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The Tyger – Blake 
 
Tyger Tyger, burning bright,  
In the forests of the night;  
What immortal hand or eye,  
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?  
 
In what distant deeps or skies.  
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?  
On what wings dare he aspire?  
What the hand, dare seize the fire?  
 
And what shoulder, & what art,  
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?  
And when thy heart began to beat,  
What dread hand? & what dread feet?  
 
What the hammer? what the chain,  
In what furnace was thy brain?  
What the anvil? what dread grasp,  
Dare its deadly terrors clasp!  
 
When the stars threw down their spears  
And water'd heaven with their tears:  
Did he smile his work to see?  
Did he who made the Lamb make thee?  
 
Tyger Tyger burning bright,  
In the forests of the night:  
What immortal hand or eye,  
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 
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Sonnet to Homer - Keats 

 

Standing aloof in giant ignorance, 
Of thee I hear and of the Cyclades, 
As one who sits ashore and longs perchance 
To visit dolphin-coral in deep seas. 
So thou wast blind; -- but then the veil was rent, 
For Jove uncurtain'd Heaven to let thee live, 
And Neptune made for thee a spumy tent, 
And Pan made sing for thee his forest-hive; 
Aye on the shores of darkness there is light, 
And precipices show untrodden green 
There is a budding morrow in the midnight, 
There is a triple sight in blindness keen; 
Such seeing hadst thou, as it once befel 
To Dian, Queen of Earth, and Heaven, and Hell.   
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Extract from ‘The Mask of Anarchy’ 
Percy Bysshe Shelley 
 
`Then they will return with shame 
To the place from which they came, 
And the blood thus shed will speak   
In hot blushes on their cheek. 
 
  87 
 `Every woman in the land 
Will point at them as they stand-- 
They will hardly dare to greet 
Their acquaintance in the street. 
 
  88 
`And the bold, true warriors 
Who have hugged Danger in wars 
Will turn to those who would be free, 
Ashamed of such base company. 
 
  89 
`And that slaughter to the Nation   
Shall steam up like inspiration, 
Eloquent, oracular; 
A volcano heard afar. 
 
  90 
`And these words shall then become 
Like Oppression's thundered doom 
Ringing through each heart and brain, 
Heard again -- again -- again-- 
 
  91 
`Rise like Lions after slumber 
In unvanquishable number-- 
Shake your chains to earth like dew   
Which in sleep had fallen on you-- 
Ye are many -- they are few.' 
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Toussaint L’Overture - Wordsworth 
 
TOUSSAINT, the most unhappy man of men! 
  Whether the whistling Rustic tend his plough  
  Within thy hearing, or thy head be now  
Pillowed in some deep dungeon’s earless den;—  
O miserable Chieftain! where and when         5 
  Wilt thou find patience? Yet die not; do thou  
  Wear rather in thy bonds a cheerful brow:  
Though fallen thyself, never to rise again,  
Live, and take comfort. Thou hast left behind  
  Powers that will work for thee; air, earth, and skies;         10 
There’s not a breathing of the common wind  
  That will forget thee; thou hast great allies;  
Thy friends are exultations, agonies,  
  And love, and man’s unconquerable mind.  
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London, September 1802 - Wordsworth 

 

O Friend! I know not which way I must look 
For comfort, being, as I am, opprest, 
To think that now our life is only drest 
For show; mean handy-work of craftsman, cook, 
Or groom! -We must run glittering like a brook 
In the open sunshine, or we are unblest: 
The wealthiest man among us is the best: 
No grandeur now in nature or in book 
Delights us. Rapine, avarice, expense, 
This is idolatry; and these we adore: 
Plain living and high thinking are no more: 
The homely beauty of the good old cause 
Is gone; our peace, our fearful innocence, 
And pure religion breathing household laws. 
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To a Skylark - Shelley 
 
Hail to thee, blithe Spirit!  
Bird thou never wert,  
That from Heaven, or near it,  
Pourest thy full heart  
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.  
 
Higher still and higher  
From the earth thou springest  
Like a cloud of fire;  
The blue deep thou wingest,  
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest.  
 
In the golden lightning  
Of the sunken sun,  
O'er which clouds are bright'ning,  
Thou dost float and run;  
Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun.  
 
The pale purple even  
Melts around thy flight;  
Like a star of Heaven,  
In the broad day-light  
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight,  
 
Keen as are the arrows  
Of that silver sphere,  
Whose intense lamp narrows  
In the white dawn clear  
Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there.  
 
