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Siren Song 

Margaret Atwood 
 

This is the one song everyone 

would like to learn: the song 

that is irresistible: 

 

the song that forces men 

to leap overboard in squadrons 

even though they see beached skulls 

 

the song nobody knows 

because anyone who had heard it 

is dead, and the others can’t remember. 

Shall I tell you the secret 

and if I do, will you get me 

out of this bird suit? 

I don’t enjoy it here 

squatting on this island 

looking picturesque and mythical 

with these two feathery maniacs, 

I don’t enjoy singing 

this trio, fatal and valuable. 

 

I will tell the secret to you, 

to you, only to you. 

Come closer. This song 

 

is a cry for help: Help me! 

Only you, only you can, 

you are unique 

 

at last. Alas 

it is a boring song 

but it works every time. 
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EPITAPH ON A TYRANT 
W. H. Auden 

 

Perfection, of a kind, was what he was after, 

And the poetry he invented was easy to understand; 

He knew human folly like the back of his hand,        folly = foolishness 

And was greatly interested in armies and fleets; 

When he laughed, respectable senators burst with laughter, 

And when he cried the little children died in the streets. 
 

1. Explain the phrase “of a kind.”  Why doesn’t Auden just say “perfection”? 

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________ 

2. Explain the second line.  What does the word “poetry” refer to?  Together 

with line 3, what does this tell us about how the tyrant came to power? 

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________ 

3. Line 4 seems to suggest the tyrant was a natural warrior. What diction in 

the line indicates that this might not actually be true? 

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________ 

4. Why do the senators laugh?  Explain the word choice of “respectable.” 

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________ 

5. Explain the last line.  Why does Auden end with it? 

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

Epitaph = inscription 
on a gravestone 
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the sonnet-ballad 
Gwendolyn Brooks 

 

Oh mother, mother, where is happiness? 

They took my lover's tallness off to war, 

Left me lamenting. Now I cannot guess 

What I can use an empty heart-cup for. 

 

He won't be coming back here any more. 

Some day the war will end, but, oh, I knew 

When he went walking grandly out that door 

That my sweet love would have to be untrue. 

 

Would have to be untrue. Would have to court 

Coquettish death, whose impudent and strange 

Possessive arms and beauty (of a sort) 

Can make a hard man hesitate—and change. 

 

And he will be the one to stammer, "Yes." 

Oh mother, mother, where is happiness? 

 

 

 

1. Write the letters of the poem’s rhyme scheme.  What kind of sonnet is this? 

________________________________________________________________ 

2. What does “untrue” mean in line 8?  (HINT: Don’t say “false.”) 

___________________________________________________________________________ 

3. What is death compared to in the third stanza? 

_________________________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________________________ 

4. What is the speaker upset about in the first line?  The last line? 

_________________________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________________________ 

coquettish = 

flirtatious 

impudent = 

excessively bold 
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My Last Duchess 

Robert Browning 

(Ferrara) 

That's my last duchess painted on the wall, 

Looking as if she were alive. I call 

That piece a wonder, now; Fra Pandolf's hands 

Worked busily a day, and there she stands. 

Will't please you sit and look at her? I said  

"Fra Pandolf" by design, for never read 

Strangers like you that pictured countenance, 

The depth and passion of its earnest glance, 

But to myself they turned (since none puts by 

The curtain I have drawn for you, but I)   [10]  

And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst, 

How such a glance came there; so not the first 

Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, 'twas not 

Her husband's presence only, called that spot 

Of joy into the Duchess' cheek: perhaps 

Fra Pandolf chanced to say "Her mantle laps 

Over my lady's wrist too much" or "Paint 

Must never hope to reproduce the faint 

Half-flush that dies along her throat:" such stuff 

Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough   [20] 

For calling up that spot of joy. She had 

A heart—how shall I say?—too soon made glad, 

Too easily impressed: she liked whate'er 

She looked on, and her looks went everywhere. 

