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SHAKESPEARE (1564 — 1616) : Under the Greenwood tree

Under the Green Wood Tree

Who loves to lie with me,

And turn his merry note

Unto the sweet bird's throat.

Come hither, come hither, come hither
Here shall he see

No enemy

But winter and rough weather.

Who doth ambition shun

And loves to live i' the sun,

Seeking the food he eats

And pleased with what he gets.

Come hither, come hither, come hither
Here shall he see No enemy

But winter and rough weather.

It was a lover and- his lass
With a hey and a ho and a hey-nonino
That o'er the green cornfield did pass



In spring time, the only pretty ring time.
When birds do sing hey ding a ding ding:
Sweet lovers love the spring.

Between the acres of the rye
These pretty country folks would lie :
This carol they began that hour,
How that a life was but a flower:
And therefore take the present time
With a hey and a ho, and a hey-nonino
For love is crowned with the prime
In spring time, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing hey ding a ding ding:
Sweet lovers love the spring.

William Shakespeare
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SHAKESPEARE : Youth & Age

Crabbed age and Youth

Crabbed age and youth, cannot live together;
Youth is full of pleasure, age is full of care;

Youth like summer morn, age like winter weather;
Youth like Summer brave, age like winter bare.



Youth is full of sport/age's breath is short;

Youth is Nimble, age is lame;

Youth this hot and bold, age is weak and cold ;
Youth is wild and age is fame;

Age, | do abhor thee, youth | do adore thee;

O ! My love, my love is young;

Age | do defy thee; O | Sweet shepherd hie thee,
For me thinks thou stay'st too long

-The Passionate Pilgrim

William Shakespeare

(English verses-Vol | chosen and arranged by W. EEBEK)
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NASH (1567 — 1601) : Spring

Spring

Spring, the sweet spring, is the year's pleasagf, ki
Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in a ring,
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing,
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo

The palm and may make country houses gay,
Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all day,
And we hear ay birds tune this merry lay.



Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo
The fields breathe sweet, the diasies kiss our feet
Young lovers meet, old wives a-sunning sit,
In every street these tunes our ears do greet,
Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo
Spring the sweet spring

Thomas Nash
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WORDSWORTH (1770 — 1850) : Written in March

Written In March
while resting on the bridge at the foot of Brothevater.

The cock is crowing,

The steam is flowing,

The small birds twitter,

The lake doth glitter,
The green field sleeps inthe sun;

The oldest and youngest

Are at work with the strongest;

The cattle are grazing.

Their heads never raising;
There are forty feeding like one



Like an army defeated
The snow hath retreated,
And now doth fare ill
On the top of the bare hill;

The ploughboy is whooping-anon-anon :
There's joy in the mountains;
There's life in the -fountains;
Small clods are sailing,
Blue sky prevailing;
The rain is over and gone

William Wordsworth
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Wordsworth: Rainbow

'My heart leaps up when | behold

My heart leaps up when | behold

A rainbow in the sky :
So was it when my lif began;
Sois it now | am a: man;
So be it when | shall grow old,

Or let me die:
The Child is father of the Man;
And | could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety.

William Wordsworth
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Wordsworth: The Pet Lamb

The Pet Lamb
-Apastoral

The dew was falling fast, the stars began to blink;

| heard a voice; it said, "Drink, pretty creatudeink !
And, looking o'er the hedge, before me | espied

A snow-white mountain-lamb with a Maiden at itsesid

Nor sheep nor kine were near; the lamb was alleglon
And by a slender cord was tethered to a stone;

With one knee on the grass did the little maideadtn
While to that mountain-lamb she gave its eveninglme

The lamb, while from her hand he thus his suppek,to
Seemed to feast with head and ears; add his ttilpleéasure
shook.

"Drink, pretty creature, drink/' she said in sughtone
That | almost recieved her heart into my own-

"Twas little Barbara Lewthwaite, a child of beaudye!
| watched them with delight, they were a lovelyrpai
Now with her empty can the maiden turned away:
But ere ten yards were gone her footsteps did tslye s

Right towards the lamb she looked; and from a shHage
| unobserved could see the workings of her face:

If Nature to her tongue could measured numberggbrin
Thus, thought I, to her lamb that little maid migig.

"What ails thee, young One? What ? Why pull sdatcord!
Is not well with thee ? Well both for bed and bdard

Thy plot of grass is soft, and green as grass ean b
Rest, little young one, rest; what is't that ailétee ?

"What is it thou wouldst seek ? What is wantinghp heart ?
Thy limbs are they not strong ? And beautiful tlaot

This grass is tender grass; these flowers they hayeers;
And that green corn all day is rustling in thy elars

"If the sun be shining hot, do but stretch thy vemlchain,
This beech is standing by, its covert thou caastvgy

For rain and mountain-storms ! the like thou needs fear,
The rain and storm are things that scarcely caredoene.

'Rest, little young One, rest; thou hast forgotdhg
When my father found thee first in -places for away



Many flocks were on the hills, but thou wert owriidnone,
And thy mother from thy side for evermore was gone.

"He took thee in his arms, and in pity brought theme:
A blessed day for thee 'then whither wouldst thamanm ?
A faithful nurse thou hast; the dam that did theary

Upon the mountain-tops no kinder could have been.

Thou know'st that twice a day | have brought thmethis can
Fresh water from the brook, as clear as ever ran;

And twice in the day, when the ground is wet widwdl

| bring thee draughts of milk, warm milk it is andw.

‘Thy limbs will shortly be twice as about as theg aow,
Then I'll yoke thee to my cart like a pony in- tpéough;
My playmate thou shalt be; and when the wind cold;
Our hearth shall be thy bed, our house shall f&lds

"It will not, will not rest! Poor creature, canké

That 'tis thy mother's heart which is working sdhae ?
Things that | know of belike to thee are dear.

And dreams of things which thou canst neither seéhpar.

"Alas, the mountain-tops that look so green and fai
I've heard of fearful winds and darkness that ctmee;
The iittle brooks that seem all pastime and alypla
When they are angry, roar like lions for their prey

"Here thou need'st not dread the raven in the sky;
Night and day thou art safe,-our cottage is hard by
Why bleat so after me ? Why pull so at thy chain ?
Sleep-and at break of day | will come to thee adain

As homeward through the lane | went with lazy feet,
This song to myself did | often times repeat;

And it seemed, as | retracted the ballad line bg,li
That but half of it was hers, and one half of isvmaine.

Again and once again, did | repeat the song;
"Nay"s said | "more than half to the damsel mudbbe,
For she looked with such a look and she spake suith a tone,
That | almost recieved her heart into my own/'
William Wordsworth
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Shelley(1792-1822): Skylark



To a Skylark

Hail to thee, blithe spirit

Bird thou never wert,

That from heaven, or near it,

Pourest thy full heart

In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.

Higher still and higher

From the earth thou springest

Like a cloud of fire;

The blue deep thou wingest,

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever sihge

In the golden lightning

Of the sunken sun,

Over which clouds are brightening

Thou dost float and run.

Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun.

The pale purple even

Melts around thy flight;

Like a star of heaven

In the broad daylight

Thou art unseen, but yet | hear thy shrill delight;

Keen as are the arrows

Of that silver sphere,

Whose intense lamp narrows

In the white dawn clear

Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there.

All the earth and air

With thy voice is loud,

As, when nihgt is bare,

From one lonely cloud

The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is owédflo

What thou art we know not;

What is most like thee?

From rainbow clouds there flow not

Drops so bright to see

As from thy presence showers a rain of melody.

Like a poet hidden

In the light of thought,

Singing hymns unbidden,

Till the world is wrouhgt

To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not



Like a hihg born maiden

In a palace tower,

soothing her love-laden
Soul in secret hour

With music sweet as love,
which overflows her bower:

Like a glow-worm golden

In a dell of dew,

Scattering unbeholden

Its aerial hue

Among the flowers and grass, which screen it froenview:

Like a rose embower'd

In its own green leaves,

By warm winds deflower's,

Till the scent it gives

Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy-wintésies.

