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A song by

William Shakespeare

Who is Silvia? What is she ?

That all our swains commend her Holy,
fair and wise is she,

The heaven such grace did lend her,
That she might admired be .

Is she kind as she is fair ? For beauty lives
with kindness .

Love doth to her eyes repair, to help
him of his blindness and being helped in

habits there . Then to Silvia let us sing .
That Silvia is excelling .

She excels each mortal thing upon the
dull earth dwelling.

To Silvia let us garlands bring .
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Madrigal by

William Shakespeare

Take, O take those lips away . That so
sweetly were foresworn ,

And those eyes , the break of day ?
Lights that do mislead the morn,
But my kisses bring again
Bring again
Seals of love, but sealed in vain
Sealed in vain !

W. Shakespeare
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The Unchangeable by

William Shakespeare

O never say that | was false of heart,

Though absence seemed my flame to
qualify

As easy might | from myself depart

As from my soul , which in my heart doth
lie,

That is my home of love, if | have
ranged,

Like him that travels , | return again

Just to the time, not with the time
exchanged

So that myself bring water from my
stain

Never believe, though in my nature
reigned

VY
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All facilities that besiege all kinds of
blood

That it could so preposterously be
stained

To leave for nothing all thy sum of good .
For nothing this wide universe | call,

Save thou my rose in it thou art my all .

sk
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The Unchangeable
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Blow, Blow , Thou winter wind

by William Shakespeare

Blow, Blow , Thou winter wind ,
Thou art not so unkind
As man's ingratitude,
Thy tooth is no so keen,
Because thou art not seen,
Although thy breath be rude

Heigh -ho ! Sing heigh -ho ! un to the
green holly.

Most friendship is feigning most loving
mere folly

Then heigh -ho ! the holly !
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky,
That does not bite so nigh

As benefits forgot !

V1
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Though thou the waters warp,
The sting is not so sharp
As friend remembered not,

Heigh -ho ! Sing heigh -ho ! un to the
green holly.

Most friendship is feigning , most loving
mere folly

Then heigh -ho ! the holly !

This life is most jolly .

Sk
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Blow, Blow, Thou winter wind

by William Shakespeare
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A Sonnet

by William Shakespeare

Shall | 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 golden complexion
dimmed,

And every fair from fair sometimes
declines

By chance, or not we is changing course

But thy eternal summer shall not
untrimmed fade,
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Nor lose possession of that fair thou O
west,

Nor shall death brag thou wander is it in
his shade,

When in eternal lines to time thou grow
is it

So long as men can breathe or eyes can
see,

So long lives this , and this gives life to
time,

William Shakespeare

AR



dilgls Jush mosl

(g ) il

DSy @l gd

fin po 5,61 |
T R TE e TUNITAS
CikaS e e 3,151 gt el o
o=l e 3 5 aied i 2L ) e
51> b nad pJE il jasy lin
s o) 5 el onad il
TS 2 ol 2l g &
Sy iy 3l Jeadt o0 o) 8
3348 Rl 51 B gy e
g Vs e b i ()
A (3, ol lller S o
sy ot 3] g ) S5 0 o
2250 B 13] 3913 et lin
i g ey Bl i U

AR



é\oJL‘»?_" il 8_‘1|g) a Slonyii Slialu ya g

PV P WESINP CURT-TW NS
@A&Kgu{& Jgkas Crreriinnd
ugmjgpfms\.}\ﬂ“ﬁ%

stttk

Yy



dligls Judh gonl

Carpe Diem

by William Shakespeare

O mistress mine , where are you roaming
?

O stay and hear, your true lover's
coming

That can sing both high and low

Trip no further, pretty sweeting

Journey is end in lovers meeting

What's love ? it is not here after
Present mirth hath present laughter,

What is to come is still unsure,

In delay there lies no plenty,

Then come kiss me sweet and twenty

Youth is a stuff will not endure
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True love

by William Shakespeare

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to remove:
O no; it is an ever-fixed mark,
That looks on tempests, and is never
shaken;

It is the star to every wandering bark,
Whose worth's unknown, although his
height be taken.

Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips
and cheeks
Within his bending sickle's compass
come;

Love alters not with his brief hours and
weeks,

But bears it out even to the edge of
doom.

If this be error and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.

ARY
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The Owl Song Winter

by William Shakespeare

When icicles hang by the wall
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail
And Tom bears logs into the hall
And milk comes frozen home in pail,
When blood is nipped and ways be foul,
Then nightly sings the staring owl,
Tu-whit; Tu-who, a merry note,
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.
When all aloud the wind doth blow
And coughing drowns the parson’s saw
And birds sit brooding in the snow
And Marian’s nose looks red and raw,
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl,

Then nightly sings the staring owl,

A\
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Tu-whit; Tu-who, a merry note,

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.
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Madrigal

by William Shakespeare

Tell me where is Fancy bred,
Or in the heart or in the head?
How begot, how nourished?
Reply, reply.
It is engendered in the eyes,
With gazing fed; and Fancy dies
In the cradle where it lies.
Let us all ring Fancy's knell:
I'll begin it,—Ding, dong, bell.
.Ding, dong, bell.