All the earth and air  
With thy voice is loud,  
As, when night is bare,  
From one lonely cloud  
The moon rains out her beams, and Heaven is overflow'd.  
 
What thou art we know not;  
What is most like thee?  
From rainbow clouds there flow not  
Drops so bright to see  
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody.  
 
Like a Poet hidden  
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In the light of thought,  
Singing hymns unbidden,  
Till the world is wrought  
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not:  
 
Like a high-born maiden  
In a palace-tower,  
Soothing her love-laden  
Soul in secret hour  
With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower:  
 
Like a glow-worm golden  
In a dell of dew,  
Scattering unbeholden  
Its a{:e}real hue  
Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view:  
 
Like a rose embower'd  
In its own green leaves,  
By warm winds deflower'd,  
Till the scent it gives  
Makes faint with too much sweet those heavy-winged thieves:  
 
Sound of vernal showers  
On the twinkling grass,  
Rain-awaken'd flowers,  
All that ever was  
Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass.  
 
Teach us, Sprite or Bird,  
What sweet thoughts are thine:  
I have never heard  
Praise of love or wine  
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine.  
 
Chorus Hymeneal,  
Or triumphal chant,  
Match'd with thine would be all  
But an empty vaunt,  
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want.  
 
What objects are the fountains  
Of thy happy strain?  
What fields, or waves, or mountains?  
What shapes of sky or plain?  
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What love of thine own kind? what ignorance of pain?  
 
With thy clear keen joyance  
Languor cannot be:  
Shadow of annoyance  
Never came near thee:  
Thou lovest: but ne'er knew love's sad satiety.  
 
Waking or asleep,  
Thou of death must deem  
Things more true and deep  
Than we mortals dream,  
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream?  
 
We look before and after,  
And pine for what is not:  
Our sincerest laughter  
With some pain is fraught;  
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought.  
 
Yet if we could scorn  
Hate, and pride, and fear;  
If we were things born  
Not to shed a tear,  
I know not how thy joy we ever should come near.  
 
Better than all measures  
Of delightful sound,  
Better than all treasures  
That in books are found,  
Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground!  
 
Teach me half the gladness  
That thy brain must know,  
Such harmonious madness  
From my lips would flow  
The world should listen then, as I am listening now.  
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To a Nightingale – Keats 

 

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains  
         My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,  
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains  
         One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:  
'Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,  
         But being too happy in thine happiness,—  
                That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees  
                        In some melodious plot  
         Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,  
                Singest of summer in full-throated ease.  
 
O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been  
         Cool'd a long age in the deep-delved earth,  
Tasting of Flora and the country green,  
         Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth!  
O for a beaker full of the warm South,  
         Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,  
                With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,  
                        And purple-stained mouth;  
         That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,  
                And with thee fade away into the forest dim:  
 
Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget  
         What thou among the leaves hast never known,  
The weariness, the fever, and the fret  
         Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;  
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs,  
         Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;  
                Where but to think is to be full of sorrow  
                        And leaden-eyed despairs,  
         Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,  
                Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.  
 
Away! away! for I will fly to thee,  
         Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,  
But on the viewless wings of Poesy,  
         Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:  
Already with thee! tender is the night,  
         And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,  
                Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays;  
                        But here there is no light,  
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         Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown  
                Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways.  
 
I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,  
         Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,  
But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet  
         Wherewith the seasonable month endows  
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild;  
         White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;  
                Fast fading violets cover'd up in leaves;  
                        And mid-May's eldest child,  
         The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,  
                The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.  
 
Darkling I listen; and, for many a time  
         I have been half in love with easeful Death,  
Call'd him soft names in many a mused rhyme,  
         To take into the air my quiet breath;  
                Now more than ever seems it rich to die,  
         To cease upon the midnight with no pain,  
                While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad  
                        In such an ecstasy!  
         Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain—  
                   To thy high requiem become a sod.  
 
Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!  
         No hungry generations tread thee down;  
The voice I hear this passing night was heard  
         In ancient days by emperor and clown:  
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path  
         Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home,  
                She stood in tears amid the alien corn;  
                        The same that oft-times hath  
         Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam  
                Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.  
 
