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Virtue, Vice & Verse

The purpose of this pack is to reaffirm 
and develop your knowledge and 
understanding of the character virtues, 
with particular reference to the virtues in 
focus on the right. 

A virtue is a positive quality of character 
which we admire in people and which 
helps them to live well as a human being. 

You will study poems by well-known 
poets.  These poems were selected 
for their power to delight, enchant, 
inspire and provoke your reflection and 
emotional response.  We invite you to 
read each poem aloud, listen to its musical 
qualities, visualise its images, and to 
consider how it makes you feel and why.

Each poem provides you with vicarious 
experience(s) that enable you to walk 
in the shoes of others, to feel with them 
and perhaps to feel for them.  The poet’s 
selection of imagery, word choice, rhythm 
and meter work together to evoke an 
emotional experience. You will be asked 
to consider why these emotions matter 
and how they connect us as human 
beings across time and place.

Virtues 
In Focus: 
• Temperance
• Honesty
• Kindness and Compassion
• Love and Friendship
• Courage

Vices:
• Greed
• Excess
• Vanity
• Anger
• Arrogance
• Lying
• Cheating
• Dishonesty

• Unkindness
• Hatred
• Animosity
• Apathy
• Selfishness
• Indifference
• Cowardice

Virtue,
Vice &
Verse

The activities and homework tasks are based around 
the virtue in focus and each poem. Some poems focus 
on vices, or bad qualities of character, as much as on 
virtues.  In short, the exercises invite you to explore 
your feelings at the heart of virtue, vice and verse. 
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Courage
Definition: Having the strength and will to 
know what you should do even though you 
may be afraid.

Courage is standing up for 
what you believe in, or doing 
what you know you should do, 
even when you face opposition 
and challenge.

Related Virtues: 
Fortitude, Bravery, Justice, Fearlessness, 
Integrity

Vices: 
Cowardice, Selfishness, Indifference

Honesty
Definition: To be truthful and sincere with 
others and yourself; to not knowingly deceive 
someone.

Honesty is facing the truth 
about yourself and other people 
and not deceiving oneself with 
what is not true. Honesty is 
a moral virtue demonstrated 
by telling the truth, showing 
sincerity and humility, and not 
indulging in theft or cheating.

Related Virtues: 
Integrity, Truthfulness, Trust, Loyalty, Fairness

Vices: 
Lying, Cheating, Dishonesty

Kindness & 
Compassion
Definition: Being sympathetic, generous and 
considerate to others, particularly when they 
suffer misfortune.

Kindness and compassion 
are being sympathetic, 
generous and considerate 
to others, particularly when 
they suffer misfortune; 
showing concern for 
another.

Related Virtues: 
Humility, Integrity, Sympathy, Love

Vices: 
Unkindness, Hatred, Animosity

Here you are given a 
short definition for 
each of the virtues 
in focus. As you work 
your way through this 
anthology, write your 
own definition for each 
virtue and for each vice 
that you encounter in 
each poem.
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Love and 
Friendship
Definition: To feel and to show great affection 
for another person or group of people; a settled 
disposition to do good to and for others.

Love and friendship are the 
showing of great affection 
for another person or group, 
and the desire to do good for 
others. 

Related Virtues: 
Charity, Service, Compassion, Kindness

Vices: 
Hatred, Apathy, Selfishness, Indifference

Temperance
Definition: To demonstrate self-control 
or moderation in tempting or demanding 
circumstances.

Temperance is usually defined 
by what someone does not 
do, or refrains from doing, 
rather than what they do. 
It is the virtue of restraint. 
But restraint can also be 
demonstrated in the form of 
forgiveness, non-violence, 
modesty, humility and self-
discipline.

Related Virtues:  
Humility, Prudence, Forgiveness, Self-discipline

Vices: 
Greed, Excess, Vanity, Anger, Arrogance
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The Shooting of Dan McGrew
By Robert Service

A bunch of the boys were whooping it up in the Malamute saloon;
The kid that handles the music-box was hitting a jag-time tune;

Back of the bar, in a solo game, sat Dangerous Dan McGrew,
And watching his luck was his light-o’-love, the lady that’s known as Lou.

When out of the night, which was fifty below, and into the din and the glare,
There stumbled a miner fresh from the creeks, dog-dirty, and loaded for bear.

He looked like a man with a foot in the grave and scarcely the strength of a louse,
Yet he tilted a poke of dust on the bar, and he called for drinks for the house.

There was none could place the stranger’s face, though we searched ourselves for a clue;
But we drank his health, and the last to drink was Dangerous Dan McGrew.

There’s men that somehow just grip your eyes, and hold them hard like a spell;
And such was he, and he looked to me like a man who had lived in hell;
With a face most hair, and the dreary stare of a dog whose day is done,
As he watered the green stuff in his glass, and the drops fell one by one.

Then I got to figgering who he was, and wondering what he’d do,
And I turned my head — and there watching him was the lady that’s known as Lou.

His eyes went rubbering round the room, and he seemed in a kind of daze,
Till at last that old piano fell in the way of his wandering gaze.

The rag-time kid was having a drink; there was no one else on the stool,
So the stranger stumbles across the room, and flops down there like a fool.

In a buckskin shirt that was glazed with dirt he sat, and I saw him sway;
Then he clutched the keys with his talon hands — my God! but that man could play.

Were you ever out in the Great Alone, when the moon was awful clear,
And the icy mountains hemmed you in with a silence you most could hear;

With only the howl of a timber wolf, and you camped there in the cold,
A half-dead thing in a stark, dead world, clean mad for the muck called gold;

While high overhead, green, yellow and red, the North Lights swept in bars? —
Then you’ve a hunch what the music meant. . . hunger and night and the stars.

And hunger not of the belly kind, that’s banished with bacon and beans,
But the gnawing hunger of lonely men for a home and all that it means;

5
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For a fireside far from the cares that are, four walls and a roof above;
But oh! so cramful of cosy joy, and crowned with a woman’s love —
A woman dearer than all the world, and true as Heaven is true —

(God! how ghastly she looks through her rouge, — the lady that’s known as Lou.)

Then on a sudden the music changed, so soft that you scarce could hear;
But you felt that your life had been looted clean of all that it once held dear;

That someone had stolen the woman you loved; that her love was a devil’s lie;
That your guts were gone, and the best for you was to crawl away and die.

‘Twas the crowning cry of a heart’s despair, and it thrilled you through and through —
“I guess I’ll make it a spread misere”, said Dangerous Dan McGrew.

The music almost died away ... then it burst like a pent-up flood;
And it seemed to say, “Repay, repay,” and my eyes were blind with blood.