%k k ok k

\K



é\oJL‘»?_" il 8_‘1|g) a Slonyii Slialu ya g

palyd i
Sl @l gd

35 8 s 5 o> ol B s
Uony 150 W5 3 Lk ol ol Jo
Ut Sl Gy pnn
Sl olis e Lk Fee 3 g4
Fadt @ sled oo Jed 28 JLs
33 2 0lgte (3 S ge gkl 3 g2
G2 by o el 2 ) A Ggead
o8 A s oY ] Jls
Oﬁ*’é&d*«%ﬁgﬁﬁ\-éj

85 & e 85 5

Feskesdesdeok



dligls Judh gonl

Dirge of love

by William Shakespeare

Come away, come away, death,
And in sad cypress let me be laid;
Fly away, fly away, breath;
I am slain by a fair cruel maid.
My shroud 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 corpse, where my bones shall
be thrown:

A thousand thousand sighs to save,

Lay me, oh, where

i
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Sad true lover never find my grave, To
weep there.
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A Sea Dirge
by William Shakespeare
Full fathom five thy father lies:
Of his bones are coral made;
Those are pearls that were his eyes:
Nothing of him that both fade,
But doth suffer a sea-change
Into something rich and strange.
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell:
Hark! now | hear them,

Ding, dong, bell.

% ok ok ok ok
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A Song
by William Shakespeare

Under the greenwood tree

Who loves to lie with me,
And turn his merry note
Unto the sweet bird's throat,
Come hither, come hither, come hither:
Here shall he see
No enemy
But winter and rough weather.
Who doth ambition shun
And loves to live i’ the sun,
Seeking the food he eats,
And pleased with what he gets,
Come hither, come hither, come hither:

Here shall he see
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No enemy

But winter and rough weather.
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Music

by William Shakespeare and John
Fletcher from Henry VI

Orpheus with his lute made trees,
And the mountain tops that freeze,
Bow themselves when he did sing:
To his music plants and flowers
Ever sprung; as sun and showers
There had made a lasting spring.
Everything that heard him play,
Even the billows of the sea,
Hung their heads, and then lay by.
In sweet music is such art,
Killing care and grief of heart

Fall asleep, or hearing, die.
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A Madrigal
by William Shakespeare
Crabbed Age and Youth

Cannot live together:
Youth is full of pleasance,
Age is full of care;
Youth like summer morn,
Age like winter bare:
Youth is full of sport,
Age’s breath is short,
Youth is hot and bold,
Age is weak and cold,
Youth is wild, and Age is tame:
Age, | do abhor thee,

Youth, | do adore thee;

A
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O! my Love, my Love is young!

Age, | do defy thee

O sweet shepherd, hie thee,

For methinks thou stay’st too long.

%k kK kk

£9



dligls Judh gonl

wibadally yead| b 3 ddis]

Sl @y yebdald

Ll 2l A e )
Sy SuSly 2 aall i 56
Sl il 5053 b o enll Gl
Slg AtS Yo el i 5
Ol Y ) gy i podd) Dy
Slao ol 7o Sty jolt i 5y
LSt § Cadall et § WY i
Sl 8 gy Sl yaadl DL
Sl 18 Y gay 4 Al il
Sl § fod 3 Jib roadl a5
Shis oo dza S8 G| peall i 5
?gu,gwd.a...&;rsaigug
ol sge b elipad anll U3,
Sl gl il foodl )



é\oJL‘»?_" il 8_‘1|g) a Slonyii Slialu ya g

Sy Syl g b G Skl ¢
PN G Mg 5 e 0l i

ekl

o)



dligls Judh gonl

Spring
by William Shakespeare
From as you like it

It was a lover and his lass,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

That o'er the green corn-field did pass

In the spring time, the only pretty ring
time,

When birds do sing, hey ding a ding,
ding:

Sweet lovers love the spring.
Between the acres of the rye,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino
These pretty country folks would lie,
In spring time, &c.

This carol they began that hour,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

How that a life was but a flower

oY
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In spring time, &c.
And therefore take the present time,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino;

For love is crowned with the prime

In spring time, &c.
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Waking Song
by William Shakespeare

Hark! hark! the lark at heaven's gate
sings,
And Phoebus 'gins arise,

His steeds to water at those springs
On chalic'd flowers that lies;
And winking Mary-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes;

With everything that pretty is,
My lady sweet, arise:

Arise, arise!
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Sonnet
by William Shakespeare

That time of year thou mayst in me
behold

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do
hang

Upon those boughs which shake against
the cold,

Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet
birds sang.

In me thou see’st the twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west;

Which by and by black night doth take
away,

Death’s second self, that seals up all in
rest.

In me thou see’st the glowing of such
fire,

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,

oA
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As the deathbed whereon it must expire,

Consumed with that which it was
nourished by.

This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy
love more strong,

To love that well which thou must leave
ere long.
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From Night
by William Blake

The sun descending in the west,
The evening star does shine;
The birds are silent in their nest.
And | must seek for mine.
The moon, like a flower
In heaven's high bower,
With silent delight
Sits and smiles on the night.

Farewell, green fields and happy
groves,

Where flocks have nibbled, silent
moves

The feet of angels bright;
Unseen they pour blessing

And joy without ceasing

1y
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On each sleeping bosom.
They look in every thoughtless nest
Where birds are cover'd warm;
They visit caves of every beast,
To keep them all from harm:
If they see any weeping
That should have been sleeping,
They pour sleep on their head,

And sit down by their bed.

