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​William​​Shakespeare​

​My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun​

​My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;​
​Coral is far more red than her lips' red​​;​
​If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;​
​If hairs be wires,​​black wires grow on her head​​.​
​I have seen roses damask'd, red and white,​
​But no such roses see I in her cheeks;​
​And in some perfumes is there more delight​
​Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.​
​I love to hear her speak, yet well I know​
​That music hath a far more pleasing sound;​
​I grant I never saw a goddess go;​
​My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:​
​And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare​
​As any she belied with false compare.​

​Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?​

​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 owest;​
​Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade,​
​When in eternal lines to time thou growest:​
​So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,​
​So long lives this and this gives life to thee.​

​Let me not to the marriage of true minds​

​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.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​John​​Donne​

​Death Be Not Proud​

​Death, be not proud, though some have called thee​
​Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;​
​For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow​
​Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.​
​From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,​
​Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow,​
​And soonest our best men with thee do go,​
​Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.​
​Thou art​​slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate​​men​​,​
​And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,​
​And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well​
​And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then?​
​One short sleep past, we wake eternally​
​And death shall be no more; Death,​​thou shalt die​​.​

​Ben​​Jonson​

​To Celia​

​Drink to me only with thine eyes,​
​And I will pledge with mine;​
​Or leave a kiss within the cup,​
​And I'll not ask for wine​
​The thirst that from the soul doth rise,​
​Doth crave a drink divine;​
​But might I of Jove's nectar sup,​
​I would not change for thine​

​I sent thee late a rosy wreath,​
​Not so much honoring thee​
​As giving it a hope that there​
​It could not withered be;​
​But thou thereon didst only breathe​
​And sent'st back to me,​
​Since when it grows and smells, I swear,​
​Not of itself, but thee​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​John​​Milton​

​Paradise Lost​

​Book I​

​. . .​
​What in me is dark​

​Illumin, what is low raise and support;​
​That to the highth of this great Argument​
​I may assert Eternal Providence,​
​And justifie the wayes of God to men​​.​

​. . .​
​To reign is worth ambition though in Hell:​
​Better to reign in Hell, then serve in Heav'n.​

​. . .​
​who overcomes​

​By force, hath overcome but half his foe.​

​Book XII​

​. . .​
​The World was all before them, where to choose​
​Thir place of rest, and Providence thir guide:​
​They hand in hand with wandring steps and slow,​
​Through Eden​​took their solitarie way.​

​When I consider how my light is spent​
​AKA​​On His Blindness​

​When I 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​
​Lodg'd with me useless, though my soul more bent​
​To serve therewith my Maker, and present​
​My true account, lest he returning chide;​
​"Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?"​
​I 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 mild yoke, they serve him best. His state​
​Is kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed​
​And post o'er land and ocean without rest:​
​They also serve who only stand and wait."​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​Andrew​​Marvell​

​To His Coy Mistress​

​Had we but World enough, and Time,​
​This coyness Lady were no crime.​
​We would sit down, and think which way​
​To walk, and pass our long Loves Day.​
​Thou by the Indian Ganges side​
​Should'st Rubies find: I by the Tide​
​Of Humber would complain. I would​
​Love you ten years before the Flood:​
​And you should if you please refuse​
​Till​​the Conversion of the Jews.​
​My vegetable Love should grow​
​Vaster than Empires, and more slow.​
​A hundred years should go to praise​
​Thine Eyes, and on thy Forehead Gaze.​
​Two hundred to adore each breast:​
​But thirty thousand to the rest.​
​An Age at least to every part,​
​And the last Age should show your Heart.​
​For Lady you deserve this State;​
​Nor would I love at lower rate.​

​But at my back I always hear​
​Times winged chariot hurrying near:​
​And yonder all before us lye​
​Desarts of vast Eternity.​
​Thy Beauty shall no more be found,​
​Nor, in thy marble Vault, shall sound​
​My ecchoing Song: then Worms shall try​
​That long preserv'd Virginity:​
​And your quaint Honour turn to dust;​
​And into ashes all my Lust.​
​The Grave's a fine and private place,​
​But none I think do there embrace.​

​Now therefore, while the youthful hew​
​Sits on thy skin like morning dew,​
​And while thy willing Soul transpires​
​At every pore with instant Fires,​
​Now let us sport us while we may;​
​And now, like am'rous birds of prey,​
​Rather at once our Time devour,​
​Than languish in his slow-chapt pow'r.​
​Let us roll all our Strength, and all​
​Our sweetness, up into one Ball:​
​And tear our Pleasures with rough strife,​
​Thorough the Iron gates of Life.​
​Thus, though we cannot make our Sun​
​Stand still, yet we will make him run.​

​Alexander​​Pope​

​The​​Rape of the Lock​

​Canto I​

​What dire offence from am'rous causes springs,​
​What mighty contests rise from trivial things,​
​I sing — This verse to Caryl, Muse! is due:​
​This, ev'n Belinda may vouchsafe to view:​
​Slight is the subject, but not so the praise,​
​If She inspire, and He approve my lays.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​Thomas​​Gray​

​Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard​

​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 glimmering 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 tower​
​The moping owl does to the moon complain​

​Of such, as wandering near her secret bower,​
​Molest her ancient solitary reign.​

​Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree's shade,​
​Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering 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 twittering 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 bowed 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.​

​. . .​
​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.​

​. . .​
​Far from the madding crowd​​'s ignoble strife,​

​Their sober wishes never learned to stray;​
​Along the cool sequestered vale of life​

​They kept the noiseless tenor of their way.​

​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 the unhonoured 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,​
​Muttering his wayward fancies he would rove,​

​Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn,​
​Or crazed with care, or crossed in hopeless love.​

​"One morn I missed him on the customed hill,​
​Along the heath and near his favorite 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 through the church-way path we saw him borne.​

​Approach and read (for thou can'st read) the lay,​
​Graved 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 frowned not on his humble birth,​
​And Melancholy marked him for her own.​

​Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere,​
​Heaven did a recompense as largely send:​

​He gave to Misery all he had, a tear,​
​He gained from Heaven ('twas all he wished) 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.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​. . .​
​Thomas​​Gray​

​Ode on the Distant Prospect of Eton College​

​To each his suff'rings: all are men,​
​Condemn'd alike to groan,​
​The tender for another's pain;​
​Th' unfeeling for his own.​
​Yet ah! why should they know their fate?​
​Since sorrow never comes too late,​
​And happiness too swiftly flies.​
​Thought would destroy their paradise.​
​No more;​​where ignorance is bliss,​
​'Tis folly to be wise.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​William​​Blake​

​The​​Tyger​

​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?​
​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?​

​The​​Lamb​

​Little Lamb, who made thee?​
​Dost thou know who made thee?​
​Gave thee life & bid thee feed​
​By the stream & o’er the mead;​
​Gave thee clothing of delight,​
​Softest clothing, wooly, bright;​
​Gave thee such a tender voice,​
​Making all the vales rejoice?​
​Little Lamb, who made thee?​
​Dost thou know who made thee?​

​Little Lamb,​​I’ll tell thee,​
​Little Lamb,​​I’ll tell thee:​
​He is callèd by thy name,​
​For he calls himself a Lamb.​
​He is meek, & he is mild;​
​He became a little child.​
​I a child, & thou a lamb,​
​We are callèd by his name.​
​Little Lamb, God bless thee!​
​Little Lamb, God bless thee!​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​William​​Blake​