Sound of vernal showers

On the twinkling grass,

Rain-awaken'd flowers,

All that ever was

Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth ssrpas

Teach us, spirit or bird,

What sweet thoughts are thine:

| have never heard

Praise of love or wine

That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine.

Chorus hymeneal,

Or triumphal chant,

Match'd with thine would be all

But an empty vaunt

A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want-

What objects are the fountains

Of thy happy strain ? What fields, or waves, or mtains ?
What shapes of sky or plain ?

What love of thine own kind ? What ignorance ofrpai

With thy clear keen joyance

Languor cannot be :

Shadow of annoyance

Never came near thee;

Thou lovest; but ne'er knew love's sad satiety.

Waking or asleep

Thou of death must deem

Things more true and deep

Than we mortals dream,

Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stn@a



We look before and after,

And pine for what is not:

Our sincerest laughter

With some pain is fraught:

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddesght.

Yet if we could scorn

Hate, and pride, and fear;

If we were things horn

Not to shed a tear,

I know not how thy joy we ever should come near.

Better than all measures

Of delightful sound,

Better than all treasures

That in books are found,

Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground

Teach me half the gladness
That thy brain must know,
Such harmonious madness
From my lips would flow
The world should listen then, as | am listening now
Percy Bysshe Shelley
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Scott(1771-1832): Gathering Song

Gathering song of Donald the Black

Pibroch of Dounuil Dhu,
Pibroch of Dunuil,

Wake thy wild voice anew,
Summon clan Council.
Come away, come away,
Hark to the summons
Come in your war-array,
Gentles and commons.

Come from deep glen, and
From mountain so rocky;
The war-pipe and pennon
Are at Inverlocky.

Come every hill-plaid, and



True heart that wears one,
Come every steel blade, and
Strong hand that bears one.

Leave untended the herd.

The flock withour shelter;
Leave the corpse uninterr'd,
The bride at the alter;

Leave the deer, leave the steer,
Leave nets and barges;

Come with your fighting gear,
Broadswords and targes.

Come as the winds come, when
Forests are rended;

Come as the waves come, when
Navies are stranded:

Faster and faster,

Chief, vassal, page and groom,
Tenant and master.

Fast they come, fast they come;
See how they gather.

Wide waves the eagle plume.
Blended with heather.

Cast your plaids, draw your blades,

Forward each man set-
Pibroch of Donuil Dhu
Knell for the onset.

Sir Walter Scott
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Scott: Coronach

Coronach

He is gone on the mountain,

He is lost to the forest,

Like a summer-dried fountain,
When our need was the sorest,
The font reappearing

From the raindrops shall borrow,
But to us comes no cheering,

To Duncan no morrow

The hand of the reaper

Takes the ears that are hoary,
But the voice of the weeper
Wails manhood in glory.

The autumn winds rushing
Waft the leaves that are serest,
But our flower was in flushing
When blighting was nearest.

Fleet foot on the correi,

Sage counsel in cumber,

Red hand in the foray,

How sound is thy slumber !
Like the dew on the mountain,
Like the foam on the river

Like the bubble on the fountain
Thou art gone, and for ever
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C. Wolfe(1791-1823): Burial of Sir John Moor

Burial of Sir John Moore at Cobunna



Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note,

As his corpse to the rampart we hurried;
Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot

O'er the grave where our hero we buried.

We buried hin darkly at dead of night
The sods with our bayonets turning.
By the struggling m' onbeam's misty light
And the lantern dimly burning.

No useless coffin enclosed his breast,

Not in sheet or in shroud we wound him;
But he lay like a warrior taking his rest,

With his martial cloak around him.

Few and short were the prayers we said,
And we spoke not a word of sorrow;

But we steadfastly gazed on the face that was dead,
And we bitterly thought of the morrow.

We thought, as we hollo w'd his narrow bed
And smoothed down his lonely pillow,
That the foe and the stranger would tread o'ehéi,
And we far away on the billow

Lightly they'll talk of the spirit that's gone

And o'er his cold ashes upbraid him,-
But little he'll reck, if they let him sleep on

In the grave where a Briton has laid him

But half of our heavy task was done

When the clock struck the hour for retiring:
And we heard the distant and random gun

That the foe was sullenly firing.

Slowly and sadly we laid him down,
From the field of his fame fresh and gory;
We carved not line, and we raised not a stone,
But we left him alone with his glory.
Charles Wolfe
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Tennyson (1809-1892): The Charge of the Light Brig ade

The Charge of the Light brigade
i

Half a league, half a league.

Half a league onward,

Allin the valley of death
Rode the six hundred.

'Forward the light Brigade !,
Charge for the guns!" he said.
Into the valley of death

Rode the six hundred.

Il
'Forward the light Brigade !"
Was there a man dismay'd ?

Not tho' the soldier knew
Someone had blunder' d.

Theirs not to make reply,
Theirs not to reason why,
Theirs but to do and die.
Into the valley of Death

Rode the six hundred.



1]
Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,

Cannon in front of them
Volley'd and thunder'd ;

Storm' d at with shot and shell,
Boldly they rode and well,
Into thejaws of death,
Into the mouth of hell,
Rode the six hundred.

v
Flash'd all their sabres bare,
Flash" d as they turn' d in air
Sabring the gunners there,
Charging an army, while

All the world wonder' d.

Plunged in the battery-smoke
Right thro' the line they broke;
Cossack and Russian.

Reel' d from the sabre-stroke
Shatter' d and sunder' d.
Then they Rode back, but not
Nor the six hundred.

Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon behind them

Volley'd and thunder' d ;

Storm' d at with shot and shell,
While horse and hero fell.
They that had fought so well
Came thro' the jaws of death,
Back from the mouth of hell,
All that was left of them,

Left of six hundred.

Vi
When can their glory fade?

0 the wild charge they made !
All the world wonder' d.
Honor the charge they made!
Honor the light Brigade,
Noble six hundred!
Alfred Lord Tennyson
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COWPER (1731 — 1800)

Loss of the Royal George

Toll for the brave !

The brave that are no more !
All sunk beneath the wave
Fast by their native shore"

Eight hundred of the brave,
Whose courage well was tried,
Had made the vessel heel
And laid her on her side.

A land-breeze shook the shrouds
And she was overset;

Down went the Royal George,
With all her crew complete.

Toll for the brave !

Brave Kempenfelt is gone;
His last sea fight is fought,
His work of glory done.

It was not in the battle ;

No tempest gave the shock;
She sprang no fatal leak.
She ran upon no rock.

His sword was in the sheath,
His fingers held the pen,
When Kempenfelt went down
With twice four hundred men .

Weigh the vessel up

Once dreaded by our foes,
And mingle with your cup
The tears that England owes.

Her timbers yet are sound,

And she may float again

Full charged with England's thunder,
And plough the distant main;

But Kempenfelt is gone,
His victories are o'er;

: Loss of the Royal George



And he and his eight hundred
Must plough the wave no more
William Cowper
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CAMPBELL (1777 — 1844) : Ye Mariners of England

Ye Mariners of England

Ye mariners of England

That guard our native seas,

Whose flag has braved, a thousand years,
The battle and the breeze.

Your glorious standard launch again

To match another foe:

And sweep through the deep,

While the stormy winds do blow;

While the battle rages loud and long

And the stormy winds do blow.

The spirits of your fathers

Shall start from every wave-

For the deck it was their field of fame,
And Ocean was their grave.

Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell
Your manly hearts shall glow,

As ye sweep through the deep,
While the stormy winds do blow;
While the battle rages loud and long
And the stormy winds do blow.

