
Mathew Arnold: Dover Beach

          The sea is calm to-night,
          The tide is full, the moon lies fair
          Upon the straits; -- on the French coast the light
          Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand,
          Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay.
          Come to the window, sweet is the night-air!
          Only, from the long line of spray
          Where the sea meets the moon-blanch'd land,
          Listen! you hear the grating roar
          Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling,
          At their return, up the high strand,
          Begin, and cease, and then again begin,
          With tremulous cadence slow, and bring
          The eternal note of sadness in.

          Sophocles long ago
          Heard it on the Aegean, and it brought
          Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow
          Of human misery; we
          Find also in the sound a thought,
          Hearing it by this distant northern sea.
          The sea of faith
          Was once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore
          Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl'd.
          But now I only hear
          Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,
          Retreating, to the breath
          Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear
          And naked shingles of the world.

          Ah, love, let us be true
          To one another! for the world which seems
          To lie before us like a land of dreams,
          So various, so beautiful, so new,
          Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,
          Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;



          And we are here as on a darkling plain
          Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,
          Where ignorant armies clash by night.

Robert Browning: Porphyria's Lover

          The rain set early to-night,
            The sullen wind was soon awake,
          It tore the elm-tops down for spite,
            And did its worst to vex the lake:
            I listened with heart fit to break.
          When glided in Porphyria; straight
            She shut the cold out and the storm,
          And kneeled and made the cheerless grate
            Blaze up, and all the cottage warm;
            Which done, she rose, and from her form
          Withdrew the dripping cloak and shawl,
            And laid her soiled gloves by, untied
          Her hat and let the damp hair fall,
            And, last, she sat down by my side
            And called me. When no voice replied,
          She put her arm about my waist,
            And made her smooth white shoulder bare
          And all her yellow hair displaced,
            And, stooping, made my cheek lie there,
            And spread, o'er all, her yellow hair,
          Murmuring how she loved me--she
            Too weak, for all her heart's endeavor,
          To set its struggling passion free
            From pride, and vainer ties dissever,
            And give herself to me forever.
          But passion sometimes would prevail,
            Nor could to-night's gay feast restrain
          A sudden thought of one so pale
            For love of her, and all in vain:
            So, she was come through wind and rain.
          Be sure I looked up at her eyes



            Happy and proud; at last I knew
          Porphyria worshipped me; surprise
            Made my heart swell, and still it grew
            While I debated what to do.
          That moment she was mine, mine, fair,
            Perfectly pure and good: I found
          A thing to do, and all her hair
            In one long yellow string I wound
            Three times her little throat around,
          And strangled her. No pain felt she;
            I am quite sure she felt no pain.
          As a shut bud that holds a bee,
            I warily oped her lids: again
            Laughed the blue eyes without a stain.
          And I untightened next the tress
            About her neck; her cheek once more
          Blushed bright beneath my burning kiss:
            I propped her head up as before,
            Only, this time my shoulder bore
          Her head, which droops upon it still:
            The smiling rosy little head,
          So glad it has its utmost will,
            That all it scorned at once is fled,
            And I, its love, am gained instead!
          Porphyria's love: she guessed not how
            Her darling one wish would be heard.
          And thus we sit together now,
            And all night long we have not stirred,
            And yet God has not said a word!

Lord Byron: The Destruction of Sennacherib

          The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold,
          And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold;
          And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea,
          When the blue wave rolls nightly on the Galilee.



          Like the leaves of the forest when summer is green,
          That host with their banners at sunset were seen:
          Like the leaves of the forest when autumn hath blown,
          That host on the morrow lay withered and strown.

          For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast,
          And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed;
          And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill,
          And their hearts but once heaved, and forever grew still!

          And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide,
          But through it there rolled not the breath of his pride;
          And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf,
          And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf.

          And there lay the rider distorted and pale,
          With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail:
          And the tents were all silent, the banners alone,
          The lances unlifted, the trumpets unblown.

          And the widows of Ashur are load in thier wail,
          And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal;
          And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword,
          Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord!

Arthur Hugh Clough: Say Not the Struggle Naught Availeth

          SAY not the struggle naught availeth,
               The labor 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 yon smoke concealed,
          Your comrades chase e'en now the fliers,
               And, but for you, possess 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, look, the land is bright.

W.E. Henley: Invictus

          Out of the night that covers me,
               Black as the Pit from pole to pole,
          I thank whatever gods may be
               For my unconquerable soul.

          In the fell clutch of circumstance
               I have not winced nor cried aloud,
          Under the bludgeonings of chance
               My head is bloody, but unbowed.

