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The Passionate Shepherd to His Love

by Christopher Marlowe 

Come live with me and be my love, 

And we will all the pleasures prove, 

That Valleys, groves, hills, and fields, 

Woods, or steepy mountain yields. 

And we will sit upon the Rocks, 

Seeing the Shepherds feed their flocks, 

By shallow Rivers to whose falls 

Melodious birds sing Madrigals. 

And I will make thee beds of Roses 

And a thousand fragrant posies, 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 

Embroidered all with leaves of Myrtle; 

A gown made of the finest wool 

Which from our pretty Lambs we pull; 

Fair lined slippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the purest gold; 

A belt of straw and Ivy buds, 

With Coral clasps and Amber studs: 

And if these pleasures may thee move, 

Come live with me, and be my love. 
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The Shepherds’ Swains shall dance and sing 

For thy delight each May-morning: 

If these delights thy mind may move, 

Then live with me, and be my love.

Mentioned by:

Lana aka L.T. Garvin at https://broussardlana.wordpress.com

Christopher (Kit) Marlowe (1564-1593) was an English Elizabethan poet who 

influenced Shakespeare. His early death was a mystery when he was stabbed to 

death.
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The Road Not Taken

by Robert Frost 

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,

And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could

To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,

Because it was grassy and wanted wear;

Though as for that the passing there

Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.

Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh

Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—

I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.
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Mentioned by:

 

Curt Mekemson  at  https://wandering-through-time-and-place.me  

and Robin at https://witlessdatingafterfifty.wordpress.com

Robert Frost was an American poet (1874-1963) whose work was published in 

England before America. During his lifetime he won four Pulitzer Prizes for Poetry. 

Robert Frost is highly regarded for his realistic depictions of rural life and his 

command of American colloquial speech. His work frequently employed settings 

from rural life in New England in the early twentieth century, using them to 

examine complex social and philosophical themes. 

Robert Frost also mentioned by Julie at https://facetsofamuse.wordpress.com   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No Man Is An Island 

by John Donne

No man is an island,

Entire of itself,

Every man is a piece of the continent,

A part of the main.

If a clod be washed away by the sea,

Europe is the less.

As well as if a promontory were.

As well as if a manor of thy friend's

Or of thine own were:

Any man's death diminishes me,

Because I am involved in mankind,

And therefore never send to know for whom the bell tolls; 

It tolls for thee.

Mentioned by:

Curt Mekemson  at  https://wandering-through-time-and-place.me  

John Donne (1573-1631)  was Cleric in Church of England as well as an English 

metaphysical poet. He wanted his poetry to counter the smoothness of 

conventional Elizabethan poetry. His works are noted for their strong, sensual 

style and include sonnets, love poems, religious poems, Latin translations, 

epigrams, elegies, songs, satires and sermons. His poetry is noted for its vibrancy 

of language and inventiveness of metaphor, especially compared to that of his 

contemporaries. Donne's style is characterised by abrupt openings and various 

paradoxes, ironies and dislocations. 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Wild Geese

by Mary Oliver

You do not have to be good.

You do not have to walk on your knees

for a hundred miles through the desert repenting.

You only have to let the soft animal of your body

love what it loves.

Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you mine.

Meanwhile the world goes on.

Meanwhile the sun and the clear pebbles of the rain

are moving across the landscapes,

over the prairies and the deep trees,

the mountains and the rivers.

Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clean blue air, 

are heading home again.

Whoever you are, no matter how lonely,

the world offers itself to your imagination,

calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting-

over and over announcing your place

In the family of things. 
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Forty Years

by Mary Oliver

For forty years
the sheets of white paper have

passed under my hands and I have tried 
to improve their peaceful

emptiness putting down
little curls little shafts 

of letters words
little flames leaping

not one page
was less to me than fascinating 

discursive full of cadence
its pale nerves hiding

in the curves of the Qs
in the soldiery Hs

in the webbed feet of the Ws
forty years

and again this morning as always
I am stopped as the world comes back

wet and beautiful I am thinking
that language

is not even a river
is not a tree is not a green field
is not even a black ant travelling

briskly modestly

from day to day from one
golden page to another.  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Mary Oliver Quotes

As a child, what

captivated me was reading the poem 

myself and realising that

there was a world

without material

substance which was 

nevertheless as alive as

any other.