Britannia needs no bulwarks,

No towers along the steep;

Her march is o'er the mountain waves,
Her home is on the deep.

With thunders from her native oak
She quells the floods below

As they roar on the shore,

When the stormy winds do blow;
While the battle rages loud and long,
And the stormy winds do blow.

The meteor flag of England

Shall yet terrific burn ;

Till danger's troubled night depart
And the star of peace return.



Then, then ye ocean warriors !
Our song and feast shall flow
To the fame of your name,
When the storm has ceased to blow;
When the fiery fight is heard no more,
And the storm has ceased to blow
Thomas Campbell
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THOMSON (1700 — 1748)
Rule, Britannia

When Britain first at Heaven's command
Arose from out the azure main,

This was the charter of the land,

And guardian angels sung this strain:
Rule, Britannia! rule the waves!

Britons never will be slaves.

The nations not so blest as thee
Must in their turns to tyrants fall,
While thou shalt flourish great and free,
The dread and envy of them all.

Still more majestic shalt thou rise,

More dreadful from each foreign stroke;
As the loud blast that tears the skies ;
Serves but to lock thy native oak.

Thee haughty tyrants ne'er shall tame;
All their attempts to bend thee down
Will but arouse thy generous flame.
But work their woe and thy renown.

To thee belongs the rural reign;

Thy cities shall with commerce shine;
All thine shall be the subject main,
Arid every shore it circles thine!

The Muses, still with freedom found,
shall to thy happy coast repair;
Blest Isle, with matchless beauty crown'd,
And manly hearts to guard the fain-
Rule, Britannia! rule the waves!
Britons never will be slaves
James Thomson
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HENLEY (1849 — 1903) : What have | done for you, England, my England

Pro rege nostro

What have | done for you,

England, my England?

What is there | would not do

England, my own?

With your glorious eyes austere

As the Lord were walking near

Whispering terrible things and dear

As the song on your bugles blown, England
Round the world on your bugles blown.

Where shall the watchful sun

England, my England,

Match the master-work you have done,
England, my own?

When shall here joice again

Such a breed of mighty men,

As come forward one to ten

To the song on your bugles blown, England
Down the years on your bugles blown?

Fyen the faith endures,

England my England

‘Take and break us: we are yours,
England, my own.

Life is good and joy runs high

Between English earth and sky;

Death is death; but we shall die

To the song on your bugles blown, England
To the stars on your bugles blown."

They call you proud and hard,
England, my England:
You with worlds to watch and ward,

England, my own-

You whose mailed hand keeps the keys

Of such teeming destinies,

You could know nor dread nor ease

Were the song on your bugles blown, England,
Round the pit on your bugles blown.

Mother of ships whose might,



England, my England,
Is the fierce old sea's delight,
England my own,
Chosen daughter of the Lord,
Spouse-in-chief of the ancient sword,
There's the menace of the word
In the song on your bugles blown, England
Out of heaven on your bugles blown
William Ernest Henley

B &eSF ITT

Bexrodd F0oBoI0oN; FOTD
BRI SeORBNOT.
TLOH PN WD SRCRT

TR0V RPDIROT.
©90d BRTHCRHBIT
WS BRI T VAWM.

BOW BRNELOTEIT WFT~
BT, BRIFON0WBIOT
TR, OT/R, DTIR LOT
LONPIZROTI SOT.
TR, Degr, OB AT,
e QUWEIOT FeFen 00T,

e cTatevAolelec] %57153, TN
DO TBIT BORPWD,
[ReR, B B[OV ISONTIRBA,
DT EDROL,
TRB, VTOTWR SSA3RET — OISR
RR BT BRT 0NTO 0T,

PR, JRCRVIH I, SRewTSY,
RABBIRZBENE,

YOI BRETONY 0T WR)F)
Seno YT 13,

TITNEY WIND dpdodmn

VZ B[O TR BONTI 20T.

B 3P DI IWRY Tew,
ROTI ab% mmeﬁm.
@?,;p FOOINT, LTV G%m%



QOT zoz% mméﬁe;o.
o:’mzscpd PO TRRY %e@mﬁ
NBT FToORTINR BT OV

BT, TEPT— QONTOTHRT,
TNOTTD FoWT TTWOR.
NTE TTORTTR WT To Wed
B BTN WROD.
80T 035008 FeFTTYRDH
EREBTAR OB 50T TOT.

T MHRFO BPRZRORBT I
&8 BRIODoWIwN,
RRT BRTWID @ JOIT BLIT;
IO BppEROW den
efelet) DY BLEROBRCRT
Q0BY YT ISMRTIT.

e3080D, 30D Nt WAOITPN
Te3 TOYOCREQ.
00202 200N, mmmsﬁeﬁo G
dg= dewsd WY
BTTOBRTRRL BnSeelesy
AReFTRQOD BT 20T,

BRCTLOLRTT 0T FReT
ng, $DecpTTY.
TOITNEY Beansd EeTodne
D20Y WO IY.
BTTOTRTRR, BrSeesesy
AReETRQOD 0NTO 20T

TeBH BRNVD RG, TODTT,
O TR PENT -
Qe 3R, I[W, WY IOTY)!
ROTE TN, BRINAD.
VYV, VYS!, T TN, e,
AReFTRQOD BONTT HOT.

2y BANEETD BrY G
Qo BRSoR



mj)odadd@od ﬁdmmdemé?
DOTIZ T mmeﬁm

BT T WYR? O30T BT

EREBTAR D 50T TOT.

SOUTHEY (1774- 1843) : After Blenheim
After Blenheim

It was a summer evening,

Old Kaspar's work was done,
And he before his cottage door
Was sitting in the sun;

And by him sported on the green
His little grandchild Wilhelmine.

She saw her brother Peterkin

Roll something large and round

Which he beside the rivulet

In playing there had found;

He came to ask what he had found

That was so large and smooth and round.

Old Kaspar took it from the boy

Who stood expectant by ;

Ann then the old man shook his head.
And with natural sigh

Tis some poor fellow's skull," said he,
‘Who fell in the great victory'.

'l find them in the garden,

For there. 's many here about";
And often when | go to plough
The ploughshare turns them out.
For many thousand men/ said he,
‘Were slain in that great victory'.

'Now tell us what' 'twas all about/
Young Peterkin he cries;
And little Wilhelmine looks up

With wonder-waiting eyes:

'‘Now tell us all about the war,

And what they fought each other for,’'
It was the English/ Kaspar cried,

'‘Who put the French to rout;

But what they fought each other for
| could not well make out.

But everybody said/ quoth he,



That' twas a famous victory.

‘My father lived at Blenheim then,
Yon little stream hard by;

They burnt his dwelling to the ground,
And he was forced to fly;

So with his wife and child he fled,

Nor had he where to rest his head.

'‘With fire and sword the country round
Was wasted far and wide,

And many a childing mother then

And new-born baby died;

But things likethat, you know, must be
At every famous victory.

They say it was a shocking sight

After the field was won;

For many thousand bodies here

Lay rotting in the sun;

But things like that, you know, must be
After a famous victory.

'‘Great praise the Duke of Marlbro' won
And our good prince Eugene,’

'‘Why't was a very wicked thing'

Said little Wilhelmine;

‘Nay. .. nay. . . My little girl/ quoth he,
It was a famous victory.

'‘And everybody praisetthe Duke
Who this great fight did win,'
‘Butwhat good came of it at last ?'
Quoth little Peterkin:
'Why, that | cannot tell/ said he,
‘But' twas "'1- famous victory.
Robert Southey
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BROWNING (1812 — 1889) : The Patriot

The Patriot
-An Old Story

It was roses, roses all the way,

With Myrtle Mixed in my path like mad

The house-roofs Seemed to heave and sway,
The Church-Spires beamed, such Flags they had,
A year ago on this very day!