          Beyond this place of wrath and tears
               Looms but the horror of the shade,
          And yet the menace of the years
               Finds, and shall find me, unafraid.

          It matters not how strait the gate,
               How charged with punishments the scroll,
          I am the master of my fate:
               I am the captain of my soul.

John Keats: On First Looking Into Chapman's Homer

          Much have I travell'd in the realms of gold,
               And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;



               Round many western islands have I been
          Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.
          Oft of one wide expanse had I been told
               That deep-brow'd Homer ruled as his demesne;
               Yet never did I breathe its pure serene
          Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold.
          Then I felt like some watcher of the skies
               When a new planet swims into his ken;
          Or like stout Cortez, when with eagle eyes
               He star'd at the Pacific--and all his men
               Look'd at each other with a wild surmise--
          Silent upon a peak in Darien.

Omar Khayyam: Rubaiyat -- Selections (Edward Fitzgerald's Translation)

        Come, fill the Cup, and in the fire of Spring
        Your Winter-garment of Repentance fling:
        The Bird of Time has but a little way
        To flutter---and the Bird is on the Wing.

                        11

        Here with a Loaf of Bread beneath the Bough,
        A Flask of Wine, a Book of Verse---and Thou
        Beside me singing in the Wilderness---
        And Wilderness is Paradise enow.

                        25

        Why, all the Saints and Sages who discuss'd
        Of the Two Worlds so learnedly, are thrust
        Like foolish Prophets forth; their Words to Scorn
        Are scatter'd, and their Mouths are stopt with Dust.

                        26

        Oh, come with old Khayyam, and leave the Wise



        To talk; one thing is certain, that Life flies;
        One thing is certain, and the Rest is Lies;
        The Flower that once has blown for ever dies.

                        27

        Myself when young did eagerly frequent
        Doctor and Saint, and heard great Argument
        About it and about: but evermore
        Came out by the same Door as in I went.

                        28

        With them the Seed of Wisdom did I sow,
        And with my own hand labour'd it to grow:
        And this was all the Harvest that I reap'd---
        "I came like Water, and like Wind I go."

                        37

        Ah, fill the Cup:---what boots it to repeat
        How Time is slipping underneath our Feet:
        Unborn TO-MORROW, and dead YESTERDAY,
        Why fret about them if TO-DAY be sweet!

                        46

        For in and out, above, about, below,
        'Tis nothing but a Magic Shadow-show,
        Play'd in a Box whose Candle is the Sun,
        Round which we Phantom Figures come and go.

                        48

        While the Rose blows along the River Brink,
        With old Khayyam the Ruby Vintage drink:
        And when the Angel with his darker Draught
        Draws up to Thee---take that, and do not shrink.



                        49

        'Tis all a Chequer-board of Nights and Days
        Where Destiny with Men for Pieces plays:
        Hither and thither moves, and mates, and slays,
        And one by one back in the Closet lays.

                        51

        The Moving Finger writes; and, having writ,
        Moves on: nor all thy Piety nor Wit
        Shall lure it back to cancel half a Line,
        Nor all thy Tears wash out a Word of it.

King David: Psalm 23- King James Version

1 A Psalm of David. The LORD is my shepherd; I shall not want.
2 He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside the still
waters.
3 He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his
name's sake.
4 Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear
no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.
5 Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies: thou
anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over.
6 Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: and I
will dwell in the house of the LORD for ever.

Rudyard Kipling: If

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 impostors 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 wornout 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!



Sir Henry Newbolt: Vitai Lampada

                        There's a breathless hush in the Close to-night
                        Ten to make and the match to win --
                        A bumping pitch and a blinding light,
                        An hour to play and the last man in.
                        And it's not for the sake of a ribboned coat,
                        Or the selfish hope of a season's fame,
                        But his Captain's hand on his shoulder smote
                        "Play up! play up! and play the game!"

                        The sand of the desert is sodden red, --
                        Red with the wreck of a square that broke;--
                        The Gatling's jammed and the colonel dead,
                        And the regiment blind with dust and smoke.
                        The river of death has brimmed his banks,
                        And England's far, and Honor a name,
                        But the voice of a schoolboy rallies the ranks,
                        "Play up! play up! and play the game!"

                        This is the word that year by year
                        While in her place the School is set
                        Every one of her sons must hear,
                        And none that hears it dare forget.
                        This they all with a joyful mind
                        Bear through life like a torch in flame,
                        And falling fling to the host behind--
                        "Play up! play up! and play the game!"