The thought came back of an ancient wrong, and it stung like a frozen lash,
And the lust awoke to kill, to kill ... then the music stopped with a crash,

And the stranger turned, and his eyes they burned in a most peculiar way;
In a buckskin shirt that was glazed with dirt he sat, and I saw him sway;

Then his lips went in in a kind of grin, and he spoke, and his voice was calm,
And “Boys,” says he, “you don’t know me, and none of you care a damn;

But I want to state, and my words are straight, and I’ll bet my poke they’re true,
That one of you is a hound of hell. . .and that one is Dan McGrew.”

Then I ducked my head, and the lights went out, and two guns blazed in the dark,
And a woman screamed, and the lights went up, and two men lay stiff and stark.

Pitched on his head, and pumped full of lead, was Dangerous Dan McGrew,
While the man from the creeks lay clutched to the breast of the lady that’s known as Lou.

These are the simple facts of the case, and I guess I ought to know.
They say that the stranger was crazed with “hooch,” and I’m not denying it’s so.

I’m not so wise as the lawyer guys, but strictly between us two —
The woman that kissed him and — pinched his poke — was the lady that’s known as Lou.

6
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The Shooting  
of Dan McGrew

Activities:

Activity 1: 
List the virtues and vices that you can find in the poem.

Virtues Vices

Activity 2: 
In the space below, write how reading the poem made you feel and why. Use as much descriptive 
language from the poem as possible (images, word choice, figures of speech) that awaken these feelings.
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Activity 3: 
In groups, discuss the section of ‘The Shooting of Dan McGrew’ assigned to you. Prepare to act 
out the section of the poem assigned to you. How are you going to portray each character? What 
emotions do you think they are feeling in this section of the poem?

Homework/Extension Activity: 
Re-read the poem. If you had written the poem yourself, how would you have ended the poem? 
Re-write the last 3 stanzas from the perspective of Dan, Lou, or the stranger, so that the poem ends 
differently, but with a focus on one of the following virtues.

Empathy Humility Courage



Virtue, Vice & Verse The Jubilee Centre            9             

Goblin Market 
By Christina Rosetti

Morning and evening 
Maids heard the goblins cry: 

“Come buy our orchard fruits, 
Come buy, come buy: 
Apples and quinces, 

Lemons and oranges, 
Plump unpeck’d cherries, 
Melons and raspberries, 

Bloom-down-cheek’d peaches, 
Swart-headed mulberries, 

Wild free-born cranberries, 
Crab-apples, dewberries, 
Pine-apples, blackberries, 
Apricots, strawberries;— 

All ripe together 
In summer weather,— 

Morns that pass by, 
Fair eves that fly; 

Come buy, come buy: 
Our grapes fresh from the vine, 

Pomegranates full and fine, 
Dates and sharp bullaces, 

Rare pears and greengages, 
Damsons and bilberries, 

Taste them and try: 
Currants and gooseberries, 
Bright-fire-like barberries, 

Figs to fill your mouth, 
Citrons from the South, 

Sweet to tongue and sound to eye; 
Come buy, come buy.” 

Evening by evening 
Among the brookside rushes, 
Laura bow’d her head to hear, 

Lizzie veil’d her blushes: 

Crouching close together 
In the cooling weather, 

With clasping arms and cautioning lips, 
With tingling cheeks and finger tips. 

“Lie close,” Laura said, 
Pricking up her golden head: 

“We must not look at goblin men, 
We must not buy their fruits: 

Who knows upon what soil they fed 
Their hungry thirsty roots?” 
“Come buy,” call the goblins 

Hobbling down the glen. 

“Oh,” cried Lizzie, “Laura, Laura, 
You should not peep at goblin men.” 

Lizzie cover’d up her eyes, 
Cover’d close lest they should look; 

Laura rear’d her glossy head, 
And whisper’d like the restless brook: 

“Look, Lizzie, look, Lizzie, 
Down the glen tramp little men. 

One hauls a basket, 
One bears a plate, 

One lugs a golden dish 
Of many pounds weight. 

How fair the vine must grow 
Whose grapes are so luscious; 

How warm the wind must blow 
Through those fruit bushes.” 
“No,” said Lizzie, “No, no, no; 

Their offers should not charm us, 
Their evil gifts would harm us.” 

She thrust a dimpled finger 
In each ear, shut eyes and ran: 
Curious Laura chose to linger 

Wondering at each merchant man. 

abridged(               )

9
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One had a cat’s face, 
One whisk’d a tail, 

One tramp’d at a rat’s pace, 
One crawl’d like a snail, 

One like a wombat prowl’d obtuse and 
furry, 

One like a ratel tumbled hurry skurry. 
She heard a voice like voice of doves 

Cooing all together: 
They sounded kind and full of loves 

In the pleasant weather. 

Laura stretch’d her gleaming neck 
Like a rush-imbedded swan, 

Like a lily from the beck, 
Like a moonlit poplar branch, 

Like a vessel at the launch 
When its last restraint is gone. 

…

But sweet-tooth Laura spoke in haste: 
“Good folk, I have no coin; 

To take were to purloin: 
I have no copper in my purse, 

I have no silver either, 
And all my gold is on the furze 
That shakes in windy weather 

Above the rusty heather.” 
“You have much gold upon your head,” 

They answer’d all together: 
“Buy from us with a golden curl.” 
She clipp’d a precious golden lock, 

She dropp’d a tear more rare than pearl, 
Then suck’d their fruit globes fair or red: 

Sweeter than honey from the rock, 
Stronger than man-rejoicing wine, 
Clearer than water flow’d that juice; 

She never tasted such before, 
How should it cloy with length of use? 

She suck’d and suck’d and suck’d the more 
Fruits which that unknown orchard bore; 

She suck’d until her lips were sore; 
Then flung the emptied rinds away 

But gather’d up one kernel stone, 
And knew not was it night or day 

As she turn’d home alone. 

…

Early in the morning 
When the first cock crow’d his warning, 

Neat like bees, as sweet and busy, 
Laura rose with Lizzie: 

Fetch’d in honey, milk’d the cows, 
Air’d and set to rights the house, 
Kneaded cakes of whitest wheat, 
Cakes for dainty mouths to eat, 

Next churn’d butter, whipp’d up cream, 
Fed their poultry, sat and sew’d; 

Talk’d as modest maidens should: 
Lizzie with an open heart, 
Laura in an absent dream, 

One content, one sick in part; 
One warbling for the mere bright day’s 

delight, 
One longing for the night. 

…

Day after day, night after night, 
Laura kept watch in vain 

In sullen silence of exceeding pain. 
She never caught again the goblin cry: 

“Come buy, come buy;”— 
She never spied the goblin men 

Hawking their fruits along the glen: 
But when the noon wax’d bright 

Her hair grew thin and grey; 
She dwindled, as the fair full moon doth 

turn 
To swift decay and burn 

Her fire away. 