The air broke into a mist with bells,

The old walls rocked with crowd and cries,

Had | said 'Good folk, more noice repels-

But give me your Sun from yonder skies!

They had answered 'And afterward. What else ?'

1
Alack, It was | who leaped at the Sun
To give it my loving friends to keep!
Nought man could do, have | left undone:
And you see my harvest, What | reap ?
This very day, now a year is run-

v
There's hobody on the house-tops now-
Just a palsied few at the windows set;
For the best of the sight is all allow,
At the Shamples' gate-or better yet
By the very Scabbold's root, | trow

Y
I go in the rain, and, more than needs,
A rope cuts both my wrists behind;
And | think, by the feel, my forehead bleeds,
For they fling, whoever has a mind,
Stones at me for my year's misdeeds.

VI
Thus | entered, and thus | go !
In triumphs, people have dropped down dead.
'Paid by the world, - what dost thou owe
'‘Me' ? God might question; now instead
Tis God shall repay! | am safer so.
Robert Browning
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BURNS (1759 — 1796) : A man's a man for a 'that



A man's a man for a' that

Is there for honest poverty

That hangs his head' an 'a' that;
The coward slave-we pass him by,
We dare be poor for a 'that
Pera'that, an a' that,

Our toils obscure aria"that

The rank is but the guinea's Stamp,
The man's the gowd for a' that,

What though on hamely fare we dine,
Wear hoddin grey, an a' that?

Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine,
A Man's a man for a 'that,

For a' that, an 'a’ that,

Their tinsel show an 'a’ that

The honest man, the e'er sae poor.

Is king d men for a’ that.

Ye see you birkie ca'd a lord,

Wha struts, an' stares, an 'a' that;
Tho' hundreds worship at his word,
He's but a goof for a 'that,

For a' that, an 'a’ that,

His ribband star, an'a' that

The man o' independent mind

He looks an 'laughs at a' that,

A prince can mak a belted knight,
A marquis, duke, an 'a' that;
But an honest man's aboon his might,

Gude faith, he manunna fa 'that
For a' that, an 'a' that,

Their dignities an 'a' that,

The pith o' sense, an pride o' worth,
Are higher rank than a' that.

Then let us pray that come it may,

(As come it will for a' that,)

That Sense and Worth, o'er a' the earth,
Shall bear the gree, an' a' that,

For a' that, an' a' that,

it's coming yet for a' that,

That man to man, the world o'er,

Shall brithers be for a' that

Robert Burns
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BURNS : Duncan Gray

Duncan Gray

Duncan Gray came here to woo,

Ha, ha, the wooing o't,

On blythe Yula night when we were fou,
Ha, ha, the wooing o't,:

Maggie coast head fu' high,

Looke'd asklent and unco skeigh,
Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh ;

Ha, ha, the wooing o't

Duncan fleech'd and Duncan pray'd ;
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig;

Duncan sigh'd baith out and in,

Grat his een baith bleer't and blin;
Spak o' lowpin ower a linn.

Time and chance are but a tide,
Slighted love is sair to bide;

Shall I, like a fool, quoth he,

For a haughty hizzie dee ?

She may gay to -France for me.

How it comes let doctors tell,

Meg grew sick -as he grew heal;
Something in her bosom wrings,

For relief a sigh she brings;

And O, her een, they spak sic things.

Duncan was a lad grace;

Ha, ha, the Wooing o't.
Maggie's was a piteous case;
Ha, ha, the wooing o't

Duncan couldna be her death,
Swelling pity smoor'd his wrath;
Now they're crouse and canty baith :
Ha, ha, the wooing o't
Robert Burns
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BURNS : O my love's like a red, red rose

My Love is like A Red, Red Rose

My Love is like a red, red rose,
That's newly sprung in June :

O my Love is like the melodie,

That's sweetly play'd in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deep inluve am [ ;

And I will luve thee still, my dear,

Till a' the seas gang dry.

Till a' the seas gang dry, my Dear.

And the rocks melt wi' the Sun;
And I will Juve thee still, my Dear,
While ttie sands &ife shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only Luve !
And fare thee weel, a while!
And 1 will come again, my Luve.
Tho' twere ten thousand mile!
Robert Burns
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BURNS : Fair Lesley
Bonnie Lesley
O saw ye bonnie Lesley
As she gaed o'er the border ?
She's gane, like Alexander,

To spread her conquests farther.

To see her is to love her,
And love her but for ever;



For nature made her what she is,
And never made another

Thou art a queen, fair Lesley.
Thy subjects we, before thee;
Thou art divine, fair Lesely.
The hearts 0' men adore thee.

The deil he cotildna scaith thee;
Or aught that sad belong thee;
He'd look into' the bonnie face,
And say "1 canna wrang thee"

The Powers aboon will tent thee;
Misfortune sha'na steer thee;
Thou'rt like themselves sae lovely,
That ill they'll ne'er let near thee

Return again, fair Lesley
Return to Caledonie
That we may brag we hae a lass
There's nane again sae bonnie.
Robert Burns
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H. COLERIDGE (1796 — 1849) : She is not fair to outward view

She is not fair to outward View

She is not fair to outward view
As many maidens be ;



Her loveliness | never knew

Until she smiled on me.

O then | saw her eye was bright,
A well of love, a spring of light

But now her looks are coy and cold,
To mine they ne'er reply,
And yet | cease not to behold
The love-light in her eye:
Her very frowns are fairer far
Than smiles of othenaidens are.
Hartley Coleridge
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COLERIDGE (1772 — 1834) : Love

Love

All thoughts, all passions, all delights,
Whatever stirs this mortal frame,

All are but ministers of love,

And feed his sacred flame,

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

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

She leaned against the armed man,
The statue of the armed knight;
She stood and listend to my lay.
Amid the lingering light.

Few sorrows hath she of her own,
My hope! my joy ! my Gene vie ve.l.
She loves me best whene'er | sing
The songs that make her grieve.

| play'd a soft and doleful air,

| sang an old and moving story
And old rude song, that suited well
That ruin wild and hoary.

She listen'd with a fitting blush,

With downcast eyes and modest grace;
For well she knew | could not choosed
But gaze upon her face.



1 told her of the knight that wore
Upon his shield a burning brand;
And that for ten long years he woo'd
The Lady of the Land.

1 told her how he pined ; and ah'!
The deep, the low, the pleading tone
With which | sang another's love
Interpreted my own.

She listen'd with a flitting blush,

With downcast eyes and modest grace;
And she forgave me, that | gazed

Too fondly on her face.

But when | told the cruel scorn

That crazed that bold and lovely knight,
And that he crosse'd the mountain-woods,
Nor rested day nor night;

That sometimes from the savage den,

And some times from the darksome shade,
And sometimes starting up at once

In green and sunny glade.

There came and look'd him in the face,
An angel beautiful and bright;

And that be knew it was a fiend,

This miserable knight!

And that, unknowing what he did,

He leap'd amid a murderous band,

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

And how she wept, and clasp'd his knees
And how she tended in vain;,

And ever strove to expiate

The scorn that crazed his brain’;.

And that she nursed him in a cave,
And how his madness went away,
When on the yellow forest leaves
A dying man he lay;

His dying words - but when | reached
That tenderest strain of all the ditty,
My faltering voice and pausing harp
Disturb'd her soul with pity;

All impulses of soul and sense
Had thrille'd guileless Genavieve;



The music and the doleful-tale,
The rich and balmy eve.;

And hopes' and fears that kindle hope,
And undistinguishable throng.

And gently wishes long subdued,
Subdued and cherish'd long!

She wept with pity and delight,

She blush'd with love and virgin shame ;
And like the murmur of a dream,

| heard her breathe my name.

Her bosom heaved-she stepp'd aside,
As conscious of my Igpk she stept

Then suddenly, with timorous eye

She fled to me and wept.