****************

It is a serious thing

just to be alive

on this fresh morning

in this broken world.

******************

Mary Oliver mentioned by:

Pamela Wight at  https://roughwighting.net

Mary Oliver is an American poet (1935 - ) and Pulitzer Prize winner whose poems 

are grounded in her memories of Ohio, where she was born and grew up as well as 

of her adopted home of New England. She is known for her clear and poignant 

observances of the natural world. Her creativity is stirred by nature, and Oliver, an 

avid walker, often pursues inspiration on foot. 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Sonnet 29

by Shakespeare

When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes,

I all alone beweep my outcast state,

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,

And look upon myself, and curse my fate,

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,

Featur’d like him, like him with friends possess’d,

Desiring this man’s art and that man’s scope,

With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,

Haply I think on thee, and then my state,

Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate;

For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth brings

That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

Mentioned by:

K.E. Garland at  https://kwoted.wordpress.com
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Trees

by Joyce Kilmer

I think that I shall never see

A poem lovely as a tree.

A tree whose hungry mouth is prest

Against the earth’s sweet flowing breast;

A tree that looks at God all day,

And lifts her leafy arms to pray;

A tree that may in Summer wear

A nest of robins in her hair;

Upon whose bosom snow has lain;

Who intimately lives with rain.

Poems are made by fools like me,

But only God can make a tree.

Mentioned by:

Bette A. Stevens 

Joyce Kilmer was an American poet (1886-1918 ) who is mainly remembered for 

this short poem titled ‘Trees’. Though a prolific poet whose works celebrated the 

common beauty of the natural world as well as his Roman Catholic religious faith, 

Kilmer was also a journalist, literary critic, lecturer, and editor. He was killed by a 

sniper’s bullet in France aged 31.  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Nils Ferlin Poem (A translation)

You have lost your word, your note

you barefoot child in life,

Sitting again alone on the Grocer’s step

crying so forlornly.

What was it, your word – was it long or short

Was it well or badly written?

Think carefully now – before we shoo you out,

You barefoot child in life. 

Du har tappat ditt ord och din papperslapp,

du barfotabarn i livet.

Så sitter du åter på handlar’ns trapp

och gråter så övergivet.

Vad var det för ord – var det långt eller kort,

var det väl eller illa skrivet?

Tänk efter nu – förrn vi föser dig bort

du barfotabarn i livet.

Mentioned by:

DELPHINI510  (Mirja)

Nils Ferlin (1898-1961) was a Swedish poem & lyricist. His lasting appeal is partly 

attributed to his vivid portrayal of central Stockholm before urban renewal and his 

association with the popular culture that flourished there then.
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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;   

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!’ 
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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!

Mentioned by:

Jill Weatherholt 

Rudyard Kipling  (1865-1936) was an English journalist, short-story writer, poet & 

novelist. His most famous works include ‘The Jungle Book’ & ‘Kim’. He was an  

innovator in short story, and became a classic children's author and ultimately one 

of the most popular writers in the UK in later 19th century and early 20th 

century.  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La Higuera
by Juana de Ibarbourou

Porque es áspera y fea,
porque todas sus ramas son grises,

yo le tengo piedad a la higuera.

En mi quinta hay cien árboles bellos,
ciruelos redondos,
limoneros rectos

y naranjos de brotes lustrosos.

En las primaveras,
todos ellos se cubren de flores

en torno a la higuera.

Y la pobre parece tan triste
con sus gajos torcidos que nunca
de apretados capullos se viste...

Por eso,
cada vez que yo paso a su lado,

digo, procurando
hacer dulce y alegre mi acento:

«Es la higuera el más bello
de los árboles todos del huerto».