Forlorn! the very word is like a bell  
         To toll me back from thee to my sole self!  
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well  
         As she is fam'd to do, deceiving elf.  
Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades  
         Past the near meadows, over the still stream,  
                Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep  
                        In the next valley-glades:  
         Was it a vision, or a waking dream?  
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                Fled is that music:—Do I wake or sleep?  
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England in 1819 - Shelley 

An old, mad, blind, despis'd, and dying king, 
Princes, the dregs of their dull race, who flow 
Through public scorn – mud from a muddy spring, 
Rulers who neither see, nor feel, nor know, 
But leech-like to their fainting country cling, 
Till they drop, blind in blood, without a blow, 
A people starv'd and stabb'd in the untill'd field, 
An army, which liberticide and prey 
Makes as a two-edg'd sword to all who wield, 
Golden and sanguine laws which tempt and slay, 
Religion Christless, Godless – a book seal'd, 
A Senate – Time's worst statute unrepeal'd, 
Are graves, from which a glorious Phantom may 
Burst, to illumine our tempestuous day. 
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Darkness  - Lord Byron (George Gordon)  
 

I had a dream, which was not all a dream.  
The bright sun was extinguish'd, and the stars  
Did wander darkling in the eternal space,  
Rayless, and pathless, and the icy earth  
Swung blind and blackening in the moonless air;  
Morn came and went—and came, and brought no day,  
And men forgot their passions in the dread  
Of this their desolation; and all hearts  
Were chill'd into a selfish prayer for light:  
And they did live by watchfires—and the thrones,  
The palaces of crowned kings—the huts,  
The habitations of all things which dwell,  
Were burnt for beacons; cities were consum'd,  
And men were gather'd round their blazing homes  
To look once more into each other's face;  
Happy were those who dwelt within the eye  
Of the volcanos, and their mountain-torch:  
A fearful hope was all the world contain'd;  
Forests were set on fire—but hour by hour  
They fell and faded—and the crackling trunks  
Extinguish'd with a crash—and all was black.  
The brows of men by the despairing light  
Wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits  
The flashes fell upon them; some lay down  
And hid their eyes and wept; and some did rest  
Their chins upon their clenched hands, and smil'd;  
And others hurried to and fro, and fed  
Their funeral piles with fuel, and look'd up  
With mad disquietude on the dull sky,  
The pall of a past world; and then again  
With curses cast them down upon the dust,  
And gnash'd their teeth and howl'd: the wild birds shriek'd  
And, terrified, did flutter on the ground,  
And flap their useless wings; the wildest brutes  
Came tame and tremulous; and vipers crawl'd  
And twin'd themselves among the multitude,  
Hissing, but stingless—they were slain for food.  
And War, which for a moment was no more,  
Did glut himself again: a meal was bought  
With blood, and each sate sullenly apart  
Gorging himself in gloom: no love was left;  
All earth was but one thought—and that was death  
Immediate and inglorious; and the pang  

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems-and-poets/poets/detail/lord-byron
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Of famine fed upon all entrails—men  
Died, and their bones were tombless as their flesh;  
The meagre by the meagre were devour'd,  
Even dogs assail'd their masters, all save one,  
And he was faithful to a corse, and kept  
The birds and beasts and famish'd men at bay,  
Till hunger clung them, or the dropping dead  
Lur'd their lank jaws; himself sought out no food,  
But with a piteous and perpetual moan,  
And a quick desolate cry, licking the hand  
Which answer'd not with a caress—he died.  
The crowd was famish'd by degrees; but two  
Of an enormous city did survive,  
And they were enemies: they met beside  
The dying embers of an altar-place  
Where had been heap'd a mass of holy things  
For an unholy usage; they rak'd up,  
And shivering scrap'd with their cold skeleton hands  
The feeble ashes, and their feeble breath  
Blew for a little life, and made a flame  
Which was a mockery; then they lifted up  
Their eyes as it grew lighter, and beheld  
Each other's aspects—saw, and shriek'd, and died—  
Even of their mutual hideousness they died,  
Unknowing who he was upon whose brow  
Famine had written Fiend. The world was void,  
The populous and the powerful was a lump,  
Seasonless, herbless, treeless, manless, lifeless—  
A lump of death—a chaos of hard clay.  
The rivers, lakes and ocean all stood still,  
And nothing stirr'd within their silent depths;  
Ships sailorless lay rotting on the sea,  
And their masts fell down piecemeal: as they dropp'd  
They slept on the abyss without a surge—  
The waves were dead; the tides were in their grave,  
The moon, their mistress, had expir'd before;  
The winds were wither'd in the stagnant air,  
And the clouds perish'd; Darkness had no need  
Of aid from them—She was the Universe.  