​The​​Chimney Sweeper​
​from​​Songs of Innocence​

​When my mother died I was very young,​
​And my father sold me while yet my tongue,​
​Could scarcely cry weep weep weep weep.​
​So your chimneys I sweep & in soot I sleep.​

​There's​​little Tom Dacre,​​who cried when his head​
​That curl'd like a lambs back, was shav'd, so I said.​
​Hush Tom never mind it, for when your head's bare,​
​You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair.​

​And so he was quiet, & that very night,​
​As Tom was a sleeping he had such a sight,​
​That thousands of sweepers Dick, Joe, Ned & Jack​
​Were all of them lock'd up in coffins of black,​

​And by came an Angel who had a bright key,​
​And he open'd the coffins & set them all free.​
​Then down a green plain leaping laughing they run​
​And wash in a river and shine in the Sun.​

​Then naked & white, all their bags left behind,​
​They rise upon clouds, and sport in the wind.​
​And the Angel told Tom, if he'd be a good boy,​
​He'd have God for his father & never want joy.​

​And so Tom awoke and we rose in the dark​
​And got with our bags & our brushes to work.​
​Tho' the morning was cold, Tom was happy & warm,​
​So if all do their duty, they need not fear harm.​

​The​​Chimney Sweeper​
​from​​Songs of Experience​

​A little black thing among the snow:​
​Crying weep, weep, in notes of woe!​
​Where are thy father & mother? say?​
​They are both gone up to the church to pray.​

​Because I was happy upon the heath,​
​And smil'd among the winters snow:​
​They clothed me in the clothes of death,​
​And taught me to sing the notes of woe.​

​And because I am happy, & dance and sing,​
​They think they have done me no injury:​
​And are gone to praise God & his Priest & King​
​Who make up a heaven of our misery.​

​Jerusalem​
​AKA​​And did those feet in ancient time​

​And did those feet in ancient time,​
​Walk upon Englands mountains green:​
​And was the holy Lamb of God,​
​On Englands pleasant pastures seen!​

​And did the Countenance Divine,​
​Shine forth upon our clouded hills?​
​And was Jerusalem builded here,​
​Among these dark Satanic Mills?​

​Bring me my Bow of burning gold:​
​Bring me my Arrows of desire:​
​Bring me my Spear: O clouds unfold:​
​Bring me my Chariot of fire!​

​I will not cease from Mental Fight,​
​Nor shall my Sword sleep in my hand:​
​Till we have built Jerusalem,​
​In Englands green & pleasant Land​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​Samuel Taylor​​Coleridge​

​The​​Rime of the Ancient Mariner​

​It is an ancient Mariner,​
​And he stoppeth one of three.​
​'By thy long beard and glittering eye,​
​Now wherefore stopp'st thou me?​

​The Bridegroom's doors are opened wide,​
​And I am next of kin;​
​The guests are met, the feast is set:​
​May'st hear the merry din.'​

​He holds him with his skinny hand,​
​'There was a ship,' quoth he.​
​'Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!'​
​Eftsoons his hand dropt he.​

​He holds him with his glittering eye—​
​The Wedding-Guest stood still,​
​And listens like a three years' child:​
​The Mariner hath his will.​

​The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone:​
​He cannot choose but hear;​
​And thus spake on that ancient man,​
​The bright-eyed Mariner.​

​. . .​
​Water, water, everywhere,​
​And all the boards did shrink;​
​Water, water, everywhere,​
​Nor any drop to drink.​

​The very deep did rot: O Christ!​
​That ever this should be!​
​Yea,​​slimy things did crawl with legs​
​Upon the slimy sea.​

​. . .​
​A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist!​
​And still it near'd and near'd:​
​As if it dodged a water-sprite,​
​It plunged, and tack'd, and veer'd.​

​With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,​
​We could nor laugh nor wail;​
​Through utter drought all dumb we stood!​
​I bit my arm, I suck'd the blood,​
​And cried, A sail! a sail!​

​. . .​
​And straight the Sun was fleck'd with bars​
​(Heaven's Mother send us grace!),​
​As if through a dungeon-grate he peer'd​
​With broad and burning face.​

​Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)​
​How fast she nears and nears!​
​Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,​
​Like restless gossameres?​

​Are those her ribs through which the Sun​
​Did peer, as through a grate?​
​And is that Woman all her crew?​
​Is that a Death? and are there two?​
​Is Death that Woman's mate?​

​Her lips were red, her looks were free,​
​Her locks were yellow as gold:​
​Her skin was as white as leprosy,​
​The Nightmare​​Life-in-Death​​was she,​
​Who thicks man's blood with cold.​

​The naked hulk alongside came,​
​And the twain were​​casting dice;​
​"The game is done! I've won! I've won!"​
​Quoth she, and whistles thrice​

​. . .​
​One after one, by the star-dogg'd Moon,​
​Too quick for groan or sigh,​
​Each turn'd his face with a ghastly pang,​
​And cursed me with his eye.​

​Four times fifty living men​
​(And I heard nor sigh nor groan),​
​With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,​
​They​​dropp'd down one by one.​

​. . .​
​The many men, so beautiful!​
​And​​they all dead did lie:​
​And a thousand thousand slimy things​
​Lived on; and so did I.​

​. . .​
​He prayeth best, who loveth best​
​All things both great and small;​
​For the dear God who loveth us,​
​He made and loveth all.'​

​The Mariner, whose eye is bright,​
​Whose beard with age is hoar,​
​Is gone: and now the Wedding-Guest​
​Turn'd from the bridegroom's door.​

​He went like one that hath been stunn'd,​
​And is of sense forlorn:​
​A sadder and a wiser man​
​He rose the morrow morn.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​Samuel Taylor​​Coleridge​

​Kubla Khan​

​In Xanadu did Kubla Khan​
​A stately pleasure-dome decree:​
​Where Alph, the sacred river, ran​
​Through caverns measureless to man​

​Down to a sunless sea.​
​So twice five miles of fertile ground​
​With walls and towers were girdled round:​
​And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills,​
​Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree;​
​And here were forests ancient as the hills,​
​Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.​

​But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted​
​Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!​
​A savage place! as holy and enchanted​
​As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted​
​By woman wailing for her demon-lover!​
​And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething,​
​As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing,​
​A mighty fountain momently was forced:​
​Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst​
​Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,​
​Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher's flail:​
​And 'mid these dancing rocks at once and ever​
​It flung up momently the sacred river.​
​Five miles meandering with a mazy motion​
​Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,​
​Then reached the caverns measureless to man,​
​And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean:​
​And 'mid this tumult Kubla heard from far​
​Ancestral voices prophesying war!​

​The shadow of the dome of pleasure​
​Floated midway on the waves;​
​Where was heard the mingled measure​
​From the fountain and the caves.​

​It was a miracle of rare device,​
​A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice!​

​A damsel with a dulcimer​
​In a vision once I saw:​
​It was an Abyssinian maid,​
​And on her dulcimer she played,​
​Singing of Mount Abora.​
​Could I revive within me​
​Her symphony and song,​
​To such a deep delight 'twould win me​

​That with music loud and long,​
​I would build that dome in air,​
​That sunny dome! those caves of ice!​
​And all who heard should see them there,​
​And all should cry, Beware! Beware!​
​His flashing eyes, his floating hair!​
​Weave a circle round him thrice,​
​And close your eyes with holy dread,​
​For​​he on honey-dew hath fed,​
​And drunk the milk of Paradise.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​
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​William​​Wordsworth​