% %k ok ok
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To Daffodils
by Robert Herrick

Fair Daffodils, we weep to see
You haste away so soon;

As yet the early-rising sun
Has not attain'd his noon.
Stay, stay,

Until the hasting day
Has run
But to the even-song;

And, having pray'd together, we
Will go with you along.

We have short time to stay, as you,
We have as short a spring;

As quick a growth to meet decay,
As you, or anything.

We die

11
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Like to the summer's rain;
Or as the pearls of morning's dew,

Ne'er to be found again.
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Daffodils
by William Wordsworth

| wandered lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o’er vales and hills,
When all at once | 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 in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:
Ten thousand saw | 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:
| gazed—and gazed—but little thought
What wealth the show to me had
brought:

For oft, when on my couch | lie
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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.
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AH! Sun - Flower
by 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.

William Blake

* %k %k %k k
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Reeds of Innocence
by William Blake

Piping down the valleys wild,
Piping songs of pleasant glee,
On a cloud | saw a child,
And he laughing said to me:
'Pipe a song about a Lamb!'

So | piped with merry cheer.
'Piper, pipe that song again;'
So | piped: he wept to hear.
'Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe;
Sing thy songs of happy cheer!'
So | sung the same again,
While he wept with joy to hear.
'Piper, sit thee down and write
In a book that all may read.'
So he vanish'd from my sight;
And | pluck'd a hollow reed,
And | made a rural pen,
And | stain'd the water clear,
And | wrote my happy songs
Every child may joy to hear.
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The Echoing Green
by William Blake

The sun does arise,
And make happy the skies.
The merry bells ring
To welcome the spring.
The skylark and thrush,
The birds of the bush,
Sing louder around,

To the bells cheerful sound,

While our sports shall be seen
On the echoing green.

Old John with white hair
Does laugh away care,
Sitting under the oak,

Among the old folk.
They laugh at our play,
And soon they all say:

Such, such were the joys

When we all, girls and boys,
In our youth-time were seen
On the echoing green.

vAa
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Till the little ones weary
No more can be merry;
The sun does descend,
And our sports have an end.
Round the laps of their mother
Many sisters and brothers,
Like birds in their nest,
Are ready for rest;
And sport no more seen
On the darkening green.

William Blake
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Night
by Percy Bysshe Shelley

Swiftly walk o'er the western wave,
Spirit of Night!

Out of the misty eastern cave,
Where, all the long and lone daylight,
Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear,
Which make thee terrible and dear,—

Swift be thy flight!

Wrap thy form in a mantle gray,
Star-inwrought!

Blind with thine hair the eyes of Day;
Kiss her until she be wearied out,
Then wander o'er city, and sea, and land,
Touching all with thine opiate wand—
Come, long-sought!

When | arose and saw the dawn,
| sighed for thee;
When light rode high, and the dew was
gone,
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree,
And the weary Day turned to his rest,
Lingering like an unloved guest.

AY
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| sighed for thee.

Thy brother Death came, and cried,
Wouldst thou me?

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed,
Murmured like a noontide bee,
Shall I nestle near thy side?
Wouldst thou me?—And | replied,
No, not thee!

Death will come when thou art dead,
Soon, too soon—
Sleep will come when thou art fled;
Of neither would | ask the boon
| ask of thee, beloved Night—
Swift be thine approaching flight,
Come soon, soon!

% ok ok ok ok
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On a poet's lips | slept
by Percy Bysshe Shelley

On a poet's lips | slept
Dreaming like a love-adept
In the sound his breathing kept;
Nor seeks nor finds he mortal blisses,
But feeds on the aerial kisses
Of shapes that haunt thought's
wildernesses.

He will watch from dawn to gloom
The lake-reflected sun illume
The yellow bees in the ivy-bloom,
Nor heed nor see what things they be;
But from these create he can
Forms more real than living man,
Nurslings of immortality!

One of these awakened me,

And | sped to succour thee.
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Ode to the West Wind
by Percy Bysshe Shelley

O wild West Wind, thou breath of
Autumn's being,
Thou, from whose unseen presence the
leaves dead
Are driven, like ghosts from an
enchanter fleeing,

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic
red,
Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou,
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed
The winged seeds, where they lie cold
and low,

Each like a corpse within its grave, until
Thine azure sister of the Spring shall
blow
All overgrown with azure moss and
flowers
So sweet, the sense faints picturing
them! Thou
For whose path the Atlantic's level
powers
Cleave themselves into chasms, while
far below

N
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The sea-blooms and the oozy woods
which wear
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know
Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with
fear,
And tremble and despoil themselves: oh
hear!
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Sonnet
by William Wordsworth

It is a beauteous evening, calm and free,
The holy time is quiet as a Nun
Breathless with adoration; the broad sun
Is sinking down in its tranquility;

The gentleness of heaven broods o'er
the Sea;

Listen! the mighty Being is awake,
And doth with his eternal motion make
A sound like thunder—everlastingly.

Dear child! dear Girl! that walkest with
me here,

If thou appear untouched by solemn
thought,

Thy nature is not therefore less divine:

Thou liest in Abraham's bosom all the
year;

40
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And worshipp'st at the Temple's inner
shrine,

God being with thee when we know it
not.

William Wordsworth
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La Belle Dame Sans Merci

By John Keats

O WHAT can ail thee, knight-at-arms,
Alone and palely loitering?
The sedge has wither'd from the lake,
And no birds sing.