Sir, 'twas all one! My favor at her breast, 

The dropping of the daylight in the West, 

The bough of cherries some officious fool    officious = intrusive  

countenance = face 

earnest = sincere 

durst = dared 

“laps” = overlaps 
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Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule 

She rode with round the terrace—all and each 

Would draw from her alike the approving speech,  [30] 

Or blush, at least. She thanked men—good!—but thanked 

Somehow—I know not how—as if she ranked 

My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name 

With anybody's gift. Who'd stoop to blame 

This sort of trifling? Even had you skill 

In speech (which I have not) to make your will 

Quite clear to such a one, and say, "Just this 

Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss 

Or there exceed the mark"—and if she let 

Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set   [40] 

Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse 

—E'en then would be some stooping; and I choose 

Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt, 

Whene'er I passed her; but who passed without 

Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands; 

Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands 

As if alive. Will't please you rise? We'll meet 

The company below, then. I repeat, 

The Count your master's known munificence 

Is ample warrant that no just pretence    [50] 

Of mine for dowry will be disallowed; 

Though his fair daughter's self, as I avowed 

At starting, is my object. Nay, we'll go 

Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though, 

Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity, 

Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me. 

 

object = objective, goal 

munificence = generosity 

The duke saw their marriage as a “gift” to his 

wife, because she could share his famous name. 

lessoned so = taught that way 

cast = sculpted 

dowry = a traditional monetary gift 

from a bride’s family to a groom’s 

trifling = meaningless annoying activity 
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WE WEAR THE MASK 
Paul Laurence Dunbar 

 

We wear the mask that grins and lies, 

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 be 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! 

avowed = stated 

munificence = generosity 

The duke saw their marriage as a “gift” to his 

wife, because she could share his famous name. 

lessoned so = taught that way 

guile = deception 

myriad subtleties = many complex movements 
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A DUST OF SNOW 

Robert Frost (the Dude) 

The way a crow 

Shook down on me 

A dust of snow 

From a hemlock tree 

Has given my heart 

A change of mood, 

And saved some part 

Of a day I’d rued. 
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AN ENCOUNTER 

Robert Frost 

 

Once on the kind of day called “weather breeder,” 

When the heat slowly hazes and the sun 

By its own power seems to be undone, 

I was half boring through, half climbing through 

A swamp of cedar. Choked with oil of cedar 

And scurf of plants, and weary and over-heated,  scurf = loose, scaly crust on a plant 

And sorry I ever left the road I knew, 

I paused and rested on a sort of hook 

That had me by the coat as good as seated, 

And since there was no other way to look, 

Looked up toward heaven, and there against the blue, 

Stood over me a resurrected tree, 

A tree that had been down and raised again— 

A barkless spectre. He had halted too, 

As if for fear of treading upon me. 

I saw the strange position of his hands— 

Up at his shoulders, dragging yellow strands 

Of wire with something in it from men to men. 

“You here?” I said. “Where aren’t you nowadays 

And what’s the news you carry—if you know? 

And tell me where you’re off for—Montreal? 

Me? I’m not off for anywhere at all. 

Sometimes I wander out of beaten ways 

Half looking for the orchid Calypso.” 
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Stopping By Woods on a Snowy Evening 
Robert Frost 

 

 

Whose woods these are I think I know. 

His house is in the village, though; 

He will not see me stopping here 

To watch his woods fill up with snow. 

 

My little horse must think it queer 

To stop without a farmhouse near, 

Between the woods and frozen lake, 

The darkest evening of the year. 

 

He gives his harness bells a shake 

To ask if there is some mistake. 

The only other sound's the sweep 

Of easy wind and downy flake. 

 

The woods are lovely, dark and deep. 

But I have promises to keep, 

And miles to go before I sleep, 

And miles to go before I sleep.  
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 When Adam Walked in Eden Young 

A.E. Housman 

 

When Adam walked in Eden young, 

  Happy, 'tis writ, was he, 

While high the fruit of knowledge hung 

  Unbitten on the tree. 

