.

And voices in me said, if you were a man

You would take a stick and break him now, and finish him off.

But must I confess how I liked him,
How glad I was he had come like a guest in quiet, to drink at my water-trough

And depart peaceful, pacified and thankless,
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Into the burning bowels of this eargh?

Was it cowardice, that I dared not kill him?
Was it perversity, that I longed to talk to him?
Was it humility, to feel so honoured?

I felt so honoured.

And yet those voices:

If you were not afraid you would kill him!

And truly I was afraid, I was most afraid,
But even so, honoured still more
That he should seek my hospitality

From out the dark door of the secret earth

He drank enough

And lifted his head, dreamily, dreamily, as one who has drunken,
And flickered his tongue like a forked night the air, so black,
Seeming to lick his lips

And looked around like a god, unseeing, into the air,

And slowly turned his head,
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And slowly very slowly as if thrice adream,
Proceeded to draw his slow length curving round

And climb again the broken bank of my wall-face.

And as he put his head into that dreadful hole

And as he slowly drew up, snake-easing his shoulders, and entered farther,

A sort of horror, a sort of protest his withdrawing into that horrid black hole,
Deliberately going into the blackness, and slowly drawing himself after,

Overcame me now his back was turned.

L look round, I put down my pitcher,
I picked up a clumsy log

And threw it at the water-trough with a clatter.

I think it did not hit him,

But suddenly that part of him that was left behind convulsed in undignified haste,
Writhed like lightning, and was gone

Into the black hole, the earth-lipped fissure in the wall-front,

At which in the intense still noon, I stared with fascination.

And immediately I regretted it.
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I thought how paltry, how vulgar, what a mean act!

I despised myself and the voices of my accused human education.

And I thought of the albatross

And I wished he would come back, my snake.

For he seemed to me again like a king,

Like a king in exile, uncrowned in the underworld,

Now due to be crowed again.

And so, I missed my chance my chance with one the lords Of life

And I have something to expiate; A pettiness.
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Philip Freneau

To a Honey Bee

THOU, born to sip the lake or spring,
Or quaff the waters of the stream,
Why hither come, on vagrant wing?
Does Bacchus tempting seem--

Did he for you this glass prepare?

Will I admit you to share?

Did storms harass or foes perplex,
Did wasps or king-birds bring dismay
Did wars distress, or labors vex,

Or did you miss your way?

A better seat you could not take.
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Welcome ! I hail you to my glass:
All welcome here you find

Here let the cloud of trouble pass
Here be all care resigned

This fluid never fails to please

And drown the griefs of men or bees

What force you her we cannot know,
And you will scarcely tell,

But cheery we would have you go
And bid a glad farewell:

On lighter wings we bid fly,

Your dart will now all foes defy

Yet take not, oh! To deep a drink

And in this ocean die;

Here bigger bees than you might sink
Even bees full six feet high

Like Pharaoh, then, you would be said

To perish in a sea of red.
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Do as you please, your will is mine

Enjoy it without fear,

And your grave will be this glass of wine,
Your epitaph-a tear,

Go, take your seat in Charon€ps boat

We @Il tell the hive, you died afloat.
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John Donne (1573-1631)

Death

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

For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.
From rest and sleep, which but the picture be

Much pleasure than from thee much more most flow;
And soonest our best men with thee do go

Rest of their bones and soul's delivery!

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

And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well
And better than the stroke, why swell'st thou then?
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,

And Death shall be no more: Death thou shalt die!
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John Donne (1573-1631)

Daybreak

STAY, O sweet and do not rise!
The light that shines comes from thine eyes;
The day breaks not: it is my heart,
Because you and I must part.
Stay! Or else my joys will die

And perish in their infancy.
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Hartley Coleridge (1796 -1849)

Early Death
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SHE pass'd away like morning dew
Before the sun was high
So brief her time, she scarcely knew

The meaning of a sigh

As round the rose is soft perfume
Sweet love around her floated
Admired she grew-while mortal doom

Crept on, unfear'd, unnoted

Love was her guardian Angel here;
But love to death resign'd her;
Tho'Love was kind, why should we fear

But holy Death is kinder?
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John Fletcher 1579 © 1625

Sleep

COME, Sleep, and with the sweet deceiving
Lock me in delight awhile

Let some pleasing dreams beguile

All my fancies; than from thence
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I may feel an influence

All my powers of care bereaving!

Though but a shadow, but a sliding
Let me know some little joy!

We that suffer long annoy

Are contented with thought
Through an idle fancy wrought:

O let my joys have some abiding!
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Edmond Spenser

One Day I Wrote Her Name

One day I wrote her name upon the strand
But came the waves and washed it away
Again I wrote it with a second hand,

But came the tide and made my pains his prey.

€)Vain man, € said she: €pthat dost in vain essay

A mortal thing so to immortalize
For I myself shall like to this decay,
And eke my name be wiped out likewiseQ

©not so,Q quoth I, Qlet baser things devise
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To lie in dust, but you shall live by fame

My verse your virtues rare shall eternize

And in the heaven write you glorious name,
Where whenas Death shall all the world subdue

Our love shall live, and later life renew.€p
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William Allingham (1824 € 1889)
Half-waking

I thought it was the little bed

I slept in long ago

A straight white curtain at the head
And two smooth knobs below.

I thought I saw the nursery fire
And in a chair well-known

My mother sat and did not tire
With reading all alone.

If I should make the slightest sound
To show that I am awake,

She'd ries, and lap the blankets round
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My pillow softly shake;

Kiss me, and turn my face to see

The shadow on the wall,

And then sing Rousseau's Dream to me
Till fast asleep I fall

But this is not my little bed,

That time is far away

With strangers now I live instead,

From dreary day to day.
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Alfred Lord Tennyson (1809 - 1892)

The Higher Pantheism

The sun, the moon, the stars, the seas, the hills, and the plains,

Are not these, O Soul, the vision of Him who reigns?

Is not the vision He? Tho He be not that which He seems?

Dreams are true while they last, and do we not live in dreams?

Earth, these solid stars, this weight of body and limb,

Are they not sign and symbol of thy division from Him?

Dark is the world to thee: thyself art the reason why@

For is he not all but thou, that hast power to feel QI am IQ?

Glory about thee, without thee, and thou fulfillest thy doom,

Making Him broken gleams, and a stifled splendour and gloom.

Speak to Him thou for He hears, and Spirit with Spirit can meet-
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Closer is He than breathing, and nearer than hands and feet.

God is law, say the wise, O Soul, and let us rejoice

For if He thunder by law the thunder is yet His voice.

Law is God, say some: no God at all, say the fool,

For all we have power to see is a straight staff bent in a pool,

And the ear of man cannot hear, and the eye of man cannot see;

But if we could see and hear, this Vision €p were it not he?
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Footsteps of Angels

When the hours of Day are numbered,
And the voices of the Nights

Wake the better soul, that slumbered

To a holy, calm delight.

Ere the evening lamps are lighted,
And, like phantoms grim and tall
shadows from the fitful firelight

Dance upon the parlor wall

Then the forms of the departed
Enter at the open door
The beloved, the true-hearted,

Come to visit me once more;

He, the young and strong, who cherished
Noble longing for the strife,
By the roadside fell and perished,

Weary with the march of life!
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They, the holy ones and weakly
Who the cross of suffering bore
Folded their pale hands so meekly

Spake with us on earth no more!

And with them the being beauteous
Who unto my youth was given
More than all things else to love me

And is now a saint in heaven

With a slow and noiseless footstep
Comes that messenger divine,
Takes the vacant chair beside me,

Lays her gentle hand in mine

And she sits and gazes at me
With those deep and tender eyes,
Like the stars, so still and saint-like,

Looking downward from the skies

Uttered not, yet comprehended,
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Is the spirit's voiceless prayer
Soft rebukes, in blessings ended

Breathing from her lips of air,

Oh, though oft depressed and lonely
All my fears are laid aside,
If I but remember only

Such as these have lived and died!
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A. E. Houseman (1859 - 1936)

Along the field as we came by

Along the field as we came by

A year ago, my love and I,

The aspen over stile and stone

Was talking to itself alone

OOh who are these that kiss and pass?
A country lover and his lass;

Tow lovers looking to be wed,;

And time shall put them both to bed,
But she shall lie with earth above

And he beside another loveQ.

And sure enough beneath the tree
There walks another love with me
And overhead the aspen heaves
Its rainy-sounding silver leaves;
And I spell nothing in their stir,

But now perhaps they speak to her
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And plain for her to understand
They talk about a time at hand
When I shall sleep with clover clad,

And she beside another lad.
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Man
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I KNOW my soul hath power to know all things
Yet she is blind and ignorant in all;
I know I'm one of Nature's little kings

Yet to the least and vilest things am thrall

I know my life's pain and but a span
I know my sense is mock'd in everything
And, to conclude, I know myself a Man

Which is a proud and yet wretched thing.

Download from: ketabton.com



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

147

02 Sow 090 S yo 4y (2

Helen Hoyt

sy 02 S0 4y (7 asd o

Ss 02 029 (2 2 SR T

03 dudo 0, (yigh & &l S aily
e e

S ngozlc\j”.é){ggfl,gocu’
3 olsk (53 dhytod 5 55 )
oIS S i il g3yl a3

$9 OS> (S3mes (53 Ju3b
a2y 2 S0 4 7 s o

S il S s o S
S 28 &y Aol dig3 (s
F39ily G S8 oS 583
S5 &1y s o (518 50
SRS Ay o ol (Bs wnrs 2
sy o2 S re &y o s o

G (2 o o0 SN b 2
JS Olisgy (2 wisznsS o)l 03 5 Loj

J&g;ﬁbwwW|ﬁ



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

148

S $52lsd 5 5 by 5ol b Lo
Ghiculy 58 S o ailo (9uigs 1o

Helen Hoyt

Since I Have Felt the Sense of Death
SINCE I have felt the sense of death
Since I have borne its dread, its fear
Oh, how my life has grown more dear
Since I have felt the sense of death
Sorrows are good, and cares are small,

Since I have known the loss of all.

Since I have felt the sense of death
And death forever at my side

Oh, how the world has opened wide
Since I have felt the sense of death!
My hours are jewels that I spend,

For I have seen the hours end.

Since I have felt the sense of death,
Since I have looked on that black night

My inmost brain is fierce with light
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Since I have felt the sense of death
O dark, that made my eyes to see

O death, that gave my life to me!
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Barnabe Googe

Of Money

Give money me, take friendship whoso list
For friends are gone, come once adversity,
When money yet remaineth safe in chest
That quickly can thee bring from misery

Fair face show friends when riches do abound;
Come time of proof, farewell, they must away
Believe me well, they are not to be found

If God but send thee once a lowering day.
Gold never starts aside, but in distress,

Finds away enough to ease thine heaviness.
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Nirvana

COULD my heart but see Creation as God sees it,- from within;
See His grace behind its beauty, see his well behind its force;
See the flame of life shoot upward when the April days begin,;

See the wave of life rush outward from its pure eternal source;

Could I see the summer sunrise glow Godés transcendent hope;
See His peace upon the waters in the moonlit summer night;
See Him nearer still when, behind, in the depths of gloom I grope

See the darkness flash and quiver with the gladness of His light

Could I see the red-hot passion of His love resistless burn

Through the dumb despair of winter, through the frozen lifeless cold;

Could I see what lies around me as God sees it, I should learn

That its outward life is nothing, that its inward life is God

Vain the dream! To spirit only is the spirit-life revealed:
God alone can see God€ps glory: God alone can feel God€ps love.
By myself the soul of Nature from myself is still concealed;

And the earth is still around me, and the skies are still above.
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Vain the dream! I cannot mingle with the all €) sustaining soul;
I am prisoned in my senses; I am pinioned my pride;
I am severed by my selfhood from the world-life of the Whole,

And my world is near and narrow, and God€ps world is waste and wide.

