
1. “The Alchemist in the City” Gerard Manley Hopkins 

My window shews the travelling clouds,  

Leaves spent, new seasons, alter’d sky,  

The making and the melting crowds:  

The whole world passes; I stand by. 

 

They do not waste their meted hours,  

But men and masters plan and build:  

I see the crowning of their towers,  

And happy promises fulfill’d. 

 

And I perhaps if my intent 

Could count on prediluvian age,  

The labours I should then have spent 

Might so attain their heritage,  

 

But now before the pot can glow 

With not to be discover’d gold,  

At length the bellows shall not blow,  

The furnace shall at last be cold. 

 

Yet it is now too late to heal 

The incapable and cumbrous shame 

Which makes me when with men I deal 

More powerless than the blind or lame. 

 

No, I should love the city less 

Even than this my thankless lore;  

But I desire the wilderness 

Or weeded landslips of the shore. 

 

I walk my breezy belvedere 

To watch the low or levant sun,  

I see the city pigeons veer,  

I mark the tower swallows run 

 

Between the tower-top and the ground 

Below me in the bearing air;  

Then find in the horizon-round 

One spot and hunger to be there. 

 

And then I hate the most that lore 

That holds no promise of success;  

Then sweetest seems the houseless shore,  

Then free and kind the wilderness,  

 

Or ancient mounds that cover bones,  

Or rocks where rockdoves do repair 

And trees of terebinth and stones 



And silence and a gulf of air. 

 

There on a long and squared height  

After the sunset I would lie,  

And pierce the yellow waxen light 

With free long looking, ere I die.  

 



2. “To--Oh! There Are Spirits of the Air” Percy Bysshe Shelley  

 

Oh! there are spirits of the air, 

And genii of the evening breeze, 

And gentle ghosts, with eyes as fair 

As star-beams among twilight trees:— 

Such lovely ministers to meet 

Oft hast thou turned from men thy lonely feet. 

 

With mountain winds, and babbling springs, 

And moonlight seas, that are the voice 

Of these inexplicable things, 

Thou didst hold commune, and rejoice 

When they did answer thee; but they 

Cast, like a worthless boon, thy love away. 

 

And thou hast sought in starry eyes 

Beams that were never meant for thine, 

Another’s wealth:—tame sacrifice 

To a fond faith! still dost thou pine? 

Still dost thou hope that greeting hands, 

Voice, looks, or lips, may answer thy demands? 

 

Ah! wherefore didst thou build thine hope 

On the false earth’s inconstancy? 

Did thine own mind afford no scope 

Of love, or moving thoughts to thee? 

That natural scenes or human smiles 

Could steal the power to wind thee in their wiles? 

 

Yes, all the faithless smiles are fled 

Whose falsehood left thee broken-hearted; 

The glory of the moon is dead; 

Night’s ghosts and dreams have now departed; 

Thine own soul still is true to thee, 

But changed to a foul fiend through misery. 

 

This fiend, whose ghastly presence ever 

Beside thee like thy shadow hangs, 

Dream not to chase;—the mad endeavour 

Would scourge thee to severer pangs. 

Be as thou art. Thy settled fate, 

Dark as it is, all change would aggravate.  

  



3. “To Brooklyn Bridge” Harold Hart Crane 

How many dawns, chill from his rippling rest 

The seagull’s wings shall dip and pivot him, 

Shedding white rings of tumult, building high 

Over the chained bay waters Liberty— 

 

Then, with inviolate curve, forsake our eyes 

As apparitional as sails that cross 

Some page of figures to be filed away; 

—Till elevators drop us from our day . . . 

 

I think of cinemas, panoramic sleights 

With multitudes bent toward some flashing scene 

Never disclosed, but hastened to again, 

Foretold to other eyes on the same screen; 

 

And Thee, across the harbor, silver-paced 

As though the sun took step of thee, yet left 

Some motion ever unspent in thy stride,—  

Implicitly thy freedom staying thee! 