Dorothy Parker: Razors Pain You

Razors pain you;
Rivers are damp;
Acids stain you
And drugs cause cramp;
Guns aren't lawful;
Nooses give;



Gas smells awful;
You might as well live.

Edwin Arlington Robinson: Richard Cory

          Whenever Richard Cory went down town,
          We people on the pavement looked at him;
          He was a gentleman from sole to crown,
          Clean favored, and imperially slim.

          And he was always quietly arrayed,
          And he was always human when he talked,
          But still he fluttered pulses when he said
          "Good morning"--and he glittered when he walked.

          And he was rich--yes, richer than a king,
          And admirably schooled in every grace;
          In fact, we thought that he was everything
          To make us wish that we were in his place.

          So on we worked, and waited for the light,
          And went without the meat, and cursed the bread,
          And Richard Cory, one calm summer night,
          Went home and put a bullet through his head.

Edwin Arlington Robinson: Mr. Flood's Party

          Old Eben Flood, climbing alone one night
          Over the hill between the town below
          And the forsaken upland hermitage
          That held as much as he should ever know
          On earth again of home, paused warily.
          The road was his with not a native near;
          And Eben, having leisure, said aloud,
          For no man else in Tilbury Town to hear:



          "Well, Mr. Flood, we have the harvest moon
          Again, and we may not have many more;
          The bird is on the wing, the poet says,
          And you and I have said it here before.
          Drink to the bird." He raised up to the light
          The jug that he had gone so far to fill,
          And answered huskily: "Well, Mr. Flood,
          Since you propose it, I believe I will."

          Alone, as if enduring to the end
          A valiant armor of scarred hopes outworn.
          He stood there in the middle of the road
          Like Roland's ghost winding a silent horn.
          Below him, in the town among the trees,
          Where friends of other days had honored him,
          A phantom salutation of the dead
          Rang thinly till old Eben's eyes were dim.

          Then, as a mother lays her sleeping child
          Down tenderly, fearing it may awake,
          He sat the jug down slowly at his feet
          With trembling care, knowing that most things break;
          And only when assured that on firm earth
          It stood, as the uncertain lives of men
          Assuredly did not, he paced away,
          And with his hand extended paused again:

          "Well, Mr. Flood, we have not met like this
          In a long time; and many a change has come
          To both of us, I fear, since last it was
          We had a drop together. Welcome home!"
          Convivially returning with himself,
          Again he raised the jug up to the light;
          And with an acquiescent quaver said:
          "Well, Mr. Flood, if you insist, I might.

          "Only a very little, Mr. Flood--
          For auld lang syne. No more, sir; that will do."



          So, for the time, apparently it did
          And Eben apparently thouht so too;
          For soon among the silver loneliness
          Of night he lifted up his voice and sang,
          Secure, with only two moons listening,
          Until the whole harmonious landscape rang--

          "For auld lang syne." The weary throat gave out,
          The last word wavered, and the song was done.
          He raised again the jug regretfully
          And shook his head, and was again alone.
          There was not much that was ahead of him,
          And there was nothing in the town below--
          Where strangers would have shut the many doors
          That many friends had opened long ago.

Edwin Arlington Robinson: Luke Havergal

          Go to the western gate, Luke Havergal,
          There where the vines cling crimson on the wall,
          And in the twilight wait for what will come.
          The leaves will whisper there of her, and some,
          Like flying words, will strike you as they fall;
          But go, and if you listen, she will call.
          Go to the western gate, Luke Havergal-
          Luke Havergal.

          No, there is not a dawn in eastern skies
          To rift the fiery night that's in your eyes;
          But there, where western glooms are gathering
          The dark will end the dark, if anything:
          God slays Himself with every leaf that flies,
          And hell is more than half of paradise.
          No, there is not a dawn in eastern skies-
          In eastern skies.

          Out of a grave I come to tell you this,



          Out of a grave I come to quench the kiss
          That flames upon your forehead with a glow
          That blinds you to the way that you must go.
          Yes, there is yet one way to where she is,
          Bitter, but one that faith may never miss.
          Out of a grave I come to tell you this-
          To tell you this.

          There is the western gate, Luke Havergal,
          There are the crimson leaves upon the wall,
          Go, for the winds are tearing them away,-
          Nor think to riddle the dead words they say,
          Nor any more to feel them as they fall;
          But go, and if you trust her she will call.
          There is the western gate, Luke Havergal-
          Luke Havergal.

Edwin Arlington Robinson: The Mill

          The miller's wife had waited long,
               The tea was cold, the fire was dead;
          And there might yet be nothing wrong
               In how he went and what he said:
          "There are no millers any more,"
               Was all that she heard him say;
          And he had lingered at the door
               So long it seemed like yesterday.