Vain the dream! Yet in the morning, when the eastern skies are red,
When the dew is on the meadows, when the lark soars up and sings,
Leaps a sudden flame within me from its ashes pale and dead,

And I see God@s beauty burning through the veil of outward things.

Brighter grows the veil and cleaner, till, beyond all fear and doubt,
I am ravished by God€@ps splendour into oneness with His rest;
And I draw the world within me, and I send my soul without;

And God@s pulse is in my bosom, and lie upon God@s breast.

Dies the beatific vision in the moment of its birth;
dies, but in its death transfigures all the sequence of my days,
Dies, but dying crowns with triumph all the travail of the earth,

Till its harsh discordant murmurs swell into a psalm of praise.
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Then a yearning comes upon me to be drawn at last by death
Drawn into the mystic circle in which all things live and move,
Drawn into the mystic circle of the love which is God€ps breath

Love creative, love receptive love of loving, love of love.

God! The one, the All of Being! Let lose my life in thine;
Let me be what Thou hast made me, be a quiver of Thy flame.
Purge my self from selfOs pollution; burn it into life divine;

Burn it till it dies triumphant in the firespring whence it came.
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Alexander Pope (1688 €p 1744)

Solitude

Happy the man, whose wish and care

A few paternal acres bound,

Content to breath his native air

In his own ground.

Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread,
Whose flocks supply him with attire,
Whose trees in summer yield him shade,

In winter, fire.

Blest, who can unconcernedly find
hours, days, and years slide soft away
in health of body, peace of mind,

Quiet by day
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sound sleep by night, study and ease
together mixed, sweet recreation
and innocence which most does please

With meditation

Thus let me live unseen, unknown;
Thus unlamented let me die
Steal from the world, and not a stone

Tell where I lie.
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Thomas Carlyle (1795 €p 1881)

Cui Bono

What is hope? A smiling rainbow
Children follow through the wet

Tis not here, still yonder, yonder:

Never urchin found it yet.
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What is life? A thawing iceboard
On a sea with sunny shore
Gay we sail; it melts beneath us

We are sunk, and seen no more.

What is man? A foolish baby
Vainly strives, and fights, and frets;
Demanding all, deserving nothing

One small grave is what he gets.
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George Gordon Byron

So, we'll go no more a roving

So, we'll go no more a roving

so late into the night

Though the heart be still a loving

And the moon be still as bright

For the sword outwears its sheath,
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And the soul wears out the breast,
And the hearth must pause to breath,
And love itself have rest.

Though the night was made for loving
And the day returns too soon

Yet 'll go no more roving

By the light of the moon.
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The Unfading Beauty
He that loves a rosy cheek
Or a coral lip admires,
Of from star-like eyes doth seek
Fuel to maintain his fires

As old Time makes these decay,



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

So his flames must waste away.
But a smooth and steadfast mind
Gentle though and calm desire
Hearts with equal love combined,
Kindle never-dying fires.

Where these are not, I despise

Lovely cheeks of lips or eyes.
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Wilfrid Scawen blunt. b. 1840

The Tow highwaymen

I long have had a quarrel set with Time
Because he robb'd me. Every day of life
Was wrested from me after bitter strife;
I never yet could see the sun go down
But I was angry in my heart, nor hear
The leaves fall in the wind without a tear

Over the dying summer. H have known

No truce with time not Time@s accomplice, Death.

The fair world is the witness of a crime
Repeated every hour. For life and breath
Are sweet to all who live; and bitterly
The voice of these robbers of the heath

Sound in each ear and chill the passer-by
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What have we done to Death that we must die?
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Battle
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THEY ask me where I €pve been,
And what 1€pve done and seen
But what can I reply

Who know it wasn@t I

But someone, just like me,

Who went across the sea

And with my head and hands
Slew men in foreign lands 0
Though I must bear the blame

Because he bore my name.
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Robert Frost

Wind and Window Flower
lovers, forget your love,
And list to the love of these
She a window flower

And he a winter breeze.

When the frosty window veil

Was melted down at noon
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And the caged yellow bird

Hung over her in tune.

He marked her through the pane,
He could not help but mark
And only passed her by

To come again at dark.

He was a winter wind
Concerned with ice and snow
Dead weeds and unmated birds,

And little of love could know.

But he sighed upon the still,
He gave the sash a shake,
As witness all within

Who lay that night awake.

Perchance he half prevailed
To win her for the flight

From the firelit looking-glass
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And warm stove-window light

But the flower leaned aside
And thought of naught to say,
And morning found the breeze

A hundred miles away.



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

177

o S &

Ji;*i)i uMU

SIS s some o 0 S o 4 50 52
SYlsS 02 as 9l sly (Sgpds 0 o SIS 3
Ugod 0)bd H9dis3 o Lw 3l>ly 0 9y 2 >
WgiBg 0yl5 podly (5w pus a> A >

0 ($2198 9Kl 3 2 (53 S S 0 2
o SPB ek ol Wigidg 5 e skl
P>y A Junid 9559 9 boj (sysam S

P97355 1 sxe 8 oy ($399 wly Ol 4y gl

sl (1655 pleas Jow o5 5w S (S oy 092 4y
dsr93 0gls> (b Jom 53 0,8 5 (Jls> o

Jow gy 09 5o 7 9890 4 b Caod

+€

Jow (bl 9359 973 8 (o yg b posin (2 b
05 034 o psd 0bs 0 55 93l (2 sS4y Lo
05 ol (7 4 0p5 afd o i 59l oo S e

P S5 S Ao dad o Igkogblo )5S aan
P o 5 0,559 1 393k & 93l
¢6309§9x@09ouw|¢@59%

o SIS s Ay 5 iz 4y S

Download from: ketabton.com



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

178

g 58 $990L A (9w AT (s 2 Jod

M 50 (530 T 0 02 D52 5 Obs s34
S Oy 49,8 Joi Wig3 8 s Ko gw o Bu> 2
SO Olow! J swi¥ (> a3 Ao A oy i oy @
Pisd Ao (5 ) auubily> £ d o)

$93¥gl (:bT.) a9 dly a8y 3ll 2

NE X

SIS S 5 9w o 1 S Lo 4 () ez
¥ty 2 ki (2 sl Sspd 52 (0 S 55l
SO Gl o2 by 02 (5 &y Winf (5 e 500
éow&)x&qo@&godg(@daaw(@
S (5 Sadt e (53 5B &y diyg KL

S o9 Swvgl psllao 8 58 &y 0B ol s oI >

SO Sl 15 (69 £ 950 Jsd (58 Sy 00 sy
S ps5 52 52 e85 el s s
PS5 5 503 & 7 45080 o aby 2
P25 T N 1590 9959) Froimmd O
$ap3U 4y 5 5 05 08 (golil 08 s> I
SYLB S Sly s ool 0 S o 4y s W
19 s ) 52 2 S 18355 4 (o

Sl9 593 A &y o 93k 2 MW 39 4y ayeS



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

179

S sl AN S0 2 Sl 05l o el I
Sl 098 93 lod (S ol 4y gigtiod o

X X X

Y35 ly sopm ol 0 S o 4y () Al
¥ty 2l (2 sl Sspd 52 0 S 5 5l
ybwloggd&&godé,gé,g

Plwgd 8 S A 4 99555 S by oy

S AR 2 5980 S s 4
R e R Lk
SIS 51 58 2k SN > 55 b 2
Siskew Al (59 4 0, sigul & (59 hduwd 2

X X X

SIS S sy ssmm ol 1 S Lo 4 (s ) s
S5y (2 sk (2 sl Ssads 0 0 SB35l
91395 8 5 Obs 4y (S s> & (s, (s
$lusy e il ald (9 43 sl s Jy 2 A
ek 3 5 08 358 53 (593555 (55 Oble @5
sabod s atins &l (55 Ll s 53

$9 I 5ille 8 955185 8 $3ler &

59 1o 4 0 &S0 (g sl G Ol

S 99855 elS & (g9 s &5 Jg U



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

180

S225% 0 i A (2 523815 59 555 JI>
s> 3 shiey s diloy 59 Jsb 0
ggua%s;”ac\s,glw@aa&&

Dglioms a8 (lgy 43 (59 5291 O Aigusy &
WSS i g (S s p¥5 (29 )e

S #S Aygy axisd & 5ol i8S & g S
Sl 2 59 ol sow 9l 5K8 (59 e i
S 9] (S8 & Gludl azg (59 Aoz (e liss o
SHn> o o2 B 5l (55 0L 0)55 1535l

S ol 55 S oL (59 Shgel> (59 ank aln
S Olowl 1 (5 al5 ol (5t B9 435SS yius
Sl 02 85 5 uals 3BLSH 3 g o

PP I R TRENTE SR Ve R VRgRIN I
1y 45 95 3ll 53 sl 5 AissS aan

F936 595 390 5989 pr A N &

Powd dy > Ay o Ludig 09 ( udls>
S35l 3 (355 s1u> (5, pludl (2ls 431,
Thomas Pringle (1789 €p 1834)

Afar in the Desert

Afar in the desert I love to ride,

With the silent Bush-boy alone by my side:
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When the sorrows of life the soul o'ercast

And sick of the Present, I cling to the Past

When the eye is suffused with regretful tears
From the fond recollections of former years

And shadows of things that have long since fled
Flit over the brain like the ghosts of the dead:
Bright visions of glory that vanish too soon
Day-dreams -- that departed ere manhood's noon
Attachments -- by fate or by falsehood reft
Companions of early days lost or left:

And my Native Land 0 whose magical name
Thrills to the heart like electric flame:

The home of my childhood the haunt of my prime
All the passions and scenes of that rapturous time
When the feeling were young and the world was new.
Like the fresh bowers of Eden unfolding to view
All -- all now forsaken €p forgotten €p forgotten
And I € an lone exile remembered of none

My high aims abandoned my good acts undone
Aweary of all that is under the sun

With that sadness of heart which no stranger may scan
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A fly to the Desert after from man!

Afar in the desert I love to ride,

With the silent Bush-boy alone by my side:

When the wild turmoil of this wearisome life

With its scenes of oppression, corruption and strife
The proud man€ps frown, and the base man@s fear
The scorner€ps laugh and the sufferergps tear

And malice and meanness and falsehood, and folly,
Dispose me to musing and dark melancholy;

When my bosom is full and my thoughts are high
And my soul is sick with the bondman€ps sigh

Oh ! then there is freedom and joy, and pride

Afar the Desert alone to ride!

There is rapture to vault on the champing steed
And to bound away with the eagle@s speed

With the death-fraught firelock in my hand

The only law of the Desert Land!

Afar in the desert I love to ride,

With the silent Bush-boy alone by my side:
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Away 0 away from the dwellings of men

By the wild deer€ps haunt, by the buffalo@s glen

By valleys remote where the oribi plays

Where the gnu the gazelle and the hartebeest graze
And the kudu and eland unhunted recline

By the skirts of grey forests errhung with wild-vine;
Where the elephant browses at peace in his wood

And the river-horse gambols unscared in the flood,
And the mighty rhinoceros wallows at will

In the fen where the wilds-ass is drinking his fill.