She half enclosed me with her arms
She press'd me with a meek embrace;
And bending back her head, look'd up,
And gazed upon my face.

Tvvas partly love, and partly fear,
And partly ‘twas a bashful art,
That | might rather feel, than see,
The swelling of her heart. -

| calm'd her fears, and she was calm,
And told her love with virgin pride,
And so | won my Genevieve,

My bright and beauteous bride.

Samuel Taylor Coleridge
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SHELLEY (1792 -1822) : Love's Philosophy

Love's Philosophy

The fountains mingle with the river
And the rivers with the ocean,

The winds of heaven mix for ever
With a sweet emotion;

Nothing in the world is single,

All things by a law divine

In one another's being mingle
Why not | with thine ?

See the mountains kiss high heaven
And the waves clasp one another;
No sister-flower would be forgiven.
If it disdain'd its brother:
And the sunlight clasps the earth,
And the moon beams kiss the sea,
What are these kissings worth,
If thou kiss not me?
Percy Bysshe Shelley
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SCOTT (1771-1832) : Proud Maisie

The Pride of youth

Proud Maisie is in the wood,
Walking so early;

Sweet Robin sits on the bush,
Singing so rarely.

Tell me, thou bonny bird,
When shall | marry me ?* -
‘When six braw getlemen
Kirkward shall carry ye'.

'Who makes the bridal bed,
Biride, say truly?'
-'The gray-headed sexton
That delves the grave duly:
The glowworm o'er grave and stone
Shall light thee steady;
The owl from the steeple sing
Welcome, proud lady
Sir Walter Scott
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BYRON (1788 — 1824) : Could love for ever

Could love -for ever

(The Royal assent was given to a bill for "restpfitdward :zgerald and his sisters Pamel and Ludyeio blood"
131819)

Could love for ever
Run like ariver,
And Time's endeavour

Be tried in Vain-

No other pleasure
With this could measure;

And like a .treasure
We'd hug the chain.

But since our sighing
Ends not iri dying,
And, formed for flying,
Love plumes his wing;

Then for this reason
Let's love a season;
But let that season be only spring.
George Gardon Byron, Lord
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BYRON : We'll go no more aroving

So, Well Go No More A roving

So, we'll go no more a roving
So late into the night,

Though the heart be still as loving,
And the moon be still as bright.

For the sword outwears its sheath,
And the soul wears out the breast,.
And the heart must pause to breathe,
And lover itself have rest.

Though the night was made for loving.
And the day returns too soon,
Yet we'll go no more a roving
By the light of the moon.
George Gardon Byron
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LADY LINDSAY (1750 — 1825) : Auld Robin Gray

Auld Robin Gray

when the sheep are in the fauld, and the kye aehom
And a'the warld to rest are gane,

The waes O' my heart fa' in showers frae my a'e,
While my gudeman lies sound by me.



Young Jamie le'ed me wed, and sought me for hiebri
But saving a croun he had naething else beside:
To make the croun a pund, young Jamie gaed to sea;
And the croun and the pund were baith for me.

He hadna been awa's week but only twa,

When my father brak his arm and the cow was stomay a
My mother she fell sick, and my Jamie at the sea

Ana auld Rabin Gray came a-courtin me.

My father conldna work; and my mother couldna spin;
| toiFd day and night, but their bread | couldnawi
Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and wi' tears is éle
Said, Jennie, for their sakes, O, marry me !

My heart it said nay; | looked for Jamie back :

But the wind it blew high, and the ship it was askre
His ship it was awrack-why didna Jamie dee ?

Or why do | live to cry, Wae's me ?

My father urgit sail' : my mother didna speak;

But she look'd in my face till my heart was liketieeak
They gi'ed him my hand, but my heart was at the sea
Sae auld Robin Gray he was gudeman to me.

1 hadna been a wife a week but only four,

When mournfu's as | sat on the stane at the door,
| saw my Jamie's wraith, for a | couldna thinket h
Till he said, I'm come name to marry thee.

O sair, sair did we greet, and muckle did we say;
We took but ae kiss, and | bad him gang away:

| wish that | were dead, but I'm no like to dee ;
And way was | born to say, wae's me!

| gang like a ghaist, and | carena to spin;
| daurna think on Jamie, for that wad be a sin;
But I'll do my best a gude wife ay to be,
For auld Robin Gray he is kind unto me.
Lady Anne Lindsay
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SHELLEY : | fear thy kisses, gentle maiden

To

| fear thy kisses, gentle maiden;
Thou needest not fear mine

My spirit is too deply laden
Ever to burthen thine.

| fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion;
Thou needest not fear mine;
Innocent is the heart's devotion
With which | worship thine.
Percy Bysshe Shelley
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SHELLEY : One word is too often profaned

To

One word is to often profaned
For me to profane it.

One feeling too falsely disdain'd
For thee to disdain it;



One hope is too like despair
For prudence to smother

And pity from thee more dear
Than that from another.

| can give not what men call love ;
But wilt thou accept not
The worship the heart lifts above
And the Heavens reject not,
The desire of the moth for the star,
Of the night for the morrow,
The devotion to something afar
From the sphere of our sorrow ?
Percy Bysshe Shelley
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CAROLINE NORTON (1808 1877) : | do not love thee



| do not love thee

| do not love thee - no, | do not love thee !

And yet when thon art absent | am sad;

And envy even the bright blue sky above thee,
Whose quiet stars may see thee and be glad.

1 do not love thee ! Yet | know not -why,
Whate'er thou dost seems still well done to me;
And often in my Solitude | sigh

That those | do love are not more like thee!

| do not love thee! yet when thou art gone

| hate the sound (though those who speak be dear,
Which breaks the lingering echo of the tone

Thy voice of music leaves upon my ear

| do not love thee! - yet thy, speaking eyes

With their deep, bright, and most expressive blue,
Between me and the midnight heaven arise,
Oftner than any eyes | ever knew.

| know | do not love thee ! Yet alas !
Others will scarcely trust my candid heatrt ;
And oft | catch them smiling as they pass,
Because they see me gazing where thou art.
Caroline Elizebeth Sarah Norton
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BURNS : Ae fond kiss

Ae Fond Kiss

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever;

Ae farewell and then for ever

Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee,
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee,
Who shall say that fortune grieves him
While the star of hope she leaves him ?
Me, nae chearfu' twinkle lights me ;

Dark despair around benights me.

I'll ne'er blame my partial fancy,
Naething could resist my Nancy:
But to see her, was to love her;

Love but her, and love for ever.

Had we never loved sae kindly,
Had we never met - or never parted,
We had ne'er been broken-hearted.
Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest

Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest
Thine be like a joy and treasure,
Peace, Enjoyment, Love and Pleasure
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever;
Ae fare weel, alas for ever
Deep in Heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee,
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee.
Robert Burns
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SHELLEY : Flight of Love



The Flight of Love

When the lamp is shattered,

The light in the dust lies dead
When the cloud is scattered,

The rainbow's glory is shed.

When the lute is broken,

Sweet tones are remembered not;
When the lips have spoken,

Love accents are soon forgot.

As music and splendor

Survive not the lamp and the lute,
The heart's echoes render

No song when the spirit is mute
No song but sad dirges,

Like the wind through a ruined cell,
Or the mournful surges

That ring the dead seaman's knell.

When hearts have once mingled.

Love first leaves the well-built nest;

The weak one is singled

To endure what it once possest.

O Love who bewailest

The frailty of all things here,

Why choose you the frailest

For your cradle, your home, and your bier?

Its passions will rock thee
As the storms rock the raven on high;
Bright reason will mock thee
Like the sun from a wintry sky
om thy nest every rafter
ill rot, and thine eagle home
jave thee naked to laughter.
hen leaves fall and cold winds come
Percy Bysshe Shelley
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BURNS : Bonnie Doon

Bonnie Doon

Ye Flowery banks 0" bonnie Doon,
How can ye bloom sae fair

How can ye chant/ye little birds,
And | sae fu' O' care.