          Sick with a fear that had no form
               She knew that she was there at last;
          And in the mill there was a warm
               And mealy fragrance of the past.
          What else there was would only seem
               To say again what he had meant;
          And what was hanging from a beam
               Would not have heeded where she went.



          And if she thought it followed her,
               She may have reasoned in the dark
          That one way of the few there were
               Would hide her and would leave no mark:
          Black water, smooth above the weir
               Like starry velvet in the night,
          Though ruffled once, would soon appear
               The same as ever to the sight.

William Shakespeare: Hamlet's Soliloquy

     To be, or not to be: that is the question:
     Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer
     The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
     Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,
     And by opposing end them? To die: to sleep;
     No more; and by a sleep to say we end
     The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks
     That flesh is heir to, 'tis a consummation
     Devoutly to be wish'd. To die, to sleep;
     To sleep: perchance to dream: ay, there's the rub;
     For in that sleep of death what dreams may come
     When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,
     Must give us pause: there's the respect
     That makes calamity of so long life;
     For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,
     The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely,
     The pangs of despised love, the law's delay,
     The insolence of office and the spurns
     That patient merit of the unworthy takes,
     When he himself might his quietus make
     With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear,
     To grunt and sweat under a weary life,
     But that the dread of something after death,
     The undiscover'd country from whose bourn
     No traveller returns, puzzles the will
     And makes us rather bear those ills we have



     Than fly to others that we know not of?
     Thus conscience does make cowards of us all;
     And thus the native hue of resolution
     Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought,
     And enterprises of great pith and moment
     With this regard their currents turn awry,
     And lose the name of action.--Soft you now!
     The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy orisons
     Be all my sins remember'd.

William Shakespeare: Macbeth Quotations

        * Had I but died an hour before this chance,
          I had lived a blessed time; for, from this instant,
          There's nothing serious in mortality;
          All is but toys: renown, and grace is dead;
          The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees
          Is left this vault to brag of.

        * O! full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife!

        * Give sorrow words; the grief that does not speak
          Whispers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break.

        * I have lived long enough: my way of life
          Is fall'n into the sere, the yellow leaf;
          And that which should accompany old age,
          As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,
          I must not look to have; but in their stead,
          Curses, not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath,
          Which the poor heart would fain deny, but dare not.

        * I have almost forgot the taste of fears.
          The time has been, my senses would have cooled
          To hear a night-shriek; and my fell of hair
          Would, at a dismal treatise, rouse and stir,
          As life were in 't.



        * Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow,
          Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,
          To the last syllable of recorded time;
          And all our yesterdays have lighted fools
          The way to dusty death. Out, out , brief candle !
          Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player
          That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,
          And then is heard no more; it is a tale
          Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
          Signifying nothing.

        * I 'gin to be aweary of the sun,
          And wish the estate o' th' world were now undone.

        * They have tied me to a stake: I cannot fly,
          But, bear-like, I must fight the coarse.

        * Turn, hell-hound, turn !
          Of all men else I have avoided thee;
          But get thee back, my soul is too much charged
          With blood of thine already.

        * Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests;
          I bear a charmed life, which must not yield
          To one of woman born.

        * Despair thy charm;
          And let the angel whom thou hast still served
          Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb
          Untimely ripped.

        * Accursed be that tounge that tells me so,
          For it hath cowed my better part of man;

        * I will not yield,
          To kiss the ground before young Malcolm's feet,
          And to be baited with the rabble's curse.



          Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane,
          And thou opposed, being of no woman born,
          Yet I will try the last; before my body
          I throw my warlike shield; lay on, Macduff;
          And damned be him that first cries, "Hold, enough!"

William Shakespeare: Sonnet 29

When, in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes,
I all alone beweep my outcast state
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries
And look upon myself and curse my fate,
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Featured like him, like him with friends possess'd,
Desiring this man's art and that man's scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least;
Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,
Haply I think on thee, and then my state,
Like to the lark at break of day arising
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven's gate;
For thy sweet love remember'd such wealth brings
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

PARAPHRASE
When I've run out of luck and people look down on me,
All alone I lament my fate as an outcast*
And pray to heaven but my cries go unheard
And look at myself, cursing my fate,
Wishing I were like one* who had more hope in life
Wishing I looked like him; wishing I were surrounded by friends,
I desire this man's art and that man's range*,
I am least contented with what I used to enjoy most.
But in this mood almost despising myself,
I think of you and then my state of sadness
Like the lark at the break of day, rises
From the gloomy earth and I sing hyms to heaven;



For thinking of your love brings such happiness to mind
That then I would not change my state with kings.

