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P OEMS

Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,
And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time;

Footprints, that perhaps another,
Sailing oer life’s solemn main,

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,
Seeing, shall take heart again.

Let 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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Edgar Allan Poe
The Raven

ONCE UPON a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak
and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore—
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a
tapping,
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.
* "Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber
door—
Only this, and nothing more.”

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December,

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the
floor.

Eagerly I wished the morrow;,—vainly I had sought to borrow

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

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name
Lenore—

Nameless here for evermore.

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain

Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;

So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood
repeating

“ “Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber
door;—

This it is, and nothing more.” »
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Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
“Sir” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;
But the fact is  was napping, and so gently you came

rapping,

And so faintly you come tapping, tapping at my chamber
door,

That I scarce was sure I heard you'—here I opened wide
the door;—

Darkness there, and nothing more.

Deep into that darkness peering, long 1 stood there
wondering, fearing,

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream
before;

But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no
token,

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word,
“Lenore!”

This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word,
“Lenore!”—

Merely this, and nothing more.

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

Soon I heard again a tapping somewhat louder than before.

“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window
lattice;

Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore—

Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;—

“Tis the wind and nothing more!”

Open herel flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and
flutter,
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In there stepped a stately raven of the saintly days of yore;
Not the least obeisance made he; not an instant stopped or
stayed he;

But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber
door—
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door—
Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wo;'e

“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art :
sure no craven,

Ghastly grim and ancient raven wandering from the Nightly
shore—

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian
shore!”

Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so
plainly,
‘l.'hough its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore;
li<>n~ we cannot help agreeing that no living human being
Eiver yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber
door—
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber
door,
With such name as “Nevermore.”
But the raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only
I'hat one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.
Nothing farther then he uttered—not a feather then he
fluttered—

Il I scarcely more than muttered “Other friends have flown
before— »
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On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown

before.”
Then the bird said “Nevermore.”

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,

“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and store

Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster

Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden
bore—

Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

Of ‘Never—nevermore.”

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

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s
core;

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining

On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamplight gloated or,

But whose velvet-violet lining with the lamplight gloating oer,

She shall press, ah, nevermore!

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an
unseen censer

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

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

Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore!
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost

Lenore!”
Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or
devil!—
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here
ashore,
Desola}te, yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted—
On this hc?me by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore—
[s there—is there balm in Gilead?—tell me—tell me, I
implore!” ;
Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”

Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil—prophet still, if bird or devil!
By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both
adore—
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name '
Lenore—

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name
Lenore.”

Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”

“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked
upstarting— ,
Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian
shore!

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath
spoken!

Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my door! »
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Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off

my door!” i
Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.

And the raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber c.ioor;
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is
dreaming, .

And the lamplight oer him streaming

floor; : ‘ .

And from my soul that shadow that lies floating on the

floor
Shall be lifted—nevermore!

throws his shadow on the
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William Shakespeare

All the world’s a stage
— FROM As You Like It, Act 2: Scene 7

ALL THE world’s a stage,
And all the men and women merely players;
They have their exits and their entrances;
And one man in his time plays many parts,
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms;
Then the whining school-boy, with his satchel
And shining morning face, creeping like snail
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad
Made to his mistress’s eyebrow. Then a soldier,
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard,
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputation
Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice,
In fair round belly with good capon lind,
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,
Full of wise saws and modern instances;
And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts
Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon,
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,
His youthful hose, well sav'd, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice,
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,

That ends this strange eventful history,

Is second childishness and mere oblivion;
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing.
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William Wordsworth
I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud The Solitary Reaper

I WANDERED lonely as a cloud

That floats on high olr vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine

BEHOLD HER, single in the field,
Yon solitary Highland Lass!
Reaping and singing by herself;
Stop here, or gently pass!

Alone she cuts and binds the grain,
And sings a melancholy strain;

O listen! for the Vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound.

And twinkle on the milky way,
They stretched in never-ending line No Nightingale did ever chaunt
Along the margin of a bay: More welcome notes to weary bands

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company:

1 gazed—and gazed—but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought:

Of travelers in some shady haunt,
Among Arabian sands:

Avoice so thrilling ne'er was heard

[n spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides.

Will no one tell me what she sings?—
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow
For old, unhappy, far-off things,

For oft, when on my couch I lie And battles long ago:
In vacant or in pensive mood' Or iS lt some more humble lay,
Familiar matter of today?