…

Tender Lizzie could not bear 
To watch her sister’s cankerous care 

10
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Yet not to share. 
She night and morning 
Caught the goblins’ cry: 

“Come buy our orchard fruits, 
Come buy, come buy;”— 

Beside the brook, along the glen, 
She heard the tramp of goblin men, 

The yoke and stir 
Poor Laura could not hear; 

Long’d to buy fruit to comfort her, 
But fear’d to pay too dear. 

She thought of Jeanie in her grave, 
Who should have been a bride; 

But who for joys brides hope to have 
Fell sick and died 
In her gay prime, 

In earliest winter time 
With the first glazing rime, 

With the first snow-fall of crisp winter time. 

Till Laura dwindling 
Seem’d knocking at Death’s door: 

Then Lizzie weigh’d no more 
Better and worse; 

But put a silver penny in her purse, 
Kiss’d Laura, cross’d the heath with clumps 

of furze 
At twilight, halted by the brook: 
And for the first time in her life 

Began to listen and look. 

…

Life out of death. 
That night long Lizzie watch’d by her, 

Counted her pulse’s flagging stir, 
Felt for her breath, 

Held water to her lips, and cool’d her face 
With tears and fanning leaves: 

But when the first birds chirp’d about their 
eaves, 

And early reapers plodded to the place 
Of golden sheaves, 
And dew-wet grass 

Bow’d in the morning winds so brisk to pass, 
And new buds with new day 

Open’d of cup-like lilies on the stream, 
Laura awoke as from a dream, 

Laugh’d in the innocent old way, 
Hugg’d Lizzie but not twice or thrice; 

Her gleaming locks show’d not one thread 
of grey, 

Her breath was sweet as May 
And light danced in her eyes. 

Days, weeks, months, years 
Afterwards, when both were wives 

With children of their own; 
Their mother-hearts beset with fears, 
Their lives bound up in tender lives; 

Laura would call the little ones 
And tell them of her early prime, 

Those pleasant days long gone 
Of not-returning time: 

Would talk about the haunted glen, 
The wicked, quaint fruit-merchant men, 

Their fruits like honey to the throat 
But poison in the blood; 

(Men sell not such in any town): 
Would tell them how her sister stood 

In deadly peril to do her good, 
And win the fiery antidote: 

Then joining hands to little hands 
Would bid them cling together, 

“For there is no friend like a sister 
In calm or stormy weather; 

To cheer one on the tedious way, 
To fetch one if one goes astray, 
To lift one if one totters down, 

To strengthen whilst one stands.”

11
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Goblin 
Market

Activities:

Activity 1: 
In the space below, write how reading the poem made you feel and why. Use as much descriptive 
language from the poem as possible (images, word choice, figures of speech) that awaken these feelings.

Activity 2: 
In your group, discuss one part of the poem, above. Highlight the words and themes that depict 
either virtue or vice within the poem. What are these virtues and/or vices? Be prepared to share your 
discussion with the rest of the class.

Homework/Extension Activity: 
Read the complete version of the poem see page 25. Write your own poem on one of the virtues and/
or vices discussed during the lesson.
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Mirror 
By Sylvia Plath

I am silver and exact. I have no preconceptions.
What ever you see I swallow immediately
Just as it is, unmisted by love or dislike.

I am not cruel, only truthful---
The eye of a little god, four-cornered.

Most of the time I meditate on the opposite wall.
It is pink, with speckles. I have looked at it so long

I think it is a part of my heart. But it flickers.
Faces and darkness separate us over and over.

Now I am a lake. A woman bends over me,
Searching my reaches for what she really is.

Then she turns to those liars, the candles or the moon.
I see her back, and reflect it faithfully.

She rewards me with tears and an agitation of hands.
I am important to her. She comes and goes.

Each morning it is her face that replaces the darkness.
In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me an old woman

Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible fish.

13
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Mirror
Activities:

Activity 1: 
In the space below, write how reading the poem made you feel and why. Use as much descriptive lan-
guage from the poem as possible (images, word choice, figures of speech) that awaken these feelings.

Activity 2: 
On your own, read ‘Mirror’ again. Write down what you think the messages of the poem are. Consid-
er what ‘truth’ (or ‘illusion’) means in the context of the poem.

Homework/Extension Activity: 
It is important to be truthful. Being truthful builds trust. In relation to the poem discussed in the 
lesson, what are the difficulties of being truthful? Write about an occasion where being truthful may 
not be an advantage.
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To You
By Walt Whitman

Stranger, if you passing meet me and desire to speak to me, 
why should you not speak to me?

And why should I not speak to you?

15
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To You
Activities:

Activity 1: 
In the space below, write how reading the poem made you feel and why. Use as much descriptive lan-
guage from the poems as possible (images, word choice, figures of speech) that awaken these feelings.

Activity 2: 
Speak to someone in your class who you rarely speak to. Were you kind to them? Write down what 
you felt when you spoke to someone new. 

Homework/Extension Activity: 
Pick two poems from this anthology (use the ‘additional poems’ as well as the main ones studied). 
Compare and contrast the representations of kindness and/or compassion, based on the definitions 
given in class. How effective (or not) are the poems selected at conveying kindness?
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The Clod and the Pebble

Love and Friendship

By William Blake

By Emily Bronte

“Love seeketh not itself to please,
Nor for itself hath any care,

But for another gives its ease,
And builds a Heaven in Hell’s despair.”

So sung a little Clod of Clay
Trodden with the cattle’s feet,

But a Pebble of the brook
Warbled out these metres meet:

“Love seeketh only self to please,
To bind another to its delight,
Joys in another’s loss of ease,

And builds a Hell in Heaven’s despite”.

Love is like the wild rose-briar,
Friendship like the holly-tree—

The holly is dark when the rose-briar blooms
But which will bloom most constantly?

The wild rose-briar is sweet in spring,
Its summer blossoms scent the air;

Yet wait till winter comes again
And who will call the wild-briar fair?

Then scorn the silly rose-wreath now
And deck thee with the holly’s sheen,

That when December blights thy brow
He still may leave thy garland green.

17
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The Clod & the Pebble
Love & Friendship
Activities:

Activity 1: 
In the space below, write how reading the poems made you feel and why. Use as much descriptive 
language from the poems as possible (images, word choice, figures of speech) that awaken these feelings.

Activity 2: 
In your group, read ‘The Clod and the Pebble’ & ‘Love and Friendship’ again. How does each poet 
discuss ‘love’ in each poem? Love can be defined as ‘to feel and show great affection for another per-
son or group of people’. How can this definition of love be ascribed to these poems?

