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Jabberwocky by Lewis Carroll

'"Twas brillig, and the slithy toves

Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:

ATl mimsy were the borogoves,

And the mome raths outgrabe.

"Beware the Jabberwock, my son!

The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun

The frumious Bandersnatch!"”

He took his vorpal sword in hand:

Long time the manxome foe he sought-
So rested he by the Tumtum tree,

And stood awhile in thought.

And, as in uffish thought he stood,

The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,
And burbled as it came!

One, two! One, two! And through and through
The vorpal blade went snicker-snack!

He left it dead, and with its head

He went galumphing back.

"And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?
Come to my arms, my beamish boy!

0 frabjous day! callooh! callay!"

He chortled in his joy.

'"Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:

ATl mimsy were the borogoves,

And the mome raths outgrabe.

The Daffodils by william wordsworth

I WANDER'D Tonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
when all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the Milky way,

They stretch'd in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,

Tossing their heads 1in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they
out-did the sparkling waves in glee:
A poet could not but be gay,
In such a jocund company:
I gazed-and gazed-but Tittle thought
what wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I Tie
In vacant or 1in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye

Page 1



poetryl.txt
which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

The Day is Done by Henry Longfellow

THE DAY is done, and the darkness
Falls from the wings of Night,

As a feather 1is wafted downward
From an eagle in his flight.

I see the Tights of the village
Gleam through the rain and the mist,
And a feeling of sadness comes o'er me
That my soul cannot resist:

A feeling of sadness and longing,
That 1is not akin to pain,

And resembles sorrow only
As the mist resembles the rain.

Come, read to me some poem,
Some simple and heartfelt lay,

That shall soothe this restless feeling,
And banish the thoughts of day.

Not from the grand old masters,
Not from the bards subTime,

whose distant footsteps echo
Through the corridors of Time.

For, Tike strains of martial music,
Their mighty thoughts suggest

Life's endless toil and endeavor;
And to-night I long for rest.

Read from some humbler poet,
whose songs gushed from his heart,
As showers from the clouds of summer,
Oor tears from the eyelids start;

who, through long days of Tlabor,
And nights devoid of ease,

Still heard in his soul the music
of wonderful melodies.

Such songs have power to quiet
The restless pulse of care,

And come like the benediction
That follows after prayer.

Then read from the treasured volume
The poem of thy choice,

And lend to the rhyme of the poet
The beauty of thy voice.

And the night shall be filled with music,
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And the cares, that infest the day,
shall fold their tents, Tike the Arabs,
And as silently steal away.

If I should die by Benjamin Franklin King

If I should die to-night

And you should come to my cold corpse and say,
weeping and heartsick o'er my 1lifeless clay--
If I should die to-night,

And you should come in deepest grief and woe--
And say: "Here's that ten dollars that I owe,"
I might arise in my large white cravat

And say, "what's that?"

If I should die to-night

And you should come to my cold corpse and kneel,
Clasping my bier_to show the grief you feel,

I say, 1f I should die to-night

And you should come to me, and there and then
Just even hint 'bout payin' me that ten,

I might arise the while,

But I'd drop dead again.

The Lake Isle of Innisfree by WB Yeats

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

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

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

And Tive alone in the bee-loud glade.

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow,
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where_the_cricket sings;
There midnight's all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,

And evening full of the linnet's wings.

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

I hear Take water Tapping with low sounds by the shore;
while I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements gray,
I hear it in the deep heart's core.

My Last Duchess by Robert Browning

That's my Tast 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 Took at her? I said
"Fra Pandolf" by design, for never read
Strangers 1like you that pictured countenance,
The depth and passion of its earnest glance,
But to myself they turned (since none puts by
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The curtain I have drawn for you, but I)
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
For calling up that spot of joy. She had
A heart---how shall I say?---too soon made glad,
Too easily impressed; she 1iked whate'er
She looked on, and her looks went everywhere.
Sir, 'twas all one! My favour at her breast,
The dropping of the daylight in the west,
The bough of cherries some officious fool
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,
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 an one, and say, "Just this
Oor that in you disgusts me; here you miss,
or there exceed the mark"---and if she let
Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set
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
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,
wWhich Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me!

ode on a Grecian Urn by John Keats

THOU still unravish'd bride of quietness,
Thou foster-child of Silence and slow Time,
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express
A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:
what leaf-fringed Tegend haunts about thy shape
of deities or mortals, or of both,
In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?
what men or gods are these? what maidens loth?
what mad pursuit? what struggle to escape?
what pipes and timbrels? what wild ecstasy?
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Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear'd,
Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not Teave
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;
Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss,
Though winning near the goal-yet, do not grieve;
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,
For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair!

Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;
And, happy melodist, unweariéd,
For ever piping songs for ever new;
More happy love! more happy, happy love!
For ever warm and still to be enjoy'd,
For ever panting, and for ever young;
A1l breathing human passion far above,
That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy'd,
A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.

who are these coming to the sacrifice?
To what green altar, O mysterious priest,
Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,
And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?
what 1ittle town by river or sea-shore,
or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,
Is emptied of its folk, this pious morn?
And, 1little town, thy streets for evermore
will silent be; and not a soul, to tell
why thou art desolate, can e'er return.