 

Out of some subway scuttle, cell or loft 

A bedlamite speeds to thy parapets, 

Tilting there momently, shrill shirt ballooning, 

A jest falls from the speechless caravan. 

 

Down Wall, from girder into street noon leaks, 

A rip-tooth of the sky’s acetylene; 

All afternoon the cloud-flown derricks turn . . . 

Thy cables breathe the North Atlantic still. 

 

And obscure as that heaven of the Jews, 

Thy guerdon . . . Accolade thou dost bestow 

Of anonymity time cannot raise: 

Vibrant reprieve and pardon thou dost show. 

 

O harp and altar, of the fury fused, 

(How could mere toil align thy choiring strings!) 

Terrific threshold of the prophet’s pledge, 

Prayer of pariah, and the lover’s cry, — 

 

Again the traffic lights that skim thy swift 

Unfractioned idiom, immaculate sigh of stars, 

Beading thy path—condense eternity: 

And we have seen night lifted in thine arms. 

 

Under thy shadow by the piers I waited; 

Only in darkness is thy shadow clear. 

The City’s fiery parcels all undone, 



Already snow submerges an iron year . . . 

 

O Sleepless as the river under thee, 

Vaulting the sea, the prairies’ dreaming sod, 

Unto us lowliest sometime sweep, descend 

And of the curveship lend a myth to God.  

 

  



4. “La Belle Dame sans Merci” John Keats  

 

O, WHAT can ail thee, Knight at arms,  

Alone and palely loitering;  

The sedge is wither'd from the lake,  

And no birds sing.  

O, what can ail thee, Knight at arms,  

So haggard and so woe-begone?  

The squirrel's granary is full,  

And the harvest's done.  

I see a lily on thy brow,  

With anguish moist and fever dew;  

And on thy cheek 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 look'd 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 sideways would she lean, 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 sad eyes  

With kisses four.  

And there she lulled me asleep,  

And there I dream'd, 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;  

Who cry'd--"La belle Dame sans merci  

Hath thee in thrall!"  

I saw their starved lips in the gloam  

With horrid warning gaped wide,  

And I awoke, and found me here  

On the cold hill side.  

And this is why I sojourn here,  

Alone and palely loitering;  

Though the sedge is wither'd from the lake,  

And no birds sing.  

  



5. “Adieu, Adieu! My Native Shore” Lord Byron 

 

(from Childe Harold, Canto i, Verse 13)  

'ADIEU, adieu! my native shore  

Fades o'er the waters blue;  

The Night-winds sigh, the breakers roar,  

And shrieks the wild sea-mew.  

Yon Sun that sets upon the sea  

We follow in his flight;  

Farewell awhile to him and thee,  

My native Land -- Good Night!  

'A few short hours and He will rise  

To give the Morrow birth;  

And I shall hail the main and skies,  

But not my mother Earth.  

Deserted is my own good hall,  

Its hearth is desolate;  

Wild weeds are gathering on the wall;  

My dog howls at the gate.  

'Come hither, hither, my little page!  

Why dost thou weep and wail?  

Or dost thou dread the billows' rage,  

Or tremble at the gale?  

But dash the tear-drop from thine eye;  

Our ship is swift and strong,  

Our fleetest falcon scarce can fly  

More merrily along.' --  

'Let winds be shrill, let waves roll high,  

I fear not wave nor wind;  

Yet marvel not, Sir Childe, that I  

Am sorrowful in mind;  

For I have from my father gone,  

A mother whom I love,  

And have no friend, save these alone,  

But thee -- and one above.  

'My father bless'd be fervently,  

Yet did not much complain;  

But sorely will my mother sigh  

Till I come back again.' --  

Enough, enough, my little lad!  

Such tears become thine eye;  

If I thy guileless bosom had,  

Mine own would not be dry. --  

'Come hither, hither, my staunch yeoman,  

Why dost thou look so pale?  