Homework/Extension Activity: 
What are the contrasting concepts of love and friendship that can be seen in the Blake poem?  
How do they differ from the definition discussed during the lesson?
Write your own version of ‘Love and Friendship’ comparing and contrasting the two.



Virtue, Vice & Verse The Jubilee Centre            19             

Dulce et Decorum Est
By Wilfred Owen

Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,

Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs,
And towards our distant rest began to trudge.

Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots,
But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;

Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots
Of gas-shells dropping softly behind.

Gas! GAS! Quick, boys!—An ecstasy of fumbling
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time,

But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
And flound’ring like a man in fire or lime.—

Dim through the misty panes and thick green light,
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.

In all my dreams before my helpless sight,
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.

If in some smothering dreams, you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,

And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a devil’s sick of sin;
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood

Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud

Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,—
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest

To children ardent for some desperate glory,
The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est

Pro patria mori.

19
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Dulce et  
Decorum Est

Activities:

Activity 1: 
In the space below, write how reading the poem made you feel and why. Use as much descriptive 
language from the poem as possible (images, word choice, figures of speech) that awaken these feelings.

Activity 2: 
In your group, discuss ‘Dulce Et Decorum Est’ and the virtue assigned to you. How is that virtue 
portrayed in the poem? What is the relevance of portraying that virtue?

Homework/Extension Activity: 
Source one or two more war poems, written either by Wilfred Owen or his peers.  Source poems that 
have a moral message. What is that message? Is there a moral meaning to the poems that you have 
sourced (at least two other poems)?
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Glossary
The Shooting of Dan McGrew
‘jag’ – a bout of unrestrained or excessive indulgence in alcohol or drugs, or in a particular 
emotion or activity. 

‘jag-time’ – a play on the word ‘ragtime’ which is a style of music evolved by black American 
musicians in the 1890’s, especially on the piano, characterised by jaunty rhythms. 

‘solo’ – solo refers to the card game Solo Whist, a four player trick-taking card game.  

‘loaded for bear’ – fully prepared for any eventuality, especially a confrontation or challenge. 

‘poke’ – a small sack used to carry around gold dust and nuggets. 

‘rubbering’ – gazing, gaping. 

‘buckskin’ – the skin of a deer or buck (male deer). 

‘rouge’ – red cosmetics for colouring the cheeks or lips, such as blusher or lipstick. 

‘spread misere’ – a reference to ‘Misére Ouverte’, a bid in the game of Solo Whist where one player 
thinks they will win no tricks with their hand placed face up on the table after the first trick is complete.

Goblin Market
‘quince’ – a hard, acidic pear-shaped fruit used in preserves or as flavouring.

‘unpeck’d’ – not tampered with by animals, especially birds.

‘bullaces’ - a thorny shrub or small tree with small purple-black plum-like fruits. The damson is a 
cultivated form.

‘barberries’ – the red fruit of the barberry shrub.

‘Citrons’ – a pale-yellow fruit resembling the lemon but larger and with a thicker rind.

‘brookside’ – by the side of a small stream.

‘glen’ – a narrow valley.

‘merchant’ – a person involved in wholesale trade, the supplying of goods.

‘imbedded’ – surrounded or enveloped within something larger.

‘beck’- a brook, especially a swiftly running stream with steep banks.

‘poplar’ – a rapidly growing tree, usually characterised by a column-like manner of growth of its branches.   
‘vessel’ – a ship.  
‘troop’d’ – to troop is to walk in large numbers, usually at a slow and steady pace.
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‘purloin’ – steal.

‘furze’ – another term for ‘gorse’, a yellow-flowered shrub. 

‘cloy’ – disgust or sicken with an excess of sweetness, richness, or sentiment.

‘kernel’ – the inner, usually edible seed of a nut or fruit stone.

‘upbraidings’ – to upbraid is to find fault with or scold someone.

‘bower’ – a pleasant shady place under trees. 

‘flag’ – any of the various plants with long, sword-shaped leaves.

‘crag’ – a steep, rugged rock.

‘iterated’ – to utter or do something repeatedly.

‘discerning’ – to perceive by sight or some other sense; to recognise or apprehend.

‘whisking’ – to sweep, pass, or go lightly and rapidly.

‘succous’ – juicy; full of sap.

‘cankerous’ – resembling canker: something that corrodes, corrupts, destroys, or irritates.

‘yoke’ – a device used to join together draft animals in order to pull a plough or vehicle; a symbol 
of servitude or slavery; a bond or tie.

‘rime’ – a cover of frost.

‘heath’ – open and uncultivated land.

‘pannier’ – a basket for carrying goods.

‘parleying’ – a discussion or conference.

‘pates’ – the ‘pate’ is the crown or top of the head.

‘demurring’ – the act of making objections.

‘Cross-grain’d’ – stubborn; perverse.

‘wax’d’ – to wax is to become larger, more powerful.

‘obstreperously’ – resisting control or restraint in a difficult manner.

‘hoary’ – ancient.

‘beleaguer’d’ – to ‘beleaguer’ is to surround or best, as with troubles or military forces.

‘sultry’ – oppressively hot and close or moist; sweltering.

‘drouth’ – an archaic word for ‘drought’, a period of dry weather.

‘overbore’ – past tense of ‘overbear’, to overcome or overwhelm. 

‘waterspout’ – a rotating column of water and spray formed by a whirlwind occurring over the 
sea or other body of water.

‘eaves’ – an overhanging edge, usually of a roof. 
‘reapers’ – a person who cuts standing grain with a sickle or other tool.

‘sheaves’ – bundles in which cereal plants are bound after reaping.
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‘preconceptions’ – an opinion formed beforehand; bias.

The Clod and the Pebble
‘seeketh’ – archaic use of the word ‘seek’.

‘hath’ – archaic use of the word ‘have’.

‘Clod’ – a lump or mass, especially of earth or clay.

‘metres’ – ‘meter’ is a poetic measure; arrangement of words in regularly measured, patterned, or 
rhythmic lines or verses.

‘despite’ – contemptuous treatment; insult; malice, hatred, or spite.

Love and Friendship
‘blights’ – to destroy; ruin; to cause to wither or decay; blast.

‘garland’ – a wreath of flowers or the like worn for ornament or decoration. 

Dulce et Decorum Est
‘ecstasy’ – an overpowering emotion or exaltation; a state of sudden, intense feeling. 

‘flound’ring’ – ‘floundering’ is to struggle with stumbling movements.

‘lime’ – a white or greyish-white, odourless, lumpy solid obtained from calcium carbonate, 
limestone, or oyster shells: used chiefly in mortars, plasters, cements and bleaching powder.

‘guttering’ – unconventional use of the word ‘guttering’ which refers to a system of gutters. What 
the word evokes however is the image of a soldier gargling and choking, making the noise a 
drain/gutter might make. 