​I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud​
​AKA​​Daffodils​
​1815 revised version​

​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 be but 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.​

​Tintern Abbey​

​Five years have past;​​five summers, with the length​
​Of five long winters!​​and again I hear​
​These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs​
​With a soft inland murmur.—Once again​
​Do I behold these​​steep and lofty cliffs,​
​That on a wild secluded scene impress​
​Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect​
​The landscape with the quiet of the sky.​
​The day is come when I again repose​
​Here, under this dark sycamore, and view​
​These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,​
​Which at this season, with their unripe fruits,​
​Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves​
​’Mid groves and copses. Once again I see​
​These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines​
​Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral farms,​
​Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke​
​Sent up, in silence, from among the trees!​
​With some uncertain notice, as might seem​
​Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,​
​Or of some Hermit’s cave, where by his fire​
​The Hermit sits alone.​

​. . .​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​



​RQBCo Study Guide ･ English Poetry Packet ･ page​​12​​of 33​

​Percy Bysshe​​Shelley​

​Ozymandias​

​I met a traveller from an antique land​
​Who said:​​Two vast and trunkless legs of stone​
​Stand in the desert.​​Near them, on the sand,​
​Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,​
​And wrinkled lip, and​​sneer of cold command,​
​Tell that its sculptor well those passions read​
​Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,​
​The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed:​
​And on the pedestal these words appear:​
​'My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:​
​Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!'​
​Nothing beside remains. Round the decay​
​Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare​
​The lone and level sands stretch far away.​

​To a Skylark​

​Hail to thee, blithe spirit!​
​Bird thou never wert—​

​That from heaven or near it​
​Pourest thy full heart​

​In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.​

​. . .​
​Teach me half the gladness​
​That thy brain must know;​

​Such harmonious madness​
​From my lips would flow,​

​The world should listen then, as I am listening now.​

​Ode to the West Wind​

​Canto V​

​Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is:​

​. . .​
​If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?​
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​John​​Keats​

​Ode on a Grecian Urn​

​Thou still unravish'd bride of quietness,​
​Thou foster-child of Silence and slow Time,​

​Sylvan historian​​, who canst thus express​
​A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:​

​What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape​
​Of deities or mortals, or of both,​
​In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?​

​What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?​
​What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?​

​What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?​

​Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard​
​Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;​

​Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear'd,​
​Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:​

​Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave​
​Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;​
​Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss,​

​Though winning near the goal—yet, do not grieve;​
​She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,​

​For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair!​

​Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed​
​Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;​

​And, happy melodist, unwearièd,​
​For ever piping songs for ever new;​

​More happy love! more happy, happy love!​
​For ever warm and still to be enjoy'd,​
​For ever panting, and for ever young;​

​All breathing human passion far above,​
​That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy'd,​
​A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.​

​Who are these coming to the sacrifice?​
​To what green altar, O mysterious priest,​

​Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,​
​And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?​

​What little town by river or sea-shore,​
​Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,​
​Is emptied of its folk, this pious morn?​

​And, little town, thy streets for evermore​
​Will silent be; and not a soul, to tell​
​Why thou art desolate, can e'er return.​

​O Attic shape! fair attitude! with brede​
​Of marble men and maidens overwrought,​

​With forest branches and the trodden weed;​
​Thou, silent form! dost tease us out of thought​

​As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral!​
​When old age shall this generation waste,​
​Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe​

​Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,​
​'Beauty is truth, truth beauty,​​—that is all​

​Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.'​

​On First Looking into Chapman's Homer​

​Much have I travell'd in the realms of gold,​
​And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;​
​Round many western islands have I been​
​Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.​
​Oft of one wide expanse had I been told​
​That deep-brow'd Homer ruled as his demesne;​
​Yet did I never breathe its pure serene​
​Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold:​
​Then felt I like some watcher of the skies​
​When a new planet swims into his ken;​
​Or​​like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes​
​He star'd at the Pacific​​—and all his men​
​Look'd at each other with a wild surmise—​
​Silent,​​upon a peak in Darien​​.​

​Endymion​

​BOOK I​

​A thing of beauty is a joy for ever:​
​Its loveliness increases; it will never​
​Pass into nothingness; but still will keep​
​A bower quiet for us, and a sleep​
​Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing.​
​Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing​
​A flowery band to bind us to the earth,​
​Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth​
​Of noble natures, of the gloomy days,​
​Of all the unhealthy and o'er-darkened ways​
​Made for our searching: yes, in spite of all,​
​Some shape of beauty moves away the pall​
​From our dark spirits. Such the sun, the moon,​
​Trees old and young, sprouting a shady boon​
​For simple sheep; and such are daffodils​
​With the green world they live in; and clear rills​
​That for themselves a cooling covert make​
​'Gainst the hot season; the mid forest brake,​
​Rich with a sprinkling of fair musk-rose blooms:​
​And such too is the grandeur of the dooms​
​We have imagined for the mighty dead;​
​All lovely tales that we have heard or read:​
​An endless fountain of immortal drink,​
​Pouring unto us from the heaven's brink.​

​. . .​
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​John​​Keats​

​Ode to a Nightingale​

​My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains​
​My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,​

​Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains​
​One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:​

​'Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,​
​But being too happy in thine happiness,—​

​That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees​
​In some melodious plot​

​Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,​
​Singest of summer in full-throated ease.​

​O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been​
​Cool'd a long age in the deep-delved earth,​

​Tasting of Flora and the country green,​
​Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth!​

​O for a beaker full of the warm South,​
​Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,​

​With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,​
​And purple-stained mouth;​

​That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,​
​And with thee fade away into the forest dim:​

​Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget​
​What thou among the leaves hast never known,​

​The weariness, the fever, and the fret​
​Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;​

​Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs,​
​Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;​

​Where but to think is to be full of sorrow​
​And leaden-eyed despairs,​

​Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,​
​Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.​

​Away! away! for I will fly to thee,​
​Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,​

​But on the viewless wings of Poesy,​
​Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:​

​Already with thee! tender is the night,​
​And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,​

​Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays;​
​But here there is no light,​

​Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown​
​Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways.​

​I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,​
​Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,​

​But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet​
​Wherewith the seasonable month endows​

​The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild;​
​White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;​

​Fast fading violets cover'd up in leaves;​
​And mid-May's eldest child,​

​The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,​
​The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.​

​Darkling I listen; and, for many a time​
​I have been half in love with easeful Death,​

​Call'd him soft names in many a mused rhyme,​
​To take into the air my quiet breath;​

​Now more than ever seems it rich to die,​
​To cease upon the midnight with no pain,​

​While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad​
​In such an ecstasy!​

​Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain—​
​To thy high requiem become a sod.​

​Thou wast not born for death​​, immortal Bird!​
​No hungry generations tread thee down;​

​The voice I hear this passing night was heard​
​In ancient days by emperor and clown:​

​Perhaps the self-same song that found a path​
​Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home,​

​She stood in tears amid the alien corn;​
​The same that oft-times hath​

​Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam​
​Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.​

​Forlorn! the very word is like a bell​
​To toll me back from thee to my sole self!​

​Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well​
​As she is fam'd to do, deceiving elf.​

​Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades​
​Past the near meadows, over the still stream,​

​Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep​
​In the next valley-glades:​

​Was it a vision, or a waking dream?​
​Fled is that music:—​​Do I wake or sleep?​
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​John​​Keats​

​La​​Belle Dame Sans Merci​

​O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms,​
​Alone and palely loitering?​