Afar in the desert I love to ride,

With the silent Bush-boy alone by my side:

Oéer the brown Karroo, where the bleating cry
Of the springbok@s fawn sounds plaintively;

And the timorous quagga@s shrill whistling neigh
Is heard by the fountain at twilight grey,

Where the zebra wantonly tosses his mane.

With wild hoof scouring the desolate plain

And the fleet-footed ostrich over the waste

Hying away to the home of her rest



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

184

Where she and her mate have scooped their nest
For hid from the pitiless plunderer@s view

In the pathless depths of the parched Karroo.

Afar in the desert I love to ride,

With the silent Bush-boy alone by my side:
Away € away in the Wilderness vast:

Where the White Man€ps foot hath never passed
And the quivered Coranna or Bechuan

Hath rarely crossed with his roving clan

A region of emptiness, howling and drear
Which the snake and the lizard inhabit alone
With the twilight bat from the yawning stone
Where grass nor herb nor shrub takes root
Save poisonous thorns that pierce the foot,
And the bitter-melon, for food and drink

Is the pilgrim@s fare by the salt laker brink
A region of drought, where no river glides

Nor rippling brook with osiered sides:

Where sedgy pool, nor bubbling fount,

Nor tree, nor cloud, nor misty mount.
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Appears to refresh the aching eye:
But the barren earth, and the burning sky
And the black horizon, round and round

Spread 0 void of living sight or sound.

And here, while the night-winds wound me sigh
And the stars burn bright in the midnight sky
As 1 sit apart by the desert stone

Like Elijah at Horeb@ps cave alone

A still small voice comes through the wild

(like a father consoling his fretful Child)

which banishes bitterness, wrath, and fear,

saying € MAN IS DISTANT, BUT GOD IS NEAR!
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Thomas Hardy

Ah, Are You Digging on My Grave?
QAh, 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.@

QThan who is digging on my grave?

My nearest dearest Kin?@

QAh, 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.@

QBut some one digs upon my grave?
My enemy? Prodding sly?Q
QNay: when she heard you had passed the Gate

That shuts on all flesh soon or late,



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

189

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!€p
QO it is I, mistress dear,

your little dog, who still lives near
and much I hope my movement here

have not disturbed your rest?@

QAh yes! You dig upon my grave@
why flashed it not on me

that one true heart was left behind!
What feeling do we ever find

To equal among human kind

A dog@s fidelity!€p

QMistress, I dug upon your grave
To bury a bone, in case
I should be hungry near this spot

When passing on my daily trot.
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I am sorry, but I quite forgot

It was your resting-place.
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Light Shining out of Darkness

God moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform;

He plants His footsteps in the sea,

And rides upon the storm

Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never €p failing skill,
He treasures up His bright designs,

And works His sovereign will.

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take
The clouds ye so much dread
Are big with mercy, and shall break

In blessings on your head.

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense

But trust Him for His grace;
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Behind a frowning providence

He hides a smiling face.

His purpose will ripen fast
Unfolding every hour
The bud may have a bitter taste

But sweet will be the flower

Blind unbelief is sure to err,
And scan His work in vain:
God His own interpreter,

And he will make it plain.
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Matthew Arnold (1822 €p 1888)

Immortality

Foil'd by our fellow-men, depree'd, outworn,
We leave the brutlal world to take its away

And Patience! In another life, we say

The world shall be thrust down and we up-borne.

And will not, then, the immortal armies scorn

The world@s poor, routed leaving? Or will they
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Who fail'd under the heat of this life's day,

Support the fervours of the heavenly morn?

No, no! the energy of life my be
Kept on after the grave, but not begun;

And he who flagg'd not in the earthly strife,
From strength to strength advancing Q only he,

His soul well-knit, and all his battle won,

mounts, and that hardly, to eternal life.
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Matthew Arnold (1822 € 1888)
Self-Dependence

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
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Forwards, forwards, o€@per the starlit sea.

And a look o passionate desire
O@er the sea and to the stars I send:
€ Ye who from my childhood up have calm€pd up

Calm me, ah, compose me to the end!

QAh, once more, OI cried, de 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 demands not that the things without them

Yield them love, amusement, sympathy.
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QAnd with joy the stars perform their shining,
And the sea its long moon-silver€pd roll;
For self-poised they live, nor pine with noting

All the fever of some differing soul.

Obounded 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:
QResolve to by thyself, and know that he,

who finds himself, loses his misery!
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Edmund Spencer

My Love Is Like to Ice

My love is like to ice, and I to fire,

How come it then that this her cold is go great
Is not dissolved through my so hot desire

But harder grows the more I her entreat?

Or how comes it that my exceeding heat

Is not allayed by her heart-frozen cold

But that I burn much more in boiling sweat,
And feel my flames augmented manifold?
What more miraculous thing may be told,
That fire which is congealed with senseless cold
Should kindle fire by wonderful device?

Such is the power of love in gentle mind

That it can alter all the course of kind.
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Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803 € 1882)
Days

Daughter of Time, the hypocritic Days,
Muffled and dumb like barefoot dervishes
And marching single in an endless file
Bring diadems and fagots in their hands.

To each the offer gifts after his will,

bread, kingdoms, stars, or sky that holds them all.

I, in my pleached garden, watched the pomp,

Forgot my morning wishes hastily
Took a few herbs and apples, and the Day
Turned and departed silent. I, too late

Under her solemn fillet saw the scorn.
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Robert Frost

Reluctance

Out through the fields and the woods
And over the walls I have wended

I have climbed the hills of view

And looked at the world and descended

And lo, it is ended.

The leaves are all dead on the ground,
Save those that the oak is keeping

To travel then one by one

And let them go scraping and creeping
Out over the crusted snow

When other are sleeping
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And the dead leaves lie huddled and still
No longer blown hither and thither

The lost lone aster is gone

The flowers of the witch hazel wither;
The heart is still aching to seek

But the feet question €pwhither?@

Ah, when to the heart of man
Was it ever less than a treason
To go with the drift of things
To yield with a grace to reason
And bow and accept the end

Of alove or a season?
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Joseph Lee

The volunteer
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When first I saw you in the curious street

Like some platoon of soldier ghosts in grey

My mad impulse was all to smite and slay

To spit upon you tread you neath my feet

But when I saw how each sad soul did greet

My gaze with no sign of defiant frown

How from tired eyes looked spirits broken down
How each face showed the pale flag of defeat,

And doubt, despair, and disillusionment,

And how were grievous wounded on many a head,
And on your garb red-faced was other red

And how you stooped as men whose strength was spent,
I knew that we had suffered each as other,

And could have grasped your and and cried,

QMy brother!
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John Fletcher (1579 €© 1625)

Weep no more

WEEP no more, nor sigh, nor groan
Sorrow calls no time that@s gone
Violets pluck@d the sweetest rain
Makes not fresh nor grow again

Trim thy locks, look cheerfully

Fate€)s hid ends eyes cannot see
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Joys as winged dreams fly fast
Why should sadness longer last?
Grief is but a wound to woe;

Gentlest fair, mourn, mourn no moe.
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Robert Burns (1759 € 1796)

A Red, Red Rose
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O my luve@s like a red, red rose
Thath is newly sprung in June,
O my luve€s like the melodies,

That€ps sweetly play€pd in tune

As fair art thou, my bonie 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€p the sun;
I will luve thee still my dear,

While the sands leife shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only luve,
And fare the weel, a while!
And I will come again, my luve,

Tho@ it ware ten thousand mile!
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Jhon Askham (1825 €p 1894)
Work While it is Day

Work while the day is long

While the right arm is strong,
While the life-blood is young,

Night cometh on

Work while the sun is high
In the bright smiling sky
Swiftly lifer minutes fly

Night cometh on
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Strive with my heart and soul
Press to the distant goal,
Waste not the hours that roll,

Night cometh on

Life is a season lent
Moments are treasure sent
See that they@re wisely spent

Night cometh on

What thy hands find to do
That with my might pursue
With a brave heart and true

Night cometh on

What though we toil in pain
Twill not be all in vain
Haste then the good to gain:

Night cometh on
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What though grief rack the breast?
Doth there not come a rest?
Lets us then do our best:

Night cometh on

Download from: ketabton.com



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

219

035 Loy 91 0}

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806 €p 1861)

AL (63 45> 12 50 555 0dig) A (5 Jw 0y3 5l 03
&bsﬁc\jmc\sﬂﬁééwuo‘gbb
ggdgdwadlgdlﬁwog,ogﬁs
M b slg il ag 0,08 ) digess y50)

S5 (595 A SloB (59 W3 g A
%,L“Joﬂ?lgo 035 9l 63 0493 a>Jallis s
990w A H9dd93 S (5 g 0398 33 0y3 5l 03
PRUS 3 4SS y505 S o> 4y 55l yoo

55 91l 5 Olo) O (iSs shg sy s

$igig o dggliz o dl s S Al o (>
J;\wyé,maogl,o#igmgaa
S 2 A loy sl Lo y90

Mo Slomw A Cond 3 S5 ous 0,098 53 3 950
P97 R8P S o N IsE Al prditns
g 0ylss (Sle>U 05150 953 9,5 &)

bl (58 45 ;2 90 599 As3 A (5 5w 0y 5l 03
92 Olo>3 0yl90 0)3 5l 03 0udg3 &l 92 (5 Fuw 009>

92 Ole Js¥ & d5l0 a5k 9o & (yliugd &5



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

220

29 291 F895,1 Al 50 s5m 52!

92 0l o9 OB & gl el (5565 &5 ales
P393 3955 93 4 (55 Gy 2 9 2 Slsl 4505
52 01925 W) Kgl ay osl (§Fg sl w5 (2 599
%J..x.;.:.w@ S 8 s LTS 0yls0 0 05 5l 0
AL (63 a5 12 50 595 0digl A g1 (5 s 0ylgd

dg yol 1 &g,‘.‘».bl.g Iy (S pw 0ylgs 0 033 9l ey
Asi>y i 09 4 (53 sl by g0 sk ey Loj
ogl.'c).?wﬂgool)fgloj”wlj&g.\j‘ﬁ S P
gyl 0w S Olowl g S gl dluds o
Foog 4 w3 Lo aiivgy JsS Loy 4y 00

Wgyd o A Joid (5O e 45,2 > SS9y

A ool 999953 3 (5.ly o S 05 4 Ll

AL (53 45> 12 50 595 0dig) A (5 Jw 0y3 5l 03
399353 O diwd Sl S 02|9.> 9033 9l ey
$930 5 o> o)) & i (§ pt 4 Is> ol
siish s el S o o 2 IsB 0 @
55981 3 519,553 S (5 ) o 0 il

$S (b &l &l gisiig 959> 95 A

P93 & 52 Sy 2 P93k 05

Hsal 5o Uy ly (il o b o d @



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

221

AL (63 45> 12 50 555 92 Lusgd 0)3 5l 05 (0 &5
P30>) A 93908 &l (g s wld 00y 9l 05
99520 59 s 5psly 0y Olez &S

P> 4y e (55l Al (5,1 0

P> 92003 O (59l) oits> 2 Ly d3 o2

£S5 @ 5,5 (S 463 dllss p)ysS dg 10
sigilom] 3yl i & gRowd Aoy &

I o) g0 ad 2 A dilowl 5 aile> )

AL (63 45> 12 50 555 0dig) Al (5 fw 0y3 5l 03
gl 080 59 A 0)5 o 4 5l G& & o>
4\59.25-9)?5;.513)9?:343136.3%656[5415

SO )ly 9559 g 3 (P &S b dad Jaw 15 3 4>
W30 IS st 02 950 S5 (ot 50l sy o2 950
b 030 Bl T s R 559 esd &S
sl oy 29 90 sausS & gigisg o

Bl (53 Wg3ly 119 5 e & o023 5l Lo
Ay 38 Cwligylgs

Sy 52 S

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806 €p 1861)

My Heart and I
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ENOUGH! We€@re tired, my heart and 1.
We sit beside the headstone thus

And wish that name were carved for us,

The moss reprints more tenderly

The hard types of the mason@s knife,

As heaven€ps sweet life renews earth@ps life

With which we€pre tired, my heart and I.

