s« s The Little Black Boy

My mother bore me in the southern wild,

And I am black, but O! my soul is white;

White as an angel is the English child,
But | am black, as if bereav'd of light.

My mother taught me underneath a tree,
And sitting down before the heat of day,
She took me on her lap and kissed me,
And pointing to the east, began to say:

“Look on the rising sun: there God does live,
And gives his light, and gives his heat away;
And flowers and trees and beasts and men receive
Comfort in morning, joy in the noonday.

“And we are put on earth a little space,
That we may learn to bear the beams of love;
And these black bodies and this sunburnt face
Is but a cloud, and like a shady grove.

“For when our souls have learn'd the heat to bear,
The cloud will vanish; we shall hear his voice,
Saying: ‘Come out from the grove, my love & care,
And round my golden tent like lambs rejoice.™

Thus did my mother say, and kissed me;
And thus | say to little English boy:
When | from black and he from white cloud free,
And round the tent of God like lambs we joy,

I'll shade him from the heat, till he can bear
To lean in joy upon our father's knee;
And then I'll stand and stroke his silver hair,
And be like him,and he will then love me.
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THE TIGER

by: William Blake (1757-1827)
IGER, tiger, 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 and what art
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And, when thy heart began to beat,

What dread hand and 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?

Tiger, tiger, burning bright
In the forests of the night,
What immortal hand or eye
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?
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Daffodils
| wandered lonely as a cloud
That floats on high over vales and hills,
When all at once | saw a crowd ,
A host , of golden daffodils ;
Beside the lake , beneath the trees,

Flutterring and dancing in the breeze .

Continuous as , the star that shine
And twinkle on the Milky way ,
They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay ;

Ten thousand saw | in a glance .

The waves beside them danced ; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,




In such a jocund company :
| gazed-and gazed but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch | lie
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 dance with the daffodils .
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Wordsworth- THE RAINBOW

MY heart leaps up when | behold
A rainbow in the sky:
So was it when my life began;
So is it now | am a man;
So be it when | shall grow old,
Or let me die!
The Child is father of the Man;
| could wish my days to be

Bound each to each by natural piety.
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She Walks in Beauty-Byron (1788-1824)

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

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!
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Byron- WHEN WE TWO PARTED

When we two parted
In silence and tears,
Half broken-hearted
To sever for years,
Pale grew thy cheek and cold,
Colder thy kiss;
Truly that our foretold
Sorrow to this.

The dew of the morning
Sunk chill on my brow -
It felt like the warning
Of what | feel now.
Thy vows are all broken,
| hear thy name spoken,

And share in its shame.

They name thee before me,
A knell to mine ear;

A shudder comes o'er me -
Why wert thou so dear?
They know not | knew thee,
Who know thee too well: -




Long, long shall | rue thee,
Too deeply to tell.

In secret we met -

In silence | grieve,
That thy heart could forget,
Thy spirit deceive.

If | should meet thee
After long years,

How should | greet thee! -
With silence and tears.
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—My Last Duchess-Robert Browning That’s my last
Duchess painted on the wall,

Looking as if she were alive. | call That piece a wonder,
now: Fra Pandolf’s hands Worked busily a day, and there
she stands.

Will’t please you sit and —My Last Duchess-Robert
Browning 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
| 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 —My
Last Duchess-Robert Browning 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
3
—My Last Duchess-Robert Browning that spot of joy.
She had A heart—how shall | 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,

—My Last Duchess-Robert Browning 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 —My Last Duchess-Robert
Browning 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 —My Last
Duchess-Robert Browning | 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; | gave commands;

Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands
4

As i1f alive. Will’t please you rise? We’ll meet The
company below, then. | —My Last Duchess-Robert
Browning | repeat,

The Count your master’s known munificence Is ample
warrant that no just pretence Of mine for dowry will be
disallowed;

Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed At starting,
1s 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!
—My Last Duchess-Robert Browning
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Break, Break, Break
By Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809-1892)

Break,' break, break,
On thy cold gray stones, O’ Sea!
And | would® that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me.!

O, well for the fisherman's boy,
That he shouts with his sister at play!
0O, well for the sailor lad,

That he sings in his boat on the bay!”

And the stately ships go on
To their haven under the hill;
But O for the touch of a vanished hand,
And the sound of a voice that is still!

Break, break, break,
At the foot of thy crags,’ O Sea!
But the tender grace of a day that is dead
Will never come back to me.
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