William Shakespeare: Sonnet 66

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry,
As, to behold desert a beggar born,
And needy nothing trimm'd in jollity,
And purest faith unhappily forsworn,
And gilded honour shamefully misplaced,
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,
And right perfection wrongfully disgraced,
And strength by limping sway disabled,
And art made tongue-tied by authority,
And folly doctor-like controlling skill,
And simple truth miscall'd simplicity,
And captive good attending captain ill:
  Tired with all these, from these would I be gone,
  Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.

PARAPHRASE
1. Tired with all these, for restful death I cry,

1. Tired with all these = exhausted, wearied, disgusted with
all these - then follows the list of social evils with which
he is tired. Possibly with a suggestion of attired with, in the
sense that the evils cling to him like clothing, and he cannot
divest himself of them.

2. As to behold desert a beggar born,

2. As = as, for example, all these following.  desert = a deserving
person, a worthwhile person. In each succeeding line either praiseworthy
or degenerate qualities are personified. Thus needy nothing, purest faith,
gilded honour, maiden virtue, right perfection etc. all refer to the
person or persons endowed with such characteristics.  a beggar born =



born into poverty.

3. And needy nothing trimm'd in jollity,

3. needy nothing = a nonentity who is needy because he is lacking in
all good qualities. At first glance it appears that the phrase suggests
the opposite of that intended, for being in a list of socially desirable
types whom society has downtrodden, one automatically accepts it as being
of the correct type to fit the general flow of the poem i.e. one of the
better and praiseworthy examples. Further consideration shows that this
is not so, and needy nothing turns out to be one of the nasties who has
managed to get himself kitted out in the latest fashion, no doubt at
the expense of desert in the line above .
trimm'd in jollity = (undeservingly) done up in frivolous and expensive
clothes and ornaments.

4. And purest faith unhappily forsworn,

4. purest faith = one who exhibits trust and trustworthiness; one who is
pure in heart.  unhappily = through evil fortune, unluckily; wretchedly.
forsworn = tricked by false promises, betrayed.

5. And gilded honour shamefully misplac'd,

5. As in line 3, gilded honour is not an example of virtue ill-treated,
but of unworthiness well rewarded. Gilded honour stands for the pomp
and paraphernalia of office and authority, the gold regalia of office,
but here it is misplaced, because it has been bestowed on those who are
not fit to receive it.  6. And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,

6. maiden virtue = unblemished virtue; an innocent maiden.  rudely
strumpeted = forced to become a whore, proclaimed a whore. Figuratively,
virtue is forced into evil ways. The resemblance of the word strumpet
to trumpet hints at the possibility of public shaming of the innocent.

7. And right perfection wrongfully disgrac'd,

7. right perfection = genuine, honest perfection.



wrongfully = sinfully, evilly, unjustly.

8. And strength by limping sway disabled

8. strength = the strength of knowing the right course of action.
limping sway = influence, which is typified by a crippled, shuffling
figure working behind the scenes. The irony is that strength, which is
hale and hearty, is disabled by influence and corruption, which is limping
and crippled, but nevertheless manages to make strength like himself. KDJ
sees a possible reference to the authority of the ageing Elizabeth in
restricting the activities of young male courtiers, for example the
Earl of Essex in 1600/01. But it is unlikely that Shakespeare would have
needed to look to the very top of society for examples of young talent
and enterprise suppressed by the aged and infirm. Youth in any age can
feel itself repressed by precedent, tradition, and the influence and
authority of those already in power. In Elizabethan England, being of
the right family and having contacts with those who could pull strings
was vital for success, and many talented youths must have discovered
that their prospects were severly blighted by the conventions of the
times and the limited prospects for advancement.

9. And art made tongue-tied by authority,

9. art = skill, knowledge. A person who possesses these. The word was
less often applied to what we would call the creative arts.
authority = a person in authority. SB mentions that this could refer
to censorship, which did operate in Elizabethan times, albeit rather
erratically.

10. And folly, doctor-like, controlling skill,

10. folly = stupidity, ignorance.  doctor-like - as an academic
doctor; pretending to be learned. Skill is used by Shakespeare of the
physician's art also, so the reference could here be to a doctor
of medicine.
controlling = restraining, exercising authority over, restricting, hampering.
skill - used in a general sense to signify those who have knowledge,
those who are skilled in a branch of science. But perhaps the reference



is more to an academic situation, in which a person flaunting academic
dress controls those who are more knowledgeable than him, but who do not
have such a high academic standing.