Thou'll break my heart, thou bonnie bird
That sings upon the bough;

Thou minds me 0' the happy days
When my fause Luve was true.

Thou'll break my heart, thou bonnie bird
that sings beside thy mate;

For sae | sat, and sae | sang,

And wist na bmy fate.

Aft hae | roved by bonnie Doon
To see the woodbine twine ;
And ilka bird sang o' its love,
And sae did | o' mine.

Wi' lightsome heart | pu'd a rose,
Frae aff its thorny tree;
And my fause luver straw the rose,
But left the thorn wi' me.
Robert Burns
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Hood (1799-1845): Bridge of Sighs

The Bridge of Sighs

One more Unfortunate
Weary of breath..

Rashly importunate,
Gone to her death

Take her up tenderly,

Lift her with care;
Fashion'd so slenderly,
Round, and so fair

Look at her garments
Chinging like cerements,
Whilst the wave constantly"
Drips from her clothing;
Take her up instantly,
Loving, not loathing.
Touch her not scornfully;
Think of her mournfully.
Gently and humanly;

Not of the stains of her



All that remains of her
Now is pure womanly.
Make on deep scrutiny
Into her mutiny

Rash and undutiful:
Past all dishonour,
Death has left on her
Only the beautiful.

Sitill, for all slips of hers,
One of Eve's family
Wipe those poor lips of hers
Oozing so clammily,

Loop up her tresses
Escaped from the comb,

Her fair auburn tresses:
Whilst wonderment guesses
Where was her home?

Who was her father?

Who was her mother?

Had she a sister?

Had she a brother?

Or was there a dearer one
Still, and a nearer one

Yet, than all other?

Alas for the rarity,

Of Christian charity

Under the sun

0 it was pitiful

Near a Whole city full.

Home she had none.
Sisterly, brotherly,

Fatherly, motherly

Feeling had changed:

Love, by harsh evidence,
Thrown from its eminence.
Even God's providence
Seeming estranged.

Where the lamps quiver

So far in the river,

With many a light

From window and casement,
From garret to basement,
She stood, with amazement,
Houseless by night.

The bleak wind of March
Made her tremble and shiver;
But not the dark arch,

Or the black flowing river:



Mad from life's history,

Clad to death's mystery

Swifttobehurl'd

Any where, any where

out of the world

In she plunged boldly,

No matter how coldly

The rough river ran,

Over the brink of it,

Picture it, think of it,

Dissolute man

Leave in it, drink of it

Then, if you can

Take her up tenderly

Lift her with care,

Fashion'd so slenderly,

Young, and so fair

Ere her limbs frigidly

Stiffen too rigidly,

Decently, kindly,

Smooth and compose them;

And her eyes, close them,

Starring so blindly

Dreadfully staring

Thro' muddy impurity,

As when with the daring

Last look of despairing

Fix'd on futurity

Perishing gloomily,

Spurr'd by contumely.

Cold inhumanity,

Burning insanity,

Into her rest

Cross her hands humbly,

As if praying dumbly,

Over her breast

Owning her breast

Her evil behaviour,

And leaving, with meakness,

Her sins to her Saviour
Thomas Hood
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Campbell; Lord Ullin's Daughter

Lord Ullin's Daughter

A chieftain to the Highlands bound
Cries Boatman, do not tarry.

And I'll give thee a silver pound
To row us o'er the ferry.

Now who be ye, would cross Lochgyle
This dark and stormy water!
'0 I'm the chief of Ulva's isle.



And this. Lord Ullin's daughter.

'‘And fast before her father's w men
Three days we've fled together.
For should he find us in the glen.
My blood would stain the heather.

"His horsemen hard behind us ride-
Should they our steeps discover.
Then who will cheer my bonny ride
When they have slain her lover!

Out spoke the hardy Highland wight,
Til go, my chief, 1'am ready:

It is not for your silver bright.

But for your winsome lady:

And by my word the bonny bird

In danger shall not tarry ;

So though the woves are raging white
I'll row you o'er the ferry.

By this the storm grew loud apace,
The water-wraith was shrieking-;

And in the scowl of heaven each -face
Grew dark as they were speaking.

But still as wilder blew the wind
And as the night grew drearer,

A doon the glen rode armed men,
Their trampling sounded nearer

'0 haste thee, haste' the lady cries,
Though tempests round us gather;
I'll meet the raging of the skies.
But not an angry father.

The boat has left a stormy land.

A stormy sea before her.

When. Oh too strong for human hand
The tempest gathe'd o'er her.

And still they row'd amidst the roar
Of waters fast prevailing:

Lord Ullin reach'd that fatal shore,
His wrath was changed to wailing.

For, sore dismar'd, through storm and shade,
His child he did discover:
One lovely hand she stretch'd for aid,



And one was round her lover.

Come back, corne back, he cried in grief
Across this stormy water:

And I'll forgive your Highland chief,

My daughter O, my daughter.

Twas vain: the loud waves lash'd the shore,
Return or aid preventing:
The water wild went o'er his child,
And he was left lamenting.
Thomas Campbell
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Wordsworth: The Seven Sisters

The Seven Sisters
i

SEVEN Daughters had Lord Archi bald,
All children of one mother :
You could not say in one short day
What love they bore each other.
A garland, of seven lilies, wrought;
Seven sisters that together dwell,
But he, bold knight as ever fought,
Their father, took of them no thought,
He loved the wars so well.
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,
The soltitude of Binnorie !

Il

Fresh blows the wind, a western wind,
And from the shores of Erin,

Across the wave, .a Rover brave

To Binnorie is steering:

Rights onward to the Scottish strand
The gallantship is borne;

The warriors leap upon the land,
And hark! the Leader of the band
Hath blown his Bugle horn.

Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,
The soltitude of Binnorie.

11
Beside a grotto of their own
With boughs above them closing,
The seven are laid, and in the shade
They lie like fawns resposing.

But now, upstarting with affright

At noise of man and steed.

Away they fly to left, to right-

Of yonr fair household. Father-knight
Methinks you take small heed!

Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,

The soltitude of Binnorie.

v

Away the seven fair Campbells fly,
And, over hill and hollow,

With menace proud, and insult loud,
The youthful Rovers follow.

Cried they, "Your father loves to roam:



Enough for him to find

The empty house when he comes home;
For us your yellow ringlets comb,

For us be fair and kind !"

Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,

The soltitude of Binnorie.

V
Some close behind, some side to side.
Like clouds in stormy weather;
They run, and cry, "Nay, let us die.
And let us together
A lake was near; the shore was steep ;
There never foot had been;
They ran, and with a desperate leap
Together plunged into the deep,
Nor ever more were seen.
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,
The soltitude of Binnorie.

VI
The stream that flows out of the lake,
As through the glen it rumbles

Repeats a moan o'er moss and stone,
For those seven lovely Campbells.
Sever little Islands, green and bare
Have risen from out the deep :
The fishers say, those sisters fair
By faeries all are buried there
And there together sleep.
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,
The soltitude of Binnorie.
William Wordsworth
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Anon: fair Helen



Fair Helen

| wish | were where Helen lies ;
Night and day on me she cries;
O that | were where Helen lies
On fair Kirconnell lea

Curst be the heart that thought the thought,
And curst the hand that fired the shot,
When in my arms burd Helen dropt,

And died to succour me

O think na but my heart was sair

When my love dropt down and spak nae mair
| laid her down wi' meikle care

On fair kirconnell lea.

As | went down the water-side.

None but my foe to be my guide,

None but my foe to be my guide,

On fair Kirconell lea.

| lighted down my sword to draw.
I hacked him in pieces sma'

I hacked him in pieces sma'

For her sake that died for me.

O Helen fair beyond compare
I'll make a garland of thy hair
Shall bind my heart for evermair
Until the day | die.