0 Attic shape! fair attitude! with brede
of marble men and maidens overwrought,
with forest branches and the trodden weed;
Thou, silent form! dost tease us out of thought
As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral!
when old age shall this generation waste,
Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,
'Beauty is truth, truth beauty,-that is all
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.'

out out by Robert Frost

The buzz saw snarled and rattled in the yard

And made dust and dropped stove-length sticks of wood,
Sweet-scented stuff when the breeze drew across it.
And from there those that 1lifted eyes could count
Five mountain ranges one behing the other

Under the sunset far into Vermont.

And the saw snarled and rattled, snarled and rattled,
As it ran Tight, or had to bear a load.

And nothing happened: day was all but done.

call it a day, I wish they might have said

To please the boy by giving him the half hour

That a boy counts so much when saved from work.
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His sister stood beside him in her apron
To tell them "Supper." At the word, the saw,
As if it meant to prove saws know what supper meant,
Leaped out at the boy's hand, or seemed to leap -
He must have given the hand. However it was,
Neither refused the meeting. But the hand!
Half in appeal, but half as if to keep
The 1ife from spilling. Then the boy saw all -
Since he was old enough to know, big boy
Doing a man's work, though a child at heart -
He saw all was spoiled. "Don't Tet him cut my hand off -
The doctor, when he comes. bon't let him, sister!"
So. The hand was gone already.
The doctor put him in the dark of ether.
He lay and puffed his Tips out with his breath.
And then - the watcher at his pulse took a fright.
No one believed. They Tlistened to his heart.
Little - Tess - nothing! - and that ended it.
No more to build on there. And they, since they
wWere not the one dead, turned to their affairs.

The Quality of Mercy by william Shakespeare

The quality of mercy 1is not strain'd.

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven
Upon the place beneath. It is twice blest:

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes.
'"Tis mightiest in the mightiest; it becomes
The throned monarch better than his crown.

His scepter shows the force of temporal power,
The attribute to awe and majesty,

wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings;
But mercy is above this sceptered sway;

It is enthroned in the heart of kings;

It is an attribute to God himself;

And earthly power doth then show likest God's
when mercy seasons justice.

The Soldier by Rupert Brooke

If I should die, think only this of me:

That there's some corner of a foreign field

That is for ever England. There shall be

In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;

A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam,
A body of England's, breathing English air,

washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.

And think, this heart, all evil shed away,

A pulse in the eternal mind, no less

Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given;
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;
And Taughter, Tearnt of friends; and gentleness,
In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.
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The Raven Edgar by Allen Poe

once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,
over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten Tore,

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-

Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door;-

This it is, and nothing more."

Present]y my sou1 grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
"sir," said I, "or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,
And so faintly you came 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.

geep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering,
earing,

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortals ever dared to dream before;
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness 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 again I heard 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 here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and
flutter,

In there stepped a stately raven of the saintly days of yore;
Eot the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed
e;

But, with mien of Tord 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 wore.

"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!"
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Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,
Though its answer Tittle meaning- Tlittle relevancy bore;

For we cannot help agreeing that no Tiving human being

Ever yet was blest 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

That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.
Nothing further then he uttered- not a feather then he fluttered-

Eil1 I scarcely more than muttered, "other friends have flown
efore-

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 1is its only stock and store,
Cau?ht from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster

Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore-
Ti11 the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

of 'Never- nevermore'."

But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy into smiling,

ztraight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and
oor;

Then upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to Tinking

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 express1ng

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom's core;
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease rec11n1ng

on the cushion's velvet 1lining that the lamplight gloated o'er,
But whose velvet violet Tining with the lamplight gloating o'er,
She shall press, ah, nevermore!

Then methought the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer
swung by Seraphim whose footfalls tinkled on the tufted floor.
"Wretch," I cried, "thy God hath lent thee- by these angels 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."

;Pro?het!" said I, "thing of evil!- prophet still, if bird or
evil!l-

wWhether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted-

on this home by horror haunted- tell me truly, I implore-

Is there- 1is there balm in Gilead?- tell me- tell me, I implore!"
Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore."

;Pro?het!" said I, "thing of evil- prophet still, if bird or
evil!

By that Heaven that bends above us- by that God we both adore-
Tell this soul with sorrow Taden 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."
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"Be that word our sign in 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!
gake thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my
oor!"
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 door;

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming,

$?d the lamplight o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the
oor;

And my soul from out that shadow that 1ies floating on the floor

Shall be Tifted- nevermore!

The Road Not Taken by Robert Frost

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

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that, the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black
oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way Teads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:

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

And that has made all the difference.

To a Traveller by Lionel Johnson

THE mountains, and the lonely death at last
Upon the lonely mountains: O strong friend!
The wandering over, and the Tabour passed,

Thou art indeed at rest:

Earth gave thee of her best,

That labour and this end.

Earth was thy mother, and her true son thou:
Earth called thee to a knowledge of her ways,
Upon the great hills, up the great streams: now
Upon earth's kindly breast
Thou art indeed at rest:
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Thou, and thine arduous days.

Fare thee well, 0 strong heart! The tranquil night
Looks calmly on thee: and the sun pours down
His glory over thee, 0 heart of might!

Earth gives thee perfect rest:

Earth, whom thy swift feet pressed:

Earth, whom the vast stars crown.
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