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-¢- Anmabel lLee by Bdgar Allem Poe -<-

It was many and many a year ago,
In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know
By the name of Annabel Lee;

And this maiden she lived with no other thought
Than fo love and be loved by me.

| was a child and she was a child,
In this kingdom by the sea,

But we loved with a love that was more than love—
I and my Annabel Lee—

With a love that the wingéd seraphs of Heaven
Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,
In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling
My beautiful Annabel Lee;

So that her highborn kinsmen came
And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre
In this kingdom by the sea.

The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,
Went envying her and me—

Yesl—that was the reason (as all men know, .
In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud by night,
Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we—
Of many far wiser than we—
And neither the angels in Heaven above
Nor the demons down under the sea
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And the stars never rise, but | feel the bright eyes
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And so, all the night-tide, | lie down by the side
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Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride, "

In her sepulchre there by the sea— - J
In her tomb by the sounding sea. _ f
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>c(Dde on a Erecian Urn by John Keatg-

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-fring'd 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, unwearied,
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,

ls emptied of this 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. ._AJFAVAVA‘?&’AV&
O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede L ll.l“““\‘“““‘“

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,—thatis all
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Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know."
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<o o A Noiseless Patiemt Spicer<-<
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A noiseless patient spider, M~ Cf_é

| mark’d where on a little promontory it stood isolated,
Mark'd how to explore the vacant vast surrounding,

It launch’d forth filament, filament, filament, out of itself,
Ever unreeling them, ever tirelessly speeding them.

S

And you O my soul where you stand, s
Surrounded, detached, in measureless
oceans of space,

Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing,
seeking the spheres to connect them,

Till the bridge you will need be form'd,
till the ductile anchor hold,

Till the gossamer thread you fling

catch somewhere, O my soul.
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00 Rirches by Robert Frost oo
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I'd like to get away from earth awhile
And then come back to it and begin over.
May no fate willfully misunderstand me
And half grant what | wish and snatch me away
Not to return. Earth's the right place for love:
| don't know where it's likely to go better. ﬁ' :
I'd like to go by climbing a birch tree,
And climb black branches up a snow-white trunk \\‘
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Toward heaven, till the tree could bear no more,
But dipped its top and set me down again.

That would be good both going and coming back.
One could do worse than be a swinger of birches.

(excerpted)
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Brother Bruin by Christina Rosseftti

A dancing Bear grotesque and funny
Earned for his master heaps of money,
Gruff yet good-natured, fond of honey,
And cheerful if the day was sunny.
Past hedge and ditch, past pond and wood
He tramped, and on some common stood,;
There, cottage children circling gaily,

He in their midmost footed daily.
Pandean pipes and drum and muzzle
Were quite enough his brain to puzzle:
But like a philosophic bear

He let alone extraneous care

And danced contented anywhere.

(excerpted)
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| 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 |.

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 | could think there trembled through
His happy good-night air
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Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew
And | was unaware.

—Thomas Hardy
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The grey sea and the long black land;

And the yellow half-moon large and low;

And the startled little waves that leap
In fiery ringlets from their sleep,
As | gain the cove with pushing prow,

And quench its speed i' the slushy sand.

y

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach;
Three fields to cross till a farm appears;

A tap at the pane, the quick sharp scratch
And blue spurt of a lighted match,

And a voice less loud, thro' its joys and fears,
Than the two hearts beating each to each!

— Robert Browning
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Softly, in the dusk, a woman is singing to me;
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Taking me back down the vista of years, till | see
A child sitting under the piano, in the boom of the tingling strings mm : :

And pressing the small, poised feet of a mother who smiles as she sings.

In spite of myself, the insidious mastery of song

Betrays me back, till the heart of me weeps to belong

To the old Sunday evenings at home, with winter outside
And hymns in the cosy parlour, the tinkling piano our guide. \

So now it is vain for the singer to burst into clamour /""‘
With the great black piano appassionato. The glamour -~

Of childish days is upon me, my manhood is cast —

Down in the flood of remembrance, | weep like a child for the past. ==

—D.H. Lawrence

DH Lawvence Vs m‘E-\@\'\sk °¢-T \.r’l'\nSf. wor \
'FUU'\S?A'Q'\ mad ro\‘n{T ﬁc\al +\ -e-groc.Ts of |
inAnsteiclization. His work was censore
ewd \e S‘Pol\‘{' WI&H’C" hald o€ hio IIFC

fa yolundary exile,

M tweetspeakpoetry.com



She Wallks In Beauty \\ \\
She walks in beauty, like the night Y
Of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that's best of dark and bright Q

Meet in her aspect and her eyes;
Thus mellowed to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had half impaired the nameless grace

Which waves in every raven tress,
Or softly lightens o’er her face;

Where thoughts serenely sweet express,
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place.

And on that cheek, and o’er that brow,
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,

The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of days in goodness spent,

A mind at peace with all below,
A heart whose love is innocent!

—Lord Byron
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O dandelion, rich and haugh
King of village flowers! '-
Each day is coronation time,

You have no humble hours.

| like to see you bring a troop

To beat the blue-grass spears,

To scorn the lawn-mower that would be
Like fate’s triumphant shears.

Your yellow heads are cut away,

It seems your reign is o’er.

By noon you raise a sea of stars

More golden than before.

— Vachel Lindsay
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The Snow Man by Wallace Stevems

One must have a mind of winter
To regard the frost and the boughs
Of the pine-trees crusted with snow;

And have been cold a long time
To behold the junipers shagged with ice,
The spruces rough in the distant glitter

Of the January sun; and not to think
Of any misery in the sound of the wind,
In the sound of a few leaves,

Which is the sound of the land
Full of the same wind
That is blowing in the same bare place

For the listener, who listens in the snow,
And, nothing himself, beholds
Nothing that is not there and the nothing that is.
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Tyger Tyger, burning bright,
In the forests of the night;
What immortal hand or eye,

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?

)

Could frame thy fearful symmetry? \ (5 |l"k'“‘~r‘l‘f'}‘

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?

In the forests of the night:

What immortal hand or eye,

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? ot

Tyger Tyger burning bright,

—William Blake
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Discover How to Read a Poem

Howw 1o Bead a Poem

How to Read a Poem offers delightful advice on how to
explore poetry for enjoyment and meaning.

It uses images like the mouse, the hive, the switch (from
the Billy Collins poem)—to guide readers into new ways of
understanding poems.

Excellent teaching tool. Anthology included.

“This book will not sit on my shelf, but on my desk.”

—Lexanne Leonard, teacher

Visit tweetspeakpoetry.com
for the best in poetry & poetic things
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