I1.

You see wepre tired my heart and 1.

We dealt with books we trusted men

And in our own blood drenched the pen

As if such colours could not fly.

We walked too straight for fortune@s end,
We loved too true to keep a friend;

At last we@pre tired, my heart and 1.

II1.
How tired we feel, my heart and I'!
We seem of no use in the world;

Our fancies hang grey and uncurled
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About men@s eyes indifferently;
Our voice which thrilled you so, will let
You sleep our tears are only wet:

What do we here, my heart and I.

IV.

So tired so tired, my heart and I.

It was not thus in the old time;

When Ralph sat with me 'neath the lime
To watch the sunset from the sky.

Dear love, youQre looking tired; he said;
I, smiling at him, shook my head:

'Tis now weQre tired, my heart and I.

V.

So tired, so tired, my heart and I.
Though now none takes me on his arm
To fold me close and kiss me warm
Till each quick breath end in a sigh

Of happy languor. Now, alone.

We lean upon this graveyard stone
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Uncheered, unkissed, my heart and I.

VI.

Tired out we are, my heart and I.
Suppose the world brought diadems
To tempt us, crusted with loose gems
Of powers and pleasures? Let it try.
We scarcely care to look an even

A pretty child, or Gons blue heaven

We feel so tired, my heart an 1.

VII.

Yet who complains? My heart and I ?

In this abundant earth no doubt

Is little room for things worn out:

Disdain them, break them, throw them by
And if before the days grew rough

We once were loved, used € well enough,

I think, we@re fared, my heart and I.
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Matthew Arnold (1822 €p 1888)
Youth and Calm

Tis death! and peace, indeed, is here,
And ease from shame, and rest from fear
Therer nothing can dismarble now
The smoothness of that limpid brow.
But is a calm like this, in truth

The crowning end of life and youth
And when this boon rewards the dead
Are all debts paid, has all been said?
And is the heart of youth so light

Its step so firm, its eye so bright

Because on its hot brow there blows
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A wind of promise and repose

From the far grave, to which it goes
Because it hath the hope to come

One day, to harbour in the tomb?

Ah no, the bliss youth dreams is one
For daylight, for the cheerful sun

For feeling verves and living breath
Youth dreams a bliss on this side death.
It dreams a rest if not more deep

More grateful than this marble sleep

It hears a voice within it tell:

Calm€@s not life@ps crown, though calm is well
Tis all perhaps which man acquires,

But tis not what our youth desires.
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The Listeners

€©1s anybody there?€p said the traveler,
knocking on the moonlit door;

and his horse in the silence chomped the grasses
Of the forest@ps ferny floor

And a bird flew up out of the turret

Above the traveler@s head:

And he smote upon the door a second time:
le there anybody there?@ he said

but no one descended to the Traveler;

No head from the leaf-fringed sill

Leaned over and looked into his gray eyes
Where he stood perplexed and still.

But only a host of phantom listeners

That dwelt in the lone house then

Stood in the listening 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 Traveler@s call
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And he felt in his heart their strangeness
Their stillness answering his cry,
While his horse moved cropping the dark truf
'Neath the starred and leafy sky;

for he suddenly smote the door, even

Louder and lifted his head

QTell 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:

Aye, 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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Rachel Summer

Angel

The angel@s appearance was so sudden

Face framed by a "streetlight halo"
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Too beautiful to really exist

Except in my dreams every night

Hair spun of pure gold

Eyes so blue the summer skies are jealous

A smile to light up a thousand galaxies

The muscled body from every womanps dreams
Huge, work roughened hands, extremely masculine
A strong, brave, square jaw

Full, kissable, pouty lips

The angel approaches me slowly

As he gets closer I can see love in his eyes

a love as pure and innocent as a newborn babygps
The smile on his face is meant for me, I realize
Those beautiful hands gently enclose my face

the lips close over mine in a sweet lingering kiss
His bodies presses against mine

It€)s than that I realize that this isn@pt a dream

A dream couldn€pt be half as perfect as this

I take his hand in mine and lead him away
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This place isn@t enough to contain such beauty
I feel asif I can fly

Then our feel leave the ground

Floating through space, the stars guide us

They guide us to a place of insurpassable beauty
And then I know how this all could be €

Iéve died and gone to heaven
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The Three Ravens

There were three ravens sat on a tree

They were as black as they might be

The one of them said to his mate

Where shall we our breakfast take?

Downe no yonder greene field

There lies a knight slain under his shield

His hounds they lie downe at his feets

So well they can their master keeps

His haukes they flie so eagerly

Therer no fowle dare come him nie

Downe there comes a fallow doe,

As great with yong as she might goe
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She lift up his bloudy hed,

And kist his wounds that were so red.

She got him up upon her backe,

And carried him to earthen lake.

She buried him before the prime,

She was dead herself ere even-song time

God send every gentleman,

Such haukes, such hounds, and such a leman.
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My Child

I CANNAT make him dead!

His fair sunshiny head

Is ever bounding round my study-chair
Yet, when my eyes now dim
With tears I turn to him

The vision vanishes Q he is not there!

I walk my parlor floor

And through the open door

I hear a football on the chamber stairs
I Qm stepping toward the hall

To give the boy a call

And then bethink me that € he is not there!
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I thread the crowded street

A satchelled lad I meet

With the same beaming eyes and colored hair
and, as he is running by

follow him with my eye

scarcely believing that 0 he is not there!

I know his face is hid

Under the coffin lid;

Closed are his eyes, cold his forehead fair
My hand that marble felt

Oéer it in prayer I knelt;

Yet my hearth whispers that 0 he is not there!

I cannot make him dead!

When passing by the bed,

So long watched over with parental care
My spirit and my eyes

Seek it inquiringly

Before the thought comes that 0 he is not there!
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When at the cool, gray break

Of day, from sleep I wake

With my first breathing of the morning air
My soul goes up with joy

To Him who give my boy

Then comes the sad thought that €p he is not there!

When at the day@s calm close

Before we seek repose

IQm with his mother offering up our prayer
WhateQre I may be saying

I am, in spirit praying

For our boys spirit, though Q he is not there!

Not there! Where then is he?

The form I used to see

Was but the raiment that he used to wear
The grave that now doth press

Upon that cast-off dress

Is but his wardrobe locked 0 he is not there!
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He lives! In all the past

He lives; nor to the last

Of seeing him again will I despair
In dreams I see him now

And on his angel brow

1 see it written, @pthou shalt see me there!€

Yes, we all live to God!

Father the chastening rod

So help us, thine afflicted ones, to bear
That, in the spirit-land

Meeting at thy right hand

€T will be our heaven to find that € he is there!
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David Mills (1831 € 1903)

1 Feel 1pm Growing Old

I fell IQm growing old Mary

My heart is full of care

Time makes his furrow on my brow
His snows are on my hair

The brook still murmurs in the glen

That drives the creaking mill,



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

250

And though I take the upward way

I am going down the hill.

I fell IQm growing old Mary

But few now walk with me

Or sit and talk where many met,
Beneath the old beech tree.

A score of them have journey'd on
We linger still you know

But sure I am, the time is near

When we must rise and go.

I fell IQm growing old Mary

Nay, do not wonder so

This tree my father planted here

Just sixty years ago

I see the young look cold on me

O, well their thoughts I know

"He mars our sports by ling'ring here;

why don€pt he up and go?"
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I fell IOm growing old Mary

The thoughts crowed on my brain

Of those who long ago here met,

Who ne'er will meet again.

Oh, they have journey'd down the hill,
And disappeared from view,

And though we once were many here

To-day we are but few.

I fell IOm growing old Mary

But few remember me,

Nor know the many songs we heard
Beneath this spreading tree

Our sun is sinking in the west,

And few now care on know

That still we hear a dear sweet voice

Come back from long ago.
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John Stuart Blackie (1809 € 1895)
All Things are Full of God

ALL things are full of God. Thus spoke
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Wise Thales in the days.

When subtle Greece to thought awike
And soared in lofty ways.

And now what wisdom have we more?
No sage divining-rod

Hath taught than this a deeper lore,

ALL THINGS ARE FULL OF GOD.

The light that gloweth in the sky
And shimmer in the sea,

That quivers in the painted fly
And gems the pictured lea,

The million hues of Heaven above
And Earth below are one

And every lightful eye doth love

The primal light, the Sun.

Even so, all vital virtue flows
From life@ps first fountain God;
And he who feels, and he who knows,

Doth fell and know from God,
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As fishes swim in briny sea,
As fowl do float in air
From thy embrace we cannot flee

We breath, and thou art there.

Go take thy glass astronomer

And all the girth survey

Of sphere harmonious linked to sphere
In endless bright array

All that far-reaching Science there

Can measure with her rod

All powers, all laws, are but the fair

Embodies thoughts of God.
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Francis Quarles (1592 €p 1644)

My beloved is mine, and I am his; He feedeth among the lilies
EV@N like two little bank-dividing brooks,

That wash the pebbles with their wanton streams,

And having rande and search@d a thousand nooks,

Meet both at length in silver-breasted Thames

Where in a greater current they conjoin

So I my best-beloved€ps am; so he is mine.

EVOn so we met; and after long pursuit,
EVOn so we joyn@d; we both became entire;
No need for either to renew a suit

For I was flax and he was flames of fire

Our firm-untied souls did more than twine

So I my best-beloved€ps me; so he is mine.

If all those glitthing Monarchs that command
The servile quarters of this earthly ball
Should tender in exchange their shares of land

I would not change my fortunes for them all



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

261

Their wealth is but a counter to my coin

The worldQs but theirs; by my beloved@s mine.

Nay more; if the fair Thespian Ladies all

Should heap together their diviner treasure

That treasure should be deem4€pd a price too small
To buy a minuteés lease of half my pleasure

Tis not the sacred wealth of all the nine

Can buy my heart from him, or his from being mine.

Nor Time, nor Place, nor Chance, nor Death can bow
My least desire unto the least remove;

He@s firmly mine by oath; I his by vow;

He@s mine by faith; and I am his by love;

He€)s mine by water, I am his by wine,

Thus I my best-beloved€ps am; thus he is mine.

He is my Alter; I his Holy Place;
I am his guest and he my living food
IQm his by penitence; he mine by blood;

Her my supporting elm; and I his vine;
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Thus I my best beloved€ps am; thus he is mine.

He gives me wealth; I give him all my vows:

I give him songs; he gives me length of days;

With wreaths of grace he crowns my conqu@ring brows,
And I his temples with a crown of Praise

Which he accepts as an everlasting sign,

That I my best-beloved€ps am; that he is mine.
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Alfred Lord Tennyson (1809 €y 1892)
Flower in the Crannied Wall

FLOWER in the crannied wall

I pluck you out of the crannies;

Hold you here root and all in my hand
Little flower Q but if I could understand
What you are, root and all, and all in all

I should know what God and man is.
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Edith Matilda Thomas (b. 1854)
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Spirit to Spirit
DEAD? Not to thee, thou keen watcher, -- not silent, not viewless, to thee,
Immortal still wrapped in the mortal! I, from the mortal set free,

Greet thee by many clear tokens thou smiles to hear and to see.