‘Obscene’ – offensive to morality or decency; indecent; depraved.

‘cud’ – the portion of food that animals like cows and sheep regurgitate from their first stomach 
to chew again.

‘zest’ – hearty enjoyment; gusto.

‘Dulce et decorum est Pro patria mori’ – a line from the Roman lyrical poet Horace’s Odes which 
translates as: “It is sweet and proper to die for one’s country.
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Morning and evening 
Maids heard the goblins cry: 

“Come buy our orchard fruits, 
Come buy, come buy: 
Apples and quinces, 

Lemons and oranges, 
Plump unpeck’d cherries, 
Melons and raspberries, 

Bloom-down-cheek’d peaches, 
Swart-headed mulberries, 

Wild free-born cranberries, 
Crab-apples, dewberries, 
Pine-apples, blackberries, 
Apricots, strawberries;— 

All ripe together 
In summer weather,— 

Morns that pass by, 
Fair eves that fly; 

Come buy, come buy: 
Our grapes fresh from the vine, 

Pomegranates full and fine, 
Dates and sharp bullaces, 

Rare pears and greengages, 
Damsons and bilberries, 

Taste them and try: 
Currants and gooseberries, 
Bright-fire-like barberries, 

Figs to fill your mouth, 
Citrons from the South, 

Sweet to tongue and sound to eye; 
Come buy, come buy.” 

Evening by evening 
Among the brookside rushes, 
Laura bow’d her head to hear, 

Lizzie veil’d her blushes: 
Crouching close together 
In the cooling weather, 

With clasping arms and cautioning lips, 
With tingling cheeks and finger tips. 

“Lie close,” Laura said, 
Pricking up her golden head: 

“We must not look at goblin men, 
We must not buy their fruits: 

Who knows upon what soil they fed 
Their hungry thirsty roots?” 
“Come buy,” call the goblins 

Hobbling down the glen. 

“Oh,” cried Lizzie, “Laura, Laura, 
You should not peep at goblin men.” 

Lizzie cover’d up her eyes, 
Cover’d close lest they should look; 

Laura rear’d her glossy head, 
And whisper’d like the restless brook: 

“Look, Lizzie, look, Lizzie, 
Down the glen tramp little men. 

One hauls a basket, 
One bears a plate, 

One lugs a golden dish 
Of many pounds weight. 

How fair the vine must grow 
Whose grapes are so luscious; 

Goblin Market
Suggested Additional Poems

By Christina Rosetti
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How warm the wind must blow 
Through those fruit bushes.” 
“No,” said Lizzie, “No, no, no; 

Their offers should not charm us, 
Their evil gifts would harm us.” 

She thrust a dimpled finger 
In each ear, shut eyes and ran: 
Curious Laura chose to linger 

Wondering at each merchant man. 
One had a cat’s face, 
One whisk’d a tail, 

One tramp’d at a rat’s pace, 
One crawl’d like a snail, 

One like a wombat prowl’d obtuse and 
furry, 

One like a ratel tumbled hurry skurry. 
She heard a voice like voice of doves 

Cooing all together: 
They sounded kind and full of loves 

In the pleasant weather. 

Laura stretch’d her gleaming neck 
Like a rush-imbedded swan, 

Like a lily from the beck, 
Like a moonlit poplar branch, 

Like a vessel at the launch 
When its last restraint is gone. 

Backwards up the mossy glen 
Turn’d and troop’d the goblin men, 

With their shrill repeated cry, 
“Come buy, come buy.” 

When they reach’d where Laura was 
They stood stock still upon the moss, 

Leering at each other, 
Brother with queer brother; 

Signalling each other, 
Brother with sly brother. 
One set his basket down, 

One rear’d his plate; 

One began to weave a crown 
Of tendrils, leaves, and rough nuts brown 

(Men sell not such in any town); 
One heav’d the golden weight 
Of dish and fruit to offer her: 

“Come buy, come buy,” was still their cry. 
Laura stared but did not stir, 
Long’d but had no money: 

The whisk-tail’d merchant bade her taste 
In tones as smooth as honey, 

The cat-faced purr’d, 
The rat-faced spoke a word 

Of welcome, and the snail-paced even was 
heard; 

One parrot-voiced and jolly 
Cried “Pretty Goblin” still for “Pretty Pol-

ly;”— 
One whistled like a bird. 

But sweet-tooth Laura spoke in haste: 
“Good folk, I have no coin; 

To take were to purloin: 
I have no copper in my purse, 

I have no silver either, 
And all my gold is on the furze 
That shakes in windy weather 

Above the rusty heather.” 
“You have much gold upon your head,” 

They answer’d all together: 
“Buy from us with a golden curl.” 
She clipp’d a precious golden lock, 

She dropp’d a tear more rare than pearl, 
Then suck’d their fruit globes fair or red: 

Sweeter than honey from the rock, 
Stronger than man-rejoicing wine, 
Clearer than water flow’d that juice; 

She never tasted such before, 
How should it cloy with length of use? 

She suck’d and suck’d and suck’d the more 
Fruits which that unknown orchard bore; 
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She suck’d until her lips were sore; 
Then flung the emptied rinds away 
But gather’d up one kernel stone, 
And knew not was it night or day 

As she turn’d home alone. 

Lizzie met her at the gate 
Full of wise upbraidings: 

“Dear, you should not stay so late, 
Twilight is not good for maidens; 

Should not loiter in the glen 
In the haunts of goblin men. 

Do you not remember Jeanie, 
How she met them in the moonlight, 

Took their gifts both choice and many, 
Ate their fruits and wore their flowers 

Pluck’d from bowers 
Where summer ripens at all hours? 

But ever in the noonlight 
She pined and pined away; 

Sought them by night and day, 
Found them no more, but dwindled and 

grew grey; 
Then fell with the first snow, 

While to this day no grass will grow 
Where she lies low: 

I planted daisies there a year ago 
That never blow. 

You should not loiter so.” 
“Nay, hush,” said Laura: 
“Nay, hush, my sister: 
I ate and ate my fill, 

Yet my mouth waters still; 
To-morrow night I will 

Buy more;” and kiss’d her: 
“Have done with sorrow; 

I’ll bring you plums to-morrow 
Fresh on their mother twigs, 

Cherries worth getting; 
You cannot think what figs 

My teeth have met in, 
What melons icy-cold 
Piled on a dish of gold 

Too huge for me to hold, 
What peaches with a velvet nap, 

Pellucid grapes without one seed: 
Odorous indeed must be the mead 

Whereon they grow, and pure the wave 
they drink 

With lilies at the brink, 
And sugar-sweet their sap.” 