Si ella escucha,
si comprende el idioma en que hablo,

¡qué dulzura tan honda hará nido
en su alma sensible de árbol!

Y tal vez, a la noche,
cuando el viento abanique su copa,

embriagada de gozo le cuente:

¡Hoy a mí me dijeron hermosa!

�15



The Fig Tree (A Translation)
by Juana de Ibarbourou

Because it is rough and ugly, 
because all its branches are gray, 

I have pity him to the tree. 

In my fifth there are a hundred beautiful trees, 
round plum trees, 

straight lemon trees 
and orange with shiny buds. 

In spring, 
all of them are covered with flowers 

around the fig tree. 

And poor seems so sad 
with their twisted segments than ever 

buds tight dresses ... 

Because, 
every time I walked past him, 

I say, trying 
make sweet and cheerful my accent: 

"It is the most beautiful fig 
all the trees of the garden ". 

If she listens, 
if you understand the language I speak, 

What will nest so deep sweetness 
in his sensitive soul tree! 

And maybe, at night, 
when the wind to fan his glass, 

drunk with joy to tell: 

Today they told me beautiful!
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Mentioned by:

Robin at https://witlessdatingafterfifty.wordpress.com

Juana de Ibarbourou aka Juane de America (1892-1979) was a poet from   

Uruguay whose poetry poetry is notable for her identification of her feelings with 

nature around her. She was one of most popular poets of Spanish America. 
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Desiderata

by Max Ehrmann

Go placidly amid the noise and haste, and remember what peace there may be in 

silence.

As far as possible, without surrender, be on good terms with all persons.

Speak your truth quietly and clearly; and listen to others,

even to the dull and ignorant; they too have their story.

Avoid loud and aggressive persons, they are vexations to the spirit.

If you compare yourself with others, you may become vain and bitter,

for always there will be greater and lesser persons than yourself.

Enjoy your achievements as well as your plans.

Keep interested in your own career, however humble;

it is a real possession in the changing fortunes of time.

Exercise caution in your business affairs, for the world is full of trickery.

But let this not blind you to what virtue there is;

many persons strive for high ideals,

and everywhere life is full of heroism.

Be yourself. Especially do not feign affection. Neither be cynical about love;

for in the face of all aridity and disenchantment it is as perennial as the grass.

Take kindly the counsel of the years, gracefully surrendering the things of youth.

Nurture strength of spirit to shield you in sudden misfortune.

But do not distress yourself with dark imaginings.

Many fears are born of fatigue and loneliness.

Beyond a wholesome discipline, be gentle with yourself.

You are a child of the universe no less than the trees and the stars;

you have a right to be here. And whether or not it is clear to you,
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no doubt the universe is unfolding as it should.

Therefore be at peace with God, whatever you conceive Him to be.

And whatever your labors and aspirations, in the noisy confusion of life,

keep peace with your soul. With all its sham, drudgery and broken dreams,

it is still a beautiful world. Be cheerful. Strive to be happy.

Mentioned by:

Mirja aka DELPHINI510 and Robin at https://witlessdatingafterfifty.wordpress.com

Max Ehrmann wrote this prose poem in 1927 and was later considered lost for 

many years before it started to be used for devotional and spoken word recording 

in 1971/1972.
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The Fool’s Prayer

by Edward Rowland Sill

The royal feast was done; the King

Sought some new sport to banish care,

And to his jester cried: “Sir Fool,

Kneel now, and make for us a prayer!”

The jester doffed his cap and bells,

And stood the mocking court before;

They could not see the bitter smile

Behind the painted grin he wore.

He bowed his head, and bent his knee

Upon the Monarch’s silken stool;

His pleading voice arose: “O Lord,

Be merciful to me, a fool!

“No pity, Lord, could change the heart

From red with wrong to white as wool;

The rod must heal the sin: but Lord,

Be merciful to me, a fool!

“‘Tis not by guilt the onward sweep

Of truth and right, O Lord, we stay;

‘Tis by our follies that so long

We hold the earth from heaven away.