For I, when thou wakest at dawn to thee am the entering morn,
And I, when thou walked abroad am the dew leaf and the thorn,

The tremulous glow of the moon the twilight on harvests of corn.

I am the flower by the wood path, -- thou bendest to look in my eyes,
The bird in its nest in the thicket 0 thou heedest my love-laden cries;

The planet that leads the night legions 0 thou lifest thy gaze to the skies.

And I am the soft-dropping rain, the snow with its fluttering swarms,
The summer-day cloud on the hilltops, that showeth thee manifold forms;

The wind from the south and the west, the voice that sings courage in storms!

Sweet was the earth to thee ever, but sweeter by far to thee now,

How hast thou room for tears, when all times marvelest thou;

Beholding who dwells with God in the blossoming sward and the bough!
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Once as a wall were the mountains, once darkened between us the sea,
No longer these thwart and baffle, forbidding my passage to thee,

Immortal still wrapped in the mortal, I linger till thou art set free!
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Frank OQ Connor

I Shall not Die

I shall not die because of you

O woman, though you shame the swan
They were foolish men you killed;

Do not think me a foolish man.

Why should I leave the world behind
For the soft hand, the dreaming eye,
The scarlet mouth, the breasts of snow

Is it for these you€pd have me die?

The joyous air, the fancy free
The slender palm, the eye of blue,

The side like foam the virgin neck?
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I shall not die because of you.

The devil take the golden hair!
The maiden thought, the voice so gay
The rounded heel, the pillared calf

Only some foolish man would slay.

O woman, though you shame the swan,
A wise man taught me all he knew
I know the subtleties of love,

I shall not die because of you.
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Ben Jonson (1573 € 1637)

The Shadow

FOLLOW a shadow, it still flies you;
Seem to fly it, it will pursue

So court a mistress, she denies you;
Let her alone, she will court you.
Say, are not women truly, then,

Styled but the shadows of us men?

At morn and even shades are longest;

At noon they are or short or none,

So men at weakest, they are strongest,
But grant us perfect, they@re not known.
Say, are not women truly, then,

Styled but the shadows of us men?
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Two voices

THERE is a country full of wine

And liquor of the sun

Where sap is running all the year,
And spring is never done

Where all is good as it is fair

And love and will are one.

Old age may never come there,

But ever in to-day

The people talk as in a dream

And laugh slow time away.

But would you stay as now you are,
Or as a year ago?

Oh, not as then, for then how small
The wisdom we did owe!

Or if forever as to-day,

How little we could know!
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Then welcome age, and fear not sorrow;
To-day€ps no better than to-morrow,
Or yesterday that flies.

By the low light in your eyes,

By the love that in me lies,

I know we grow more lovely

Growing wise.
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Apparitions
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A THIN gray shadow on the edge of thought
Hiding its wounds:

These are the wounds of sorrow

It was my hand that made them

And this gray shadow that resembles you

Is my own heart, weeping@

You sleep quietly beneath the shade

Of willows in the south.

IT

When the cold dawn stood above the house-tops
Too late I remembered the cry

In the night of a wild bird flying

Through the rain-filled sky.
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James Stephens

Dark Wings

Sing while you may, O bird upon the tree!
Although on high, wide-winged above the day,
Chill evening broadens to immensity,

Sing while you may.

On thee wide-hovering too, intent to slay,
The hawk@s slant pinion buoys him terribly

Thus near the end is of thy happy lay.

The day and thou and miserable me
Dark wings shall cover up and hide away
Where no song stirs of bird or memory:

Sing while you may.
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Carl Sandburg

At a Window

GIVE me hunger

O you gods that sit and give

The world its orders.

Give me hunger, pain and want,
Shut me out with shame and failure
From your doors of gold and fame,

Give me your shabbiest hunger!

But leave me a little love,
A voice to speak the sunset,
A hade to touch me in the dark room

Breaking the long loneliness

In the dusk of day-shapes

Blurring the sunset,
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One little wandering, western star

Thrust out from the changing shores of shadow.
Let me go to the window

Watch there the day-shapes of dusk,

And wait and know the coming

Of a little love.
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An Epitaph
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LIKE the I once have stemm'd the sea of life
Like thee have languish'd after empty joys,
Like thee have labour'd in the stormy strife

Been grieved for trifles, and amused with joys.

Forget my frailties; thou art also frail:
Forgive my lapses; for thyself may'st fall:
Nor read unmoved my artless tender tale

I was a friend, O man, to thee, to all
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William Butler Yeats (1865 € 1939)

The Song of the Old Mother

I RISE in the down, and I knee and blow

Till the seed of the fire flicker and glow

And then I must scrub, and bake, and sweep,
Till stars are beginning to blink and peep

But the young lie long and dream in their bed
Of the matching of ribbons, the blue and the red,
And their day goes over in idleness

And they sigh if the wind but lift up a tress
While I must work, because I am old

And the seed of the fire gets feeble and cold.
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George Herbert (1593 € 1633)

Man

MY GOD, I heard this day

That none doth build a stately habitation
But he that means to dwell therein

What house more stately hath there been,
Or can be, then is Man? to whose creation

All things are in decay.

For man is ev@ry thing
And more: he is a tree, yet bears no fruit;
A beast, yet is, or should be, more:

Reason and speech we onely bring;
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Parrats may thank us, if they are not mute,

They go upon the score.

Man is all symmetrie

Full of proportions, one limbe to another
And all to all the world besides

Each part may call the farthest brother
For head with foot hath private amitie,

And both with moons and tides.

Nothing hath got so farre

But Man hath caught and kept it as his prey;
His eyes dismount the highest starre;

He is in little all the sphere;

Herbs gladly cure our flesh, because that they

Find their acquaintance there.

For us the windes do blow,
The earth doth rest heav€pn move, and fountains flow;
Nothing we see but means our good,

As our delight or as our treasure
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The whole is either our cupboard of food

Or cabinet of pleasure

The starres have us to bed

Night draws the curtain, which the sunne withdraws;
Musick and light attend our head,

All things unto our flesh are kinde

In their descent and being to our minde

In their ascent and cause.

Each thing is full of dutie:

Waters united are our navigation;

Distinguished our habitation,;

below, our drink, above our meat

both are our cleanliness. Hath one such beauties?

Then how are all things neat!

More servants wait on Man
Than hte take notice of; in ev@ry path
He treads down that which doth befriend him

When sickness makes him pale and wan.



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Oh mightie love! Man is one world, and hath

Another to attend him.

Since then, my God, thou hast

So brave a palace built, O dwell in it,

That it may dwell with Thee at last!

Till then afford us so much wit,

That, as the world serves us, we may serve Thee

And both thy servants be.
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Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803 € 1882)
Worship

THIS is he who, felled by foes,

Sprung harmless up, refreshed by blows
He to captivity was sold

But him no prison-bars would hold:
Though they sealed him in rock,
Mountain chains he can unlock

Thrown to lions for their meat,

The crouching lion kissed his feet
Bound to the stake, no flame appalled
But arched err him an honouring vault.

This is he men miscall Fate,
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Threading dark ways, arriving late

But ever coming in time to crown

The truth and hurl wrong-doers down.
He is the oldest, and best known
More near than ought thou callést thy own,
Yet, greeted in another@s eyes,
Disconcerts with glad surprise.

This is Jove, who, deaf to prayers,
Floods with blessings unawares.

draw, if thou canst, the mystic line

severing rightly his from thine,

which is human, which divine.
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I dye alive
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O LIFE! What lets thee from a quick decease?
O death! what drawes thee from a fresent praye?
My feast is done, my soule would be at ease,

My grace is saide, O death! come take away.

I live, but such a life as ever dyes,
I dye, but such a death as never endes;
My death to end my dying life denyes,

And life my living death no whitt amends.

Thus still I dye, yet still I do revive;
My living death by dying life is fedd;
Grace more than nature kepes my heart alive,

Whose idle hopes and vayne desires are deade.

Not where I breath, but where I love, I live;
Not where I love, but where I am, I die;
The life I wish, must future glory give,

The deaths I feele in present daungers lye.
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Leigh Hunt (1784 €) 1859)

Abou Ben Adhem

Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase!)
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Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace

And saw, within the moonlight in his room
Making it rich, and like a lily in bloom,

An angel writing in a book of gold

Exceeding peace had made Abou Ben Adhem bold,
And to the presence in the room he said,

€@ what writest thou?@ The vision raised its head
And with a look made of all sweet accord,
Answered, "The names of those who love the Lord."
"And is my one?" said Abou "Nay, not so"

Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low,

But cheerly still; and said, "I pray the, then,

Write me as one that loves his fellow men."

The angel wrote and vanished. The next night
It came again with a great wakening light,
And showed the names whom love of God had blest,

And 1o! Ben Adhem's name led all the rest.
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Alan Seeger

I Have a Rendezvous with Death Q
I have a rendezvous with death

At some disputed barricade,

When Spring comes back with rustling shade
And apple-blossoms fill the air

I have a rendezvous with death
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When spring brings back blue days and fair.

It may be he shall take my hand

And lead me into his dark land

And close my eyes and quench my breath
It may be I shall pass him still.

I have a rendezvous with death

On some scarred slope of battered hill,
When spring comes round again this year

And the first meadow-flowers appear.

God knows 'twere better to be deep
Pillowed in silk and scented down

Where love throbs out in blissful sleep
Pulse night to pulse, and breath to breath,

Where hushed awakenings are dear.

But I 've a rendezvous with death
At midnight in some flaming town,
When Spring trips north again this year,

And I to my pledged word am true,



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

I shall not fail that rendezvous.
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Sydney Oswald

The Battlefield

Around the fire the soldiers sleep to-night

But lie a-wearied on the ice-bound field

With cloaks wrapt round their sleeping forms, to shield
Them from the northern winds. Ere comes the light

Of morn brave men must arm, stern foes to light

The sentry stands, his limbs with cold congealed,;

His head a-nod with sleep; he cannot yield

Though sleep and snow in deadly force unite.

Amongst the sleeps lies the Boy awake

And wide-eyed plans brave glories that transcend
The deeds of heroes dead; then dreams o'ertake
His tired-out brain and lofty fancies blend

To one grand theme, and through all barriers break

To guard from hurt his faithful sleeping friends.
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Isaac Watts (1674 € 1748)

Against Evil Company

Why I should join with those I Play,
In whom I€pve no delight

Who curse and swear, but never pray,

Who call ill Names, and fight.

I hate to hear a wanton Song
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Their Words offend my Ears:
I should not dare defile Tongue

With Language such as theirs.

Away from Fools IQll turn my Eyes,
Nor with the Scoffers go;
I would be walking with the Wise,

That wiser I may grow.

From one rude Boy that@s uséd to mock
Ten learn the wicked Jest;
One sickly Sheep infects the Flock,

And poysons all the rest.
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George Gordon Lord Byron (1788 € 1824)
She Walks in Beauty

She walks in beauty, like the night

Of cloudless climes and starry skies,
And all that€ps best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes

Thus mellow'd to that tender light

Which heaven to gaudy 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.
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And on that cheek, and o@er that brow,
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,

The smiles that win, the tints that grow,
But tell of days in goodness spent

A mind at peace with all below,

A heart whose love is innocent!
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Robert Burns (1759 € 1796)
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Robert Burns (1759 € 1796)

Ae Fond Kiss

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever;

Ae fareweel and then forever!