Golden head by golden head, 
Like two pigeons in one nest 
Folded in each other’s wings, 

They lay down in their curtain’d bed: 
Like two blossoms on one stem, 

Like two flakes of new-fall’n snow, 
Like two wands of ivory 

Tipp’d with gold for awful kings. 
Moon and stars gaz’d in at them, 

Wind sang to them lullaby, 
Lumbering owls forbore to fly, 

Not a bat flapp’d to and fro 
Round their rest: 

Cheek to cheek and breast to breast 
Lock’d together in one nest. 

Early in the morning 
When the first cock crow’d his warning, 

Neat like bees, as sweet and busy, 
Laura rose with Lizzie: 

Fetch’d in honey, milk’d the cows, 
Air’d and set to rights the house, 
Kneaded cakes of whitest wheat, 
Cakes for dainty mouths to eat, 

Next churn’d butter, whipp’d up cream, 
Fed their poultry, sat and sew’d; 

Talk’d as modest maidens should: 
Lizzie with an open heart, 
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Laura in an absent dream, 
One content, one sick in part; 

One warbling for the mere bright day’s 
delight, 

One longing for the night. 

At length slow evening came: 
They went with pitchers to the reedy brook; 

Lizzie most placid in her look, 
Laura most like a leaping flame. 

They drew the gurgling water from its deep; 
Lizzie pluck’d purple and rich golden flags, 
Then turning homeward said: “The sunset 

flushes 
Those furthest loftiest crags; 

Come, Laura, not another maiden lags. 
No wilful squirrel wags, 

The beasts and birds are fast asleep.” 
But Laura loiter’d still among the rushes 

And said the bank was steep. 

And said the hour was early still 
The dew not fall’n, the wind not chill; 

Listening ever, but not catching 
The customary cry, 

“Come buy, come buy,” 
With its iterated jingle 
Of sugar-baited words: 
Not for all her watching 

Once discerning even one goblin 
Racing, whisking, tumbling, hobbling; 

Let alone the herds 
That used to tramp along the glen, 

In groups or single, 
Of brisk fruit-merchant men. 

Till Lizzie urged, “O Laura, come; 
I hear the fruit-call but I dare not look: 

You should not loiter longer at this brook: 
Come with me home. 

The stars rise, the moon bends her arc, 
Each glowworm winks her spark, 

Let us get home before the night grows 
dark: 

For clouds may gather 
Though this is summer weather, 

Put out the lights and drench us through; 
Then if we lost our way what should we 

do?” 

Laura turn’d cold as stone 
To find her sister heard that cry alone, 

That goblin cry, 
“Come buy our fruits, come buy.” 

Must she then buy no more such dainty 
fruit? 

Must she no more such succous pasture 
find, 

Gone deaf and blind? 
Her tree of life droop’d from the root: 

She said not one word in her heart’s sore 
ache; 

But peering thro’ the dimness, nought 
discerning, 

Trudg’d home, her pitcher dripping all the 
way; 

So crept to bed, and lay 
Silent till Lizzie slept; 

Then sat up in a passionate yearning, 
And gnash’d her teeth for baulk’d desire, 

and wept 
As if her heart would break. 

Day after day, night after night, 
Laura kept watch in vain 

In sullen silence of exceeding pain. 
She never caught again the goblin cry: 

“Come buy, come buy;”— 
She never spied the goblin men 

Hawking their fruits along the glen: 
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But when the noon wax’d bright 
Her hair grew thin and grey; 

She dwindled, as the fair full moon doth 
turn 

To swift decay and burn 
Her fire away. 

One day remembering her kernel-stone 
She set it by a wall that faced the south; 

Dew’d it with tears, hoped for a root, 
Watch’d for a waxing shoot, 

But there came none; 
It never saw the sun, 

It never felt the trickling moisture run: 
While with sunk eyes and faded mouth 
She dream’d of melons, as a traveller sees 

False waves in desert drouth 
With shade of leaf-crown’d trees, 

And burns the thirstier in the sandful 
breeze. 

She no more swept the house, 
Tended the fowls or cows, 

Fetch’d honey, kneaded cakes of wheat, 
Brought water from the brook: 

But sat down listless in the chimney-nook 
And would not eat. 

Tender Lizzie could not bear 
To watch her sister’s cankerous care 

Yet not to share. 
She night and morning 
Caught the goblins’ cry: 

“Come buy our orchard fruits, 
Come buy, come buy;”— 

Beside the brook, along the glen, 
She heard the tramp of goblin men, 

The yoke and stir 
Poor Laura could not hear; 

Long’d to buy fruit to comfort her, 

But fear’d to pay too dear. 
She thought of Jeanie in her grave, 

Who should have been a bride; 
But who for joys brides hope to have 

Fell sick and died 
In her gay prime, 

In earliest winter time 
With the first glazing rime, 

With the first snow-fall of crisp winter time. 

Till Laura dwindling 
Seem’d knocking at Death’s door: 

Then Lizzie weigh’d no more 
Better and worse; 

But put a silver penny in her purse, 
Kiss’d Laura, cross’d the heath with clumps 

of furze 
At twilight, halted by the brook: 
And for the first time in her life 

Began to listen and look. 

Laugh’d every goblin 
When they spied her peeping: 
Came towards her hobbling, 

Flying, running, leaping, 
Puffing and blowing, 

Chuckling, clapping, crowing, 
Clucking and gobbling, 
Mopping and mowing, 
Full of airs and graces, 

Pulling wry faces, 
Demure grimaces, 

Cat-like and rat-like, 
Ratel- and wombat-like, 
Snail-paced in a hurry, 

Parrot-voiced and whistler, 
Helter skelter, hurry skurry, 

Chattering like magpies, 
Fluttering like pigeons, 
Gliding like fishes,— 
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Hugg’d her and kiss’d her: 
Squeez’d and caress’d her: 
Stretch’d up their dishes, 

Panniers, and plates: 
“Look at our apples 

Russet and dun, 
Bob at our cherries, 
Bite at our peaches, 
Citrons and dates, 

Grapes for the asking, 
Pears red with basking 

Out in the sun, 
Plums on their twigs; 

Pluck them and suck them, 
Pomegranates, figs.”— 

“Good folk,” said Lizzie, 
Mindful of Jeanie: 

“Give me much and many: — 
Held out her apron, 

Toss’d them her penny. 
“Nay, take a seat with us, 
Honour and eat with us,” 
They answer’d grinning: 

“Our feast is but beginning. 
Night yet is early, 

Warm and dew-pearly, 
Wakeful and starry: 
Such fruits as these 
No man can carry: 

Half their bloom would fly, 
Half their dew would dry, 

Half their flavour would pass by. 
Sit down and feast with us, 
Be welcome guest with us, 

Cheer you and rest with us.”— 
“Thank you,” said Lizzie: “But one waits 

At home alone for me: 
So without further parleying, 

If you will not sell me any 

Of your fruits though much and many, 
Give me back my silver penny 

I toss’d you for a fee.”— 
They began to scratch their pates, 

No longer wagging, purring, 
But visibly demurring, 
Grunting and snarling. 
One call’d her proud, 
Cross-grain’d, uncivil; 

Their tones wax’d loud, 
Their looks were evil. 