  

Happy was he the livelong day; 

  I doubt 'tis written wrong: 

The heart of man, for all they say, 

  Was never happy long. 

  

And now my feet are tired of rest, 

  And here they will not stay, 

And the soul fevers in my breast 

  And aches to be away. 
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When I Was One-and-Twenty 
A.E. Housman 

 

When I was one-and-twenty 

  I heard a wise man say, 

“Give crowns and pounds and guineas 

  But not your heart away; 

Give pearls away and rubies 

  But keep your fancy free.” 

But I was one-and-twenty 

  No use to talk to me. 

  

When I was one-and-twenty 

  I heard him say again, 

“The heart out of the bosom 

  Was never given in vain; 

'Tis paid with sighs aplenty 

  And sold for endless rue.” 

And I am two-and-twenty 

  And oh, 'tis true, 'tis true. 
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If – Rudyard Kipling 

 

If you can keep your head when all about you 

 Are losing theirs and blaming it on you, 

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you, 

 But make allowance for their doubting too; 

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, 

 Or being lied about, don't deal in lies, 

Or being hated, don't give way to hating, 

 And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise: 

 

If you can dream-and not make dreams your master; 

 If you can think-and not make thoughts your aim; 

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster 

 And treat those two imposters just the same; 

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken 

 Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools, 

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, 

 And stoop and build 'em up with worn-out tools: 

  

If you can make one heap of all your winnings 

 And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss, 

And lose, and start again at your beginnings 

 And never breathe a word about your loss; 

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew 

 To serve your turn long after they are gone, 

And so hold on when there is nothing in you 

 Except the Will which says to them: "Hold on!" 

 

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue, 

 Or walk with Kings-nor lose the common touch, 

If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you, 

 If all men count with you, but none too much; 

If you can fill the unforgiving minute 

 With sixty seconds' worth of distance run, 

Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it, 

 And—which is more—you'll be a Man, my son! 
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The New Colossus 

(Emma Lazarus) 

 
Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,    Brazen: bold, audacious 

With conquering limbs astride from land to land; 

Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand 

A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame 

Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name 

Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand    Beacon: a signal light 

Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command 

The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame. 

"Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!" cries she  Storied: famous 

With silent lips. "Give me your tired, your poor, 

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 

The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.        Refuse: (REF-yoos) garbage, castoffs 

Send these, the homeless, tempest-tossed, to me, 

I lift my lamp beside the golden door!" 

 

1. What is the “imprisoned lightning”?  What figure of speech is this? 

_______________________________________________________ 

2. Explain the phrase “beacon-hand.” 

_______________________________________________________ 

3. Explain the paradox: “cries she with silent lips” 

_______________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________ 

4. Rewrite the entire quotation from the statue in your own words. 

_______________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________ 

5. Explain the “golden door” metaphor.  Why is it appropriate? 

_______________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________ 

6. Mark rhyme scheme. What kind of sonnet? 

Pomp: a grand 

display of 
magnificence 

Teeming: full 
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The Dragon Speaks 

C.S. Lewis 
 

 
 

Once the worm-laid egg shattered in the wood. 

I came forth shining into the trembling wood; 

The sun was on my scales, dew upon the grasses. 

The cold, sweet grasses and the sticky leaves, 

I loved my speckled mate. We played at druery   druery: courtship 

And sucked warm milk dropping from the ewes' teats. 

 

Now I keep watch on the gold in my rock cave 

In a country of stones; old, deplorable dragon, 

Watching my hoard. In winter night the gold 

Freezes through tough scales my cold belly; 

Jagged crowns, cruelly twisted rings, 

Icy and knobb'd, are the old dragon's bed. 

 

Often I wish I had not eaten my wife 

(Though worm grows not to dragon till he eats worm). 

She could have helped me, watch and watch about, 

Guarding the gold; the gold would have been safer. 

I could uncoil my tired body and take 

Sometimes a little sleep when she was watching. 