11. And simple truth miscalled simplicity,

11. simple truth = plain truth, unadorned truth.
miscalled = wrongfully named.
simplicity = stupidity, idiocy.

12. And captive good attending captain ill:

12. captive = having been captured; enslaved, having no freedom;
attending = serving in a menial capacity; taking instruction from.
captain ill = evil (an evil person) in a position of authority. The title
referred to a military rank, but was often used in a more general sense to
mean a military person in high authority,

13. Tir'd with all these, from these would I be gone,

13. Wearied with all this graft and corruption, I wish to escape from it all.

14. Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.

14. Save that = except that.
to die = by dying; if I die.
I leave my love alone = I abandon my love and leave him or her defenceless;
the only thing that I regret leaving is my love.

Song: One Meatball

          A little man walked up and down,
          He found an eating place in town,
          He read the menu through and through,
          To see what fifteen cents could do.

          One meatball, one meatball,



          He could afford but one meatball.

          He told the waiter near at hand,
          The simple dinner he had planned.
          The guests were startled, one and all,
          To hear that waiter loudly call, "What,

          "One meatball, one meatball?
          Hey, this here gent wants one meatball."

          The little man felt ill at ease,
          Said, "Some bread, sir, if you please."
          The waiter hollered down the hall,
          "You gets no bread with one meatball.

          "One meatball, one meatball,
          Well, you gets no bread with one meatball."

          The little man felt very bad,
          One meatball was all he had,
          And in his dreams he hears that call,
          "You gets no bread with one meatball.

          "One meatball, one meatball,
          Well, you gets no bread with one meatball."

Song: Stormy Weather

Don't know why,
there's no sun up in the sky
Stormy weather
Since my [gal/man] and I
ain't together
Keeps raining all the time
Life is bare,
gloom and misery everywhere
Stormy weather



Just can't get my poor self together
I'm weary all the time
When s/he went away
The blues walked in to get me
And if s/he stays away
My rocking chair will get me
All I do is pray, the lord above will let me
Walk in the sun once more
Can't go on, everything I had is gone

Stormy weather
Since my [gal/man] I ain't together
Keeps raining all the time

Don't know why,
there's no sun up in the sky
Stormy weather
Since my [gal/man] and I
ain't together
Keeps raining all the time
Life is bare,
gloom and misery everywhere
Stormy weather
Just can't get my poor self together
I'm weary all the time
I'm weary all the time
I'm weary all the time

Alfred, Lord Tennyson: Ulysses

          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
          Thro' scudding drifts the rainy Hyades
          Vext 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 honour'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 wherethro'
          Gleams that untravell'd world whose margin fades
          For ever and forever 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 fulfil
          This labour, by slow prudence to make mild
          A rugged people, and thro' soft degrees
          Subdue them to the useful and the good.
          Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere
          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 toil'd, 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 honour 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,
          'T is 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.
          Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho'
          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.

Alfred, Lord Tennyson: Charge of the Light Brigade

          Half a league, half a league,
          Half a league onward,
          All in 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.

          "Forward, the Light Brigade!"
          Was there a man dismayed?
          Not tho' the soldiers knew
               Someone had blundered:
          Theirs was not to make reply,
          Theirs was not to reason why,
          Theirs was but to do and die:
          Into the valley of Death
               Rode the six hundred.

          Cannon to the right of them,
          Cannon to the left of them,
          Cannon in front of them
               Volleyed and thunder'd;
          Storm'd at with shot and shell,
          Boldly they rode and well,
          Into the jaws of Death,
          Into the mouth of Hell,
               Rode the six hundred.

          Flashed all their sabres bare,
          Flashed as they turned in air,
          Sab'ring the gunners there,
          Charging an army, while
               All the world wondered:
          Plunging in the battery smoke,
          Right through the line they broke;
          Cossack and Russian
          Reeled from the sabre-stroke
               Shattered and sundered.
          Then they rode back, but not--
               Not the six hundred.

          Cannon to the right of them,
          Cannon to the left of them,
          Cannon in front of them



               Volleyed and thundered;
          Stormed at with shot and shell,
          While horse and hero fell,
          They that fought so well,
          Came thro' the jaws of Death,
          Back from the mouth of Hell,
          All that was left of them,
               Left of the six hundred.

          When can their glory fade?
          Oh, the wild charge they made!
               All the world wondered.
          Honor the charge they made!
          Honor the Light Brigade,
               Noble Six Hundred!