​The sedge has withered 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.​

​I made a garland for her head,​
​And bracelets too, and fragrant zone;​

​She looked at me as she did love,​
​And made sweet moan​

​I 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 sighed full sore,​

​And there I shut her wild wild eyes​
​With kisses four.​

​And there she lullèd me asleep,​
​And there I dreamed—Ah! woe betide!—​

​The latest dream I ever dreamt​
​On the cold hill side.​

​I saw pale kings and princes too,​
​Pale warriors, death-pale were they all;​

​They cried—‘La Belle Dame sans Merci​
​Thee hath in thrall!’​

​I saw their starved lips in the gloam,​
​With horrid warning gapèd wide,​

​And I awoke and found me here,​
​On the cold hill’s side.​

​And this is why I sojourn here,​
​Alone and palely loitering,​

​Though the sedge is withered from the lake,​
​And no birds sing.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​



​RQBCo Study Guide ･ English Poetry Packet ･ page​​16​​of 33​

​Elizabeth Barrett​​Browning​

​How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.​

​How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.​
​I love thee to the depth and breadth and height​
​My soul can reach,​​when feeling out of sight​
​For the ends of being and ideal grace.​
​I love thee to the level of every day’s​
​Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.​
​I love thee freely, as men strive for right;​
​I love thee purely, as they turn from praise.​
​I love thee with the passion put to use​
​In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith.​
​I love thee with a love I seemed to lose​
​With my lost saints. I love thee with the breath,​
​Smiles, tears, of all my life; and, if God choose,​
​I shall but love thee better after death.​

​Yes, call me by my pet-name!​

​Yes, call me by my pet-name!​​let me hear​
​The name I used to run at, when a child,​
​From innocent play, and leave the cowslips piled,​
​To glance up in some face that proved me dear​
​With the look of its eyes. I miss the clear​
​Fond voices which, being drawn and reconciled​
​Into the music of Heaven's undefiled,​
​Call me no longer. Silence on the bier,​
​While I call God--call God!--So let thy mouth​
​Be heir to those who are now exanimate.​
​Gather the north flowers to complete the south,​
​And catch the early love up in the late.​
​Yes, call me by that name,--and I, in truth,​
​With the same heart, will answer and not wait.​
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​Robert​​Browning​

​My Last Duchess​

​FERRARA​

​That’s my last Duchess painted on the wall,​
​Looking as if she were alive. I call​
​That piece a wonder, now;​​Fra Pandolf​​’s hands​
​Worked busily a day, and there she stands.​
​Will’t please you sit and look at her? I said​
​“Fra Pandolf” by design, for never read​
​Strangers like you that pictured countenance,​
​The depth and passion of its earnest glance,​
​But to myself they turned (since none puts by​
​The curtain I have drawn for you, but I)​
​And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst,​
​How such a glance came there; so, not the first​
​Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, ’twas not​
​Her husband’s presence only, called that spot​
​Of joy into the Duchess’ cheek; perhaps​
​Fra Pandolf chanced to say, “Her mantle laps​
​Over my lady’s wrist too much,” or “Paint​
​Must never hope to reproduce the faint​
​Half-flush that dies along her throat.” Such stuff​
​Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough​
​For calling up that spot of joy. She had​
​A heart​​—how shall I say?—​​too soon made glad,​
​Too easily impressed; she liked whate’er​
​She looked on, and her looks went everywhere.​
​Sir, ’twas all one! My favour at her breast,​
​The dropping of the daylight in the West,​
​The bough of cherries some officious fool​
​Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule​
​She rode with round the terrace—all and each​
​Would draw from her alike the approving speech,​
​Or blush, at least. She thanked men—good! but thanked​
​Somehow—I know not how—as if she ranked​
​My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name​
​With anybody’s gift. Who’d stoop to blame​
​This sort of trifling? Even had you skill​
​In speech—which I have not—to make your will​
​Quite clear to such an one, and say, “Just this​
​Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss,​
​Or there exceed the mark”—and if she let​
​Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set​
​Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse—​
​E’en then would be some stooping; and I choose​
​Never to stoop. Oh, sir, she smiled, no doubt,​
​Whene’er I passed her; but who passed without​
​Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands;​
​Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands​
​As if alive. Will’t please you rise? We’ll meet​
​The company below, then. I repeat,​
​The Count your master’s known munificence​
​Is ample warrant that no just pretense​
​Of mine for dowry will be disallowed;​
​Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed​
​At starting, is my object. Nay, we’ll go​
​Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though,​
​Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity,​
​Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me!​

​Porphyria's Lover​

​The rain set early in to-night,​
​The sullen wind was soon awake,​

​It tore the elm-tops down for spite,​
​And did its worst to vex the lake:​
​I listened with heart fit to break.​

​When glided in Porphyria; straight​
​She shut the cold out and the storm,​

​And kneeled and made the cheerless grate​
​Blaze up, and all the cottage warm;​
​Which done, she rose, and from her form​

​Withdrew the dripping cloak and shawl,​
​And laid her soiled gloves by, untied​

​Her hat and let the damp hair fall,​
​And, last, she sat down by my side​
​And called me. When no voice replied,​

​She put my arm about her waist,​
​And made her smooth white shoulder bare,​

​And all her yellow hair displaced,​
​And, stooping, made my cheek lie there,​
​And spread, o'er all, her yellow hair,​

​Murmuring how she loved me — she​
​Too weak, for all her heart's endeavour,​

​To set its struggling passion free​
​From pride, and vainer ties dissever,​
​And give herself to me for ever.​

​But passion sometimes would prevail,​
​Nor could to-night's gay feast restrain​

​A sudden thought of one so pale​
​For love of her, and all in vain:​
​So, she was come through wind and rain.​

​Be sure I looked up at her eyes​
​Happy and proud; at last I knew​

​Porphyria worshipped me; surprise​
​Made my heart swell, and still it grew​
​While I debated what to do.​

​That moment she was mine, mine, fair,​
​Perfectly pure and good: I found​

​A thing to do, and​​all her hair​
​In one long yellow string I wound​
​Three times her little throat around,​

​And strangled her.​​No pain felt she;​
​I am quite sure she felt no pain.​

​As a shut bud that holds a bee,​
​I warily oped her lids: again​
​Laughed the blue eyes without a stain.​

​And I untightened next the tress​
​About her neck; her cheek once more​

​Blushed bright beneath my burning kiss:​
​I propped her head up as before,​
​Only, this time my shoulder bore​

​Her head, which droops upon it still:​
​The smiling rosy little head,​

​So glad it has its utmost will,​
​That all it scorned at once is fled,​
​And I, its love, am gained instead!​

​Porphyria's love: she guessed not how​
​Her darling one wish would be heard.​

​And thus we sit together now,​
​And all night long we have not stirred,​
​And yet​​God has not said a word!​
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​Alfred, Lord​​Tennyson​

​The​​Charge of the Light Brigade​

​I​
​Half a league, half a league,​
​Half a league onward,​
​All in the valley of Death​

​Rode the six hundred.​
​“Forward, the Light Brigade!​
​Charge for the guns!” he said.​
​Into the valley of Death​

​Rode the six hundred.​

​II​
​“Forward, the Light Brigade!”​
​Was there a man dismayed?​
​Not though​​the soldier knew​

​Someone had blundered.​
​Theirs not to make reply,​
​Theirs not to reason why,​
​Theirs but to do and die.​
​Into the valley of Death​
​Rode the six hundred.​

​III​
​Cannon to right of them,​
​Cannon to left of them,​
​Cannon in front of them​