O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms!
So haggard and so woe-begone?
The squirrel's granary is full,
And the harvest's done.

I see a lily on thy brow
With anguish moist and fever dew,
And on thy cheeks a fading rose
Fast withereth too.

I met a lady in the meads,
Full beautiful - a faery's child,
Her hair was long, her foot was light,
And her eyes were wild.

| made a garland for her head,
And bracelets too, and fragrant zone;
She look'd at me as she did love,
And made sweet moan.

19



dligls Judh gonl

| set her on my pacing steed,
And nothing else saw all day long,
For sidelong would she bend, and sing
A faery's song.

She found me roots of relish sweet,
And honey wild, and manna dew,
And sure in language strange she said -
“I love thee true."

She took me to her elfin grot,
And there she wept, and sigh'd fill sore,
And there | shut her wild wild eyes
With kisses four.

And there she lulled me asleep,
And there | dream'd - Ah! woe betide!
The latest dream | ever dream'd
On the cold hill's side.

| saw pale kings and princes too,
Pale warriors, death-pale were they all;
They cried - "La Belle Dame sans Merci
Hath thee in thrall!"

I saw their starved lips in the gloom,
With horrid warning gaped wide,
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And | awoke and found me here,
On the cold hill's side.

And this is why | sojourn here,
Alone and palely loitering,
Though the sedge is wither'd from the
lake,

And no birds sing.
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To sleep
By John Keats

O soft embalmer of the still midnight,
Shutting, with careful fingers and benign,

Our gloom-pleas'd eyes, embower'd
from the light,

Enshaded in forgetfulness divine:

O soothest Sleep! if so it please thee,
close

In midst of this thine hymn my willing
eyes,

Or wait the "Amen," ere thy poppy
throws

Around my bed its lulling charities.

Then save me, or the passed day will
shine

Upon my pillow, breeding many woes,—



dligls Judh gonl

Save me from curious Conscience, that
still lords

Its strength for darkness, burrowing like
a mole;

Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards,

And seal the hushed Casket of my Soul.

John Keats
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From The Rubeiy'at Of Omar Khayyam

Awake! for Morning in the Bowl of Night

Has flung the Stone that puts the Stars to
Flight:

And Lo! the Hunter of the East has
caught

The Sultan's Turret in a Noose of Light.

Iram indeed is gone with all its Rose,

And Jamshyd's Sev'n-ring'd Cup where
no one knows;

Come, fill the Cup, and in the Fire of
Spring

The Winter Garment of Repentance
fling:

The Bird of Time has but a little way
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To fly---and Lo! the Bird is on the Wing.

Here with a Loaf of Bread beneath the
Bough,

A Flask of Wine, a Book of Verse---and
Thou

Beside me singing in the Wilderness---

And Wilderness is Paradise enow.

Think, in this batter'd Caravanserai

Whose Doorways are alternate Night
and Day,

How Sultan after Sultan with his Pomp

Abode his Hour or two, and went his
way

| sometimes think that never so red

Y.
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The Rose as where some buried Caesar
bled;

That every Hyacinth the Garden wears

Dropt in its Lap from some once lovely
Head.

Ah, my Beloved, fill the Cup that clears

TO-DAY of past Regrets and future Fears-

To-morrow?---Why, To-morrow | may be

Myself with Yesterday's Sev'n Thousand
Years

Alike for those who for TO-DAY prepare,

And those that after a TO-MORROW
stare,

A Muezzin from the Tower of Darkness
cries
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"Fools! your Reward is neither Here nor
There!"

Myself when young did eagerly frequent

Doctor and Saint, and heard great
Argument

About it and about: but evermore

Came out by the same Door as in | went.

Ah, fill the Cup:---what boots it to repeat

How Time is slipping underneath our
Feet:

Unborn TO-MORROW, and dead
YESTERDAY,

Why fret about them if TO-DAY be
sweet!

The Moving Finger writes; and, having
writ,

YYY



é\oJL‘»?_" il 8_‘1|g) a Slonyii Slialu ya g

Moves on: nor all thy Piety nor Wit
Shall lure it back to cancel half a Line,

Nor all thy Tears wash out a Word of it.

Ah, with the Grape my fading Life
provide,

And wash my Body whence the Life has
died,

And in the Windingsheet of Vine-leaf
wrapt,

So bury me by some sweet Garden-side.

Alas, that Spring should vanish with the
Rose!

That Youth's sweet-scented Manuscript
should close!

The Nightingale that in the Branches
sang,

Y
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Ah, whence, and whither flown again,
who knows!

Oh Love! could you and | with Fate
conspire

To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things
entire,

Would not we shatter it to bits---and
then

Re-mould it nearer to the Heart's Desire!

Edward Fitzgerald
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Pippa's Song

The year 's at the spring,
And day 's at the morn;
Morning 's at seven;
The hill-side 's dew-pearl'd;
The lark 's on the wing;
The snail 's on the thorn;
God 's in His heaven—
All 's right with the world!

Robert Browing
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Requiem by Robert Louis Stevenson

Under the wide and starry sky
Dig the grave and let me lie:
Glad did | live and gladly die,

And I laid me down with a will.