Deep in heart-wrung tears IQH pledge thee,
Warring sighs and groans 1€pll wage thee
Who shall say that Fortune grieves him
While the star of hope she leaves him?

Me, nae cheerfup twinkle light me;
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Dark despair around benights me.

1)1l ne€per blame my partial fancy
Naething could resist my Nancy;
But to see her was to love her

Love but her, and love forever

Had we never lov€pd sae kindly,
Had we never lovgpd sae blindly
Never met € or never parted €

We had ne€per been broken-hearted.

Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest!

Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest!

Thine be ilka joy and treasure,

Peace. enjoyment, love, and pleasure!

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever;

Ae farweel, alas, forever!

Deep in heart-wrung tears 1011 pledge thee,

Warring sighs and groans 1011 wage thee!
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Paul Laurence Dunbar (1872 € 1906)
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Paul Laurence Dunbar (1872 € 1906)

We Wear the Mask

We wear the mask that grins and lies
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It hides our cheeks and shades our eyes
This debt we pay to human guile,
With torn and bleeding hearts we smile

And mouth with myriad subtleties.

Why should the world overwise,
In counting all our tears and sighs?
Nay, let them only see us while,

We wear the mask.

We smile, but, O great Christ our cries
To thee from tortured souls arise.

We sing, but oh the clay is vile
Beneath our feet, and long the mile
But let the world dream otherwise,

We wear the mask!



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

320

sl3e 21545k

Conrad Aiken

FU3E S ol gysl o

03 |3LslS ouyg s> 4y S0 8
03 (S5b 0y92 35 & i
oal.:.’soo\.lowgli‘;m
933305 0y9> 45)99—11_53&
92192 5 (0355 9355 15 4y

09 155U b 15 po8) 0 LS asd
955353 (8 o 4y Jowo AiglloS
omoadﬁ@goybc\i
09 1 ,3LslS" aruslis pao o 1s

> a0 o JBl) a5y5 guomw &
09 Ay & o yu8 > 02 Ao
03 0y3 00 aSlS axg 0)95%,30»9|
oac\S)iooc\Sgc\Jp?goﬁfe)gc\J
O S8 (5p9 4By b o sk
SO 1355 (55 (529 5 555 stanliv o
05 & 9 gueddio d g >

S ,\5;) s o ghle 03“5 b>



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

321

o8 I3 59 2 Jossd

S8 2 JuES
Ml)TU Ogus |)Slg3,l§ oyl

Pe> 4 slgodsg @ > olS o

Sly 0 wd o L‘,lﬁw Iy aS
SS9 $d Al S B

Aoty a3 S5l gl o o

o3 $ly M 5 08 o 4y
393 g 4 gy 93,8 o
Sz g oy (2 41 ond
o3y ass al 1> ly (2 sazme &S
$I K9 Sloj o Hlpwel ol

Tsly o (S0 ys g a4y (oivg> o)
Y3 A9 4 55w gy &) &S

$3 054 2 Se SUls> 595 1T
S5 Db aily i 5 e 4y
9505 0319 Ayguzmo Loj 9l 0) o2 >
Sy 52190 (2 Iy (S0 0
oz a5 0y aAl> 50w 3

P915> &) Aol J swodyy

A 9,8 & iygy g0 JS ol autly aiiy



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

322

sigilowl 3 55l 5 (2 (5 pS Apsy

Conrad Aiken

Dead Cleopatra

DEAD CLOEPATRA lies in a crystal casket,
Wrapped and spiced by the cunningest of hands
Around her neck they have put a golden necklace

Her tatbebs it is said, are worn with sands.

Dead Cleopatra was once revered in Egypt 0
Warm-eyed she was this princess of the south
Now she is very old and dry and faded

With black bitumen they sealed up her mouth.

Grave-robbers pulled the gold rings from her fingers
Despite the holy symbols across her breast;
They scared the bats that quietly whirled above her.

Poor lady! She would have been long since at rest.

If she have not been wrapped and spiced so shewdly,
Preserved, obscene, to mock black flights of years.

What would her lover have said, had he foreseen it?
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Had he been moved to ecstasy of tears?

O sweet clean earth from whom the green blade cometh!
When we are dead, my best-beloved and I,
Close well above that we may rest forever,

Sending up grass and blossoms to the sky.
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Arthur Davison Ficke

Among Shadows

IN halls of sleep you wandered by,

This time so indistinguishably
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I cannot remember aught of it

Save that I know last night we met.

I know it by the cloudy thrill

That in my heart is quivering still;

And sense of loveliness forgot

Tease my fancy out of thought.

Though with the night the vision wanes,
Its haunting presence still may last

As odor of flowers faint remains

In halls where late a queen has passed.
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Dorothy Parker
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The Red Dress

I always saw, I always said

If I were grown and free

1€pd have a gown of reddest red

As fine as you could see.

To wear out walking sleek and slow
Upon a summer day
And there€pd be one to see me so

And flip the world away.

And he would be a gallant one
With stars behind his eyes
And hair like metal in the sun

And lips too warm for lies

I always saw us, gay and good
High honored in the town
Now I am grown to womanhood 0

I have the silly gown.
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Brahma
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IF the red slayer thinks he slays,
Or if the slain think he is slain
They know not well the subtle ways

I keep, and pass, and turn again.

Far or forgot to me is near
Shadow and sunlight are the same
The vanished gods to me appear;

And one to me are shame and fame.

They reckon ill who leave me out;
When me they fly, I am the wings
I am the doubter and the doubt,

And I the hymn the Brahma sings.

The strong gods pine for my abode
And pine in vain the sacred Seven;
But thou, meek lover of the good!

Fine me and turn thy back on heaven.
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Rain at Night
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Are you awake? Do you hear the rain?

How rushingly it strikes upon the ground

And on the roof, and the wet window-panel

Sometimes I think it is a comfortable sound,

Making us feel how safe and snug we are:

Closing us off in this dark, away from the dark outside.

The rest of the world seems dim tonight, mysterious and far.

Oh, there is no world left Only darkness, darkness stretching wide

And full of the blind rain€ps immeasurable fall!

How nothing must we seem unto this ancient thing!

How nothing unto the earth 0 and we so small!

Oh, wake, wake! 0 do you not feel my hands cling?

One day it will be raining as it rains tonight; the same wind blow Q
Raining and blowing on this house wherein we lie, but you and I 0
We shall not hear, we shall not ever know.

O love, I had forgot that we must die.
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Mary Elizabeth

A Nation at War

The war is here and what a sad day it is

To have come to this to achieve peace

The worries escalates, we all live in fear

For those on the frontline, proud and brave.

Troubled times with no assurances

Hopping for better outcome with no guarantees
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The risk is high, lives are at stake

Imminent danger looming ahead

Lets join hands and say a prayer
To bring our soldier back in one piece
Lets bow out heads in defeaning silence

Out of respect for possible casualties.

There is not doubt we will prevail
Put an end to this ghastly ordeal
There is no question it will soon end

The threat to the American, night and day

I can only hope this be quick and short
Have our soldier back in the safest port
I pray they drop the anchor, sign for a safe return

And savor the joy and pride of being an American.

For our country does not function as a whole
Without the backbone of those men in uniform

Day in and day out, they take a big chance
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Just to protect the lives of us civilians

From my heart to yours a silent plea
Please come home safe from across the sea
May our prayers protect you in this time of sorrow

So together we can face, a brighter tomorrow.
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Robert Frost

The Road Not Taken

TWO roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler long I stood

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

In leaves no step had trodden black.

Oh, I kept the first for another day!
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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 hence,

Two roads diverged in a wood, and 1 €
I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.
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Ralph Hodgson

The Mystery

He came and took me by the hand
Up to a red rose tree

He kept his meaning to Himself

But gave a rose to me.

I did not pray Him to lay bare
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The mystery to me;
Enough the rose was Heaven to smell,

And His own face to see.
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Christopher Pearse Cranch (1813 €p 1892)
So far, so near

THOU, so far, we grope to grasp thee
Thou so near we cannot clasp thee

Thou, so wise, our prayers grow heedless
thou, so loving they are needless!

In each human soul thou shinest,
Human best is thy divinest.

In each deed of love thou warmest.

Evil into good transformest,

Soul of all, and moving centre
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Of each moment€ps life we enter.
Breath of breathing € light of gladness
Infinite antidote of sadness
All-preserving ether flowing

Though the worlds yet past our knowing.
Never past our trust and loving

Nor from thine our life removing.

Still creating still inspiring,

Never of the creatures tiring;

Artist of the solar spaces;

And thy humble human faces;

Mighty glooms and splendours voicing;
In thy plastic work rejoicing;

Through benignant law connecting
Best with best Q and all perfecting,
Though all human races claim thee
Though and language fail to name thee
Mortal lips be dumb before thee,

Silence only may order thee!
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When you are Old

WHEN you are old and gray and full of sleep
And nodding by the fire take dawn 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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Thomas Lord Vaux (1509 € 1556)

The Aged Lover Renounceth Love

I loathe that I did love,

In youth that I thought sweet;

As time requires for my behove

Me thinks they are not meet.

My lusts they do me leave,
My fancies all be fled
And tract of time begins to weave

Gray hairs upon my head.
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For age, with stealing steps,
Hath clawed me with his crutch
And lusty life away she leaps

As there had been none such.

My muse doth not delight
Me as she did before
My hand and pen are not in plight

As they have been of yore.

For reason me denies
This youthly idle rhyme,
And day by day to me she cries

Leave off these toys in time.

The wrinkles in my brow
The furrows in my face,
Say limping age will hedge him now,

Where youth must give him place.

The harbinger of death,
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To me I see him ride;
The cough, the cold, the gasping breath,

Doth bid me to provide

A pickaxe and a spade,
And eke a shrouding sheet,
A house of clay for to be made

For such a guest most meet.

Me thinks I hear the clerk
That knolls the careful knell,
And bids me leave my woeful work

Ere nature me compel.

My keepers knit the knot
That youth did laugh t scorn,
Of me that clean shall be forgot

As I had not been born.

Thus must I youth give up

Whose badge I long did wear
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To them I yield the wanton cup

That better may it bear.

Lo, here the bared skull
By whose bald sign I know
That stooping age away shall pull

Which youthful years did sow.

For beauty, with her band
These crooked cares hath wrought
And shipped me into the land

From whence I first was brought.

And ye that bide behind
Have ye none other trust
As ye clay were cast by kind,

So shall ye waste to dust.
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Mary Elizabeth Coleridge (1861 €p 1907)
The Witch

I HAVE walked a great while over the snow
And I am not all nor strong.

My clothes are wet and my teeth are set,
And the way was hard and long.

I have wandered over the fruitful earth,
But I never came here before.

Oh, life me over the threshold, and let me in at the door!

The cutting wind is a cruel foe.

I dare not stand in the blast.

My hands are stone and my voice a groan,
And the worst of death is past

I am but a little maiden still,
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My little white feet are sore.

Oh, life me over the threshold, and let me in at the door!

Her voice was the voice that women have,

Who plead for their heart€ps desire.

She came €) she came € and the quivering flame
Sunk and died in the fire

It never was lit again on my hearth

Since I hurried across the floor,

To lift her over the threshold, and let her in at the door.
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Grieve Not, Ladies

OH, grieve not, ladies if at night
Ye wake to feel your beauty going
It was a web of frail delight,

Inconstant an April snowing.