 



 17 

 

Last night under the moonset a fox barked, 

Startled me; then I knew I had been sleeping. 

Often an owl flying over the country of stones 

Startles me; then I think that I must have slept, 

Only a moment. That very moment a Man 

Might have come from the towns to steal my gold. 

 

They make plots in the towns to take my gold, 

They whisper of me in the houses, making plans, 

Merciless men. Have they not ale upon the benches, 

Warm wives in bed, and song, and sleep the whole night? 

I leave my cave once only in the winter 

To drink at the rock pool; in summer twice. 

 

They have no pity for the old, lugubrious dragon. Lugubrious: mournful 

Lord that made the dragon, grant me thy peace, 

But say not that I should give up the gold, 

Nor move, nor die. Others would have the gold. 

Kill rather, Lord, the Men and the other dragons; 

Then I can sleep; go when I will to drink. 

 

1. To what sub-genre of poetry does this poem belong?  

 

2. It’s about dragons, but it’s not really about dragons.  How might the 

dragon’s life story be translated into a statement about humanity? 

_________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________ 
3. The audience of the poem is not revealed until the end.  How is it ironic? 

____________________________________________________________

____________________________________________________________
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Columbus  

========  

by Ogden Nash 

Once upon a time there was an Italian,  

And some people thought he was a rapscallion,  

But he wasn't offended,  

Because other people thought he was splendid,  

And he said the world was round,  

And everybody made an uncomplimentary sound,  

But he went and tried to borrow some money from Ferdinand,  

But Ferdinand said America was a bird in the bush and he'd rather have a 

berdinand,  

But Columbus' brain was fertile, it wasn't arid,  

And he remembered that Ferdinand was married,  

And he thought, there is no wife like a misunderstood one,  

Because if her husband thinks something is a terrible idea she is bound to think it 

a good one,  

So he perfumed his handkerchief with rum and citronella,  

And he went to see Isabella,  

And he looked wonderful but he had never felt sillier,  

And she said, I can't place the face but the aroma is familiar,  

And Columbus didn't say a word,  

All he said was, I am Columbus, the fifteenth-century Admiral Byrd,  

And, just as he thought, her disposition was very malleable,  

And she said, Here are my jewels, and she wasn't penurious like Cornelia the 

other of the Gracchi, she wasn't referring to her children, no, she was referring 

to her jewels, which were very, very valuable,  

So Columbus said, “Somebody show me the sunset,” and somebody did and he set 

sail for it,  

And he discovered America and they put him in jail for it,  

And the fetters gave him welts,  

And they named America after somebody else,  

So the sad fate of Columbus ought to be pointed out to every child and every 

voter,  

Because it has a very important moral, which is: Don't be a discoverer, be a 

promoter. 
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Aunt Jennifer’s Tigers 

Adrienne Rich 

 

Aunt Jennifer's tigers prance across a screen,  

Bright topaz denizens of a world of green.  

They do not fear the men beneath the tree;  

They pace in sleek chivalric certainty.  

 

Aunt Jennifer's fingers fluttering through her wool  

Find even the ivory needle hard to pull.  

The massive weight of Uncle's wedding band  

Sits heavily upon Aunt Jennifer's hand.  

 

When Aunt is dead, her terrified hands will lie  

Still ringed with ordeals she was mastered by.  

The tigers in the panel that she made  

Will go on prancing, proud and unafraid. 
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There are strange things done in the midnight sun 

By the men who moil for gold;         moil = work hard 

The Arctic trails have their secret tales 

That would make your blood run cold; 

The Northern Lights have seen queer sights, 

But the queerest they ever did see 

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge 

I cremated Sam McGee. 

 

Now Sam McGee was from Tennessee, where the cotton blooms and blows. 

Why he left his home in the South to roam 'round the Pole, God only knows. 

He was always cold, but the land of gold seemed to hold him like a spell; 

Though he'd often say in his homely way that he'd "sooner live in hell". 