This be the verse you 'grave for
me:

Here he lies where he long'd to be;
Home is the sailor, home from the sea,

And the hunter home from the hill

% ok ok ok ok
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He That Is Down Needs Fear
No Fall
By John Bunyan

He that is down need fear no fall;
He that is low, no pride;

He that is humble ever shall
Have God to be his guide.
| am content with what | have,
Little be it or much;
And, Lord, contentment still | crave,
Because thou savest such.
Fulness to such a burden is
That go on pilgrimage;
Here little, and hereafter bliss,

Is best from age to age.
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The Vagabond by Robert Louis
Stevenson

Give to me the life | love,
Let the lave go by me,

And the byway night me.
Bed in the bush with stars to see,
Bread I dip in the river --
There's the life for a man like me,

There's the life for ever.

Let the blow fall soon or late,
Let what will be o'er me;
Give the face of earth around
And the road before me.
Wealth | seek not, hope nor love,

Nor a friend to know me;

yv1
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All | seek, the heaven above
And the road below me.

Or let autumn fall on me
Where afield | linger,
Silencing the bird on tree,
Biting the blue finger;
White as meal the frosty field --
Warm the fireside haven --
Not to autumn will | yield,

Not to winter even!

Let the blow fall soon or late,
Let what will be o'er me;
Give the face of earth around,
And the road before me.
Wealth | ask not, hope, nor love,

Nor a friend to know me.

YV
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All | ask, the heaven above

And the road below me.

Robert Louis Stevenson
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When | am dead , my dearest

By Christina Rossetti

When | am dead, my dearest,
Sing no sad songs for me;
Plant thou no roses at my head,
Nor shady cypress tree:

Be the green grass above me
With showers and dewdrops wet;
And if thou wilt, remember,
And if thou wilt, forget.

I shall not see the shadows,

I shall not feel the rain;

I shall not hear the nightingale
Sing on, as if in pain:

And dreaming through the twilight
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That doth not rise nor set,
Haply | may remember,

And haply may forget.
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How sweet | roamed from field to field

By William Blake

How sweet | roam'd from field to field,
And tasted all the summer's pride,
'Till I the prince of love beheld,

Who in the sunny beams did glide!

He shew'd me lilies for my hair,
And blushing roses for my brow;
He led me through his gardens fair,

Where all his golden pleasures grow.

With sweet May dews my wings were
wet,

And Phoebus fir'd my vocal rage;

He caught me in his silken net,

A
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And shut me in his golden cage.
He loves to sit and hear me sing,

Then, laughing, sports and plays with
me;

Then stretches out my golden wing,

And mocks my loss of liberty.

William Blake
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By Anonymous

There is a Lady sweet and kind,
Was never face so pleased my mind;
| did but see her passing by,
And yet | love her till | die.

Her gesture, motion, and her smiles,
Her wit, her voice my heart beguiles,
Beguiles my heart, | know not why,
And yet | love her till | die.
Cupid is winged and doth range,
Her country so my love doth change:
But change she earth, or change she sky,

Yet will | love her till | die.
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Nod

By Walter De La Mare

Softly along the road of evening,
In a twilight dim with rose,

Wrinkled with age, and drenched with
dew

Old Nod, the shepherd, goes.
His drowsy flock streams on before him,
Their fleeces charged with gold,
To where the sun's last beam leans low
On Nod the shepherd’s fold.

The hedge is quick and green with briar,
From their sand the conies creep;
His lambs outnumber a noon's roses,
Yet, when night's shadows fall,

His blind old sheep-dog, Slumber-soon,
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Misses not one of all.
His are the quiet steeps of dreamland,
The waters of no-more-pain;

His ram'’s bell rings 'neath an arch of
stars,

"Rest, rest, and rest again."

Walter De La Mare
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On His Blindness

By John Milton

When | consider how my light is spent

Ere half my days, in this dark world and

wide,

And that one Talent which is death to

hide,

Lodged with me useless, though my

Soul more bent

To serve therewith my Maker, and

present

My true account, least he returning

chide,



é\oJL‘»?_" il 8_‘1|g) a Slonyii Slialu ya g

Doth God exact day-labour, light

denied,

| fondly ask; But patience to prevent

That murmur, soon replies, God doth

not need

Either man's work or his own gifts, who

best

Bear his mildyoke, they serve him best,

his State

Is Kingly. Thousands at his bidding

speed

And post oier Land and Ocean without

rest:
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They also serve who only stand and

wait.

John Milton

ke X K K

YEA



é\oJL‘»?_" il 8_‘1|g) a Slonyii Slialu ya g

gﬁ-i‘-l«;uSLn.u.G

Ogibes (92 : pabaald

&suﬁ)}J\Jg&Sww@éoﬁum
t\xp
Bk 3 Jgk U ol 25 Ll 5,00l sl e
o) L) e dle 3 25 M ol oy (352 i s
Blyy o8 £V gy G §2 Losls 3 ) S W
@@\&%&guyéf&\wﬁﬁj
Tyl adl 15 4 )y snd 14 250 o) o
SPOIPPITE D FEYV HIC I VIPIREC PURT
2ty Dyl g3l § T 513 n sgy T e S
3 Qi o olel Lo Bl sy o sl 0 Sz
f\.u
5y 5 o aadl 13 ot e Ui AU
5 b 2l plies G 5 0 s Iy



dligls Judh gonl

Kol 3 a5 Bl & BN 5 0 Sllales 543
el el llanlly sy 2, Ll
)w\gﬁjj@;j%@»&\w&
gy gy 3 G St A1 Y]

Ogdes O g2

ke

\Dh



é\oJL‘»?_" il 8_‘1|g) a Slonyii Slialu ya g

Friends Departed

By Henry Vaughan

They are all gone into the world of light!
And | alone sit ling'ring here;
Their very memory is fair and bright,
And my sad thoughts doth clear.
It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast,
Like stars upon some gloomy grove,

Or those faint beams in which this hill is
drest

After the sun’'s remove.
| see them walking in an air of glory,
Whose light doth trample on my days:

My days, which are at best but dull and
hoary,

Mere glimmering and decays.
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O holy Hope! and high Humility,
High as the heavens above!