In other eyes in other lands,
In deep fair pools new beauty lingers,
But like spent hear water in your hand

It runs from your reluctant finger

Ye shall not keep the singing lark
That owes to earlier skies its duty.
Weep not to hear along the dark

The sound of your departing beauty.

The find and anguished ear of night
Is tuned to hear the smallest sorrow.

Oh, wait until the morning light!
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It may not seem so gone to-marrow!

But honey-pale and rosy-red!
Brief lights that made a little shining!
Beautiful looks about us shed €

They leave us to the old repining.

Think not the watchful dim despair
Has come to you the first sweet-hearted!
For oh, the gold in Helen@s hair!

And how she cried when that departed!

Perhaps that one that took the most
The swiftest borrower, wildest spender,
May count, as we would not, the cost

And grow more true to us and tender.

Happy are we if in his eyes
We see no shadow of forgetting
Nay € if our star sinks in those skies

We shall not wholly see its setting.
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Then let us laugh as do the brooks
That such immortal youth is ours
If memory keeps for them our looks

As fresh as are the spring-time flowers.

Oh, grieve not, ladies, if at night
Ye wake, to feel the cold December!
Rather recall the early light

And in your loved one€ps arms, remember.
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The Temple

HEAR me, brother

Boldly I stepped into the Temple,
Into the Temple where the God dwells

Veiled with Seven Veils
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Into the Temple of Unbroken Silence

And my joyous feet shod with crimson sandals
Rang out on the tessellated pavement

Rang out fearlessly

Like a challenge and a cry!

And there € in that shrouded solitude,

There € because the Seven Veils

There Q because of youth and youth@s madness
Because of love and loveps unresting heart
There did I sing three songs!

And my first song praised the eye of a wanton;

And my second song praised the lips of a wanton;

And my third song praised the feet of a dancing girl!

Thus did I desecrate the Temple,

Thus did I stand before the Seven Veils
Proudly!
Thus did I wait upon the God€ps Voice €
Proudly!

And the sudden shaft of death Q
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But Voice stirred the Seven Veils,

Though I stood long 0

And my knee shook,

My bones were afraid€p

Swiftly I loosed the crimson sandals
And, tearing them from off my feet,

Crept shuddering forth!

Hear me, brother!

Now am I as one stricken with palsy,

Now am I sick with the close ache of terror,
Now am I as one who having tasted poison,

Cowers, waiting for the pang!

For the God spake not Q

And the sense of my littleness is upon me:

And I am a worn in my own sight,

Trodden and helpless
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A casual grain of sand

Indistinguishable amid a million grains:

And I take no pleasure now in youth

Nor in youth€ps madness

In love

Nor in love€ps unresting heart,

And I praised no longer the eye of a wanton
Nor the lips of a wanton,

Nor the light feet of a dancing girl.
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Maxwell Bodenheim

To an Enemy
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I DEPISE my friends more than you.

I would have known myself, but they stood before the mirrors
And painted on them images of the virtues I craved.

You came with sharpest chisel, scraping away the false paint.
Then I knew and detested myself, but not you

For glimpses of you in the glasses you uncovered

Showed me the virtues whose images you destroyed.
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A Farewell to the World
FALSE world, good night! since thou hast brought

That hour upon my morn of age
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Henceforth I quit thee from my thought,

My part is ended in thy stage.

yes, threaten, do. Alas ! I fear
as little as I hope from thee:
I know thou canst not show nor bear

More hatred than thou hast to me.

My tender first and simple years
Thou didst abuse and then betray
Since stir@d@st up jealousies and fears

When all the cause were away.

Then in a soil hast planted me
Where breathe the basest of thy fools
Where envious arts professed be

And pride and ignorance the schools.

Where nothing is examined weigh€pd
But as 'tis rumour'd, so believed;

Where every freedom is betray'd,
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And every goodness tax'd or grieved.

But what we€pre born for, we must bear
Our frail condition it is such
That what to all may happen here

If €t chance to me, I must not grutch.

Else I my state should much mistake
To harbour a divided thought
From all my kind € that for my sake,

There should a miracle be wrought.

No, I do know that I was born
To age, misfortune sickness grief;
But I will bear these with that scorn

As shall not need thy false relief.

Nor for my peace will I go far
As wanderers do, that still do roam;
But make my strengths such as they are

Here in my bosom and at home.
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Arthur Davison Fick

I am Weary of Being Bitter

I AM weary of being bitter and weary of being wise,

And the armor and the mask of these fall from me, after a long.
I would go where the island sleep, or where the sea-dawns rise,

And lose my bitter wisdom in the wisdom of a song.

There are magics in melodies, unknown of the sages,
The power of purest wonder on secret wings go by.
Doubtless out of the silence of dumb preceding ages

Song woke the chaos-world 0 and light swept the sky.

All that we know is idle; idle is all we cherish
Idle the will that takes loads that proclaim it strong.
For the knowledge the strength the burden Q all shall perish,;

One thing only endures, one thing only 0 song.
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There Was One

There was one a-riding grand
On a tall brown mare

And a fine gold band

He brought me there.

A little, gold hand
He held to me
That would shine on a hand

For the world to see.

There was one a Q walking swift
To a little new song
And a rose was the gift

He carried along.

First of all the posies

Dewy and red
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They that have roses

Never need bread.

There was one with swagger
And a soft, slow tongue
And a bright cold dagger

Where his left hand swung.

Craven and gilt
Old and bad
And his stroking of the hilt

Set a girl mad.

There was one a-riding grand
As he rode from me
And he raised his golden hand

And he threw it in the sea.

There was one a-walking slow
To a sad long sigh

And his rose dropped low
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And the flung it down to die.

There was one with the swagger
And a little sharp pride
And a bright cold dagger

Ever at his side.

At his side it stayed
When he ran to part.
What is this blade

Struck through my heart?
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Richard Chenevix Trench (1807 €p 1886)
If there had anywhere

If there had anywhere appeared in space
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Another place of refuge, where to flee
Our hearts had taken refuge in that place

And not with Thee.

For we against creation€ps bars beat
Like prisoned eagles, through great worlds had sought
Though but a foot of ground to plant our feet,

Where thou wert not.

And only when we found in earth and air
In heaven or hell, that such might nowhere be
That we could not flee from Thee anywhere,

We fled to Thee.
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Edwin Arlington Robinson (1869 € 1935)
The Mill

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 anymore, €
Was all that she had heard him say;
And he had lingered at the door

So long that it seemed yesterday.

Sick with a feat that had no form
She knew that she was there at last

And in the mill there was a warm
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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 if followed her

She may have reasonable 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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Alfred Lord Tennyson (1809 €y 1892)
The Human Cry

HALLOWED be thy name €p Halleluiah!
Infinite Ideality!

Immeasurable Reality!

Infinite Personality!

Hallowed be the name 0 Halleluiah!

We feel we are nothing Q for all is thou and in Thee;
We feel we are something 0 that also has come from Thee;

We know we are nothing Q but Thou wilt help us to be.

Hallowed bi Try name -- Halleluiah!
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Edward Dowden (1843 €) 1913)

A New Hymn for Solitude
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I found Thee in my heart, O Lord
As in some secret shrine;
I knelt I waited for Thy word,

I joyed to name Thee mine.

I feared to give myself away
To that or this, beside
Thy altar on my face I lay

And in strong need I cried.

Those hours are past. Thou art not mine,
And therefore I rejoice,
I wait within no holy shrine

I faint not for the voice.

In Thee we live, and every wind
Of heaven is Thine, blown free
To west to east the God unshrined

Is still discovering me.
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Edward Dowden (1843 € 1913)
Love@s Lord

When weight of all the garner€pd years
Bows me, and praise must find relief
In harvest-song, and smiles and tears

Twist in the band that binds my sheaf.
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In whom we live, in whom we move,
My spirit lose itself in Thee,

Crying a name --- life, light, or love.
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Michael Drayton

Since there€ps 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 forever, 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 loveés 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 Q

Now it thou wouldst, when all have given him over,

From death of life thou mightst him yet recover.
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Walt Whitman (1819 € 1892)

O Captain! My Captain!

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

The ship has weather@d every rack, the prize we sought is won,
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The port is near the bells I hear, the people all exulting
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;
But O heart! heart! heart!

O the bleeding drops of red,

Where on the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.

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

Rise up 0 for you the flag is flung 0 for you the bugle trills,

For your bouquets and ribbon@d wreaths 0 for you the shores a-crowding,
For you the call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;

Here Captain! dear father!

This arm beneath your head!

It is some dream that on the deck!

You@ve fallen cold and dead.

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

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

The ship is anchoer safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;

Exult O shores, and ring O bells!
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But I with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.
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Christina Rossetti

When I am Dead
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WHEN I am dead my dearest,
Sing no sad songs for me:

Plant thou no roses at my head
Nor shady cypress tree,

Be the green grass above me
With showers and dewdrops wet:
And if thou wilt, remember.

And if thou wilt, forget.

I shall not see the shadows,

I shall not feel the rain,

I shall not hear the nightingale
Sign on, as if in pain

And dreaming through the twilight
That doth not rise nor set

Haply I may remember,

And haply may forget.
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Christina Rossetti

Up Hill

DOES the road wind up 0 hill all the way?
Yes to the very end.

Will the day@s journey take the whole long day?

From morn to night, my friend.

But is there for the night a resting@place?
A roof for when the slow dark hours begin.
May not the darkness hide it from my face?

You cannot miss that inn.

Shall I meet other wayfarers at night?
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Those who have gone before.
Then must knock, or call when just in sight?

They will not keep you standing at that door.

Shall I find comfort, travel-sort and weak?
Of labour you shall find the sum.
Will there be beds for me and all who seek?

Yea, beds for all who come.
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Christina Rossetti

Remember Me

REMEMBER me when I am gone away,

Gone for 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.



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

402

gy sl I

Scharmel Iris

0 Atingg o2 U S Jo35989 59 599
020505 09205 Sls (538 e (2 Lo

Pl sE 05 3 0y95 A 58 5 3

op> A Sy & Culy b%,.‘s.&c\.‘oT?.gc\J
M\c\jg%ﬁpdjﬂ%ﬁ&géﬁx&d}wé)gw
Agdl 8 ewly dlg> 3 (5 by &S 0 o
%,;lsoxsag)mauw%@obww@
W93l A awd > dogl> S 0y3 4y (gl
Scharmel Iris

After the Martyrdom

THEY threw a stone, you threw a stone

I threw a stone that day.

Although their sharpness bruised his flesh

He had no word to say.

But for the moan he did not make
To-day I make my moan;

And for the stone I threw at him
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Conrad Aiken

Music I Heard

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 in my heart that you moved among them,
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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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The Prince

My heart it was a cup of gold
That at his lip did long to lie,
But he hath drunk the red wine down,

And tossed the goblet by.
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My heart it was a floating bird
That through the world did wander free,
But he hath locked it in a cage,

And lost the silver key.

My heart it was a white, white rose,
That bloomed upon a broken bough,
He did but wear it for an hour,

And it is withered now.
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Henry Vaughan

THEY ARE ALL GONE INTO THE WORLD OF LIGHT
They are all gone into the world of light

And I alone sit ling'ring here

Their very memory is fair and bright

And my sad thoughts doth clear.

It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast
Like stars upon some gloomy grove
Or those faint beams in which this hill is dress@d

After the sun@s remove.

I see them walking in an air of glory
Whose light doth trample on my days
My days, which are at best but dull and hoary

Mere glimmering and decays.
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O holy Hope! and high Humility
High as the heavens above!
These are your walks, and you have show@d them me

To kindle my cold love.

dear, beauteous Death! the jewel of the just
shining nowhere but in the dark
what mysteries do lie beyond thy dust

could man outlook that mark!

