
Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard 

Thomas Gray 

 
The curfew tolls the knell of parting day,  
         The lowing herd wind slowly o'er the lea,  
The plowman homeward plods his weary way,  
         And leaves the world to darkness and to me.  
 
Now fades the glimm'ring landscape on the sight,  
         And all the air a solemn stillness holds,  
Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight,  
         And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds;  
 
Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r  
         The moping owl does to the moon complain  
Of such, as wand'ring near her secret bow'r,  
         Molest her ancient solitary reign.  
 
Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree's shade,  
         Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap,  
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid,  
         The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep.  
 
The breezy call of incense-breathing Morn,  
         The swallow twitt'ring from the straw-built shed,  
The cock's shrill clarion, or the echoing horn,  
         No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed.  
 
For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn,  
         Or busy housewife ply her evening care:  
No children run to lisp their sire's return,  
         Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share.  
 
Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield,  
         Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke;  
How jocund did they drive their team afield!  
         How bow'd the woods beneath their sturdy stroke!  
 
Let not Ambition mock their useful toil,  



         Their homely joys, and destiny obscure;  
Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile  
         The short and simple annals of the poor.  
 
The boast of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r,  
         And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave,  
Awaits alike th' inevitable hour.  
         The paths of glory lead but to the grave.  
 
Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the fault,  
         If Mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raise,  
Where thro' the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault  
         The pealing anthem swells the note of praise.  
 
Can storied urn or animated bust  
         Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath?  
Can Honour's voice provoke the silent dust,  
         Or Flatt'ry soothe the dull cold ear of Death?  
 
Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid  
         Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire;  
Hands, that the rod of empire might have sway'd,  
         Or wak'd to ecstasy the living lyre.  
 
But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page  
         Rich with the spoils of time did ne'er unroll;  
Chill Penury repress'd their noble rage,  
         And froze the genial current of the soul.  
 
Full many a gem of purest ray serene,  
         The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear:  
Full many a flow'r is born to blush unseen,  
         And waste its sweetness on the desert air.  
 
Some village-Hampden, that with dauntless breast  
         The little tyrant of his fields withstood;  
Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest,  
         Some Cromwell guiltless of his country's blood.  
 
Th' applause of list'ning senates to command,  



         The threats of pain and ruin to despise,  
To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land,  
         And read their hist'ry in a nation's eyes,  
 
Their lot forbade: nor circumscrib'd alone  
         Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd;  
Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne,  
         And shut the gates of mercy on mankind,  
 
The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide,  
         To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame,  
Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride  
         With incense kindled at the Muse's flame.  
 
Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife,  
         Their sober wishes never learn'd to stray;  
Along the cool sequester'd vale of life  
         They kept the noiseless tenor of their way.  
 
Yet ev'n these bones from insult to protect,  
         Some frail memorial still erected nigh,  
With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck'd,  
         Implores the passing tribute of a sigh.  
 
Their name, their years, spelt by th' unletter'd muse,  
         The place of fame and elegy supply:  
And many a holy text around she strews,  
         That teach the rustic moralist to die.  
 
For who to dumb Forgetfulness a prey,  
         This pleasing anxious being e'er resign'd,  
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day,  
         Nor cast one longing, ling'ring look behind?  
 
On some fond breast the parting soul relies,  
         Some pious drops the closing eye requires;  
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries,  
         Ev'n in our ashes live their wonted fires.  
 
For thee, who mindful of th' unhonour'd Dead  



         Dost in these lines their artless tale relate;  
If chance, by lonely contemplation led,  
         Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate,  
 
Haply some hoary-headed swain may say,  
         "Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn  
Brushing with hasty steps the dews away  
         To meet the sun upon the upland lawn.  
 
"There at the foot of yonder nodding beech  
         That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high,  
His listless length at noontide would he stretch,  
         And pore upon the brook that babbles by.  
 
"Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn,  
         Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove,  
Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn,  
         Or craz'd with care, or cross'd in hopeless love.  
 
"One morn I miss'd him on the custom'd hill,  
         Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree;  
Another came; nor yet beside the rill,  
         Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he;  
 
"The next with dirges due in sad array  
         Slow thro' the church-way path we saw him borne.  
Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay,  
         Grav'd on the stone beneath yon aged thorn."  
 
THE EPITAPH  
Here rests his head upon the lap of Earth  
       A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown.  
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth,  
       And Melancholy mark'd him for her own.  
 
Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere,  
       Heav'n did a recompense as largely send:  
He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear,  
       He gain'd from Heav'n ('twas all he wish'd) a friend.  
 