These are your walks, and you have
show'd them me,

To kindle my cold love.

Dear, beauteous Death! the jewel of the
Just,

Shining nowhere, but in the dark;
What mysteries do lie beyond thy dust,

Could man outlook that mark!

He that has found some fledg'd bird's
nest may know,

At first sight, if the bird be flown;

But what fair well or grove he sings in
now,

That is to him unknown.
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And yet as Angels in some brighter
dreams

Call to the soul, when man doth sleep:

So some strange thoughts transcend our
wonted themes,

And into glory peep.
If a star were confin'd into a tomb,

Her captive flames must needs burn
there;

But when the hand that lock'd her up
gives room,

She'll shine through all the sphere.
O Father of eternal life, and all
Created glories under Thee!

Resume Thy spirit from this world of
thrall

Into true liberty.

Either disperse these mists, which blot
and fill

oY
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My perspective still as they pass:
Or else remove me hence unto that hill,

Where | shall need no glass.

Henry Vaughan
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The Eagle
By Lord Tennyson
He clasps the crag with crooked hands;
Close to the sun in lonely lands,

Ringed with the azure world, he stands.
The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;
He watches from his mountain walls,

And like a thunderbolt he falls.

Lord Tennyson
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O HUSH THEE MY BABIE
By Walter Scott

O hush thee, my babie, thy sire was a
knight,

Thy mother a lady both gentle and
bright;

The woods and the glens from the tow'rs
which we see,

They are all belonging, dear babie, to
thee.

O fear not the bugle, though loudly it
blows;

It calls but the warders that guard thy
repose.

Their bows would be bended, their
blades would be red,

Ere the step of a foeman draws near to
thy bed.

Y1



é\oJL‘»?_" il 8_‘1|g) a Slonyii Slialu ya g

O hush thee, my babie, the time soon
will come,

When thy sleep shall be broken by
trumpet and drum.

Then hush thee, my darling, take rest
while you may,

For strife comes with manhood and
waking with day.

Sir Walter Scott
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The Village Schoolmaster

By Oliver Goldsmith

Beside yon straggling fence that skirts
the way
With blossomed furze unprofitably gay,
There, in his noisy mansion, skilled to
rule,
The village master taught his little
school;

A man severe he was, and stern to view,
| knew him well, and every truant knew;
Well had the boding tremblers learned
to trace
The days disasters in his morning face;
Full well they laughed with counterfeited
glee,

At all his jokes, for many a joke had he:
Full well the busy whisper, circling
round,

Conveyed the dismal tidings when he
frowned:

Yet he was kind; or if severe in aught,
The love he bore to learning was in fault.
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The village all declared how much he
knew;
‘I was certain he could write, and cipher
too:
Lands he could measure, terms and tides
presage,
And even the story ran that he could
gauge.
In arguing too, the parson owned his
skill,
For even though vanquished he could
argue still;
While words of learned length and
thundering sound
And still they gazed and still the wonder
grew,
That one small head could carry all he
knew.
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The Hollow Men
By T.S. Eliot

We are the hollow men
We are the stuffed men
Leaning together
Headpiece filled with straw. Alas!

Our dried voices, when

We whisper together
Are quiet and meaningless
As wind in dry grass
Or rats' feet over broken glass
In our cellar

Shape without form, shade without
colour,
Paralysed force, gesture without motion;

This is the dead land
This is cactus land
Here the stone images
Are raised, here they receive
The supplication of a dead man's hand
Under the twinkle of a fading star.
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Time

By Percy Bysshe Shelley

Unfathomable Sea! whose waves are
years,

Ocean of Time, whose waters of deep
woe

Are brackish with the salt of human
tears!

Thou shoreless flood, which in thy ebb
and flow

Clasped the limits of mortality!

And sick of prey, yet howling on for
more,

Vomitest thy wrecks on its inhospitable
shore;

Treacherous in calm, and terrible in
storm,
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Who shall put forth on thee,

Unfathomable Sea?
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Jaques's Seven Ages Of Man

By William Shakespeare

All the world is 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;
And 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,

YY¢
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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 slipper'd 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.
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Jaques's Seven Ages Of Man

By William Shakespeare
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Heraclitus

By William Cory ( William Johnson )

They told me, Heraclitus,
they told me you were dead,
They brought me bitter news to hear
and bitter tears to shed.
| wept as | remembered how often you
and | Had tired the sun with talking
and sent him down the sky.
And now that thou art lying
my dear old Carian guest,

A handful of grey ashes, long, long ago
atrest,

Still are thy pleasant voices,

thy nightingales, awake;

yv4
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For Death, he taketh all away,

but them he cannot take.