He that hath found some ﬂedg@d birdOs nest may know
At first sight, if the bird be flown
But what fair well or grove he sings in now

That is to him unknown.

And yet as angels in some brighter dreams
Call to the soul when man doth sleep
So some strange thoughts transcend our wonted themes

And into glory peep.
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If a star were confin€pd into a tomb
Her captive flames must need burn there
But when the hand that 1oc1<0d her up gives room

She@ll shine through all the sphere.

O Father of eternal life and all
Created glories under thee!
Resume Thy spirit from this world of thrall

Into the liberty.

Either disperse these mists, which blot and fill
My perspective still as they pass
Or else remove me hence unto that hill

Where I shall need no glass.
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Song

A FEW more windy days

Must come and go their ways
And we will walk

My love and 1

Beneath the amber-dripping boughs.
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Then on the stars we@pll tread
On purple stars and red

And wonder why

The while we talk

Men sign so much of broken vows.
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Zoe Akins

I Am the Wind

I AM the wind that Wavers,

You are the certain land

I am the shadow that passes

Over the sand.
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I am the leaf that quivers
You the unshaken tree,
You are the stars that are steadfast

I am the sea.

You are the light eternal 0
Like a torch I shall die:
You are the surge of deep music,

I but a cry!
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Helen Hoyt

Since I Have Felt the Sense of Death
Since I have felt the sense of death
Since I have borne its dread, its fear
Oh, how my life has grown more dear
Since I have felt the sense of death
Sorrows are good and cares are small

Since I have known the loss of all.

Since I have felt the sense of death
And death forever at my side

Oh, how the world has opened wide
Since I have felt the sense of death
My hours are jewels that I spend

For I have seen the hours end.

Since I have felt the sense of death
Since I have looked on that black night Q

My inmost brain is fierce with light
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Since I have felt the sense of death
O dark, that made my eyes to see!

O death, that gave my life to me!

Download from: ketabton.com



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

421

Robert Browning
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Robert Browning

Meeting at Night

The gray sea and the long black land
And the yellow half-moon large and low
And the startled little waves that leap
In fiery ringlets from their sleep

As in gain the cove with pushing prow

And quench its speed iQ the slushy sand.

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach

Three fields to cross till a farm appears

A tap at the pane the quick sharp scratch

And blue spurt of a lighted match

And a voice less loud through its joys and fears

Than the two hearts beating each to each!

Parting at Morning

Round the cape of a sudden came the sea

And the sun looked over the mountain€ps rim:
And straight was a path of gold of him

And the need of a world of men for me.
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Rudyard Kipling

1@

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, doth give way to hating,
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And yet don€pt look too good or 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 the words you Qve spoken

Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools

Or watch the things you gave your life to broken,

And stoop and build €pem 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 breath 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,
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Or walk with Kings €p nor lose the common touch,
Of 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 thatés in it,

And 0 which is more 0 you Qll be a man, my son!
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John Growe Ransom

Blue Girls

Twirling your blue skirts, travelling the sward
Under the towers of your seminary

Go listen to your teachers old and contrary

Without believing a word.

Tie the white fillets then about your hair
And think no more of what will come to pass
Than bluebirds that go walking on the grass

And chattering on the air.

Practice your beauty, blue girls, before it fail;
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And I will cry with my loud lips and publish
Beauty which all our power shall never establish

It is so frail.

For I could tell you a story which is true;

I know a woman with a terrible tongue,

Blear eyes fallen from blue,

All her perfections tarnished Q yet it is not long

Since she was a lovelier than any of you.
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Edna St. Vincent Millay

What lips my have kissed, and where, and why
I have forgotten and what arms have lain
Under my head till morning but the rain

Is full of ghosts tonight, that tap and sigh
Upon the glass and listen for reply

And in my heart there stirs a quiet pain

For unremembered lads that not again

Will turn to me at midnight with a cry.

Thus in the winter stands the lonely tree

Nor knows what birds have vanished one by one
Yet knows its boughs more silent than before.

I cannot say what loves have come and gone;

I only know that summer sang in me

A little while, that in me sings no more.
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A Song
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LORD, when the sense of thy sweet grace
Sends up my soul to seek thy face

Thy blessed eyes breed such desire,

1 dy in love@ps delicious Fire.

O love, I am thy Sacrifice.

Be still triumphant, blessed eyes.

Still shine on me, fair suns! that I

Still may behold, though still I dy.

Though still I dy, Ilive again

Still longing so to be still slain

So gainfull is such losse of breath.
I dy even in desire of death

Still live in me this loving strife
Of living Death and dying Life.
For while thou sweetly slayest me

Dead to my selfe, 1 live in Thee.
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Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772 €p 1834)
Work without Hope

Lines Composed 21st February 1825

All Nature seems at work. Slugs leave their lair
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The bees are stirring 0 birds are on the wing

And Winter slumbering in the open air,

Wears on his smiling face a dream o Spring

And I the while, the sole unbusy thing,

Nor honey make, nor pair, nor build, nor sing

Yet well I ken the banks where amaranths blow,
Have traced the fount whence streams of nectar flow.
bloom, O ye amaranths! bloom for whom ye may,
For me ye bloom not! Glide, rich streams, away!
With lips unbrightened wreathless brow, I stroll:
And would you learn the spells that drowse my soul?
Work without Hope draws nectar in a sieve,

And Hope without an object cannot live.
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Follow Thy Fair Sun

Follow thy fair sun, unhappy shadow;
Though thou be black as night,
And she made all of light

Yet follow thy fair sun, unhappy shadow.

Follow her, whose light thy light depriveth;
Though here thou liv@pst disgraced
And she in heaven is placed

Yet follow her whose light the world reviveth.
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Follow those pure beams, whose beauty burneth;
That so have scorched thee
As thou still black must be

Till her kind beams thy black to brightness turneth.

Follow her, while yet her glory shineth;
There comes a luckless night
That will dim all her light;

And this the black unhappy shade divineth.

Follow still, since so thy fates ordained,;
The sun must have his shade,
Till both at once do fade,

The sun still proud, the shadow still disdained.
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I care Not for These Ladies

I care not for these ladies

That must be wooed and prayed,;
Give me kind Amaryllis,

The wanton country maid

Nature Art disdaineth;
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Her beauty is her own.

Her when we court and kiss

She cries, "Forsooth, let go!"

But when we come where comfort is,

She never will say no.

If I love Amaryllis,

She gives me fruit and flowers

But if we love these ladies

We must give golden showers.

Give them gold than sell love

Give me the nut-brown lass

Who when we court and kiss

She cries, "Forsooth, let go!"

But when we come where comfort is,

She never will say no.

These ladies must have pillows
And beds by strangers wrought;
Give me a bower of willows

Of moss and leaves unbought,



(c) ketabton.com: The Digital Library

Download from: ketabton.com

And fresh Amaryllis,

With milk and honey fed,;

Her when we court and kiss

She cries, "Forsooth, let go!"

But when we come where comfort is,

She never will say no.
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John Donne

The Anniversary

All kings, and all their favorites,

All glory of honours, beauties, wits,

The sun it self, which makes times, as they pass,
Is elder by a year now than it was

When thou and I first one another saw
All other things to their destruction draw,
Only our love hath no decay;

This no to-marrow hath nor yesterday
Running it never runs from us away

But truly keeps his first, last, everlasting day.

Two graves must hide thine and my crose
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If one might death were no divorce

Alas ! as well as other princes, we

Who prince enough in one another be

Must leave at last in death these eyes and ears

Oft fed with true oaths, and with sweet salt tears

But souls where nothing dwells but love

All other thoughts being inmates 0 then shall prove
This or a love increased there above

When bodies to their graves, souls from their graves remove.

And then we shall be throughly blest;

But now no more than all the rest.

Here upon earth wepre kings, and none but we
Can be such kings nor of such subjects be.

Who is so safe as we? Where none can do
Treason to us, except one of us two

True and false fears let us refrain

Let us love nobly and live and add again

Years and years unto years, till we attain

To write threescore, this is the second of our reign.
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Christina Rossetti

Echo

Come to me in the silence of the night

Come in the speaking silence of a dream

Come with soft rounded cheeks and eyes as bright
As sunlight on a stream

Come back in tears

O memory, hope, love of finished years

Oh dream how sweet too sweet too bitter sweet
Whose wakening should have been in paradise
Where shouls brimfull of love abide and meet
Where thirsting longing eyes

Watch the slow door

That opening, letting in, lests out no more.
Yet come to me in dreams, that I may live

My every lift again through cold in death

Come back to me in dreams that I may give
Pulse for pulse, breath for breath:

Speak low lean low
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A. E. Housman

Stars

Stars, I have seen them fall
But when they drops and die
No stars is lost at all

From all the stars-sown sky.
The toil of all that be

Helps not the primal fault

It rains into the sea

And still the sea is salt.
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William Dunbar (1460 € 1513)
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William Dunbar (1460 € 1513)
Of the Change of Life

I seik about this warld unstabille
To find ane sentence convenabille
Bot I can nocht in all my wit

Sa trew ane sentence fynd of it

As say, it is dessaveabille.
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For yesterday I did declair

Quhow that the seasoun soft and fair
Com in als freche as pako fedder
This day it stangis lyk ane edder

Concluding all in my contrair.

Yisterday fair up sprang the flouris
This day thai ar all slane with schouris
And fowllis in forrest that sang cleir
Now walkis with a drery cheir

Full caild ar baith thair beddis and bouris.

So nixt to symmer wyntir bene,

Nixt efter confort, cairis kene

Nixt dirk mednycht the mirthfull morrow
Nixt efter joy aye cumis sorrow.

So is this warld and ay hes bene.
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Alfred Lord Tennyson

Oh Yet We Trust

Oh yet we trust that somehow good
Will be the final goal of ill

To pangs of nature sins of will

Defects of doubts and taints of blood.

That nothing walks with aimless feet
That not one life shall be destroyed
Or cast as rubbish to the void

When God hath made the pile complete.

That not a worm is cloven in vain
That not a moth with vain desire
Is shriveled in a fruitless fire

Or but subserves another€ps gain.

Behold we know not anything

I can but trust that good shall fall
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At last-far off-at last to all

And every winter change to spring.

As runs my dream, but what am 1?7
An infant crying in the night:
An infant crying for the light:

And with no language but a cry.
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Sir Walter Scott

Show lines

Look not thou no beauty4ps charming

Sit thou still when kings are arming

Taste not when the wine 0 cup glistens
Speak not when the people listens

Stop thine ear against the singer

From the red gold keep thy finger
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Easy live and quiet die.
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Edna St Vincent Millay (1892 € 1950)

The Penitent
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I had a little sorrow

Born of a little sin

I found a room all damp with gloom
And shut us all within

And Qlittle Sorrow, weep,Q said I,
OAnd, Little Sin, pray God to die,
and I upon the floor will lie

and think how bad I€pve been!@p

also for pious planning

it mattered not a whit!

As far as gloom went in that room
The lamp might have been it!

My Little Sorrow would not weep
My Little Sin would go to sleep
To save my soul I could not keep

My graceless mind on it!

SoupIgotin anger
And took a book I had

And put a ribbon on my hair
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To please a passing lad.

And QOne thing there@s no getting by
IQve been a wicked girl,@ said I,
©But if I can@t be sorry, why,

I might as well be glad!€
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