“These clumsy feet, still in the mire,

Go crushing blossoms without end;

The hard, well-meaning hands we thrust

Among the heart-strings of a friend.

“The ill-timed truth we might have kept –

Who knows how sharp it pierced and stung?
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The word we had not sense to say –

Who knows how grandly it had rung?

“Our faults no tenderness should ask,

The chastening stripes must cleanse them all;

But for our blunders – oh in shame

Before the eyes of heaven we fall.

“Earth bears no balsam for mistakes;

Men crown the knave, and scourge the tool

That did his will; but ‘Thou, O Lord,

Be merciful to me, a fool!”

The room was hushed: In silence rose the

The King, and sought his gardens cool,

And walked apart, and murmured low,

“Be merciful to me, a fool!”

Mentioned by Carol A. Hand 

Edward Rowland Sill (1841-1887) was an american poet and educator.  

�21

https://carolahand.wordpress.com


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, 
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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.

Mentioned by:

D. Wallace Peach (Diana) at https://mythsofthemirror.com

Wilfred Owen (1893-1918) was an English poet and soldier and one of the leading 

poets of World War I. His shocking, realistic war poetry on the horrors of trenches 

and gas warfare was heavily influenced by his friend and mentor Siegfried Sassoon, 

and stood in stark contrast both to the public perception of war at the time and 

to the confidently patriotic verse written by earlier war poets such as Rupert 

Brooke.  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Invictus
by William Ernest Henley

Out of the night that covers me, 

      Black as the pit from pole to pole, 

I thank whatever gods may be 

      For my unconquerable soul. 

In the fell clutch of circumstance 

      I have not winced nor cried aloud. 

Under the bludgeonings of chance 

      My head is bloody, but unbowed. 

Beyond this place of wrath and tears 

      Looms but the Horror of the shade, 

And yet the menace of the years 

      Finds and shall find me unafraid. 

It matters not how strait the gate, 

      How charged with punishments the scroll, 

I am the master of my fate, 

      I am the captain of my soul. 

Mentioned by:

Patricia Salamone at The Writers Desk / The Italian Blog

‘Invictus’ is a Short Victorian poem written in 1888 by Englishman William Ernest 

Henley. Henley was a poet, critic and editor who vastly influenced cultural and 

literary matters. He wrote this whilst in hospital recovering from a bout of 

tuberculosis.  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Kubla Khan
by Samuel Taylor Coleridge 

Or, a vision in a dream. A Fragment. 

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 

A stately pleasure-dome decree: 

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 

Through caverns measureless to man 

   Down to a sunless sea. 

So twice five miles of fertile ground 

With walls and towers were girdled round; 

And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills, 

Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree; 

And here were forests ancient as the hills, 

Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 

But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted 

Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover! 

A savage place! as holy and enchanted 

As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted 

By woman wailing for her demon-lover! 

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething, 

As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 

A mighty fountain momently was forced: 

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail: 

And mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 

It flung up momently the sacred river. 

Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 
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Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 

Then reached the caverns measureless to man, 

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean; 

And ’mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 

Ancestral voices prophesying war! 

   The shadow of the dome of pleasure 

   Floated midway on the waves; 

   Where was heard the mingled measure 

   From the fountain and the caves. 

It was a miracle of rare device, 

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice! 

   A damsel with a dulcimer 

   In a vision once I saw: 

   It was an Abyssinian maid 

   And on her dulcimer she played, 

   Singing of Mount Abora. 

   Could I revive within me 

   Her symphony and song, 

   To such a deep delight ’twould win me, 

That with music loud and long, 

I would build that dome in air, 

That sunny dome! those caves of ice! 

And all who heard should see them there, 

And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 

His flashing eyes, his floating hair! 

