A.E. Housman, 31 from A Shropshire Lad

On Wenlock Edge the wood's in trouble;
His forest fleece the Wrekin heaves;

The gale, 1t plies the saplings double,
And thick on Severn snow the leaves.

"I'would blow like this through holt and hanger
When Uricon the city stood:

"I'1s the old wind 1n the old anger,
But then it threshed another wood.

Then, 'twas before my time, the Roman
At yonder heaving hill would stare:
The blood that warms an English yeoman,
The thoughts that hurt him, they were there.

There, like the wind through woods in riot,
Through him the gale of life blew high;
The tree of man was never quiet:
Then 'twas the Roman, now 'tis 1.

The gale, 1t plies the saplings double,

It blows so hard, 'twill soon be gone:
To-day the Roman and his trouble

Are ashes under Uricon.

Housman, Shropshire Lad, 2
Loveliest of trees, the cherry now

Is hung with bloom along the bough,
And stands about the woodland ride
Wearing white for Eastertide.

Now, of my threescore years and ten,
T'wenty will not come again,

And take from seventy springs a score,
It only leaves me fifty more.

And since to look at things in bloom
Fifty springs are little room,

About the woodlands I will go

To see the cherry hung with snow.



Melville, Moby-Dick, Chapter 23 “The Lee Shore”

Some chapters back, one Bulkington was spoken of, a tall, newlanded mariner,
encountered in New Bedford at the mn.

When on that shivering winter’s night, the Pequod thrust her vindictive bows mto the
cold malicious waves, who should I see standing at her helm but Bulkington! I looked
with sympathetic awe and fearfulness upon the man, who in mid-winter just landed
from a four years’ dangerous voyage, could so unrestingly push off again for still another
tempestuous term. The land seemed scorching to his feet. Wonderfullest things are
ever the unmentionable; deep memories yield no epitaphs; this six-inch chapter 1s the
stoneless grave of Bulkington. Let me only say that it fared with him as with the storm-
tossed ship, that miserably drives along the leeward land. The port would fain give
succor; the port is pitiful; in the port 1s safety, comfort, hearthstone, supper, warm
blankets, friends, all that’s kind to our mortalities. But in that gale, the port, the land, 1s
that ship’s direst jeopardy; she must fly all hospitality; one touch of land, though 1t but
graze the keel, would make her shudder through and through. With all her might she
crowds all sail off shore; in so doing, fights ‘gainst the very winds that fain would blow
her homeward; seeks all the lashed sea’s landlessness again; for refuge’s sake forlornly
rushing into peril; her only friend her bitterest foe!

Know ye now, Bulkington? Glimpses do ye seem to see of that mortally intolerable
truth; that all deep, earnest thinking 1s but the mtrepid effort of the soul to keep the
open independence of her sea; while the wildest winds of heaven and earth conspire to
cast her on the treacherous, slavish shore?

But as in landlessness alone resides highest truth, shoreless, indefinite as God- so better
1s 1t to perish in that howling infinite, than be ingloriously dashed upon the lee, even if
that were safety! For worm-like, then, oh! who would craven crawl to land! Terrors of
the terrible! 1s all this agony so vain? Take heart, take heart, O Bulkington! Bear thee
grimly, demigod! Up from the spray of thy ocean-perishing- straight up, leaps thy
apotheosis!



Frost, “Nothing Gold Can Stay”

Nature’s first green 1s gold,
Her hardest hue to hold.
Her early leaf’s a flower;
But only so an hour.

Then leaf subsides to leaf.
So Eden sank to grief,

So dawn goes down to day.
Nothing gold can stay.

Dickinson, 236

Some keep the Sabbath going to Church -
I keep 1t, staying at Home -

With a Bobolink for a Chorister -

And an Orchard, for a Dome -

Some keep the Sabbath in Surplice -

I, just wear my Wings -

And nstead of tolling the Bell, for Church,
Our Iittle Sexton - sings.

God preaches, a noted Clergyman -
And the sermon 1s never long,

So mstead of getting to Heaven, at last -
I'm going, all along.



W.B. Yeats, “An Irish Airman Foresees His Death”

I know that I shall meet my fate
Somewhere among the clouds above;
Those that I fight I do not hate

Those that I guard I do not love;

My country 1s Kiltartan Cross,

My countrymen Kiltartan’s poor,

No likely end could bring them loss
Or leave them happier than before.
Nor law, nor duty bade me fight,

Nor public man, nor cheering crowds,
A lonely impulse of delight

Drove to this tumult 1n the clouds;

I balanced all, brought all to mind,
The years to come seemed waste of breath,
A waste of breath the years behind

In balance with this life, this death.

Housman, “When I Was One-and-Twenty”

When I was one-and-twenty
I heard a wise man say,
“Give crowns and pounds and guineas
But not your heart away;
Give pearls away and rubies
But keep your fancy free.”
But I was one-and-twenty,
No use to talk to me.

When I was one-and-twenty
I heard him say again,
“The heart out of the bosom
Was never given 1n vain;
"T'1s paid with sighs a plenty
And sold for endless rue.”
And I am two-and-twenty,
And oh, ’tis true, ’tis true.



FSF, Gatsby, last page

Most of the big shore places were closed now and there were hardly any lights except
the shadowy, moving glow of a ferryboat across the Sound. And as the moon rose
higher the messential houses began to melt away until gradually I became aware of
the old 1sland here that flowered once for Dutch sailors’ eyes—a fresh, green breast
of the new world. Its vanished trees, the trees that had made way for Gatsby’s house,
had once pandered in whispers to the last and greatest of all human dreams; for a
transitory enchanted moment man must have held his breath mn the presence of this
continent, compelled mto an asthetic contemplation he neither understood nor
desired, face to face for the last ime in history with something commensurate to his
capacity for wonder.

And as I sat there, brooding on the old unknown world, I thought of Gatsby’s
wonder when he first picked out the green light at the end of Daisy’s dock. He had
come a long way to this blue lawn and his dream must have seemed so close that he
could hardly fail to grasp it. He did not know that it was already behind him,
somewhere back 1n that vast obscurity beyond the city, where the dark fields of the
republic rolled on under the night.

Gatsby believed 1n the green light, the orgastic future that year by year recedes before
us. It eluded us then, but that’s no matter—tomorrow we will run faster, stretch out
our arms farther. . . . And one fine morning—

So we beat on, boats against the current, borne back ceaselessly mnto the past.

Shelley, “Ozymandias”

I met a traveler from an antique land

Who said: “T'wo vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand 1n the desert . . . Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed:
And on the pedestal these words appear:

‘My name 1s Ozymandias, king of kings:

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!’
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare

The lone and level sands stretch far away.”



Tennyson, “Ulysses” (part three)

There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail:
There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners,
Souls that have toil'd, and wrought, and thought with me—
That ever with a frolic welcome took
The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed
Free hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old;

OId age hath yet his honour and his toil;

Death closes all: but something ere the end,

Some work of noble note, may yet be done,

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks:

The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends,
"T" 1s not too late to seek a newer world.

Push off, and sitting well in order smite

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths

Of all the western stars, until I die.

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.

Tho' much 1s taken, much abides; and tho'

We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are;
One equal temper of heroic hearts,

Made weak by time and fate, but strong mn will

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.