​Volleyed and thundered;​
​Stormed at with shot and shell,​
​Boldly they rode and well,​
​Into the jaws of Death,​
​Into the mouth of hell​

​Rode the six hundred.​

​IV​
​Flashed all their sabres bare,​
​Flashed as they turned in air​
​Sabring the gunners there,​
​Charging an army, while​

​All the world wondered.​
​Plunged in the battery-smoke​
​Right through the line they broke;​
​Cossack and Russian​
​Reeled from the sabre stroke​

​Shattered and sundered.​
​Then they rode back, but not​

​Not the six hundred.​

​V​
​Cannon to right of them,​
​Cannon to left of them,​
​Cannon behind them​

​Volleyed and thundered;​
​Stormed at with shot and shell,​
​While horse and hero fell.​
​They that had fought so well​
​Came through the jaws of Death,​
​Back from the mouth of hell,​
​All that was left of them,​

​Left of six hundred.​

​VI​
​When can their glory fade?​
​O the wild charge they made!​

​All the world wondered.​
​Honour the charge they made!​
​Honour the Light Brigade,​

​Noble six hundred!​
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​Alfred, Lord​​Tennyson​

​In Memoriam A. H. H.​

​XXVII​
​I envy not in any moods​

​The captive void of noble rage,​
​The linnet born within the cage,​

​That never knew the summer woods:​

​I envy not the beast that takes​
​His license in the field of time,​
​Unfetter'd by the sense of crime,​

​To whom a conscience never wakes;​

​Nor, what may count itself as blest,​
​The heart that never plighted troth​
​But stagnates in the weeds of sloth;​

​Nor any want-begotten rest.​

​I hold it true, whate'er befall;​
​I feel it, when I sorrow most;​
​'Tis better to have loved and lost​

​Than never to have loved at all.​
​.​

​Crossing the Bar​

​Sunset and evening star,​
​And one clear call for me!​

​And may there be no moaning of the bar,​
​When I put out to sea,​

​But such a tide as moving seems asleep,​
​Too full for sound and foam,​

​When that which drew from out the boundless deep​
​Turns again home.​

​Twilight and evening bell,​
​And after that the dark!​

​And may there be no sadness of farewell,​
​When I embark;​

​For tho' from out our bourne of Time and Place​
​The flood may bear me far,​

​I hope to see my Pilot face to face​
​When I have crost the bar.​
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​Alfred, Lord​​Tennyson​

​The​​Lady of Shalott​

​Part I​
​On either side the river lie​
​Long fields of barley and of rye,​
​That clothe the wold and meet the sky;​
​And thro' the field the road runs by​

​To​​many-tower'd Camelot;​
​And up and down the people go,​
​Gazing where the lilies blow​
​Round an island there below,​

​The island of Shalott.​

​. . .​
​Part III​
​A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,​
​He rode between the barley-sheaves,​
​The sun came dazzling thro' the leaves,​
​And flamed upon the brazen greaves​

​Of bold Sir Lancelot.​
​A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd​
​To a lady in his shield,​
​That sparkled on the yellow field,​

​Beside remote Shalott.​

​The gemmy bridle glitter'd free,​
​Like to some branch of stars we see​
​Hung in the golden Galaxy.​
​The bridle bells rang merrily​

​As he rode down to Camelot:​
​And from his blazon'd baldric slung​
​A mighty silver bugle hung,​
​And as he rode his armour rung,​

​Beside remote Shalott.​

​. . .​
​His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd;​
​On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode;​
​From underneath his helmet flow'd​
​His coal-black curls as on he rode,​

​As he rode down to Camelot.​
​From the bank and from the river​
​He flash'd into the crystal mirror,​
​"Tirra lirra," by the river​

​Sang Sir Lancelot.​

​She left the web, she left the loom,​
​She made three paces thro' the room,​
​She saw the water-lily bloom,​
​She saw the helmet and the plume,​

​She look'd down to Camelot.​
​Out flew the web and floated wide;​
​The mirror crack'd from side to side;​
​"The curse is come upon me," cried​

​The Lady of Shalott.​

​Part IV​
​In the stormy east-wind straining,​
​The pale yellow woods were waning,​
​The broad stream in his banks complaining,​
​Heavily the low sky raining​

​Over tower'd Camelot;​
​Down she came and found a boat​
​Beneath a willow left afloat,​
​And round about the prow she wrote​

​The Lady of Shalott.​

​And down the river's dim expanse​
​Like some bold seër in a trance,​
​Seeing all his own mischance—​
​With a glassy countenance​

​Did she look to Camelot.​
​And at the closing of the day​
​She loosed the chain, and down she lay;​
​The broad stream bore her far away,​

​The Lady of Shalott.​

​Lying, robed in snowy white​
​That loosely flew to left and right—​
​The leaves upon her falling light—​
​Thro' the noises of the night​

​She floated down to Camelot:​
​And as the boat-head wound along​
​The willowy hills and fields among,​
​They heard her singing her last song,​

​The Lady of Shalott.​

​Heard a carol, mournful, holy,​
​Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,​
​Till her blood was frozen slowly,​
​And her eyes were darken'd wholly,​

​Turn'd to tower'd Camelot.​
​For ere she reach'd upon the tide​
​The first house by the water-side,​
​Singing in her song she died,​

​The Lady of Shalott.​

​Under tower and balcony,​
​By garden-wall and gallery,​
​A gleaming shape she floated by,​
​Dead-pale between the houses high,​

​Silent into Camelot.​
​Out upon the wharfs they came,​
​Knight and burgher, lord and dame,​
​And round the prow they read her name,​

​The Lady of Shalott.​

​Who is this? and what is here?​
​And in the lighted palace near​
​Died the sound of royal cheer;​
​And they cross'd themselves for fear,​

​All the knights at Camelot:​
​But Lancelot mused a little space;​
​He said, "She has a lovely face;​
​God in his mercy lend her grace,​

​The Lady of Shalott."​
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​Alfred, Lord​​Tennyson​

​Ulysses​

​It little profits that an idle king,​
​By this still hearth, among these barren crags,​
​Match'd with an aged wife, I mete and dole​
​Unequal laws unto a savage race,​
​That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me.​
​I cannot rest from travel: I will drink​
​Life to the lees: All times I have enjoy'd​
​Greatly, have suffer'd greatly, both with those​
​That loved me, and alone, on shore, and when​
​Thro' scudding drifts the rainy Hyades​
​Vext the dim sea: I am become a name;​
​For always roaming with a hungry heart​
​Much have I seen and known; cities of men​
​And manners, climates, councils, governments,​
​Myself not least, but honour'd of them all;​
​And drunk delight of battle with my peers,​
​Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy.​
​I am a part of all that I have met;​
​Yet all experience is an arch wherethro'​
​Gleams that untravell'd world whose margin fades​
​For ever and forever when I move.​
​How dull it is to pause, to make an end,​
​To rust unburnish'd, not to shine in use!​
​As tho' to breathe were life! Life piled on life​
​Were all too little, and of one to me​
​Little remains: but every hour is saved​
​From that eternal silence, something more,​
​A bringer of new things; and vile it were​
​For some three suns to store and hoard myself,​
​And this gray spirit yearning in desire​
​To follow knowledge like a sinking star,​
​Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.​

​This is my son, mine own Telemachus,​
​To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle,—​
​Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil​
​This labour, by slow prudence to make mild​
​A rugged people, and thro' soft degrees​
​Subdue them to the useful and the good.​
​Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere​
​Of common duties, decent not to fail​
​In offices of tenderness, and pay​
​Meet adoration to my household gods,​
​When I am gone. He works his work, I mine.​