William Cory ( William Johnson )
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My heart in the Highlands , My heart is
not here

By Robert Burns

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is
not here,

My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the
deer -

A-chasing the wild deer, and following
the roe;

My heart's in the Highlands, wherever I
go.

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to
the North
The birth place of Valour, the country of
Worth;
Wherever | wander, wherever | rove,
The hills of the Highlands for ever | love.

Farewell to the mountains high covered
with snow;
Farewell to the straths and green valleys

YAY
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below;

Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging
woods;

Farwell to the torrents and loud-pouring
floods.

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is
not here,
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the
deer
Chasing the wild deer, and following the
roe;

My heart's in the Highlands, wherever |
go.

Robert Burns
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Macbeth On Lady Macheth is Death
From Macbeth

By William Shakespeare

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-
morrow,

Creeps in this petty pace from day to
day

To the last syllable of recorded time,
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief
candle!

Life's but a walking shadow, a poor
player

That struts and frets his hour upon the
stage

And then is heard no more: it is a tale

YAo
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Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Signifying nothing.
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The Snare

By James Stephens

| hear a sudden cry of pain!

There is a rabbit in a snare:
Now I hear the cry again,

But | cannot tell from where.

But | cannot tell from where
He is calling out for aid!
Crying on the frightened air,
Making everything afraid!

Wrinkling up his little face!
As he cries again for aid;
- and | cannot find the place!

And | cannot find the place
Where his paw is in the snare!
Little One! Oh, Little One!
| am searching everywhere!
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The Tiger
By William Blake

Tyger Tyger, burning bright,

In the forests of the night;
What immortal hand or eye,
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?
In what distant deeps or skies.
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand, dare seize the fire?
And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & what dread feet?
What the hammer? what the chain,

In what furnace was thy brain?

AR
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What the anvil? what dread grasp,
Dare its deadly terrors clasp!
When the stars threw down their spears
And water'd heaven with their tears:
Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?
Tyger Tyger burning bright,

In the forests of the night:

What immortal hand or eye,

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

% %k ok ok ok
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Time You Old Gipsy Man
By Ralph Hodgson

Time, you old gipsy man,
Will you not stay,
Put up your caravan
Just for one day?
All things I'll give you
Will you be my guest,
Bells for your jennet
Of silver the best,
Goldsmiths shall beat you
A great golden ring,
Peacocks shall bow to you,
Little boys sing,
Oh, and sweet girls will

Festoon you with may.

Ydo
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Time, you old gipsy,
Why hasten away?
Last week in Babylon,
Last night in Rome,
Morning, and in the crush

Under Paul's dome;

Under Paul's dial
You tighten your rein—
Only a moment,
And off once again;
Off to some city
Now blind in the womb,
Off to another
Ere that's in the tomb.

Time, you old gipsy man,

Y41
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Will you not stay,
Put up your caravan

Just for one day?

%k %k %k %k k

Yav



dligls Judh gonl

Somall &yl a3l Lgal

Sl 5 JLlll e ol 5 Uy b gl LT
Ol
?cx&:—égﬁi@;w;@wiwmwim
o el 5500 Bt e el )
ol
A 7 s E3T 13 16 o pod) 55 S
R
o 0 55 5 ad pe Laro GBI el 2| e
o
ool Cal e e L35 Gl g 3 9350l
O35
St Gl endlin ad puyslohall 8 gt
O g2
Oy oo el el Sl Gl ol
5l s Ll e s 5 03 b g2l Ll
394

YAA



é\oJL‘»?_" il 8_‘1|g) a Slonyii Slialu ya g

253 el s g g sl € uo Ul Edine 25
!
6ﬁwujjéd&ji&w¢9u\@£}mi
|
S E gl a5 T g £ o 5 Lol 5
o8
ﬁ&iju\gwcu;\g,.tbquj
ol
ot O 3 L Sgad ol 5 gas Lol
Saiay 25 3 btV 65 ¥ § Lale LE oY1 4
s
A ellg 5 1 5 oA Al sl Gkl 3
Ot
Oy 3l 5 Sl e 0lty 103 b g2l Ll
Pond o pad L s YT ool A5 (Y1 T S

SHeskesdeskote

144



dligls Judh gonl

A Midsummer — Nights Dream

By William Shakespeare

The Fairies sing Titania to sleep.
You spotted snakes with double tongue,
Thorny hedge-hogs, be not seen;
Newts, and blind-worms, do no wrong;
Come not near our fairy queen.
Philomel, with melody,

Sing in our sweet lullaby;

Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, lulla, lullaby:
Never harm,

Nor spell, nor charm,

Come our lovely lady nigh;

So, good night, with lullaby.
Weaving spiders come not here;

Hence, you long-legg’d spinners, hence!
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Beetles black, approach not near;

Worm nor snail, do no offence.
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Prospero's Farewell To His Magic
By William Shakespeare

Tempest IV

Our revels now are ended. These our
actors,

As | foretold you, were all spirits and
Are melted into air, into thin air:

And, like the baseless fabric of this
vision,

The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous
palaces,

The solemn temples, the great globe
itself,

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve

And, like this insubstantial pageant
faded,

Leave not a rack behind. We are such
stuff
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As dreams are made on, and our little
life

Is rounded with a sleep.