  



 16 

The Destruction of Sennacherib - Byron 
 
The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold,  
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold;  
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea,  
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee.  
 
   Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is green,  
That host with their banners at sunset were seen:  
Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown,  
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown.  
 
   For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast,  
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed;  
And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill,  
And their hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew still!  
 
   And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide,  
But through it there rolled not the breath of his pride;  
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf,  
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf.  
 
   And there lay the rider distorted and pale,  
With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail:  
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone,  
The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown.  
 
   And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail,  
And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal;  
And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword,  
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord! 
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The Human Abstract – William Blake 

Pity would be no more, 
 If we did not make somebody Poor: 
 And Mercy no more could be, 
 If all were as happy as we; 
 
 And mutual fear brings peace; 
 Till the selfish loves increase. 
 Then Cruelty knits a snare, 
 And spreads his baits with care. 
 
 He sits down with holy fears, 
 And waters the ground with tears: 
 Then Humility takes its root 
 Underneath his foot. 
 
 Soon spreads the dismal shade 
 Of Mystery over his head; 
 And the Catterpillar and Fly, 
 Feed on the Mystery. 
 
 And it bears the fruit of Deceit, 
 Ruddy and sweet to eat; 
 And the Raven his nest has made 
 In its thickest shade. 
 
 The Gods of the earth and sea 
 Sought thro' Nature to find this Tree 
 But their search was all in vain: 
 There grows one in the Human Brain 
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John Clare - Summer 

Come we to the summer, to the summer we will come,  
For the woods are full of bluebells and the hedges full of bloom, 
And the crow is on the oak a-building of her nest, 
And love is burning diamonds in my true lover's breast; 
She sits beneath the whitethorn a-plaiting of her hair, 
And I will to my true lover with a fond request repair; 
I will look upon her face, I will in her beauty rest, 
And lay my aching weariness upon her lovely breast. 
 
The clock-a-clay is creeping on the open bloom of May, 
The merry bee is trampling the pinky threads all day, 
And the chaffinch it is brooding on its grey mossy nest 
In the whitethorn bush where I will lean upon my lover's breast; 
I'll lean upon her breast and I'll whisper in her ear 
That I cannot get a wink o'sleep for thinking of my dear; 
I hunger at my meat and I daily fade away 
Like the hedge rose that is broken in the heat of the day. 
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Digging  

BY SEAMUS HEANEY 
 

Between my finger and my thumb    
The squat pen rests; snug as a gun. 
 
Under my window, a clean rasping sound    
When the spade sinks into gravelly ground:    
My father, digging. I look down 
 
Till his straining rump among the flowerbeds    
Bends low, comes up twenty years away    
Stooping in rhythm through potato drills    
Where he was digging. 
 
The coarse boot nestled on the lug, the shaft    
Against the inside knee was levered firmly. 
He rooted out tall tops, buried the bright edge deep 
To scatter new potatoes that we picked, 
Loving their cool hardness in our hands. 
 
By God, the old man could handle a spade.    
Just like his old man. 
 
My grandfather cut more turf in a day 
Than any other man on Toner’s bog. 
Once I carried him milk in a bottle 
Corked sloppily with paper. He straightened up 
To drink it, then fell to right away 
Nicking and slicing neatly, heaving sods 
Over his shoulder, going down and down 
For the good turf. Digging. 
 
The cold smell of potato mould, the squelch and slap 
Of soggy peat, the curt cuts of an edge 
Through living roots awaken in my head. 
But I’ve no spade to follow men like them. 
 
Between my finger and my thumb 
The squat pen rests. 
I’ll dig with it. 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/seamus-heaney
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Nettles 
Vernon Scannell 
 
My son aged three fell in the nettle bed. 

"Bed" seemed a curious name for those green spears. 

That regiment of spite behind the shed: 

It was no place for rest. With sobs and tears 

The boy came seeking comfort and I saw 

White blisters beaded on his tender skin. 

We soothed him till his pain was not so raw. 

At last he offered us a watery grin, 

And then I took my hook and honed the blade 

And went outside and slashed in fury with it 

Till not a nettle in that fierce parade 

Stood upright any more. Next task: I lit 

A funeral pyre to burn the fallen dead. 

But in two weeks the busy sun and rain 

Had called up tall recruits behind the shed: 

My son would often feel sharp wounds again. 
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