​There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail:​
​There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners,​
​Souls that have toil'd, and wrought, and thought with me—​
​That ever with a frolic welcome took​
​The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed​
​Free hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old;​
​Old age hath yet his honour and his toil;​
​Death closes all: but something ere the end,​
​Some work of noble note, may yet be done,​
​Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.​
​The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks:​
​The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep​
​Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends,​
​'T is not too late to seek a newer world.​
​Push off, and sitting well in order smite​
​The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds​
​To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths​
​Of all the western stars, until I die.​
​It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:​
​It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,​
​And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.​
​Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho'​
​We are not now that strength which in old days​
​Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are;​
​One equal temper of heroic hearts,​
​Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will​
​To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.​
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​Matthew​​Arnold​

​Dover Beach​

​The sea is calm tonight.​
​The tide is full, the moon lies fair​
​Upon the straits; on the French coast the light​
​Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand,​
​Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay.​
​Come to the window, sweet is the night-air!​
​Only, from the long line of spray​
​Where the sea meets the moon-blanched land,​
​Listen! you hear the grating roar​
​Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling,​
​At their return, up the high strand,​
​Begin, and cease, and then again begin,​
​With tremulous cadence slow, and bring​
​The eternal note of sadness in.​

​Sophocles long ago​
​Heard it on the Ægean, and it brought​
​Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow​
​Of human misery; we​
​Find also in the sound a thought,​
​Hearing it by this distant northern sea.​

​The Sea of Faith​
​Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore​
​Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furled.​
​But now I only hear​
​Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,​
​Retreating, to the breath​
​Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear​
​And naked shingles of the world.​

​Ah, love, let us be true​
​To one another! for the world, which seems​
​To lie before us like a land of dreams,​
​So various, so beautiful, so new,​
​Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,​
​Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;​
​And we are here as on​​a darkling plain​
​Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,​
​Where ignorant armies clash by night.​
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​Thomas​​Hardy​

​The​​Darkling Thrush​

​I leant upon a coppice gate​
​When Frost was spectre-grey,​

​And Winter's dregs made desolate​
​The weakening eye of day.​

​The tangled bine-stems scored the sky​
​Like strings of broken lyres,​

​And all mankind that haunted nigh​
​Had sought their household fires.​

​The land's sharp features seemed to be​
​The Century's corpse outleant,​

​His crypt the cloudy canopy,​
​The wind his death-lament.​

​The ancient pulse of germ and birth​
​Was shrunken hard and dry,​

​And every spirit upon earth​
​Seemed fervourless as I.​

​At once a voice arose among​
​The bleak twigs overhead​

​In a full-hearted evensong​
​Of joy illimited;​

​An aged thrush, frail, gaunt, and small,​
​In blast-beruffled plume,​

​Had chosen thus to​​fling his soul​
​Upon the growing gloom.​

​So little cause for carolings​
​Of such ecstatic sound​

​Was written on terrestrial things​
​Afar or nigh around,​

​That I could think there trembled through​
​His​​happy good-night air​

​Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew​
​And I was unaware.​

​Collected and presented by The Rockford Quiz Bowl Company 2025​



​RQBCo Study Guide ･ English Poetry Packet ･ page​​24​​of 33​

​A.E.​​Housman​

​To an Athlete Dying Young​

​The time you won your town the race​
​We chaired you through the market-place;​
​Man and boy stood cheering by,​
​And home we brought you shoulder-high.​

​Today, the road all runners come,​
​Shoulder-high we bring you home,​
​And set you at your threshold down,​
​Townsman of a stiller town.​

​Smart lad, to slip betimes away​
​From fields where glory does not stay,​
​And​​early though the laurel grows​
​It withers quicker than the rose.​

​Eyes the shady night has shut​
​Cannot see the record cut,​
​And​​silence sounds no worse than cheers​
​After earth has stopped the ears​​.​

​Now you will not swell the rout​
​Of lads that wore their honours out,​
​Runners whom renown outran​
​And the name died before the man.​

​So set, before its echoes fade,​
​The fleet foot on the sill of shade,​
​And hold to the low lintel up​
​The still-defended challenge-cup.​

​And round that early-laurelled head​
​Will flock to gaze the strengthless dead,​
​And find unwithered on its curls​
​The garland briefer than a girl’s.​

​Terence, this is stupid stuff​

​'Terence, this is stupid stuff:​
​You eat your victuals fast enough;​
​There can’t be much amiss, ’tis clear,​
​To see the rate you drink your beer.​
​But​​oh, good Lord, the verse you make,​
​It gives a chap the belly-ache.​
​The cow, the old cow, she is dead;​
​It sleeps well, the horned head:​
​We poor lads, ’tis our turn now​
​To hear such tunes as killed the cow.​
​Pretty friendship ’tis to rhyme​
​Your friends to death before their time​
​Moping melancholy mad:​
​Come, pipe a tune to dance to, lad.’​

​. . .​
​There was a king reigned in the East:​

​There, when kings will sit to feast,​
​They get their fill before they think​
​With poisoned meat and poisoned drink.​
​He gathered all that springs to birth​
​From the many-venomed earth;​
​First a little, thence to more,​
​He sampled all her killing store;​
​And easy, smiling, seasoned sound,​
​Sate the king when healths went round.​
​They put arsenic in his meat​
​And stared aghast to watch him eat;​
​They poured strychnine in his cup​
​And shook to see him drink it up:​
​They shook, they stared as white’s their shirt:​
​Them it was their poison hurt.​
​—I tell the tale that I heard told.​
​Mithridates, he died old.​
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​A.E.​​Housman​

​When I was one-and-twenty​

​When I was one-and-twenty​
​I heard a wise man say,​

​“Give crowns and pounds and guineas​
​But not your heart away;​

​Give pearls away and rubies​
​But keep your fancy free.”​

​But I was one-and-twenty,​
​No use to talk to me.​

​When I was one-and-twenty​
​I heard him say again,​

​“The heart out of the bosom​
​Was never given in vain;​

​’Tis paid with sighs a plenty​
​And sold for endless rue.”​

​And I am two-and-twenty,​
​And oh, ’tis true, ’tis true.​
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​Rudyard​​Kipling​

​If-​

​If you can keep your head when all about you​
​Are losing theirs​​and blaming it on you,​

​If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,​
​But make allowance for their doubting too;​

​If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,​
​Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,​

​Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,​
​And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise:​

​If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;​
​If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;​

​If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster​
​And treat those two impostors just the same;​

​If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken​
​Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,​

​Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,​
​And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools:​

​If you can make one heap of all your winnings​
​And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,​

​And lose, and start again at your beginnings​
​And never breathe a word about your loss;​

​If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew​
​To serve your turn long after they are gone,​

​And so hold on when there is nothing in you​
​Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’​

​If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,​
​Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch,​

​If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,​
​If all men count with you, but none too much;​

​If you can fill the unforgiving minute​
​With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,​

​Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,​
​And—which is more—​​you’ll be a Man, my son!​

​Gunga Din​

​You may talk o’ gin and beer​
​When you’re quartered safe out ’ere,​
​An’ you’re sent to penny-fights an’ Aldershot it;​
​But when it comes to slaughter​
​You will do your work on water,​
​An’ you’ll lick the bloomin’ boots of ’im that’s got it.​
​Now in Injia’s sunny clime,​
​Where I used to spend my time​
​A-servin’ of ’Er Majesty the Queen,​
​Of all them blackfaced crew​
​The finest man I knew​
​Was our regimental bhisti, Gunga Din,​