 

On a Christmas Day we were mushing our way over the Dawson trail. 

Talk of your cold! Through the parka's fold it stabbed like a driven nail.            parka= winter coat 

If our eyes we'd close, then the lashes froze till sometimes we couldn't see; 

It wasn't much fun, but the only one to whimper was Sam McGee. 

 

And that very night, as we lay packed tight in our robes beneath the snow, 

And the dogs were fed, and the stars o'erhead were dancing heel and toe, 

He turned to me, and "Cap," says he, "I'll cash in this trip, I guess; 

And if I do, I'm asking that you won't refuse my last request." 

 

Well, he seemed so low that I couldn't say no; then he says with a sort of moan: 

"It's the cursed cold, and it's got right hold till I'm chilled clean through to the bone. 

Yet 'tain't being dead -- it's my awful dread of the icy grave that pains; 

So I want you to swear that, foul or fair, you'll cremate my last remains." 

 

A pal's last need is a thing to heed, so I swore I would not fail; 

And we started on at the streak of dawn; but God! He looked ghastly pale. 

He crouched on the sleigh, and he raved all day of his home in Tennessee; 

And before nightfall a corpse was all that was left of Sam McGee. 

 

There wasn't a breath in that land of death, and I hurried, horror-driven, 

With a corpse half hid that I couldn't get rid, because of a promise given; 

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

"You may tax your brawn and brains,  

But you promised true, and it's up to you to cremate those last remains." 
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Now a promise made is a debt unpaid, and the trail has its own stern code. 

In the days to come, though my lips were dumb, in my heart how I cursed that load. 

In the long, long night, by the lone firelight, while the huskies, round in a ring, 

Howled out their woes to the homeless snows -- O God! how I loathed the thing. 

 

And every day that quiet clay seemed to heavy and heavier grow;             clay = the corpse 

And on I went, though the dogs were spent and the grub was getting low; 

The trail was bad, and I felt half mad, but I swore I would not give in; 

And I'd often sing to the hateful thing, and it hearkened with a grin. 

 

Till I came to the marge of Lake Lebarge, and a derelict there lay; 

It was jammed in the ice, but I saw in a trice it was called the “Alice May.”         trice = quick moment 

And I looked at it, and I thought a bit, and I looked at my frozen chum; 

Then "Here," said I, with a sudden cry, "is my cre-ma-tor-eum." 

 

Some planks I tore from the cabin floor, and I lit the boiler fire; 

Some coal I found that was lying around, and I heaped the fuel higher; 

The flames just soared, and the furnace roared -- such a blaze you seldom see; 

And I burrowed a hole in the glowing coal, and I stuffed in Sam McGee. 

 

Then I made a hike, for I didn't like to hear him sizzle so; 

And the heavens scowled, and the huskies howled, and the wind began to blow. 

It was icy cold, but the hot sweat rolled down my cheeks, and I don't know why; 

And the greasy smoke in an inky cloak went streaking down the sky. 

 

I do not know how long in the snow I wrestled with grisly fear; 

But the stars came out and they danced about ere again I ventured near;        ere = before 

I was sick with dread, but I bravely said: "I'll just take a peep inside. 

I guess he's cooked, and it's time I looked"; . . . then the door I opened wide. 

 

And there sat Sam, looking cool and calm, in the heart of the furnace roar; 

And he wore a smile you could see a mile, and he said: "Please close that door. 

It's fine in here, but I greatly fear you'll let in the cold and storm -- 

Since I left Plumtree, down in Tennessee, it's the first time I've been warm." 

 

There are strange things done in the midnight sun 

By the men who moil for gold; 

The Arctic trails have their secret tales 

That would make your blood run cold; 

The Northern Lights have seen queer sights, 

But the queerest they ever did see 

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge 

I cremated Sam McGee. 
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OZYMANDIAS 
(Sonnet) 

Percy Bysshe Shelley 

I met a traveller from an antique land 

Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 

Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand, 

Half-sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown 

And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command 

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 

Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 

The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed. 