No farther seek his merits to disclose,  
       Or draw his frailties from their dread abode,  
(There they alike in trembling hope repose)  
       The bosom of his Father and his God.  

  



Sonnet 18 
William Shakespeare 

 
 

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date: 
 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimm’d; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimm’d: 
 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st; 
Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st: 
 
    So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 
    So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

  



When You Are Old  
William Butler Yeats 

 

When you are old and grey and full of sleep,  
And nodding by the fire, take down this book,  
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look  
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;  
 
How many loved your moments of glad grace,  
And loved your beauty with love false or true,  
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you,  
And loved the sorrows of your changing face;  
 
And bending down beside the glowing bars,  
Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled  
And paced upon the mountains overhead  
And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.  

  



Soliloquy from Doctor Faustus 
Christopher Marlowe 

 
 

Faust.  Was this the face that launched a thousand ships 
And burnt the topless towers of Ilium? 
Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss.  
Her lips suck forth my soul; see where it flies!— 
Come, Helen, come, give me my soul again. 
Here will I dwell, for Heaven is in these lips, 
And all is dross that is not Helena. 
I will be Paris, and for love of thee, 
Instead of Troy, shall Wittenberg be sack’d; 
And I will combat with weak Menelaus, 
And wear thy colours on my plumed crest; 
Yea, I will wound Achilles in the heel, 
And then return to Helen for a kiss. 
Oh, thou art fairer than the evening air 
Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars; 
Brighter art thou than flaming Jupiter 
When he appear’d to hapless Semele: 
More lovely than the monarch of the sky 
In wanton Arethusa’s azured arms: 
And none but thou shalt be my paramour.  Exeunt. 

 



Excerpt from “When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom’d” 
Walt Whitman 

 
 
8  
O western orb sailing the heaven,  
Now I know what you must have meant as a month since I walk’d,  
As I walk’d in silence the transparent shadowy night,  
As I saw you had something to tell as you bent to me night after night,  
As you droop’d from the sky low down as if to my side, (while the other stars 

all look’d on,)  
As we wander’d together the solemn night, (for something I know not what 

kept me from sleep,)  
As the night advanced, and I saw on the rim of the west how full you were of 

woe,  
As I stood on the rising ground in the breeze in the cool transparent night,  
As I watch’d where you pass’d and was lost in the netherward black of the 

night,  
As my soul in its trouble dissatisfied sank, as where you sad orb,  
Concluded, dropt in the night, and was gone.  
 

  



The Song of Wandering Aengus 

William Butler Yeats 

  

I went out to the hazel wood, 

Because a fire was in my head, 

And cut and peeled a hazel wand, 

And hooked a berry to a thread; 

And when white moths were on the wing, 

And moth-like stars were flickering out, 

I dropped the berry in a stream 

And caught a little silver trout. 

  

When I had laid it on the floor 

I went to blow the fire aflame, 

But something rustled on the floor, 

And some one called me by my name: 

It had become a glimmering girl 

With apple blossom in her hair 

Who called me by my name and ran 

And faded through the brightening air. 

  

Though I am old with wandering 

Through hollow lands and hilly lands, 

I will find out where she has gone, 

And kiss her lips and take her hands; 

And walk among long dappled grass, 

And pluck till time and times are done 

The silver apples of the moon, 

The golden apples of the sun. 

  

  



The Duel 
Eugene Field 

The gingham dog and the calico cat 
Side by side on the table sat; 
'T was half-past twelve, and (what do you think!) 
Nor one nor t' other had slept a wink! 
The old Dutch clock and the Chinese plate 
Appeared to know as sure as fate 
There was going to be a terrible spat. 
(I wasn't there; I simply state 
What was told to me by the Chinese plate!) 
 
The gingham dog went "bow-wow-wow!" 
And the calico cat replied "mee-ow!" 
The air was littered, an hour or so, 
With bits of gingham and calico, 
While the old Dutch clock in the chimney place 
Up with its hands before its face, 
For it always dreaded a family row! 
(Now mind: I'm only telling you 
What the old Dutch clock declares is true!) 
 
The Chinese plate looked very blue, 
And wailed, "Oh, dear! what shall we do!" 
But the gingham dog and the calico cat 
Wallowed this way and tumbled that, 
Employing every tooth and claw 
In the awfullest way you ever saw - 
And, oh! how the gingham and calico flew! 
(Don't fancy I exaggerate - 
I got my news from the Chinese plate!) 
 
