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Edmund Spenser

Whilst It Is Prime

Fresh Spring, the herald of loves mighty king,

In whose cote armour richly are displayed
All'sorts of flowers, the which on earth do spring,
In goodly colours gloriously arrayd —

Goe to my love, where she is carelesse layd,

Yet in her winters bowre not well awake;

Tell her the joyous time wil not be staid,

Unlesse she doe him by the forelock take;

Bid her therefore her selfe soone ready make,

To wayt on Love amongst his lovely crew;

Where every one, that misseth then her make,
Shall be by him amearst with penance dew.

Make hast, therefore, sweet love, whilest it is prime;

For none can call againe the passed time.
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William Shakespeare

So Sweet A Kiss the Golden Sun Gives Not

So sweet a kiss the golden sun gives not
To those fresh morning drops upon the rose,
As thy eye-beams, when their fresh rays have smot
The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows:
Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright
Through the transparent bosom of the deep,
As doth thy face through tears of mine give light;
Thou shin'st in every tear that I do weep:
No drop but as a coach doth carry thee;
So ridest thou triumphing in my woe.
Do but behold the tears that swell in me,
And they thy glory through my grief will show:
But do not love thyself; then thou wilt keep

My tears for glasses, and still make me weep.
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Robert Burns

A Red, Red Rose

O my luve is like a red, red rose,
That's newly sprung in June;
O my luve is like the melodie,

That's sweetly played in tune.

As fair thou art, my bonie lass,
Sodeep inluveamI;
And T will luve thee still, my dear,

Till @ the seas gang dry.

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rock melt wi’ the sun;

And T will luve thee still, my dear,
While the sands o life shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only luve,
And fare thee weel a while
And I will come again, my luve,

Tho's it were ten thousand mile!
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Percy Bysshe Shelley

Music

[ pant for the music which is divine,

My heart in its thirst is a dying flower;
Pour forth the sound like enchanted wine,
Loosen the notes in a silver shower;

Like a herbless plain, for the gentle rain,

I gasp, I faint, till they wake again.

Let me drink of the spirit of that sweet sound,
More, oh more, — I am thirsting yet;

It loosens the serpent which care has bound
Upon my heart to stifle it;

The dissolving strain, through every vein,

Passes into my heart and brain.

As the scent of a violet withered up,

Which grew by the brink of a silver lake,
When the hot noon has drained its dewy cup,
And mist there was none its thirst to slake —
And the violet lay dead while the odour flew

On the wings of the wind o'er the water blue —

7 Music
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As one who drinks from a charmed cup
Of foaming, and sparkling, and murmuring wine,
Whom, a mighty Enchantress filling up,

Invites to love with her kiss divine...

9 Music
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John Keats

Bright Star

Bright star, would I were steadfast 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 steadfast, 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.

11 Bright Star
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Thomas Stearns Eliot

La Figlia che Piange

“O quam te memorem virgo ”

Stand on the highest pavement of the stair —

Lean on a garden urn —

Weave, weave the sunlight in your hair —

Clasp your flowers to you with a pained surprise —
Fling them to the ground and turn

With a fugitive resentment in your eyes:

But weave, weave the sunlight in your hair.

So I'would have had him leave,

So I'would have had her stand and grieve,

So he would have left

As the soul leaves the body torn and bruised,
As the mind deserts the body it has used.

I should find

Some way incomparably light and deft,
Some way we both should understand,

Simple and faithless as a smile and shake of the hand.

She turned away, but with the autumn weather

La Figlia che Piange
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Compelled my imagination many days,

Many days and many hours:

Her hair over arms and her arms full of flowers.
And I wonder how they should have been together!
I should have lost a gesture and a pose.

Sometimes these cogitations still amaze

The trouble midnight and the noon’s repose.

La Figlia che Piange
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Ralph Waldo Emerson

The Rhodora

On being asked, whence is the flower.

In May, when sea-winds pierced our solitudes,
I found the fresh Rhodora in the woods,
Spreading its leafless blooms in a damp nook,
To please the desert and the sluggish brook.
The purple petals fallen in the pool

Made the black water with their beauty gay;

Here might the red-bird come his plumes to cool,

And court the flower that cheapens his array.
Rhodora! If the sages ask thee why

This charm is wasted on the earth and sky,

Tell them, dear, that, if eyes were made for seeing,

Then beauty is its own excuse for Being;
Why thou wert there, O rival of the rose!
I never thought to ask; I never knew;

Butin my simple ignorance suppose

The self-same power that brought me there, brought you.

The Rhodora
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Walter Whitman

O Captain! My Captain!

O Captain! My Captain! Our fearful trip is done,
The ship has weather'd every rack, the prize we sought is won,
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;
But O heart! heart! heart!
O the bleeding drops of red!
Where on the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.

O Captain! My Captain! Rise up and hear the bells;
Rise up — for you the flag is flung — for you the bugle trills,
For you bouquets and ribbon'd wreaths — for you the shores crowding,
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;
Here, Captain! dear father!
This arm beneath your head;
It is some dream that on the deck

You've fallen cold and dead.

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will;

19 O Captain! My Captain!
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The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed and done;
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;
Exult, O shores! and ring, O bells!
But I, with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.

21 O Captain! My Captain!
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Robert Lee Frost

23

The Road Not Taken

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could

To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there

Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

I doubted if I should ever come back.

Ishall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I —

The Road Not Taken
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I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

The Road Not Taken
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Oscar Wilde
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From Spring Days to Winter

(For Music)

In the glad spring when leaves were green,

O merrily the throstle sings!
I sought, amid the tangled sheen,
Love whom mine eyes had never seen,

O the glad dove has golden wings!

Between the blossoms red and white,
O merrily the throstle sings!

My love first came into my sight,

O perfect vision of delight,

O the glad dove has golden wings!

The yellow apples glowed like fire.
O merrily the throstle sings!

O Love too great for lip or lyre,
Blown rose of love and of desire,

O the glad dove has golden wings!

But now with snow the tree is grey

From Spring Days to Winter
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Ah, sadly now the throstle sing!

My love is dead: ah! well-a-day,

See at her silent feet I lay

A dove with broken wings!

Ah, Love! ah, Love! That thou wert slain —

Fond Dove, fond Dove return again.

From Spring Days to Winter
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