And on the pedestal these words appear: 

"My name is Ozymandias, king of kings: 

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!" 

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 

The lone and level sands stretch far away. 

 

visage = face 

survive = outlive 

mocked  = imitated 
(i.e. the sculptor’s hand) 

Boundless = 

limitless 
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The Fountain (1926) 

Sara Teasdale 

Fountain, fountain, what do you say 

Singing at night alone? 

"It is enough to rise and fall 

Here in my basin of stone." 

But are you content as you seem to be 

So near the freedom and rush of the sea? 

"I have listened all night to its laboring sound, 

It heaves and sags, as the moon runs round; 

Ocean and fountain, shadow and tree, 

Nothing escapes, nothing is free." 

 
1. What is the rhythmic effect of the three soft caesuras in 

the final lines of the poem?  What is the sound of these 

lines supposed to suggest? 

_____________________________________________

_____________________________________________ 
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Ulysses – Alfred Tennyson 
 

It little profits that an idle king, 

By this still hearth, among these barren crags, 

Match'd with an aged wife, I mete and dole 

Unequal laws unto a savage race, 

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me. 

I cannot rest from travel; I will drink 

Life to the lees. All times I have enjoy'd 

Greatly, have suffer'd greatly, both with those 

That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when 

Through scudding drifts the rainy Hyades 

Vexed the dim sea. I am become a name; 

For always roaming with a hungry heart 

Much have I seen and known—cities of men 

And manners, climates, councils, governments, 

Myself not least, but honor'd of them all— 

And drunk delight of battle with my peers, 

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy. 

I am a part of all that I have met; 

Yet all experience is an arch wherethrough 

Gleams that untravell'd world whose margin fades 

For ever and for ever when I move. 

How dull it is to pause, to make an end, 

To rust unburnish'd, not to shine in use! 

As tho' to breathe were life! Life piled on life 

Were all too little, and of one to me 

Little remains; but every hour is saved 

From that eternal silence, something more, 

A bringer of new things; and vile it were 

For some three suns to store and hoard myself, 

And this gray spirit yearning in desire 

To follow knowledge like a sinking star, 

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought. 

This is my son, mine own Telemachus, 

to whom I leave the sceptre and the isle,-- 

Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfill 

This labor, by slow prudence to make mild 

A rugged people, and through soft degrees 

Subdue them to the useful and the good. 

Most blameless is he, centered in the sphere 

crags = rocks 

mete and dole = distribute 

lees = dregs (bottom of the glass) 

unburnished = unpolished 

wherethrough = through which 
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Of common duties, decent not to fail 

In offices of tenderness, and pay 

Meet adoration to my household gods, 

When I am gone. He works his work, I mine. 

 * * * 

There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail; 

There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners, 

Souls that have toiled, and wrought, and thought with me,-- 

That ever with a frolic welcome took 

The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed 

Free hearts, free foreheads,-- you and I are old; 

Old age hath yet his honor and his toil. 

Death closes all; but something ere the end, 

Some work of noble note, may yet be done, 

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.            

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks; 

The long day wanes; the slow moon climbs; the deep 

Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends. 

'Tis not too late to seek a newer world. 

Push off, and sitting well in order smite 

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds 

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths 

Of all the western stars, until I die. 

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down; 

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles, 

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew. 

Though much is taken, much abides; and though 

We are not now that strength which in old days 

Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are— 

One equal temper of heroic hearts, 

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will 

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.  

meet = rightful, just 

ere = before 

mariners = sailors 

furrows = waves 

becoming = appropriate  for 
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Free Verse and Sprung Rhythm 
 

Pied Beauty 

Gerard Manley Hopkins 

 
Glory be to God for dappled things—    

  For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow;      

    For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;  

Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches’ wings;    

  Landscape plotted and pieced—fold, fallow, and plough;        5      

    And áll trádes, their gear and tackle and trim.    

 

All things counter, original, spare, strange;    

  Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?)      

