
London, 1802 
 

Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour; 
England hath need of thee: she is a fen 
Of stagnant waters: altar, sword, and pen, 
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower, 
Have forfeited their ancient English dower 
Of inward happiness. We are selfish men; 
Oh! raise us up, return to us again; 
And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power. 
Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart; 
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea: 
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free, 

So didst thou travel on life's common way, 
In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart 
The lowliest duties on herself did lay.  

William Wordsworth 

 
 
 

Ode on a Grecian Urn (excerpted) 
 

Thou still unravished 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 legend 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 loath?  
      What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?  
            What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?  

John Keats 

 
 
 

The Piano 
 

Softly, in the dusk, a woman is singing to me;  

Taking me back down the vista of years, till I see  
A child sitting under the piano, in the boom of the tingling strings  
And pressing the small, poised feet of a mother who smiles as she sings.  
In spite of myself, the insidious mastery of song  
Betrays me back, till the heart of me weeps to belong  
To the old Sunday evenings at home, with winter outside  
And hymns in the cosy parlour, the tinkling piano our guide.  
So now it is vain for the singer to burst into clamour  
With the great black piano appassionato. The glamour  
Of childish days is upon me, my manhood is cast  
Down in the flood of remembrance, I weep like a child for the past.  

D. H. Lawrence  



The Forge 
 

All I know is a door into the dark. 
Outside, old axles and iron hoops rusting;  
Inside, the hammered anvil's short-pitched ring,  
The unpredictable fantail of sparks 
Or hiss when a new shoe toughens in water. 
The anvil must be somewhere in the centre,  
Horned as a unicorn, at one end square,  
Set there immoveable: an altar 
Where he expends himself in shape and music. 
Sometimes, leather-aproned, hairs in his nose,  
He leans out on the jamb, recalls a clatter 

Of hoofs where traffic is flashing in rows;  
Then grunts and goes in, with a slam and a flick 
To beat real iron out, to work the bellows.  

Seamus Heaney 

 
Futility 

 

Move him into the sun - 
Gently its touch awoke him once, 
At home, whispering of fields unsown. 
Always it woke him, even in France, 
Until this morning and this snow. 
If anything might rouse him now 

The kind old sun will know. 
Think how it wakes the seeds, - 
Woke, once, the clays of a cold star. 
Are limbs, so dear-achieved, are sides, 
Full-nerved, - still warm, - too hard to stir? 
Was it for this the clay grew tall? 
- O what made fatuous sunbeams toil 
To break earth's sleep at all? 

Wilfred Owen 

 
Epitaph on the Monument of Sir William Dyer at Colmworth, 1641 
 

My dearest dust, could not thy hasty day  

Afford thy drowzy patience leave to stay  
One hower longer: so that we might either  
Sate up, or gone to bedd together?  
But since thy finisht labor hath possest  
Thy weary limbs with early rest,  
Enjoy it sweetly: and thy widdowe bride  
Shall soone repose her by thy slumbring side.  
Whose business, now, is only to prepare  
My nightly dress, and call to prayre:  
Mine eyes wax heavy and ye day growes old.  
The dew falls thick, my beloved growes cold.  
Draw, draw ye closed curtaynes: and make room:  

My dear, my dearest dust; I come, I come.  
Lady Katherine Dyer 



 

 
 
 
 
 
Love is not all 

 

Love is not all: it is not meat nor drink 
Nor slumber nor a roof against the rain; 
Nor yet a floating spar to men that sink 
And rise and sink and rise and sink again; 
Love can not fill the thickened lung with breath, 

Nor clean the blood, nor set the fractured bone; 
Yet many a man is making friends with death 
Even as I speak, for lack of love alone. 
It well may be that in a difficult hour, 
Pinned down by pain and moaning for release, 
Or nagged by want past resolution's power, 
I might be driven to sell your love for peace, 
Or trade the memory of this night for food. 
It well may be. I do not think I would. 

Edna St. Vincent Millay 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
Batter my heart, three-person'd God 

 

Batter my heart, three-person’d God, for you  
As yet but knock, breathe, shine, and seek to mend;  
That I may rise and stand, o’erthrow me, and bend  
Your force to break, blow, burn, and make me new.  
I, like an usurp’d town to’another due,  
Labor to’admit you, but oh, to no end;  

Reason, your viceroy in me, me should defend,  
But is captiv’d, and proves weak or untrue.  
Yet dearly’I love you, and would be lov’d fain,  
But am betroth’d unto your enemy;  
Divorce me,’untie or break that knot again,  
Take me to you, imprison me, for I,  
Except you’enthrall me, never shall be free,  
Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me. 

John Donne 

  



 

 
 
 
 
 
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 honey-bee, 
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 mourning 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 lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore; 
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey, 
I hear it in the deep heart's core.  

William Butler Yeats 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

My Papa's Waltz 
 
The whiskey on your breath 
Could make a small boy dizzy; 
But I hung on like death: 
Such waltzing was not easy. 
We romped until the pans 
Slid from the kitchen shelf; 
My mother's countenance 
Could not unfrown itself. 
The hand that held my wrist 
Was battered on one knuckle; 
At every step you missed 
My right ear scraped a buckle. 
You beat time on my head 
With a palm caked hard by dirt, 
Then waltzed me off to bed 
Still clinging to your shirt. 

Theodore Roethke 