Weave a circle round him thrice, 

And close your eyes with holy dread 

For he on honey-dew hath fed, 

And drunk the milk of Paradise.
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Mentioned by:

D. Wallace Peach (Diana) at https://mythsofthemirror.com

Samuel Taylor Coleridge (772-1834) was an English poet, literary critic and 

philosopher. Together with his friend William Wordsworth, Coleridge was founder 

fo the Romantic Movement in England.
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The Windhover

by Gerard Manley Hopkins   

To Christ our Lord

I caught this morning morning's minion, king-

    dom of daylight's dauphin, dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon, in his riding

    Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, and striding

High there, how he rung upon the rein of a wimpling wing

In his ecstasy! then off, off forth on swing,

    As a skate's heel sweeps smooth on a bow-bend: the hurl and gliding

    Rebuffed the big wind. My heart in hiding

Stirred for a bird, – the achieve of, the mastery of the thing!

Brute beauty and valour and act, oh, air, pride, plume, here

    Buckle! AND the fire that breaks from thee then, a billion

Times told lovelier, more dangerous, O my chevalier!

     

   No wonder of it: shéer plód makes plough down sillion

Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear,

    Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermilion.

Mentioned by:

D. Wallace Peach (Diana) at https://mythsofthemirror.com

Gerard Manley Hopkins  (1844-1889) was an  English poet who found fame 

posthumously.  His manipulation of prosody (particularly his invention of sprung 

rhythm) and his use of imagery established him after his death as an innovative 

writer of religious verse. 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Ode on a Grecian Urn

by John Keats

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, 
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         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, 

                Is 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. 

O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede 

         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,—that is all 

                Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.”
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Mentioned by:

Carol Balawyder 

John Keats (1795-1821) was an English Romantic poet. He was the main figure of 

the second germination of Romantic poets along with Lord Byron and Percy 

Bysshe Shelley. His reputation grew after his death. Keats’s poetry is 

characterised by sensual imagery, most notably in the series of odes. This is 

typical of romantic poets, as they aimed to accentuate extreme emotion through 

the emphasis of natural imagery.  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Jabberwocky
by Lewis Carroll

‘Twas brillig, and the slithy toves

Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:

All mimsy were the borogoves,

And the mome raths outgrabe.

“Beware the Jabberwock, my son!

The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!

Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun

The frumious Bandersnatch!”

He took his vorpal sword in hand:

Long time the manxome foe he sought–

So rested he by the Tumtum tree,

And stood awhile in thought.

And, as in uffish thought he stood,

The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,

Came wiffling through the tulgey wood,

And burbled as it came!

One, two! One, two! And through and through

The vorpal blade went snicker-snack!

He left it dead, and with its head

He went galumphing back.

“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?

Come to my arms, my beamish boy!

O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!”
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He chortled in his joy.

‘Twas brillig, and the slithy toves

Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:

All mimsy were the borogoves,

And the mome raths outgrabe.

Mentioned by:

Mike

‘Jabberwocky’ by Lewis Carroll is Nonsense poem about killing of an animal called 

the ‘Jabberwock’. Included in his 1871 novel ‘Through the Looking-Glass’ and 

‘What Alice Found There’. Lewis Carroll was the pen name for Charles Lutwidge 

Dodgson (1832-1898), an English writer, mathematician, Anglican deacon, 

photographer. He was noted for his fun of word play, logic and fantasy.  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Horatius Cocles
by Thomas Babington Macaulay

Famous quote from the poem:

Then out spake brave Horatius,

The Captain of the Gate:

"To every man upon this earth

Death cometh soon or late.

And how can man die better

Than facing fearful odds,

For the ashes of his fathers,

And the temples of his gods?”

Mentioned by:

Peter

Thomas Babington Macaulay (1800–1859)  was also Baron Macaulay, as well as a 

British historian and Whig politician.  In his view, Macaulay divided the world into 

civilised nations and barbarism, with Britain representing the high point of 

civilisation.
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The Garden
by Andrew Marvell

How vainly men themselves amaze 

To win the palm, the oak, or bays, 

And their uncessant labours see 

Crown’d from some single herb or tree, 

Whose short and narrow verged shade 

Does prudently their toils upbraid; 

While all flow’rs and all trees do close 

To weave the garlands of repose. 

