
A Dead Rose 
O Rose! who dares to name thee? 
No longer roseate now, nor soft, nor sweet; 
But pale, and hard, and dry, as stubble-wheat,--- 
Kept seven years in a drawer---thy titles shame thee. 
 
The breeze that used to blow thee 
Between the hedgerow thorns, and take away 
An odour up the lane to last all day,--- 
If breathing now,---unsweetened would forego thee. 
 
The sun that used to smite thee, 
And mix his glory in thy gorgeous urn, 
Till beam appeared to bloom, and flower to burn,--- 
If shining now,---with not a hue would light thee. 
 
The dew that used to wet thee, 
And, white first, grow incarnadined, because 
It lay upon thee where the crimson was,--- 
If dropping now,---would darken where it met thee. 
 
The fly that lit upon thee, 
To stretch the tendrils of its tiny feet, 
Along thy leaf's pure edges, after heat,--- 
If lighting now,---would coldly overrun thee. 
 
The bee that once did suck thee, 
And build thy perfumed ambers up his hive, 
And swoon in thee for joy, till scarce alive,--- 
If passing now,---would blindly overlook thee. 
 
The heart doth recognise thee, 
Alone, alone! The heart doth smell thee sweet, 
Doth view thee fair, doth judge thee most complete,--- 
Though seeing now those changes that disguise thee. 
 
Yes, and the heart doth owe thee 
More love, dead rose! than to such roses bold 
As Julia wears at dances, smiling cold!--- 
Lie still upon this heart---which breaks below thee!  

Elizabeth Barrett Browning 
	  
	   	  



Bright Star 
 
Bright star, would I were stedfast as thou art--  
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night 
And watching, with eternal lids apart, 
Like nature's patient, sleepless Eremite, 
The moving waters at their priestlike task 
Of pure ablution round earth's human shores, 
Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask 
Of snow upon the mountains and the moors-- 
No--yet still stedfast, still unchangeable, 
Pillow'd upon my fair love's ripening breast, 
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell, 
Awake for ever in a sweet unrest, 
Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath, 
And so live ever--or else swoon to death.  

John Keats 
	   	  



All Things will Die 

All Things will Die 
 
Clearly the blue river chimes in its flowing 
 
Under my eye; 
Warmly and broadly the south winds are blowing 
 
Over the sky. 
One after another the white clouds are fleeting; 
Every heart this May morning in joyance is beating 
 
Full merrily; 
Yet all things must die. 
The stream will cease to flow; 
The wind will cease to blow; 
The clouds will cease to fleet; 
The heart will cease to beat; 
For all things must die. 
All things must die. 
Spring will come never more. 
O, vanity! 
Death waits at the door. 
See! our friends are all forsaking 
The wine and the merrymaking. 
We are call’d–we must go. 
Laid low, very low, 
In the dark we must lie. 
The merry glees are still; 
The voice of the bird 
Shall no more be heard, 
Nor the wind on the hill. 
O, misery! 
Hark! death is calling 
While I speak to ye, 
The jaw is falling, 
The red cheek paling, 
The strong limbs failing; 
Ice with the warm blood mixing; 
The eyeballs fixing. 
Nine times goes the passing bell: 
Ye merry souls, farewell. 
The old earth 
Had a birth, 
As all men know, 
Long ago. 
And the old earth must die. 
So let the warm winds range, 
And the blue wave beat the shore; 
For even and morn 
Ye will never see 
Thro’ eternity. 
All things were born. 
Ye will come never more, 
For all things must die.  

Alfred Lord Tennyson 
  



A Poison Tree 
I was angry with my friend: 
I told my wrath, my wrath did end. 
I was angry with my foe: 
I told it not, my wrath did grow. 
 
And I watered it in fears, 
Night and morning with my tears; 
And I sunned it with smiles, 
And with soft deceitful wiles. 
 
And it grew both day and night, 
Till it bore an apple bright. 
And my foe beheld it shine. 
And he knew that it was mine, 
 
And into my garden stole 
When the night had veiled the pole; 
In the morning glad I see 
My foe outstretched beneath the tree.  

William Blake 
  



A War Song to Englishmen 
Prepare, prepare the iron helm of war, 
Bring forth the lots, cast in the spacious orb; 
Th' Angel of Fate turns them with mighty hands, 
And casts them out upon the darken'd earth! 
Prepare, prepare! 
 
Prepare your hearts for Death's cold hand! prepare 
Your souls for flight, your bodies for the earth; 
Prepare your arms for glorious victory; 
Prepare your eyes to meet a holy God! 
Prepare, prepare! 
 
Whose fatal scroll is that? Methinks 'tis mine! 
Why sinks my heart, why faltereth my tongue? 
Had I three lives, I'd die in such a cause, 
And rise, with ghosts, over the well-fought field. 
Prepare, prepare! 
 
The arrows of Almighty God are drawn! 
Angels of Death stand in the louring heavens! 
Thousands of souls must seek the realms of light, 
And walk together on the clouds of heaven! 
Prepare, prepare! 
 
Soldiers, prepare! Our cause is Heaven's cause; 
Soldiers, prepare! Be worthy of our cause: 
Prepare to meet our fathers in the sky: 
Prepare, O troops, that are to fall to-day! 
Prepare, prepare! 
 
Alfred shall smile, and make his harp rejoice; 
The Norman William, and the learnèd Clerk, 
And Lion Heart, and black-brow'd Edward, with 
His loyal queen, shall rise, and welcome us! 
Prepare, prepare!  

William Blake 
  



“Heaven"—is what I cannot reach! 
239 
 
"Heaven"—is what I cannot reach! 
The Apple on the Tree— 
Provided it do hopeless—hang— 
That—"He aven" is—to Me! 
 
The Color, on the Cruising Cloud— 
The interdicted Land— 
Behind the Hill—the House behind— 
There—Paradise—is found! 
 
Her teasing Purples—Afternoons— 
The credulous—decoy— 
Enamored—of the Conjuror— 
That spurned us—Yesterday!  

Emily	  Dickinson 



  



Daffodils 
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, 
They 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 
Out-did 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 the show to me 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.  

William Wordsworth 
  



Dirge 
COME away, come away, death,  
   And in sad cypres let me be laid;  
Fly away, fly away, breath;  
   I am slain by a fair cruel maid.  
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew,  
   O prepare it!  
My part of death, no one so true  
   Did share it.  
 
Not a flower, not a flower sweet,  
   On my black coffin let there be strown;  
Not a friend, not a friend greet  
   My poor corse, where my bones shall be thrown:  
A thousand thousand sighs to save,  
   Lay me, O, where  
Sad true lover never find my grave  
   To weep there!  

William	  Shakespeare 
 
	   	  



A Fairy Song 
Over hill, over dale, 
Thorough bush, thorough brier, 
Over park, over pale, 
Thorough flood, thorough fire! 
I do wander everywhere, 
Swifter than the moon's sphere; 
And I serve the Fairy Queen, 
To dew her orbs upon the green; 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be; 
In their gold coats spots you see; 
Those be rubies, fairy favours; 
In those freckles live their savours; 
I must go seek some dewdrops here, 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear.  

William Shakespeare 
	  