Lashing their tails 
They trod and hustled her, 

Elbow’d and jostled her, 
Claw’d with their nails, 

Barking, mewing, hissing, mocking, 
Tore her gown and soil’d her stocking, 

Twitch’d her hair out by the roots, 
Stamp’d upon her tender feet, 

Held her hands and squeez’d their fruits 
Against her mouth to make her eat. 

White and golden Lizzie stood, 
Like a lily in a flood,— 

Like a rock of blue-vein’d stone 
Lash’d by tides obstreperously,— 

Like a beacon left alone 
In a hoary roaring sea, 

Sending up a golden fire,— 
Like a fruit-crown’d orange-tree 

White with blossoms honey-sweet 
Sore beset by wasp and bee,— 

Like a royal virgin town 
Topp’d with gilded dome and spire 

Close beleaguer’d by a fleet 
Mad to tug her standard down. 

One may lead a horse to water, 
Twenty cannot make him drink. 

Though the goblins cuff’d and caught her, 
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Coax’d and fought her, 
Bullied and besought her, 

Scratch’d her, pinch’d her black as ink, 
Kick’d and knock’d her, 
Maul’d and mock’d her, 

Lizzie utter’d not a word; 
Would not open lip from lip 

Lest they should cram a mouthful in: 
But laugh’d in heart to feel the drip 
Of juice that syrupp’d all her face, 
And lodg’d in dimples of her chin, 

And streak’d her neck which quaked like 
curd. 

At last the evil people, 
Worn out by her resistance, 

Flung back her penny, kick’d their fruit 
Along whichever road they took, 

Not leaving root or stone or shoot; 
Some writh’d into the ground, 

Some div’d into the brook 
With ring and ripple, 

Some scudded on the gale without a sound, 
Some vanish’d in the distance. 

In a smart, ache, tingle, 
Lizzie went her way; 

Knew not was it night or day; 
Sprang up the bank, tore thro’ the furze, 

Threaded copse and dingle, 
And heard her penny jingle 
Bouncing in her purse,— 

Its bounce was music to her ear. 
She ran and ran 

As if she fear’d some goblin man 
Dogg’d her with gibe or curse 

Or something worse: 
But not one goblin scurried after, 

Nor was she prick’d by fear; 
The kind heart made her windy-paced 

That urged her home quite out of breath 

with haste 
And inward laughter. 

She cried, “Laura,” up the garden, 
“Did you miss me? 
Come and kiss me. 

Never mind my bruises, 
Hug me, kiss me, suck my juices 

Squeez’d from goblin fruits for you, 
Goblin pulp and goblin dew. 
Eat me, drink me, love me; 
Laura, make much of me; 

For your sake I have braved the glen 
And had to do with goblin merchant men.” 

Laura started from her chair, 
Flung her arms up in the air, 

Clutch’d her hair: 
“Lizzie, Lizzie, have you tasted 

For my sake the fruit forbidden? 
Must your light like mine be hidden, 
Your young life like mine be wasted, 

Undone in mine undoing, 
And ruin’d in my ruin, 

Thirsty, canker’d, goblin-ridden?”— 
She clung about her sister, 

Kiss’d and kiss’d and kiss’d her: 
Tears once again 

Refresh’d her shrunken eyes, 
Dropping like rain 

After long sultry drouth; 
Shaking with aguish fear, and pain, 

She kiss’d and kiss’d her with a hungry 
mouth. 

Her lips began to scorch, 
That juice was wormwood to her tongue, 

She loath’d the feast: 
Writhing as one possess’d she leap’d and 

sung, 
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Rent all her robe, and wrung 
Her hands in lamentable haste, 

And beat her breast. 
Her locks stream’d like the torch 

Borne by a racer at full speed, 
Or like the mane of horses in their flight, 
Or like an eagle when she stems the light 

Straight toward the sun, 
Or like a caged thing freed, 

Or like a flying flag when armies run. 

Swift fire spread through her veins, knock’d 
at her heart, 

Met the fire smouldering there 
And overbore its lesser flame; 

She gorged on bitterness without a name: 
Ah! fool, to choose such part 

Of soul-consuming care! 
Sense fail’d in the mortal strife: 
Like the watch-tower of a town 

Which an earthquake shatters down, 
Like a lightning-stricken mast, 

Like a wind-uprooted tree 
Spun about, 

Like a foam-topp’d waterspout 
Cast down headlong in the sea, 

She fell at last; 
Pleasure past and anguish past, 

Is it death or is it life? 

Life out of death. 
That night long Lizzie watch’d by her, 

Counted her pulse’s flagging stir, 
Felt for her breath, 

Held water to her lips, and cool’d her face 
With tears and fanning leaves: 

But when the first birds chirp’d about their 
eaves, 

And early reapers plodded to the place 
Of golden sheaves, 

And dew-wet grass 
Bow’d in the morning winds so brisk to 

pass, 
And new buds with new day 

Open’d of cup-like lilies on the stream, 
Laura awoke as from a dream, 

Laugh’d in the innocent old way, 
Hugg’d Lizzie but not twice or thrice; 

Her gleaming locks show’d not one thread 
of grey, 

Her breath was sweet as May 
And light danced in her eyes. 

Days, weeks, months, years 
Afterwards, when both were wives 

With children of their own; 
Their mother-hearts beset with fears, 
Their lives bound up in tender lives; 

Laura would call the little ones 
And tell them of her early prime, 

Those pleasant days long gone 
Of not-returning time: 

Would talk about the haunted glen, 
The wicked, quaint fruit-merchant men, 

Their fruits like honey to the throat 
But poison in the blood; 

(Men sell not such in any town): 
Would tell them how her sister stood 

In deadly peril to do her good, 
And win the fiery antidote: 

Then joining hands to little hands 
Would bid them cling together, 

“For there is no friend like a sister 
In calm or stormy weather; 

To cheer one on the tedious way, 
To fetch one if one goes astray, 
To lift one if one totters down, 

To strengthen whilst one stands.”
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 ’Twas on a lofty vase’s side, 
Where China’s gayest art had dyed 

The azure flowers that blow; 
Demurest of the tabby kind, 
The pensive Selima, reclined, 

Gazed on the lake below. 