    With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim;  

He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:          10                    

Praise him. 

 

 
When I Heard the Learn’d Astronomer 

Walt Whitman 

 
When I heard the learn’d astronomer;   

When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns before me;   

When I was shown the charts and the diagrams, to add, divide, and measure 

them;   

When I, sitting, heard the astronomer, where he lectured with much applause 

in the lecture-room,   

How soon, unaccountable, I became tired and sick, 

Till rising and gliding out, I wander’d off by myself,   

In the mystical moist night-air, and from time to time,   

Look’d up in perfect silence at the stars.  
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Free Verse and Sprung Rhythm 
 

The Negro Speaks of Rivers 

Langston Hughes 

I've known rivers: 

I've known rivers ancient as the world and older than the flow of human blood in 

human veins. 

My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 

I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young. 

I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep. 

I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it. 

I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln went down to New Orleans, 

and I've seen its muddy bosom turn all golden in the sunset. 

I've known rivers: 

Ancient, dusky rivers. 

My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 

Gretel in Darkness 

Louis Glück 
This is the world we wanted. 

All who would have seen us dead 

are dead. I hear the witch's cry 

break in the moonlight through a sheet 

of sugar: God rewards. 

Her tongue shrivels into gas . . . 

 

Now, far from women's arms 

and memory of women, in our father's hut 

we sleep, are never hungry. 

Why do I not forget? 

My father bars the door, bars harm 

from this house, and it is years. 

 

No one remembers. Even you, my brother, 

summer afternoons you look at me as though 

you meant to leave, 

as though it never happened. 

But I killed for you. I see armed firs, 

the spires of that gleaming kiln-- 

 

Nights I turn to you to hold me 

but you are not there. 

Am I alone? Spies 

hiss in the stillness, Hansel, 

we are there still and it is real, real, 

that black forest and the fire in earnest. 
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I Will Possess Your Heart 
Death Cab for Cutie 

 

How I wish you could see the potential, 

The potential of you and me. 

It's like a book elegantly bound, but 

In a language that you can't read 

Just yet. 

 

You gotta spend some time, love. 

You gotta spend some time with me. 

And I know that you'll find, love, 

I will possess your heart. 

You gotta spend some time, love. 

You gotta spend some time with me 

And I know that you'll find, love, 

I will possess your heart. 

 

There are days when, outside your window, 

I see my reflection as I slowly pass, 

And I long for this mirrored perspective 

When we'll be lovers, lovers at last. 

 

[REPEAT CHORUS] 

 

You reject my... advances... and desperate pleas 

I won't let you... let me down... so easily 

So easily 

 

[REPEAT CHORUS] 
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Champagne High  
Sister Hazel 

 
I wasn't looking for a lifetime with you  
And I never thought it would hurt just to hear  
"I do" and "I do"  
And I do a number on myself  
And all that I thought to be  
And you'll be the one that just left me undone  
By my own hesitation  
 
And for the million hours that we were  
Well, I'll smile and remember it all 
Then I'll turn and go  
While your story's completed,  
Mine is a long way from done 
 
I'm on a champagne high  
Where will I be when I stop wondering why? 
On a champagne high  
I'd toast to the future, but that'd be a lie  
On a champagne high, high  
 
Spring turned to summer  
But then winter turned mean  
The distance seemed right at the time 

It was best 
To leave, and to leave behind  
What I once thought was fine and so real 
To me, and while I'm still gone  
On the quest for my song  
I'm at your celebration  
 
[REPEAT CHORUS] 
 
Your wagon’s been hitched to a star  
Well, now, he'll be your thing that's new  
Yeah, what little I have you can borrow  
'Cause I'm old, and I'm blue...  
 
Well I'm on a champagne high (so high)  
Where will I be when I stop wondering why?  
On a champagne high (so high)  
Toast to the future, but that'd be a lie  
On a champagne high  
Where will I be when I stop wondering why?  
On a champagne high...high...  

 