Alfred, Lord Tennyson: The Lotos-Eaters

          "Courage!" he said, and pointed toward the land,
          "This mounting wave will roll us shoreward soon."
          In the afternoon they came unto a land
          In which it seemed always afternoon.
          All round the coast the languid air did swoon,
          Breathing like one that hath a weary dream.
          Full-faced above the valley stood the moon;
          And like a downward smoke, the slender stream
          Along the cliff to fall and pause and fall did seem.

          A land of streams! some, like a downward smoke,
          Slow-dropping veils of thinnest lawn, did go;
          And some thro' wavering lights and shadows broke,
          Rolling a slumbrous sheet of foam below.
          They saw the gleaming river seaward flow
          From the inner land: far off, three mountain-tops,
          Three silent pinnacles of aged snow,
          Stood sunset-flush'd: and, dew'd with showery drops,
          Up-clomb the shadowy pine above the woven copse.



          The charmed sunset linger'd low adown
          In the red West: thro' mountain clefts the dale
          Was seen far inland, and the yellow down
          Border'd with palm, and many a winding vale
          And meadow, set with slender galingale;
          A land where all things always seem'd the same!
          And round about the keel with faces pale,
          Dark faces pale against that rosy flame,
          The mild-eyed melancholy Lotos-eaters came.

          Branches they bore of that enchanted stem,
          Laden with flower and fruit, whereof they gave
          To each, but whoso did receive of them,
          And taste, to him the gushing of the wave
          Far far away did seem to mourn and rave
          On alien shores; and if his fellow spake,
          His voice was thin, as voices from the grave;
          And deep-asleep he seem'd, yet all awake,
          And music in his ears his beating heart did make.

          They sat them down upon the yellow sand,
          Between the sun and moon upon the shore;
          And sweet it was to dream of Fatherland,
          Of child, and wife, and slave; but evermore
          Most weary seem'd the sea, weary the oar,
          Weary the wandering fields of barren foam.
          Then some one said, "We will return no more";
          And all at once they sang, "Our island home
          Is far beyond the wave; we will no longer roam."

John Greenleaf Whittier: Abraham Davenport 

In the old days (a custom laid aside 
With breeches and cocked hats) the people sent 
Their wisest men to make the public laws. 
And so, from a brown homestead, where the Sound 



Drinks the small tribute of the Mianus, 
Waved over by the woods of Rippowams, 
And hallowed by pure lives and tranquil deaths, 
Stamford sent up to the councils of the State 
Wisdom and grace in Abraham Davenport. '

Twas on a May-day of the far old year 
Seventeen hundred eighty, that there fell 
Over the bloom and sweet life of the Spring
Over the fresh earth and the heaven of noon, 
A horror of great darkness, like the night 
In day of which the Norland sagas tell, 
The Twilight of the Gods. The low-hung sky 
Was black with ominous clouds, save where its rim 
Was fringed with a dull glow, like that which climbs 
The crater's sides from the red hell below. 
Birds ceased to sing, and all the barnyard fowls 
Roosted; the cattle at the pasture bars 
Lowed, and looked homeward; bats on leathern wings 
Flitted abroad; the sounds of labor died; 
Men prayed, and women wept; all ears grew sharp 
To hear the doom-blast of the trumpet shatter 
The black sky, that the dreadful face of Christ 
Might look from the rent clouds, not as He looked 
A loving guest at Bethany, but stern 
As Justice and inexorable Law. 

Meanwhile in the old State House, dim as ghosts, 
Sat the lawgivers of Connecticut, 
Trembling beneath their legislative robes. 
"It is the Lord's Great Day! Let us adjourn," 
Some said; and then, as if with one accord, 
All eyes were turned to Abraham Davenport. 
He rose, slow cleaving with his steady voice 
The intolerable hush. "This well may be 
The Day of Judgment which the world awaits; 
But be it so or not, I only know 
My present duty, and my Lord's command 



To occupy till He come. So at the post 
Where He hast set me in His providence, 
I choose, for one, to meet Him face to face,
No faithless servant frightened from my task, 
But ready when the Lord of the harvest calls; 
And therefore, with all reverence, I would say,
Let God do His work, we will see to ours. 
Bring in the candles." And they brought them in. 

Then by the flaring lights the Speaker read,
Albeit with husky voice and shaking hands, 
An act to amend an act to regulate 
The shad and alewive fisheries. Whereupon 
Wisely and well spake Abraham Davenport, 
Straight to the question, with no figures of speech 
Save the ten Arab signs, yet not without 
The shrewd dry humor natural to the man: 
His awe-struck colleagues listening all the while,
Between the pauses of his argument, 
To hear the thunder of the wrath of God 
Break from the hollow trumpet of the cloud. 