Or dost thou dread a French foeman?  

Or shiver at the gale?'--  

'Deem'st thou I tremble for my life?  



Sir Childe, I'm not so weak;  

But thinking on an absent wife  

Will blanch a faithful cheek.  

'My spouse and boys dwell near thy hall,  

Along the bordering lake,  

And when they on their father call,  

What answer shall she make?'--  

'Enough, enough, my yeoman good,  

Thy grief let none gainsay;  

But I, who am of lighter mood,  

Will laugh to flee away.  

'For who would trust the seeming sighs  

Of wife or paramour?  

Fresh feres will dry the bright blue eyes  

We late saw streaming o'er.  

For pleasures past I do not grieve,  

Nor perils gathering near;  

My greatest grief is that I leave  

No thing that claims a tear.  

'And now I'm in the world alone,  

Upon the wide, wide sea;  

But why should I for others groan,  

When none will sigh for me?  

Perchance my dog will whine in vain,  

Till fed by stranger hands;  

But long ere I come back again  

He'd tear me where he stands.  

'With thee, my bark, I'll swiftly go  

Athwart the foaming brine;  

Nor care what land thou bear'st me to,  

So not again to mine.  

Welcome, welcome, ye dark blue waves!  

And when you fail my sight,  

Welcome ye deserts, and ye caves!  

My native land -- Good Night!'  

  



6. “Sailing to Byzantium” William Butler Yeats 

 

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 unaging intellect. 

 

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. 

 

O sages standing in God's holy fire 

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. 

 

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 enameling 

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. 

  



7. “The Good-Morrow” John Donne 
 
I wonder, by my troth, what thou and I  

Did, till we loved? Were we not weaned till then?  

But sucked on country pleasures, childishly?  

Or snorted we in the Seven Sleepers’ den?  

’Twas so; but this, all pleasures fancies be.  

If ever any beauty I did see,  

Which I desired, and got, ’twas but a dream of thee.  

 

And now good-morrow to our waking souls,  

Which watch not one another out of fear;  

For love, all love of other sights controls,  

And makes one little room an everywhere.  

Let sea-discoverers to new worlds have gone,  

Let maps to other, worlds on worlds have shown,  

Let us possess one world, each hath one, and is one.  

 

 

My face in thine eye, thine in mine appears,  

And true plain hearts do in the faces rest;  

Where can we find two better hemispheres,  

Without sharp north, without declining west?  

Whatever dies, was not mixed equally;  

If our two loves be one, or, thou and I  

Love so alike, that none do slacken, none can die. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



8. “The Stars Go over the Lonely Ocean” Robinson Jeffers 

 

Unhappy about some far off things 

That are not my affair, wandering 

Along the coast and up the lean ridges, 

I saw in the evening 

The stars go over the lonely ocean, 

And a black-maned wild boar 

Plowing with his snout on Mal Paso Mountain. 

 

The old monster snuffled, "Here are sweet roots, 

Fat grubs, slick beetles and sprouted acorns. 

The best nation in Europe has fallen, 

And that is Finland, 

But the stars go over the lonely ocean," 

The old black-bristled boar, 

Tearing the sod on Mal Paso Mountain. 

 

"The world's in a bad way, my man, 

And bound to be worse before it mends; 

Better lie up in the mountain here 

Four or five centuries, 

While the stars go over the lonely ocean," 

Said the old father of wild pigs, 

Plowing the fallow on Mal Paso Mountain. 

 

"Keep clear of the dupes that talk democracy 

And the dogs that talk revolution, 

Drunk with talk, liars and believers. 

I believe in my tusks. 

Long live freedom and damn the ideologies," 

Said the gamey black-maned boar 

Tusking the turf on Mal Paso Mountain. 

 

  



9. “Snake” D. H. Lawrence 

 

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, 

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. 

  

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, 

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. 

 

 