​He was ‘Din! Din! Din!​
​‘You limpin’ lump o’ brick-dust, Gunga Din!​

​‘Hi! Slippy hitherao​
​‘Water, get it! Panee lao,​

​‘You squidgy-nosed old idol, Gunga Din.’​

​. . .​
​I shan’t forgit the night​
​When I dropped be’ind the fight​
​With a bullet where my belt-plate should ’a’ been.​
​I was chokin’ mad with thirst,​
​An’ the man that spied me first​
​Was our good old grinnin’, gruntin’ Gunga Din.​
​’E lifted up my ’ead,​
​An’ he plugged me where I bled,​
​An’ ’e guv me ’arf-a-pint o’ water green.​
​It was crawlin’ and it stunk,​
​But of all the drinks I’ve drunk,​
​I’m gratefullest to one from Gunga Din.​

​It was 'Din! Din! Din!​
​‘’Ere’s a beggar with a bullet through ’is spleen;​
​‘’E's chawin’ up the ground,​

​‘An’ ’e’s kickin’ all around:​
​‘For Gawd’s sake git the water, Gunga Din!’​

​’E carried me away​
​To where a dooli lay,​
​An’ a bullet come an’ drilled the beggar clean.​
​’E put me safe inside,​
​An’ just before ’e died,​
​'I ’ope you liked your drink,’​​sez Gunga Din.​
​So I’ll meet ’im later on​
​At the place where ’e is gone—​
​Where it’s always double drill and no canteen.​
​’E’ll be squattin’ on the coals​
​Givin’ drink to poor damned souls,​
​An’ I’ll get a swig in hell from Gunga Din!​

​Yes, Din! Din! Din!​
​You​​Lazarushian-leather​​Gunga Din!​
​Though I’ve belted you and flayed you,​

​By the livin’ Gawd that made you,​
​You’re a better man than I am, Gunga Din!​
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​Rudyard​​Kipling​

​The​​White Man's Burden​

​Take up the White Man's burden—​
​Send forth the best ye breed—​

​Go bind your sons to exile​
​To serve your captives' need;​

​To wait in heavy harness​
​On fluttered folk and wild—​

​Your new-caught, sullen peoples,​
​Half devil and half child.​

​Take up the White Man's burden—​
​In patience to abide,​

​To evil the threat of terror​
​And check the show of pride;​

​By open speech and simple,​
​An hundred times made plain.​

​To seek another's profit,​
​And work another's gain.​

​Take up the White Man's burden—​
​The savage wars of peace—​

​Fill full the mouth of Famine​
​And bid the sickness cease;​

​And when your goal is nearest​
​The end for others sought,​

​Watch Sloth and heathen Folly​
​Bring all your hopes to nought.​

​Take up the White Man's burden—​
​No tawdry rule of kings,​

​But toil of serf and sweeper—​
​The tale of common things.​

​The ports ye shall not enter,​
​The roads ye shall not tread,​

​Go make them with your living,​
​And mark them with your dead!​

​Take up the White Man's burden—​
​And reap his old reward:​

​The blame of those ye better,​
​The hate of those ye guard—​

​The cry of hosts ye humour​
​(Ah, slowly!) toward the light:—​

​"Why brought ye us from bondage,​
​Our loved Egyptian night?"​

​Take up the White Man's burden—​
​Ye dare not stoop to less—​

​Nor call too loud on Freedom​
​To cloak your weariness;​

​By all ye cry or whisper,​
​By all ye leave or do,​

​The silent, sullen peoples​
​Shall weigh your Gods and you.​

​Take up the White Man's burden—​
​Have done with childish days—​

​The lightly profferred laurel,​
​The easy, ungrudged praise.​

​Comes now, to search your manhood​
​Through all the thankless years,​

​Cold-edged with dear-bought wisdom,​
​The judgment of your peers!​
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​William Butler​​Yeats​

​Easter, 1916​

​I have met them at close of day​
​Coming with vivid faces​
​From counter or desk among grey​
​Eighteenth-century houses.​
​I have passed with a nod of the head​
​Or polite meaningless words,​
​Or have lingered awhile and said​
​Polite meaningless words,​
​And thought before I had done​
​Of a mocking tale or a gibe​
​To please a companion​
​Around the fire at the club,​
​Being certain that they and I​
​But lived where motley is worn:​
​All changed, changed utterly:​
​A terrible beauty is born.​

​That woman's days were spent​
​In ignorant good-will,​
​Her nights in argument​
​Until her voice grew shrill.​
​What voice more sweet than hers​
​When, young and beautiful,​
​She rode to harriers?​
​This man had kept a school​
​And rode our wingèd horse;​
​This other his helper and friend​
​Was coming into his force;​
​He might have won fame in the end,​
​So sensitive his nature seemed,​
​So daring and sweet his thought.​
​This other man I had dreamed​
​A drunken, vainglorious lout.​
​He had done most bitter wrong​
​To some who are near my heart,​
​Yet I number him in the song;​
​He, too, has resigned his part​
​In the casual comedy;​
​He, too, has been changed in his turn,​
​Transformed utterly:​
​A terrible beauty is born.​

​Hearts with one purpose alone​
​Through summer and winter seem​
​Enchanted to a stone​
​To trouble the living stream.​
​The horse that comes from the road,​
​The rider, the birds that range​
​From cloud to tumbling cloud,​
​Minute by minute they change;​
​A shadow of cloud on the stream​
​Changes minute by minute;​
​A horse-hoof slides on the brim,​
​And a horse plashes within it;​
​The long-legged moor-hens dive,​
​And hens to moor-cocks call;​
​Minute by minute they live:​
​The stone's in the midst of all.​

​Too long a sacrifice​
​Can make a stone of the heart.​
​O when may it suffice?​
​That is Heaven's part, our part​
​To murmur name upon name,​
​As a mother names her child​
​When sleep at last has come​
​On limbs that had run wild.​
​What is it but nightfall?​
​No, no, not night but death;​
​Was it needless death after all?​
​For England may keep faith​
​For all that is done and said.​
​We know their dream; enough​
​To know they dreamed and are dead;​
​And what if excess of love​
​Bewildered them till they died?​
​I write it out in a verse—​
​MacDonagh and MacBride​
​And Connolly and Pearse​
​Now and in time to be,​
​Wherever green is worn,​
​Are changed, changed utterly:​
​A terrible beauty is born.​
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​William Butler​​Yeats​

​The​​Second Coming​

​Turning and turning in the widening gyre​
​The falcon cannot hear the falconer;​
​Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;​
​Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,​
​The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere​
​The ceremony of innocence is drowned;​
​The best lack all conviction, while the worst​
​Are full of passionate intensity.​

​Surely some revelation is at hand;​
​Surely the Second Coming is at hand.​
​The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out​
​When​​a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi​
​Troubles my sight​​: somewhere in sands of the desert​
​A shape with lion body and the head of a man,​
​A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun,​
​Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it​
​Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds.​
​The darkness drops again; but now I know​
​That twenty centuries of stony sleep​
​Were​​vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle,​
​And what rough beast, its hour come round at last,​
​Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?​