And there he stands in memory to this day, 
Erect, self-poised, a rugged face, half seen
Against the background of unnatural dark, 
A witness to the ages as they pass, 
That simple duty hath no place for fear.

Hank Williams: Cold Cold Heart

I tried so hard my dear to show that you're my every dream.
Yet you're afraid each thing I do is just some evil scheme
A memory from your lonesome past keeps us so far apart
Why can't I free your doubtful mind and melt your cold cold heart
Another love before my time made your heart sad and blue
And so my heart is paying now for things I didn't do
In anger unkind words are spoke that make the teardrops start



Why can't I free your doubtful mind, and melt your cold cold heart
You'll never know how much it hurts to see you sit and cry
You know you need and want my love yet you're afraid to try
Why do you run and hide from life, to try it just ain't smart
Why can't I free your doubtful mind and melt your cold cold heart
There was a time when I believed that you belonged to me
But now I know your heart is shackled to a memory
The more I learn to care for you, the more we drift apart
Why can't I free your doubtful mind and melt your cold cold heart

Hank Williams: Lovesick Blues

I went down to the river to watch the fish swim by;
But I got to the river so lonesome I wanted to die..., Oh Lord!
And then I jumped in the river, but the doggone river was dry.
She's long gone, and now I'm lonesome blue.
I had me a woman who couldn't be true.
She made me for my money and she made me blue.
A man needs a woman that he can lean on,
But my leanin' post is done left and gone.
She's long gone, and now I'm lonesome blue.
I'm gonna find me a river, one that's cold as ice.
And when I find me that river, Lord I'm gonna pay the price, Oh Lord!
I'm goin' down in it three times, but Lord I'm only comin up twice.
She's long gone, and now I'm lonesome blue.
She told me on Sunday she was checkin' me out;
Long about Monday she was nowhere about.
And here it is Tuesday, ain't had no news.
I got them gone but not forgotten blues.
She's long gone, and now I'm lonesome blue.

Hank Williams: I'm So Lonesome I Could Cry

Did you hear that lonesome whipoorwill
He sounds to blue to fly
The midnight train is whining low



I'm so lonesome I could cry

I've never seen a night so long
When time goes crawling by
The moon just went behind a cloud
To hide his face and cry

Did you ever see a robin weep
When leaves begin to die
That means he's lost the will to live
I'm so lonesome I could cry

The silence of a falling star 
Lights up a purple sky
And as I wonder where you are
I'm so lonesome I could cry

William Wordsworth: I Wandered Lonely As a Cloud

          I wandered lonely 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,
          The stretched in never-ending line
          Along the margin of a bay:
          Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
          Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

          The waves beside them danced; but they
          Outdid the sparkling waves in glee;
          A poet could not but be gay,
          In such a jocund company;



          I gazed -- and gazed -- but little thought
          What wealth to me the show had brought:

          For oft, when on my couch I lie
          In vacant or in pensive mood,
          They flash upon that inward eye
          Which is the bliss of solitude;
          And then my heart with pleasure fills,
          And dances with the daffodils.

W.B. Yeats: The Lake Isle of Innisfree

          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 honeybee,
          And live 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 evenings full of the linnet's wings.

          I will arise and go now, for always night and day
          I hear the lake water lapping 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.

W. B. Yeats: The  Second  Coming 

Turning and turning in the widening gyre (1)
The falcon cannot hear the falconer;
Things fall apart; the center cannot hold;
Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,
The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere
The ceremony of innocence is drowned;
The best lack all conviction, while the worst



Are full of passionate intensity.

Surely some revelation is at hand;
Surely the Second Coming (2) is at hand;
The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out
When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi (3)
Troubles my sight: somewhere in sands of the desert
A shape with lion body and the head of a man,
A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun,
Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it
Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds.
The darkness drops again; but now I know
That twenty centuries (4)
of stony sleep
Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle,
And what rough beast, its hour come round at last
Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?

Notes:

(1) Spiral, making the figure of a cone.

(2) Second Coming refers to the promised return of Christ on Doomsday,
the end of the world; but in Revelation 13 Doomsday is also marked by
the appearance of a monstrous beast.

(3) Spirit of the World.

(4) 2,000 years; the creature has been held back since the birth of
Christ. Yeats imagines that the great heritage of Western European
civilization is collapsing, and that the world will be swept by a tide
of savagery from the "uncivilized" portions of the globe. As you read
this novel, try to understand how Achebe's work is in part an answer to
this poem.