O that | were where Helen lies
Night and day on me she cries;
Out of my bed she bids me rise,
Says, 'Haste and come to me'

O Helen fair a Helen chaste

If | were with thee, | were blest,

Where thou lies low and takes the rest
On fair kirconnell lea

| wish my grave- were growing green,
A winding-sheet drawn ower my een,
And | in Helen's arms lying.

On fair kirconnell lea.

| wish | were where Helen lies;
Night and day on me she cries;
And | am weary of the skies,
Since my love died for me.
Anon
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Landor(1775-1864): Rose Aylmer

Rose Aylmer

Ah what avails the sceptred race,
Ah what the form divine

What every virtue, every grace
Rose Aylmer, all were thine.

Rose Aylmer, Whom these wakeful eyes
May weep, but never see,
A night of memories and sighs
| consecrate to thee.
Walter Savage Landor
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Shelley; Music, when soft voices die

To

Music when soft voices die.

Vibrates in the memory

O dours, when sweet violets sicken,
Live within the sense they quicken.



Rose leaves, when the rose is dead.
Are heaped for the beloved bed;
And so thy thoughts, when thou are gone.
Love itself shall slumber on.
Percy Bysshe Shelley
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Browning (1812-1889): Wanting is- what?

Wanting is-What

Wanting is-what?
Summer redundant,
Blueness abundant,
-where is the blot ?

Beam the world, yet a blank all the same,
Framework which wants for picture to frame;
What of the leafage, what of the flower ?

Roses embowering with naught they embower!.
Come then, complete incompletion, O comer,
Pant through the blueness, perfect the summer !

Breathe but one breath
Rose beauty above.
And all that was death



Grows life, grows love, Grows Love!
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Shelley; To Night
To the Night

Swiftly walk over the western wave
Spirit of Night

out of the misty eastern cave,

Where, all the long and lone day light,
Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear
Which make thee terrible and dear,
Swift be thy flight

Wrap thy form in a mantle grey

Star-inwrought.

Blind with thine hair the eyes of day,

Kiss her until she be wearied out,

Then wander o'er city, and sea and land,
Touching all with thine opiate wand-
Come, long-sought.

When | arose and saw the dawn,

| sigh'd for thee;

When light rode high, and the dew was gone,
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree,

And the weary day turn'd to his rest,
Lingering like an unloved guest,

| sigh'd for thee.

Thy brother death came, and cried,
Wouldst thou me ?

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed,
Murmur'd like a noontide bee,

Shall | nestle near thy side ?

Wouldst thou me ? -And | replied,
No, not thee.

Death will come when thou art dead,
Soon, too soon
Sleep will come when thou art fled;
Of neither would | ask the boon
| ask of thee, beloved Night-Swift be thine approag flight.
Come soon, soon.
Percy Bysshe Shelley
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SHELLEY: Dejection, near Naples

Stanzas Written in Dejection Near Naples

The sun is warm, the sky is clear,

The waves are dancing fast and bright,
Blue isles and snowy mountains wear
The purple noon's transparent might:
The breath of the moist earth is light
Around its unexpanded buds;

Like many a voice of one delight

The winds, the birds, the ocean-floods
The city's voice itself is soft like Solitude's.

| see the Deep's Untrampled floor

With green and purple seaweeds strown;

| see the waves upon the shore,

Like light dissolved in star-showers, Thrown :

| sit upon the sands alone;

The lightning of the noontide ocean

Is flashing round me, and a tone

Arises from its measured motion

How sweet did any heart now share in my emotion.

Alas | have nor hope nor health,

Nor peace within nor calm around,

Nor that content, surpassing wealth,

The sge in meditation found,

And walked with inward glory crowned

Others | See whom these surround

Smiling they live, and call life pleasure;

To me that cup has been dealt in another measure,

Yet now despair itself is mild
Even as the winds and waters are ;
| could lie down like a tired child,
And weep away the life of care
Which | have borne and yetmust bear.
Till death like sleep might steal on me,
And | might feel in the warm air
My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea
Breathe o'ar my dying brain its last montony;
Percy Bysshe Shelley
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Shelley: A Lament

A Lament

O world O life O Time

On whose last steps | climb,

Trembling at that where | had stood before.;
When will return the glory of your prime ?
No more-Oh, never more

Out of the day and night

A joy has taken flight:

Fresh spring and summer and winter hoar
Move my faint heart with grief but with delight
No more-Oh, never more.

Percy Bysshe Shelley
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Burns: Auld Lang Syne

Auld Lang syne

Should auld acquaintance be forget.
And never brought to mind ?
Should auld acquaintance be forget,
And auld lang syne ?

Cho-For auld lang syne, my dear,
For auld lang syne,

We'll tak a cup O' kindness yet
For auld lang syne

And surely yell be your pint-stowp,
And surely I'll be mine,

And We'll, tak a cup O' kindness yet
For auld lang syne.

We twa hae run about the braes

And pou'd the gowans fine,

But we've wandered monic a weary fit
Sin auld laug syne.

We twa hae paidl'd in the burn
Frae morning sun till dine,
But seas between us braid hae roared
Sin" auld lang syne.
Robert Burns
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Wordsworth: A Complaint
A Complaint

There is a change-and | am poor,
Your love hath been, not long ago,
A fountain at my fond heart's door.
Whose only business was to flow,
And flow it did: not taking heed

Of its own bounty or my need.

What happy moments did 1 count!
Bless was 1 then all bliss above!
Now, for that cousecrated fount

Of murmuring, sparking, living love,
What have | ? Shall | dare to tell ?
A confortless and hidden well.

A well of love-it may be deep-

1 trust itis,- and never dry:

What matter If the waters sleep

In silence and obscurity.

-Such change, and at the very door



Of my fond heart, hath made me poor.
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Cowper: My Mary

To Mary

THE twentieth year is well- nigh past,

Since first our sky was overcast;

Ah would that this might be the last!
My Mary !

The spirits have a fainter flow,

U see thee daily weaker grow-

Twas my distress that brought thee low,
My Mary!

Thy needless, once a shining store,

For my sake restless heretofore,

Now rust disus'd, and shine no more,
My Mary !



For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil

The same kind office for me still,

Thy sight now seconds not thy will,
My Mary !

By well thou play'd'st the housewife's part,

And all thy threads with magic art

Have wound themselves about this heart,
My Mary !

Thy indistinct expressions seem

Like language utter'd in a dream;

Yet me they charm, what'er the theme,
My Mary !

The silver locks, once auburn bright,

Are still more lovely in my sight

Than golden beams of orient light,
My Mary !

For could | view nor them nor thee,

What sight worth seeing could | see ?

The sun would rise in vain for me,
My Mary!

Partakers of thy sad decline,

Thy hands their little force resign;

Yet, gently prest, press gently mine,
My Mary ?

And then | feel that still | hold

A richer store ten thousandfold

Than misers fancy in their gold,
My Mary!

Such feebleness of limbs thou prov'st,
That now at every step thou mov'st,
Upheld by two; yet still thou lov'st,
My Mary!
And still to love, though prest with ill,
In wintry age to feel no chiil,
With me is to be lovely still,
My Mary!
By t ah ! by constant heed-1 know
How oft the sadness that | show
Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe,
My Mary!
And should my future lot be cast
With much resemblance of the past,
Thy worn-out heart will break at last,
My Mary!
William Cowper
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Lamb(1775-1834): Old Familiar Faces
The Ikd Familiar 'Faces

| have had playmates, | have had companions
In my days of childhood, in my joyful school days;
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.

I have been laughing, | have been carousing,
Drinking late, sitting late, with my bosom cronies;
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces

I loved a love once, fairest among women:
Closed are her doors on me, | must not see her



All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.

| have a friend, a kinder friend has no man:
Like an ingrate, | left my friend abruptly;
Left him, to muse on the old familiar faces.

