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The Listeners

“Is there anybody there?” said the Traveller,
Knocking on the moonlit door;
And his horse in the silence champed the grasses
Of the forest’s ferny floor:
And a bird flew up out of the turret,
Above the Traveller’s head:
And he smote upon the door again a second time;
“Is there anybody there?” he said.
But no one descended to the Traveller;
No head from the leaf-fringed sill
Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes,
Where he stood perplexed and still.
But only a host of phantom listeners
That dwelt in the lone house then
Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight
To that voice from the world of men:
Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair,
That goes down to the empty hall,
Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken
By the lonely Traveller's call.
And he felt in his heart their strangeness,
Their stillness answering his cry,
While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf,
'Neath the starred and leafy sky;
For he suddenly smote on the door, even
Louder, and lifted his head: —
“Tell them I came, and no one answered,
That I kept my word,” he said.
Never the least stir made the listeners,
Though every word he spake
Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house
From the one man left awake:
Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,
And the sound of iron on stone,
And how the silence surged softly backward,
When the plunging hoofs were gone.

Walter de la Mare



The Jumblies

They went to sea in a Sieve, they did,
In a Sieve they went to sea:
In spite of all their friends could say,
On a winter's morn, on a stermy day,
In a Sieve they went to seal
And when the Sieve turned round and round,
And every one cried, You'll all be drowned!'
They called aleud, 'Our Sieve ain't big,
But we don't care a button! we don't care a fig!
In a Sieve we'll go to seal
Far and few, far and few,
Are the lands where the Jumblies live;

Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,

And they went to sea in a Sieve,

They sailed away in a Sieve, they did,

In a Sieve they sailed so fast,
With only a beautiful pea-green veil
Tied with a riband by way of a sail,

To a small tebacco-pipe mast;
And every one said, who saw them go,
‘0O won't they be soon upset, you know!
For the sky is dark, and the voyage is long,
And happen what may, it's extremely wrong

In a Sieve to sail so fast!

Far and few, far and few,
Are the lands where the Jumblies live;

Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,

And they went to sea in a Sieve,

The water it soon came in, it did,

The water it soon came in;
So to keep them dry, they wrapped their feet
Ina pinky paper all folded neat,

And they fastened it down with a pin,
And they passed the night in a crockery-jar,
And each of them said, 'How wise we arel
Though the sky be dark, and the voyage be long,
Yet we never can think we were rash or wrong,

While reund in our Sieve we spinl’

Far and few, far and few,
Are the lands where the Jumblies live;

Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,

And they went to sea in a Sieve.
And all night long they sailed away:;
And when the sun went down,
They whistled and warbled a moeny song
To the echoing seund of a coppery gong,
In the shade of the mountains brown,

‘0 Timballe! How happy we are,

When we live in a sieve and a crockery- jar,
And all night long in the moonlight pale,
We sail away with a pea-green sail,
In the shade of the mountains brownl
Far and few, far and few,
Are the lands where the Jumblies live;
Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,

And they went to sea in a Sieve,

They sailed to the Western Sea, they did,
To a land all covered with trees,
And they bought an Owl, and a useful Cart,
And a pound of Rice, and a Cranberry Tart,
And a hive of silvery Bees.
And they bought a Pig, and some green Jack-daws,
And a lovely Monkey with lollipop paws,
And forty bottles of Ring-Bo-Ree,
And no end of Stilten Cheese,
Far and few, far and few,
Are the lands where the Jumblies live;
Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,
And they went fo sea in a Sieve.

And in twenty years they all came back,
In twenty years or more,
And every one said, ‘Hew tall they've grownl’
Far they've been to the Lakes, and the Terrible Zone,
And the hills of the Chankly Bore;
And they drank their health, and gave them a feast
Of dumplings made of beautiful yeast;
And everyone said, 'Tf we only live,
We too will go to sea in a Sieve,—
To the hills of the Chankly Bore!"
Far and few, far and few,
Are the lands where the Jumblies live;
Their heads are green, and their hands are blue,
And they went fo sea in a Sieve,

Edward Lear



Jabberwocky

"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 whiftling 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!"