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.
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Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,

That has been, and may be again? »
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Whateer the theme, the Maiden sang
As if her song could have no ending;
I saw her singing at her work,

And olr the sickle bending:—

1 listened, motionless and still;

And, as I mounted up the hill,

The music in my heart I bore,

Long after it was heard no more.
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Alfred Edward Housman
To an Athlete Dying Young

THE TIME you won your town the race
We chaired you through the market-place;
Man and boy stood cheering by,

And home we brought you shoulder-high.

Today, the road all runners come,
Shoulder-high we bring you home,
And set you at your threshold down,
Townsman of a stiller town.

Smart lad, to slip betimes away

From fields where glory does not stay
And early though the laurel grows

It withers quicker than the rose.

Eyes the shady night has shut
Cannot see the record cut,
And silence sounds no worse than cheers

After earth has stopped the ears:

Now you will not swell the rout

Of lads that wore their honours out,
Runners whom renown outran

And the name died before the man. »
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So set, before its echoes fade,
The fleet foot on the sill of shade,
And hold to the low lintel up
The still-defended challenge-cup.

And round that early-laurelled head
Will flock to gaze the strengthless dead,
And find unwithered on its curls

The garland briefer than a girls.

32
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Terence, This Is Stupid Stuff

“TERENCE, THIS is stupid stuff:
You eat your victuals fast enough;
There can’t be much amiss, ‘tis clear,
1o see the rate you drink your beer.
But oh, good Lord, the verse you make,
It gives a chap the belly-ache.
The cow, the old cow, she is dead;
It sleeps well, the hornéd head:
We poor lads, ‘tis our turn now
To hear such tunes as killed the cow.
Pretty friendship ‘tis to rhyme
Your friends to death before their time
Moping melancholy mad:
Come, pipe a tune to dance to, lad.”

Why, if ‘tis dancing you would be,
There's brisker pipes than poetry.
Say, for what were hop-yards meant,
Or why was Burton built on Trent?
Oh many a peer of England brews
Livelier liquor than the Muse,
And malt does more than Milton can
To justify God’s ways to man.
Ale, man, ale’s the stuff to drink
For fellows whom it hurts to think:
Look into the pewter pot
To see the world as the world’s not.
And faith, ‘ds pleasant till ‘tis past:
The mischief is that ‘twill not last.
Oh I have been to Ludlow fair
And left my necktie God knows where, »
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And carried half-way home, or near,
Pints and quarts of Ludlow beer:

Then the world seemed none so bad,
And I myself a sterling lad;
And down in lovely muck I've lain,
Happy till I woke again.
Then I saw the morning sky:
Heigho, the tale was all a lie;
The world, it was the old world yet,
Iwas I, my things were wet,
And nothing now remained to do
But begin the game anew.

Therefore, since the world has still
Much good, but much less good than ill,
And while the sun and moon endure
Luck’s a chance, but trouble’s sure,
1d face it as a wise man would,

And train for ill and not for good.
“Tis true, the stuff I bring for sale

Is not so brisk a brew as ale:

Out of a stem that scored the hand
I wrung it in a weary land.

But take it: if the smack is sour,

The better for the embittered hour;
It should do good to heart and head
When your soul is in my soul’s stead;
And I will friend you, if T may,

In the dark and cloudy day.

34
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There was a king reigned in the East:
There, when kings will sit to feast,
They get their fill before they think
With poisoned meat and poisoned drink.
He gathered all that springs to birth
From the many-venomed earth;
First a little, thence to more,
He sampled all her killing store;
An easy, smiling, seasoned sound,
Sat the king when healths went round.
They put arsenic in his meat
And stared aghast to watch him ea;
They poured strychnine in his cup
And shook to see him drink it up:

They shook, they stared as white’s their shirt:

Them it was their poison hurt.
—1I tell the tale that I heard told.
Mithridates, he died old.
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John Keats

Loveliest of Trees 3 On First Looking into Chapman’s Homer -
i thd chestynow MUCH HAVE I traveled in the realms of gold,
?O:f;‘ Ii,ith bloom ;;long the bough, And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;
> 4 & i e d side Round many western islands have I been
AR Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.
Wearmg wiite : Oft of one wide expanse had I been told
I'hat deep-browed Homer ruled as his demesne;
ars and ten, ;
?ow. of ml); :z:::z:zzea};ai i Yet did I never breathe its pure serene
i j [ll I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold:
ings a score, P PrRaaine e :
And 11:a11(e from S:fogyw;gz B . I'hen felt I like some watcher of the skies
i i . When a new planet swims into his ken;
L ‘like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes
: k at things in bloom Or g
A.nd e laorz 1i:ttl . rlo ogm ‘ He stared at the Pacific—and all his men
ilbﬁy Sptin%vsoo i Iwill,go l.ooked at each other with a wild surmise—
out the

To see the cherry hung with snow. Silent, upon a peak in Darien.




