Poems for Memorization  Spring 1999
1. The Old Woman  Joseph Campbell (Irish  b. 1879)

As a white candle

In a holy place,

So is the beauty

Of an agèd face.

As the spent radiance

Of the winter sun,

So is a woman

With her travail done.

Her brood gone from her

And her thoughts as still

As the waters

Under a ruined mill.

2. Daybreak
John Donne  (English 1573-1631)

Stay, O sweet, and do not rise!

  The light that shines comes from thine eyes;

The day breaks not: it is my heart,

  Because that you and I must part.

      Stay! or else my joys will die


  And perish in their infancy.

3. To Minerva
Thomas Hood  (English 1789-1845)

My temples throb, my pulses boil,

  I’m sick of Song, and Ode, and Ballad–

So, Thyrsis, take the Midnight Oil,

  And pour it on a lobster salad.

My brain is dull, my sight is foul,

  I cannot write a verse, or read,–

Then, Pallas, take away thine Owl,

  And let us have a lark instead.

4. Time, You Old Gypsy Man 

Ralph Hodgson  (English b. 1871)

Time, you old gypsy man, 

  Will you not stay,

Put up your caravan

  Just for one day?

All things I’ll give you

Will you be my guest,

Bells for your jennet

Of silver the best,

Goldsmiths shall beat you

A great golden ring,

Peacocks shall bow to you,

Little boys sing,

Oh, and sweet girls will

Festoon you with may.

Time, you old gypsy,

Why hasten away?

Last week in Babylon,

Last night in Rome,

Morning, and in the crush

Under Paul’s dome;

Under Paul’s dial

You tighten your rein–

Only a moment,

And off once again;

Off to some city

Now blind in the womb,

Off to another

Ere that’s in the tomb.

Time, you old gypsy man, 

  Will you not stay,

Put up your caravan

  Just for one day?

5. Alas! The Love of Women George Gordon Byron 

(Don Juan) (English 1788-1824)

Alas! The love of women! it is known

  To be a lovely and a fearful thing;

For all of theirs upon that die is thrown,

  And if ’tis lost, life hath no more to bring

To them but mockeries of the past alone,

  And their revenge is as the tiger’s spring,

Deadly, and quick, and crushing; yet, as real

Torture is theirs, what they inflict they feel.

6. Chamber Music  James Joyce (Irish 1882-1941)

All day I hear the noise of waters

  Making moan,

Sad as the seabird is when going

  Forth alone

He hears the winds cry to the waters’

  Monotone.

The grey winds, the cold winds are blowing

  Where I go.

I hear the noise of many waters

  Far below.

All day, all night, I hear them flowing

  To and fro.

7. I do not love Thee
Caroline Elizabeth Sarah Norton (English 1808-1876)

  I do not love thee!–no! I do not love thee!

And yet when thou art absent I am sad;

  And envy even the bright blue sky above thee,

Whose quiet stars may see thee and be glad.

 I do not love thee!–yet, I know not why,

Whate’er thou dost seems still well done, to me:

  And often in my solitude I sigh

That those I do love are not more like thee!

 I do not love thee!–yet, when thou art gone,

I hate the sound (though those who speak be dear)

  Which breaks the lingering echo of the tone

Thy voice of music leaves upon my ear.

8. Song George Lyttelton (English 1709-1773)

Say, Myra! why is gentle love

  A stranger to that mind,

Which pity and esteem can move,

  Which can be just and kind?

Is it because you fear to share

  The ills that love molest,

The jealous doubt, the tender care,

  That rack the amorous breast?

Alas! by some degree of woe

  We every bliss must gain:

The heart can ne’er a transport know

  That never feels a pain.

9. Mankind John Dryden (All for Love)

(English 1631-1700)

Men are but children of a larger growth;

Our appetites are apt to change as theirs,

And full as craving too, and full as vain;

And yet the soul, shut up in her dark room,

Viewing so clear abroad, at home sees nothing;

But, like a mole in earth, busy and blind,

Works all her folly up, and casts it outward

To the world’s open view.

10. Good-Night  Percy Bysshe Shelley

(English  1792-1822)

Good-night? ah! no; the hour is ill

  Which severs those it should unite;

Let us remain together still,

  Then it will be good night.

How can I call the lone night good,

  Though thy sweet wishes wing its flight?

Be it not said, thought, understood,

  Then it will be–good night.

To hearts which near each other move

  From evening close to morning light,

The night is good; because, my love,

  They never say good-night.

11. Melancholy
Samuel Rogers (English 1763-1855)

Go–you may call it madness, folly;

  You shall not chase my gloom away.