Her conscious tail her joy declared; 
The fair round face, the snowy beard, 

The velvet of her paws, 
Her coat, that with the tortoise vies, 

Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes, 
She saw; and purred applause. 

Still had she gazed; but ’midst the tide 
Two angel forms were seen to glide, 

The genii of the stream; 
Their scaly armour’s Tyrian hue 

Through richest purple to the view 
Betrayed a golden gleam. 

The hapless nymph with wonder saw; 
A whisker first and then a claw, 

With many an ardent wish, 

She stretched in vain to reach the prize. 
What female heart can gold despise? 

What cat’s averse to fish? 

Presumptuous maid! with looks intent 
Again she stretch’d, again she bent, 

Nor knew the gulf between. 
(Malignant Fate sat by, and smiled) 
The slippery verge her feet beguiled, 

She tumbled headlong in. 
Eight times emerging from the flood 

She mewed to every watery god, 
Some speedy aid to send. 

No dolphin came, no Nereid stirred; 
Nor cruel Tom, nor Susan heard; 

A Favourite has no friend! 

From hence, ye beauties, undeceived, 
Know, one false step is ne’er retrieved, 

And be with caution bold. 
Not all that tempts your wandering eyes 

And heedless hearts, is lawful prize; 
Nor all that glisters, gold.

Ode on the Death of a Favourite Cat 
Drowned in a Tub of Goldf ishes

By Thomas Gray
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 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.”

Ozymandias
By Percy Bysshe Shelley
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I HEARD that you ask’d for something to prove this puzzle the New World,
And to define America, her athletic Democracy,

Therefore I send you my poems that you behold in them what you wanted.

34

To Foreign Lands

Poets To Come

By Walt Whitman

By Walt Whitman

POETS to come! orators, singers, musicians to come!
Not to-day is to justify me and answer what I am for,

But you, a new brood, native, athletic, continental, greater than before known,
Arouse! for you must justify me.

I myself but write one or two indicative words for the future,
I but advance a moment only to wheel and hurry back in the darkness.

I am a man who, sauntering along without fully stopping, turns a 
casual look upon you and then averts his face,

Leaving it to you to prove and define it,
Expecting the main things from you.
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By Walt Whitman

 You did not come,
And marching Time drew on, and wore me numb.

Yet less for loss of your dear presence there
Than that I thus found lacking in your make
That high compassion which can overbear
Reluctance for pure loving kindness’ sake

Grieved I, when, as the hope-hour stroked its sum,
You did not come.

 

You love me not,
And love alone can lend you loyalty;

--I know and knew it.
 But, unto the store

Of human deeds divine in all but name,
Was it not worth a little hour or more

To add yet this: Once you, a woman, came
To soothe a time-torn man; even though it be

You love me not.

A Broken Appointment
By Thomas Hardy
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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 damasked, 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.

36

Sonnet 130 . My mistress  eyes 
are nothing like the sun

By William Shakespeare

. .
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By William Shakespeare
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.

Stop all the clocks
By W. H. Auden
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A snake came to my water-trough
On a hot, hot day, and I in pyjamas for the heat, 

To drink there.
In the deep, strange-scented shade of the great dark carob-tree

I came down the steps with my pitcher
And must wait, must stand and wait, for there he was at the trough before

me.

He reached down from a fissure in the earth-wall in the gloom
And trailed his yellow-brown slackness soft-bellied down, over the edge of

the stone trough
And rested his throat upon the stone bottom,

i o And where the water had dripped from the tap, in a small clearness,
He sipped with his straight mouth,

Softly drank through his straight gums, into his slack long body, 
Silently.

Someone was before me at my water-trough,
And I, like a second comer, waiting.

He lifted his head from his drinking, as cattle do,
And looked at me vaguely, as drinking cattle do,

And flickered his two-forked tongue from his lips, and mused a moment, 
And stooped and drank a little more,

Being earth-brown, earth-golden from the burning bowels of the earth 
On the day of Sicilian July, with Etna smoking.

The voice of my education said to me
He must be killed,

For in Sicily the black, black snakes are innocent, the gold are venomous.
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Snake
By D. H. Lawrence.
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And voices in me said, If you were a man
You would take a stick and break him now, and finish him off.

But must I confess how I liked him,
How glad I was he had come like a guest in quiet, to drink at my water-trough

And depart peaceful, pacified, and thankless,
Into the burning bowels of this earth?

Was it cowardice, that I dared not kill him? Was it perversity, that I longed to talk to him? 
Was it humility, to feel so honoured?

I felt so honoured.

And yet those voices:
If you were not afraid, you would kill him!

And truly I was afraid, I was most afraid, But even so, honoured still more
That he should seek my hospitality

From out the dark door of the secret earth.

He drank enough 
And lifted his head, dreamily, as one who has drunken, 

And flickered his tongue like a forked night on the air, so black, 
Seeming to lick his lips,

And looked around like a god, unseeing, into the air,
And slowly turned his head,

And slowly, very slowly, as if thrice adream,
Proceeded to draw his slow length curving round
And climb again the broken bank of my wall-face.

And as he put his head into that dreadful hole,
And as he slowly drew up, snake-easing his shoulders, and entered farther, 
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A sort of horror, a sort of protest against his withdrawing into that horrid black hole,
Deliberately going into the blackness, and slowly drawing himself after,

Overcame me now his back was turned.

I looked round, I put down my pitcher, 
I picked up a clumsy log

And threw it at the water-trough with a clatter.

I think it did not hit him,
But suddenly that part of him that was left behind convulsed in undignified haste.

Writhed like lightning, and was gone 
Into the black hole, the earth-lipped fissure in the wall-front, 
At which, in the intense still noon, I stared with fascination.

And immediately I regretted it.
I thought how paltry, how vulgar, what a mean act!

I despised myself and the voices of my accursed human education.

And I thought of the albatross
And I wished he would come back, my snake.

For he seemed to me again like a king,
Like a king in exile, uncrowned in the underworld,

Now due to be crowned again.

And so, I missed my chance with one of the lords
Of life.

And I have something to expiate:
A pettiness.

40 41



Virtue, Vice & Verse The Jubilee Centre            41             40 41

If
By Rudyard Kipling

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;   
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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!
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A Poison Tree
By William Blake

I was angry with my friend; 
I told my wrath, my wrath did end.

I was angry with my foe: 
I told it not, my wrath did grow. 

And I waterd it in fears,
Night & morning with my tears: 

And I sunned it with smiles,
And with soft deceitful wiles. 

And it grew both day and night. 
Till it bore an apple bright. 
And my foe beheld it shine,

And he knew that it was mine. 

And into my garden stole, 
When the night had veild the pole; 

In the morning glad I see; 
My foe outstretched beneath the tree.
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