Ghost-like | paced round the haunts of my childhood
Earth seem'd desert | was bound to traverse,
Seeking to find the old familiar faces

Friend of my bosom, thou more then a brother,
Why wert not thou born in my father's dwelling?
So might we talk of the old familiar faces.

How some they have died, and some they have left me
And some are taken from me ; all are departed;
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces.

Charles Lamb
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Tennyson: Break, break, break



To

Break, break, break,

On thy cold grey stones, O sea

And | would that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me.

O well for the fisherman's boy,

That he shouts with his sister at play
O well for the sailer lad,

That he sings in his boat on the bay

And the stately ships to on

To their haven under the hill;

But O for the touch of a vanished hand,
And the sound of a voice that is still.

Break, break, break.
At the foot of thy crags, O sea
But the tender grace of a day that is dead
Will never come back to me.
Alfred, Lord Tennyson
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LADY NAIRNE (1766 — 1845) : The Land of the Leal

The Land of the Leal

I'm wearing awa’, Jean,

Like snaw wheu it's thaw, jean,

I'm wearing awa'

To the land o' the leal.

There's nae sorrow there, jean,
There's-neither cauld nor care; jean,
The day is ay fair

In the land o' the leal.

Ye were ay leal and true, jean,
Your task's ended noo, jean,

And I'l welcome you

To the land of the leal.

Our bonnie bairn's there, jean.
She was baith guid and fair, jean;
O we grudged her right sair’

To the land o' the leal.

Then dry that tearfu'e'e,jean,
ILsoullangstobefree,jean,
And angels wait on me.
To the land O'the leal
Now-fareyeweelmyain jean.
This world's care is vain, jean,
We'll meet and ay be fain
In the land o'leal.
Lady Carolina Nairne
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CHRISTINA ROSETTI (1830 — 1894) : Up- hil
Up-hill

Does the road wind uphill 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 reasting-place ?

A roof for then the slow, dark hours begin.
May not the darkness bide it from my face ?

You cannot miss that inn.

Shall I meet other wayfarers at night ?
Those who have gone before.
Then must | knock, or call when just in sight ?
They wili not keep you waiting at that door.

Shall | find comfort, travel-sore 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.
Christina Rossetti
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ANON : Two moods
(No english Poem)
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CLOUGH (1819 — 1861) : Say not The struggle naught availeth

To

Say not the struggle naught availeth,

The labour and the wounds are vain,

The enemy faints not, nor faileth,

And as things have been they remain,

If hopes were dupes, fears may be liars;

It may be, in you smoke conceal'd,

Your comrades chase e'en now the fliers,

And, but for you, posses the field.

For while the tired waves, vainly breaking,

Seem here no painful inch to gain,

Far back, through creeks and inlets making.

Comes silent, flooding in, the main.

And not by eastern windows only

When daylight comes, comes in the light;

In front the sun climbs slow, how slowly

But westward, Ibok, the land is bright
Arthur Hugh Clough
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SOUTHEY : The Scholar

The Scholar

My days among the Dead are past;
Around me | behold,

Where'er these casual eyes are east,
The mighty minds of old;

My never-gailing friends are they,
With whom | converse day by day.

With them | take delight in weal

And seek relief in woe;

And while I understand and feel
How much to them | owe,

My cheeks have often been bedew'd
With tears of thoughtful gratitude.

My thought's are with the Dead; with them
| live in long-past years,

Their virtues love, their faults condemn,
Partake their hopes and fears

And from their lessons seak and find
Instruction with an humble mind.

My hopes are with the Dead; anon
My place with them will be.
And | with them shall travel on
Through all futurity;
Yet leaving here a name, | trust,
That will not perish in the dust.
Robert Southey
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SIR HENRY WOTTON (1568 — 1639) : Character of a Happy Life

Character of a Happy Life

How happy is he born or taught
That serveth not another's will;
Whose armour is his honest thought,
And silly truth his highest skill.



Whose passions not his masters are,
Whose soul is still prepared for death
United unto the world with care

Of princely love or vulger breath;

Who hath his life from rumours freed,
Whose consience is his strong retreat
Whose state can neither flatterers feed,
Not ruin make accusers great;

Who envieth none whom Chance doth raise
Or vice; who never understood

How deepest wounds are given with praise;
Not rules fo state, but rules of good!

Who God doth late and early pray
More of his grace than gifts to lend ;
Who entertaius the harmless day

With a well chosen book' or friend;

This man is free from servile bands
Of hope to rise, or fear to fall;
Lord of himself, though not of lands ;
And having nothing, he hath all.
Sir Henry Wotton
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BEDDOES (1803 — 1849) : Dream Pedlary

If there were Dreams to Sell

If there were dreams to sell

What would you buy?

Some cost a passing bell;

Some a light sigh,

That shakes from Life's fresh crown
Only a rose-leaf down.

If there were dreams to sell,

Merry and sad to tell,

Add the crier rang the bell,

What would you buy 1

A cottage lone and still,
With bowers nigh,
Shadow, My wees to still,
Until | die.

Snach pearl from Life's fresh crown
Fain would | shake me down.
Were dreams to have at will,
This would best heal my ill,
This would | buy.
Thomas Levell Beaddoes
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MRS. BARBAULD (1743 — 1825) : Life



Life

Life I know not what thou art,
But know that thou | must part;
And when, or how, or where we met
1 own to me's a secret yet.
Life we've been long together,
Through pleasant and through coloudy weather;
Tis hard to part when friends are dear
Perhaps twill cost a sigh a tear;
Then steel away, give little warning,
Choose thine own time;
Say not good night,-but in some brighter Clime
Bid me Good morning
Anna Letitia Barbauld
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NEWMAN (1801 -1890) : Lead, kindly Light
Lead’ Kindly Light

Lead, kindly light, amid the encircling gloom
Lead Thou me on !



The night is dark, and | am far from home-
Lead Thou me on!
Keep Thou my feet; | do not ask to see
The distant scene,-one step enough for me.

| was not ever thus, nor pray'd that Thou
Shouldst lead me on.
| loved to choose and see my path, but now
Lead Thoume on'!
| loved the garish day, and, spite of fears,
Pride ruled my will: remember not past years.

So long Thy power hath blest me, sure it still
Will lead me on,

O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till
The night is gone.

And with the morn those angel faces smile

Which I have loved long since, and lost a while.

John Henry Newman
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TENNYSON : Crossing the bar

Crossing the Bar

Sunset and evening star.



And one clear call for me
And may there be no meaning of the bar,
When | put out to Sea.

But such a tide as moving seems asleep.

Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the boundless deep
Turns again home.

Twilight and evening belL

And after that the dark

And may there be no sandness of farewell,
When | embark;,

For the' from but our bourne of Time and Place
The flood may bear me far,
| hope to see my pilot face to face
When | have crost the bar.
Alfred, Lord Tennyson
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QYODN0E P!
BROWNING Epilogue to Asolendo

Epilogue to 'Asolando’

At the midnight in the silence of the sleep- time.

When you set your fancies free.

Will they pass to where-by death, fools think ingpned -

Low he lies who once so loved you, whom you loved s
Pity me?

Oh to love so, be so loved, yet so mistaken !

What had | on earth to do

With the slothful, with the mawkish the unmanly?

Like the aimless, helpless, hopeless, did | drivel
-Being-who ?

One who never turned his back but marched breasiaial,
Never doubted clouds would break,
Never dreamed, though right were worsted, wrongldiou
triumph,
Held we fall to rise, are baffled to fight better
Sleep to wake.

No, at noonday in the bustle of man's work-time

Greet the unseem with a cheer!

Bid him forward, breast and back as either shoeld b

'Strive and thrive! 'cry' Speed,-fight on, fare eve
There as here !

Robert Browning