William Shakespeare
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How Sleep The Brave

By William Collins

How sleep the brave, who sink to rest
By all their country's wishes blest!
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold,
Returns to deck their hallow'd mould,
She there shall dress a sweeter sod

Than Fancy's feet have ever trod.
By fairy hands their knell is rung;
By forms unseen their dirge is sung;
There Honour comes, a pilgrim grey,
To bless the turf that wraps their clay;
And Freedom shall awhile repair

To dwell, a weeping hermit, there!

William Collins

A



dligls Judh gonl

Shandill pliy S

SidoS @adg

o5 Slartdl deas A5 go b S 5ol oo
i )
dollll ol e 76 3 Y £aSY) p je 00 g
z5 s olbs Yy ol 550 GLA AU 3 oS50
iy
Ll anbol (o 33y gadly e J1 3le Loie
L ghly puotdl) 2l I od W1 535 Jr 3
J i e o el el L2l 613 ogunmy g
<l
&2 ol Jus o ke E53 ghd s T 2,
ol
Sl Sl e it S gl 2 Y B
ol 5o Lol Byl ol § oS ) Gl 3
)5l 5y 550 plazadl L wgd L2all X



é\oJL‘»?_" il 8_‘1|g) a Slonyii Slialu ya g
gt 3 Ol am ) 2 e 336 gl

b e s e e S G G
tj'“‘“

skl



dligls Judh gonl

The Solitary Reaper

By William Wordsworth

Behold her, single in the field,
Yon solitary Highland Lass!
Reaping and singing by herself;
Stop here, or gently pass!
Alone she cuts and binds the grain,
And sings a melancholy strain;

O listen! for the Vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound.

No Nightingale did ever chaunt
More welcome notes to weary bands
Of travellers in some shady haunt,
Among Arabian sands:

A voice so thrilling ne'er was heard

\AK
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In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides.
Will no one tell me what she sings?—
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow
For old, unhappy, far-off things,
And battles long ago:

Or is it some more humble lay,
Familiar matter of to-day?
Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,

That has been, and may be again?

Whatever the theme, the Maiden sang
As if her song could have no ending;
| saw her singing at her work,
And o'er the sickle bending;—

| listened, motionless and still;

A\RR
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And, as | mounted up the hill,
The music in my heart | bore,

Long after it was heard no more.

William Wordsworth
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A Farewell

By Lord Tennyson

Flow down, cold rivulet, to the sea,
Thy tribute wave deliver:
No more by thee my steps shall be,
Forever and forever.

Flow, softly flow, by lawn and lea,
A rivulet then a river:
Nowhere by thee my steps shall be,
Forever and forever.

But here will sigh thine alder tree,
And here thine aspen shiver;
And here by thee will hum the bee,
Forever and forever.

A thousand suns will stream on thee,
A thousand moons will quiver;
But not by thee my steps shall be,
Forever and forever.
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ARIEL'S SONG
From " The Tempest "

By William Shakespeare

Where the bee sucks, there suck I:
In a cowslip’s bell | lie:
There | couch when owls do cry.
On the bat’s back 1 do fly
After summer merrily.
Merrily, merrily, shall I live now

Under the blossom that hangs on the
bough.

William Shakespeare

The Dragon Book of verse

Page 3
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Calchas Speaks over The body of Ajax
From the Contention of Ajax and Ulysses
For The Armour of Achilles

By James Shirley

The glories of our blood and state
Are shadows, not substantial things;
There is no armour against Fate;
Death lays his icy hand on kings:
Sceptre and Crown
Must tumble down,

And in the dust be equal made

With the poor crooked scythe and spade.

Some men with swords may reap the
field,

And plant fresh laurels where they Kkill:

YYY
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But their strong nerves at last must
yield;

They tame but one another still:
Early or late
They stoop to fate,

And must give up their murmuring
breath

When they, pale captives, creep to
death.

The garlands wither on your brow;
Then boast no more your mighty deeds!
Upon Death's purple altar now
See where the victor-victim bleeds.
Your heads must come
To the cold tomb:

Only the actions of the just

Smell sweet and blossom in their dust.
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Titaniais Bower
By William Shakespeare

( A Midsummer — Night 's Dream )

I know a bank where the wild thyme
blows,
Where oxlips and the nodding violet
grows,
Quite over-canopied with luscious
woodbine,
With sweet musk-roses and with
eglantine.”

There sleeps [Titania some time] of the
night,

Lull'd in [these] flowers with dances and
delight.

And there the snake throws [her]
enameled skin,

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in.
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The Moon Is Up
By Alfred Noyes

The moon is up, the stars are bright.
the wind is fresh and free!
We're out to seek the gold tonight
across the silver sea!

The world is growing grey and old:
break out the sails again!
We're out to see a Realm of Gold
beyond the Spanish Main.
We're sick of all the cringing knees,
the courtly smiles and lies
God, let Thy singing channel breeze
lighten our hearts and eyes!

Let love no more be bought and sold
for earthly loss or gain;
We're out to seek an Age of Gold
beyond the Spanish Main.
Beyond the light of far Cathay,
beyond all mortal dreams,
Beyond the reach of night and day
Our El Dorado gleams,
Revealing - as the skies unfold -
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A star without a stain,
The Glory of the Gates of Gold
beyond the Spanish Main.

Alfred Noyes
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