
    A Drinking Song 
William Butler Yeats 

 
Wine comes in at the mouth 
And love comes in at the eye; 
That’s all we shall know for truth 
Before we grow old and die. 
I lift the glass to my mouth, 
I look at you and I sigh. 

  



The Bells 

I. 

         Hear the sledges with the bells— 
              Silver bells!  
What a world of merriment their melody foretells! 
        How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, 
            In the icy air of night! 
        While the stars that oversprinkle 
        All the heavens, seem to twinkle 
            With a crystalline delight; 
          Keeping time, time, time, 
          In a sort of Runic rhyme,  
To the tintinnabulation that so musically wells 
     From the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
                Bells, bells, bells— 
   From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells. 

II. 

         Hear the mellow wedding bells 
              Golden bells!  
What a world of happiness their harmony foretells! 
        Through the balmy air of night 
        How they ring out their delight! 
            From the molten-golden notes, 
                And all in tune, 
            What a liquid ditty floats 
     To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats 
                On the moon! 
          Oh, from out the sounding cells,  
What a gush of euphony voluminously wells! 
                How it swells! 
                How it dwells 
            On the Future! how it tells 
            Of the rapture that impels 
          To the swinging and the ringing 
            Of the bells, bells, bells, 
     Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 



                Bells, bells, bells— 
   To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells! 

III. 

         Hear the loud alarum bells— 
                   Brazen bells!  
What tale of terror, now, their turbulency tells! 
        In the startled ear of night 
        How they scream out their affright! 
          Too much horrified to speak, 
          They can only shriek, shriek, 
                   Out of tune,  
In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire,  
In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire, 
             Leaping higher, higher, higher, 
             With a desperate desire, 
          And a resolute endeavor 
          Now--now to sit or never, 
        By the side of the pale-faced moon. 
             Oh, the bells, bells, bells! 
             What a tale their terror tells 
                   Of Despair! 
        How they clang, and clash, and roar! 
        What a horror they outpour  
On the bosom of the palpitating air! 
        Yet the ear, it fully knows, 
             By the twanging, 
             And the clanging, 
          How the danger ebbs and flows ; 
        Yet, the ear distinctly tells, 
          In the jangling, 
          And the wrangling, 
        How the danger sinks and swells,  
By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells— 
              Of the bells— 
      Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
          Bells, bells, bells— 
   In the clamour and the clangour of the bells! 



IV. 

          Hear the tolling of the bells— 
                Iron bells!  
What a world of solemn thought their monody compels! 
        In the silence of the night, 
        How we shiver with affright 
   At the melancholy meaning of their tone! 
          For every sound that floats 
          From the rust within their throats 
               Is a groan. 
          And the people--ah, the people— 
          They that dwell up in the steeple, 
               All alone, 
          And who, tolling, tolling, tolling, 
             In that muffled monotone, 
          Feel a glory in so rolling 
             On the human heart a stone— 
        They are neither man nor woman— 
        They are neither brute nor human— 
               They are Ghouls:-- 
          And their king it is who tolls ; 
          And he rolls, rolls, rolls, rolls, 
               Rolls 
             A pæan from the bells! 
          And his merry bosom swells 
             With the pæan of the bells! 
          And he dances, and he yells ; 
        Keeping time, time, time, 
        In a sort of Runic rhyme, 
             To the pæan of the bells— 
                Of the bells : 
        Keeping time, time, time, 
        In a sort of Runic rhyme, 
             To the throbbing of the bells— 
             Of the bells, bells, bells— 
             To the sobbing of the bells ; 
        Keeping time, time, time, 
             As he knells, knells, knells, 
        In a happy Runic rhyme, 



             To the rolling of the bells— 
          Of the bells, bells, bells— 
             To the tolling of the bells, 
       Of the bells, bells, bells, bells— 
                Bells, bells, bells— 
   To the moaning and the groaning of the bells. 

  



Because I could not stop for Death – 
Emily Dickinson 

 
Because I could not stop for Death – 
He kindly stopped for me – 
The Carriage held but just Ourselves – 
And Immortality. 
 
We slowly drove – He knew no haste 
And I had put away 
My labor and my leisure too, 
For His Civility – 
 
We passed the School, where Children strove 
At Recess – in the Ring – 
We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain – 
We passed the Setting Sun – 
 
Or rather – He passed Us – 
The Dews drew quivering and Chill – 
For only Gossamer, my Gown – 
My Tippet – only Tulle – 
 
We paused before a House that seemed 
A Swelling of the Ground – 
The Roof was scarcely visible – 
The Cornice – in the Ground – 
 
Since then – 'tis Centuries – and yet 
Feels shorter than the Day 
I first surmised the Horses' Heads 
Were toward Eternity – 

  



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? 

 
  



Soliloquy from As You Like It 
William Shakespeare 

 
 

All the world’s a stage,  
And all the men and women merely players;  
They have their exits and their entrances,  
And one man in his time plays many parts,  
His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant,  
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms.  
Then the whining schoolboy, with his satchel  
And shining morning face, creeping like snail  
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,  
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad  
Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier,  
Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard,  
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel,  
Seeking the bubble reputation  
Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice,  
In fair round belly with good capon lined,  
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,  
Full of wise saws and modern instances;  
And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts  
Into the lean and slippered pantaloon,  
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side;  
His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide  
For his shrunk shank, and his big manly voice,  
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes  
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,  
That ends this strange eventful history,  
Is second childishness and mere oblivion,  
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything. 

 