There’s such a charm in melancholy,

  I would not, if I could, be gay.

Oh, if you knew the pensive pleasure

  That fills my bosom when I sigh,

You would not rob me of a treasure

  Monarchs are too poor to buy.

12. To Chloris
Charles Cotton (English 1630-1687)

Farewell, my sweet, until I come,

  Improved in merit, for thy sake,

With characters of honour, home,

  Such as thou canst not then but take.

To loyalty my love must bow,

  My honour, too, calls to the field,

Where for a lady’s busk I now

  Must keen and sturdy iron wield.

Yet, when I rush into those arms,

  Where death and danger do combine,

I shall less subject be to harms

  Than to those killing eyes of thine.

13. Like Angels’ Visits
John Norris  (English 1657-1711)

  How fading are the joys we dote upon:

  Like apparitions seen and gone.

  But those which soonest take their flight

Are the most exquisite and strong,–

  Like angels’ visits, short and bright;

Mortality’s too weak to bear them long.

14. May
Christina Georgina Rossetti

(English 1830-1894)

I cannot tell you how it was;

But this I know: it came to pass

Upon a bright and breezy day

When May was young; ah, pleasant May!

As yet the poppies were not born

Between the blades of tender corn;

The last eggs had not hatched as yet,

Nor any bird forgone its mate.

  I cannot tell you what it was;

But this I know: it did but pass.

It passed away with sunny May,

With all sweet things it passed away,

And left me old, and cold, grey.

15.  The Comparison  George Crabbe 

(English 1754-1832)

Friendship is like gold refin’d,

  And all may weigh its worth;

Love like the ore, brought undesign’d

  In virgin beauty forth.

Friendship may pass from age to age,

  And yet remain the same;

Love must in many a toil engage,

  And melt in lambent flame.

16. In a Gondola  

Robert Browning (English 1812-1889)

The moth’s kiss, first!

Kiss me as if you made me believe

You were not sure, this eve,

How my face, your flower, had pursed

Its petals up; so, here and there

You brush it, till I grow aware

Who wants me, and wide ope I burst.

The bee’s kiss, now!

Kiss me as if you enter’d gay

My heart at some noonday,

A bud that dares not disallow

The claim, so all is render’d up,

And passively its shatter’d cup

Over your head to sleep I bow.

17. From: Love Me Little, Love Me Long
Anonymous (1569-70)

Love me little, love me long,

Is the burden of my song:

Love that is too hot and strong

  Burneth soon to waste.

Still I would not have thee cold,

Not too backward nor too bold;

Love that lastest till ’tis old

  Fadeth not in haste.

Love me little, love me long

Is the burden of my song.

18.  Absence



Walter Savage Landor (English 1775-1864)

Here, ever since you went abroad,

  If there be change, no change I see:

I only walk our wonted road,

  The road is only walk’d by me.

Yes; I forgot; a change there is–

  Was it of that you bade me tell?

I catch at times, at times I miss

  The sight, the tone, I know so well.

Only two months since you stood here?

  Two shortest months? Then tell me why

Voices are harsher than they were,

  And tears are longer ere they dry.

19. Echo   Walter John de la Mare (English 1873-1956)

“Who called?” I said, and the words

  Through the whispering glades,

Hither, thither, baffled the birds–

  “Who called? Who called?”

The leafy boughs on high

  Hissed in the sun;

The dark air carried my cry

  Faintingly on:

Eyes in the green, in the shade,

  In the motionless brake,

Voices that said what I said,

  For mockery’s sake:

“Who cares?” I bawled through my tears;

  The wind fell low:

In the silence, “Who cares? who cares?”

  Wailed to and fro.

Three Rude Poems:
20. Epigrams Robert Nugent (English 1702-1788)

I

I lov’d thee beautiful and kind,

  And plighted an eternal vow.

So alter’d are thy face and mind,

  ’Twere perjury to love thee now.

II

My heart still hovering round about you,

I thought I could not live without you;

Now we have liv’d three months asunder,

How I liv’d with you is the wonder.

21. This Be The Verse


Philip Arthur Larkin  (English 1922-1985)

They fuck you up, your mum and dad.

  They may not mean to, but they do.

They fill you with the faults they had

  And add some extra, just for you.

But they were fucked up in their turn

  By fools in old-style hats and coats,

Who half the time were soppy-stern

  And half at one another's throats.

Man hands on misery to man.

  It deepens like a coast shelf.

Get out as early as you can,

  And don't have any kids yourself.