Fair Quiet, have I found thee here, 

And Innocence, thy sister dear! 

Mistaken long, I sought you then 

In busy companies of men; 

Your sacred plants, if here below, 

Only among the plants will grow. 

Society is all but rude, 

To this delicious solitude. 

No white nor red was ever seen 

So am’rous as this lovely green. 

Fond lovers, cruel as their flame, 

Cut in these trees their mistress’ name; 

Little, alas, they know or heed 

How far these beauties hers exceed! 

Fair trees! wheres’e’er your barks I wound, 

No name shall but your own be found. 

When we have run our passion’s heat, 
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Love hither makes his best retreat. 

The gods, that mortal beauty chase, 

Still in a tree did end their race: 

Apollo hunted Daphne so, 

Only that she might laurel grow; 

And Pan did after Syrinx speed, 

Not as a nymph, but for a reed. 

What wond’rous life in this I lead! 

Ripe apples drop about my head; 

The luscious clusters of the vine 

Upon my mouth do crush their wine; 

The nectarine and curious peach 

Into my hands themselves do reach; 

Stumbling on melons as I pass, 

Ensnar’d with flow’rs, I fall on grass. 

Meanwhile the mind, from pleasure less, 

Withdraws into its happiness; 

The mind, that ocean where each kind 

Does straight its own resemblance find, 

Yet it creates, transcending these, 

Far other worlds, and other seas; 

Annihilating all that’s made 

To a green thought in a green shade. 

Here at the fountain’s sliding foot, 

Or at some fruit tree’s mossy root, 

Casting the body’s vest aside, 

My soul into the boughs does glide; 
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There like a bird it sits and sings, 

Then whets, and combs its silver wings; 

And, till prepar’d for longer flight, 

Waves in its plumes the various light. 

Such was that happy garden-state, 

While man there walk’d without a mate; 

After a place so pure and sweet, 

What other help could yet be meet! 

But ’twas beyond a mortal’s share 

To wander solitary there: 

Two paradises ’twere in one 

To live in paradise alone. 

How well the skillful gard’ner drew 

Of flow’rs and herbs this dial new, 

Where from above the milder sun 

Does through a fragrant zodiac run; 

And as it works, th’ industrious bee 

Computes its time as well as we. 

How could such sweet and wholesome hours 

Be reckon’d but with herbs and flow’rs!

Mentioned by:

Rod Hart 

Andrew Marvell (1621-1678) was an English metaphysical poet, satirist, politician 

as well as being a close friend of John Milton.  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My Mind to Me a Kingdom Is

by Edward Dyer

My mind to me a kingdom is;

Such perfect joy therein I find

That it excels all other bliss

Which God or nature hath assign'd.

Though much I want that most would have,

Yet still my mind forbids to crave.

No princely port, nor wealthy store,

No force to win a victory,

No wily wit to salve a sore,

No shape to win a loving eye;

To none of these I yield as thrall,--

For why? my mind despise them all.

I see that plenty surfeit oft,

And hasty climbers soonest fall;

I see that such as are aloft

Mishap doth threaten most of all.

These get with toil and keep with fear;

Such cares my mind can never bear.

I press to bear no haughty sway,

I wish no more than may suffice,

I do no more than well I may,

Look, what I want my mind supplies.

Lo ! thus I triumph like a king,

My mind content with anything.
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I laugh not at another's loss,

Nor grudge not at another's gain;

No worldly waves my mind can toss;

I brook that is another's bane.

I fear no foe, nor fawn on friend,

I loathe not life, nor dread mine end.

My wealth is health and perfect ease,

And conscience clear my chief defence;

I never seek by bribes to please,

Nor by desert to give offence.

Thus do I live, thus will I die,--

Would all did so as well as I! 

Mentioned by:

 Rod Hart

Sir Edward Dyer (1543 -1607) was an English courtier and poet.
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THE END
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