​Sailing to Byzantium​

​I​

​That is no country for old men.​​The young​
​In one another's arms, birds in the trees,​
​—Those dying generations—at their song,​
​The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas,​
​Fish, flesh, or fowl, commend all summer long​
​Whatever is begotten, born, and dies.​
​Caught in that sensual music all neglect​
​Monuments of unageing intellect.​

​II​

​An aged man is but a paltry thing,​
​A tattered coat upon a stick, unless​
​Soul clap its hands and sing, and louder sing​
​For every tatter in its mortal dress,​
​Nor is there singing school but studying​
​Monuments of its own magnificence;​
​And therefore I have sailed the seas and come​
​To the holy city of Byzantium.​

​III​

​O sages standing in God's holy fire​
​As in the gold mosaic of a wall,​
​Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre,​
​And be the singing-masters of my soul.​
​Consume my heart away; sick with desire​
​And fastened to a dying animal​
​It knows not what it is; and gather me​
​Into the artifice of eternity.​

​IV​

​Once out of nature I shall never take​
​My bodily form from any natural thing,​
​But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make​
​Of hammered gold and gold enamelling​
​To keep a drowsy Emperor awake;​
​Or set upon a golden bough to sing​
​To lords and ladies of Byzantium​
​Of what is past, or passing, or to come.​
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​Wilfred​​Owen​

​Anthem for Doomed Youth​

​What passing-bells for these who die as cattle?​
​— Only the monstrous anger of the guns.​
​Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle​

​Can patter out their hasty orisons.​
​No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells;​

​Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs,—​
​The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells;​

​And bugles calling for them from sad shires.​

​What candles may be held to speed them all?​
​Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes​

​Shall shine the holy glimmers of goodbyes.​
​The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall;​

​Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds,​
​And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds.​
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​W.H.​​Auden​

​September 1, 1939​

​I sit in one of the dives​
​On Fifty-second Street​
​Uncertain and afraid​
​As the clever hopes expire​
​Of a low dishonest decade:​
​Waves of anger and fear​
​Circulate over the bright​
​And darkened lands of the earth,​
​Obsessing our private lives;​
​The unmentionable odour of death​
​Offends the September night.​

​Accurate scholarship can​
​Unearth the whole offence​
​From Luther until now​
​That has driven a culture mad,​
​Find what occurred at Linz,​
​What huge imago made​
​A psychopathic god:​
​I and the public know​
​What all schoolchildren learn,​
​Those to whom evil is done​
​Do evil in return.​

​Exiled Thucydides knew​
​All that a speech can say​
​About Democracy,​
​And what dictators do,​
​The elderly rubbish they talk​
​To an apathetic grave;​
​Analysed all in his book,​
​The enlightenment driven away,​
​The habit-forming pain,​
​Mismanagement and grief:​
​We must suffer them all again.​

​Into this neutral air​
​Where blind skyscrapers use​
​Their full height to proclaim​
​The strength of Collective Man,​
​Each language pours its vain​
​Competitive excuse:​
​But who can live for long​
​In an euphoric dream;​
​Out of the mirror they stare,​
​Imperialism's face​
​And the international wrong.​

​. . .​

​Musée des Beaux Arts​

​About suffering they were never wrong,​
​The old Masters:​​how well they understood​
​Its human position: how it takes place​
​While someone else is eating or opening a window or just walking dully along;​
​How, when the aged are reverently, passionately waiting​
​For the miraculous birth, there always must be​
​Children who did not specially want it to happen, skating​
​On a pond at the edge of the wood:​
​They never forgot​
​That even the dreadful martyrdom must run its course​
​Anyhow in a corner, some untidy spot​
​Where the dogs go on with their doggy life and the torturer's horse​
​Scratches its innocent behind on a tree.​

​In​​Breughel's​​Icarus​​, for instance: how everything​​turns away​
​Quite leisurely from the disaster; the ploughman may​
​Have heard the splash, the forsaken cry,​
​But for him it was not an important failure; the sun shone​
​As it had to on the white legs disappearing into the green​
​Water, and the expensive delicate ship that must have seen​
​Something amazing, a boy falling out of the sky,​
​Had somewhere to get to and sailed calmly on.​

​Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone​

​Stop all the clocks,​​cut off the telephone,​
​Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone,​
​Silence the pianos and with muffled drum​
​Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.​

​Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead​
​Scribbling on the sky the message He Is Dead,​
​Put crepe bows round the white necks of the public doves,​
​Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.​

​He was my North, my South, my East and West,​
​My working week and my Sunday rest,​
​My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song;​
​I thought that love would last for ever: I was wrong.​

​The stars are not wanted now: put out every one;​
​Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun;​
​Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood;​
​For nothing now can ever come to any good.​
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​Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night​

​Do not go gentle into that good night,​
​Old age should burn and rave at close of day;​
​Rage, rage against the dying of the light.​

​Though wise men at their end know dark is right,​
​Because their words had forked no lightning they​
​Do not go gentle into that good night.​

​Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright​
​Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,​
​Rage, rage against the dying of the light.​

​Wild men who​​caught and sang the sun in flight,​
​And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,​
​Do not go gentle into that good night.​

​Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight​
​Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,​
​Rage, rage against the dying of the light.​

​And you, my father, there on the sad height,​
​Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.​
​Do not go gentle into that good night.​
​Rage, rage against the dying of the light.​
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​Fern Hill​

​Now​​as I was young and easy under the apple boughs​
​About the lilting house and happy as the grass was green,​

​The night above the dingle starry,​
​Time let me hail and climb​

​Golden in the heydays of his eyes,​
​And honoured among wagons I was prince of the apple towns​
​And once below a time I lordly had the trees and leaves​

​Trail with daisies and barley​
​Down the rivers of the windfall light.​

​And as I was green and carefree, famous among the barns​
​About the happy yard and singing as the farm was home,​

​In the sun that is young once only,​
​Time let me play and be​

​Golden in the mercy of his means,​
​And green and golden I was huntsman and herdsman, the calves​
​Sang to my horn, the foxes on the hills barked clear and cold,​

​And the sabbath rang slowly​
​In the pebbles of the holy streams.​

​All the sun long it was running, it was lovely, the hay​
​Fields high as the house, the tunes from the chimneys, it was air​

​And playing, lovely and watery​
​And fire green as grass.​

​And nightly under the simple stars​
​As I rode to sleep the owls were bearing the farm away,​
​All the moon long I heard, blessed among stables, the nightjars​

​Flying with the ricks, and the horses​
​Flashing into the dark.​

​And then to awake, and the farm, like a wanderer white​
​With the dew, come back, the cock on his shoulder: it was all​

​Shining, it was Adam and maiden,​
​The sky gathered again​

​And the sun grew round that very day.​
​So it must have been after the birth of the simple light​
​In the first, spinning place, the spellbound horses walking warm​

​Out of the whinnying green stable​
​On to the fields of praise.​

​And honoured among foxes and pheasants by the gay house​
​Under the new made clouds and happy as the heart was long,​

​In the sun born over and over,​
​I ran my heedless ways,​

​My wishes raced through the house high hay​
​And nothing I cared, at my sky blue trades, that time allows​
​In all his tuneful turning so few and such morning songs​

​Before the children green and golden​
​Follow him out of grace,​

​Nothing I cared, in the lamb white days, that time would take me​
​Up to the swallow thronged loft by the shadow of my hand,​

​In the moon that is always rising,​
​Nor that riding to sleep​

​I should hear him fly with the high fields​
​And wake to the farm forever fled from the childless land.​
​Oh as I was young and easy in the mercy of his means,​

​Time held me green and dying​
​Though I sang in my chains like the sea.​
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