Next morning, where the two had sat 
They found no trace of dog or cat; 
And some folks think unto this day 
That burglars stole that pair away! 
But the truth about the cat and pup 
Is this: they ate each other up! 
Now what do you really think of that! 



(The old Dutch clock it told me so, 
And that is how I came to know.)  



To My Dear and Loving Husband 

Anne Bradstreet 
 
 

If ever two were one, then surely we. 
If ever man were loved by wife, then thee. 
If ever wife was happy in a man, 
Compare with me, ye women, if you can. 
I prize thy love more than whole mines of gold, 
Or all the riches that the East doth hold. 
My love is such that rivers cannot quench, 
Nor ought but love from thee give recompense.  
Thy love is such I can no way repay; 
The heavens reward thee manifold, I pray. 
Then while we live, in love let’s so persever,  
That when we live no more, we may live ever. 

 
  



Excerpt from “Song of Myself” (1892 version) 
Walt Whitman 

 
 

1  
I celebrate myself, and sing myself,  
And what I assume you shall assume,  
For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you.  
 
I loafe and invite my soul,  
I lean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass.  
 
My tongue, every atom of my blood, form’d from this soil, this air,  
Born here of parents born here from parents the same, and their parents 
the same,  
I, now thirty-seven years old in perfect health begin,  
Hoping to cease not till death.  
 
Creeds and schools in abeyance,  
Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never forgotten,  
I harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard,  
Nature without check with original energy.  

  



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. 

  
 



Ah! Sun-flower 
William Blake 

 
 

Ah Sun-flower! weary of time,  
Who countest the steps of the Sun:  
Seeking after that sweet golden clime  
Where the travellers journey is done.  
 
Where the Youth pined away with desire,  
And the pale Virgin shrouded in snow:  
Arise from their graves and aspire,  
Where my Sun-flower wishes to go. 

 
  



Excerpt from “Snow-Bound: A Winter Idyl” 
John Greenleaf Whittier 

 

 
The sun that brief December day  
Rose cheerless over hills of gray,  
And, darkly circled, gave at noon  
A sadder light than waning moon.  
Slow tracing down the thickening sky  
Its mute and ominous prophecy,  
A portent seeming less than threat,  
It sank from sight before it set.  
A chill no coat, however stout,  
Of homespun stuff could quite shut out,  
A hard, dull bitterness of cold,  
That checked, mid-vein, the circling race  
Of life-blood in the sharpened face,  
The coming of the snow-storm told.  
The wind blew east; we heard the roar  
Of Ocean on his wintry shore,  
And felt the strong pulse throbbing there  
Beat with low rhythm our inland air.  

  



Buffalo Dusk 
Carl Sandburg 

 
 
The buffaloes are gone. 
And those who saw the buffaloes are gone. 
Those who saw the buffaloes by thousands and how they pawed the prairie sod into dust 
with their hoofs, their great heads down pawing on in a great pageant of dusk, 
Those who saw the buffaloes are gone. 
And the buffaloes are gone. 

  



A Bird, came down the Walk – 
Emily Dickinson 

 
A Bird, came down the Walk -  
He did not know I saw - 
He bit an Angle Worm in halves  
And ate the fellow, raw,  
  
And then, he drank a Dew 
From a convenient Grass - 
And then hopped sidewise to the Wall  
To let a Beetle pass - 
  
He glanced with rapid eyes, 
That hurried all abroad - 
They looked like frightened Beads, I thought, 
He stirred his Velvet Head. -  
  
Like one in danger, Cautious, 
I offered him a Crumb, 
And he unrolled his feathers,  
And rowed him softer Home - 
  
Than Oars divide the Ocean, 
Too silver for a seam, 
Or Butterflies, off Banks of Noon,  
Leap, plashless as they swim.  

  



A Boat Beneath a Sunny Sky 
Lewis Carroll 

 
A boat beneath a sunny sky, 
Lingering onward dreamily 
In an evening of July — 
 
Children three that nestle near, 
Eager eye and willing ear, 
Pleased a simple tale to hear — 
 
Long has paled that sunny sky: 
Echoes fade and memories die: 
Autumn frosts have slain July. 
 
Still she haunts me, phantomwise, 
Alice moving under skies 
Never seen by waking eyes. 
 
Children yet, the tale to hear, 
Eager eye and willing ear, 
Lovingly shall nestle near. 
 
In a Wonderland they lie, 
Dreaming as the days go by, 
Dreaming as the summers die: 
 
Ever drifting down the stream — 
Lingering in the golden gleam — 
Life, what is it but a dream? 

 