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.

Lewis Carroll



The Visitor )

A crumbling churchyard, the sea and the moon;
The waves had gouged out grave and bone;

A man was walking, late and alone. ..

He saw a skeleton on the ground;

A ring on a bony finger he found.

He ran home to his wife and gave her the ring.

'Oh, where did you get it? He said not a thing.

‘It's the loveliest ring in the world,’ she said,

As it glowed on her finger. They slipped off to bed.

At midnight they woke. In the dark outside,

‘Give me my ring!” a chill voice cried.

"“What was that, William? What did it say?"

‘Don't worry, my dear. It'll soon go away.'

‘I'm coming!” A skeleton opened the door.

‘Give me my ringl’ It was crossing the floor.

“‘What was that, William? What did it say?'

‘Don't worry, my dear. It'll soon go away.'

‘I'm reaching you now! I'm climbing the bed.’

The wife pulled the sheet right over her head.

It was torn from her grasp and tossed in the air.

‘I'll drag you out of bed by the hairl’

“What was that, William? What did it say?’
"Throw the ring through the window! THROW IT AWAY!

She threw it. The skeleton leapt from the sill,
Scooped up the ring and clattered downbhill,

Fainter... and fainter... Then all was still.

lan Serrailler




The Lady
of Shallot

Part 1

On either side the river liz
Long fields of barley and of rye,

That clothe the wold and meet the sky:

And thro™ the field the road runs by
To many-tower d Camelot:
And up and down the people go,
Gazing where the lilies blow
Round an island there below,
The island of Shalott,

Willows whiten, aspens quiver,
Little breezes dusk and shiver
Thro' the wave that runs for ever
By the island in the river
Flowing down to Camelot,
Four gray walls, and four gray towers,
Overlook a space of flowers,
And the silent isle imbowers
The Lady of Shalott,

By the margin, willow-veil d
Slide the heavy barges trail d
By slow horses: and unhail d
The shallop flitteth silken-sail d

Skimming down to Camelot:
But who hath seen her wave her hand?

Or at the cosement seen her stand?
Or is she known in all the land,
The Lady of Shalott?

Only reapers, reaping early
In among the bearded barley,
Hear a song that echoes cheerly
From the river winding clearly,
Down to tower d Camelot:
And by the moon the reaper weary,
Piling sheaves in uplands airy,
Listening, whispers * Tis the fairy
Lady of Shalott."

Fart £

There she weaves by night and day
A magic web with colours gay.
She has heard a whisper say,
A curse is on her if she stay
To look down to Camelot,
She knows not what the curse may be,
And so she weaveth steadily,
And little other care hath she,
The Lady of Shalott,

And moving thro' a mirror clear
That hangs before her all the year,
Shadows of the world appear.
There she sees the highway near
Winding down to Camelot:
There the river eddy whirls,
And there the surly village-churls,
And the red cloaks of market girls,
Pass onward from Shalott,

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,
An abbot on an ambling pad,
Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad,
Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad,
Goes by to tower'd Camelot;
And sometimes thra' the mirror blue
The knights come riding two and two:
She hath no loyal knight and true,
The Lady of Shalott,

But in her web she still delights

To weave the mirror’s magic sights,

For often thro' the silent nights

A funeral, with plumes and lights
And music, went to Camelot:

Or when the moon was overhead,

Came two young lovers lately wed;

"I am half-zick of shadows " said
The Lady of Shalott,

Part 3

A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,

He rode between the barley-sheaves,

The sun come dazzling thro® the leaves

And flamed upon the brazen greaves
Of bold Sir Lancelot,

A redcross knight for ever kneel'd

To a lady in his shield,

That sparkled on the yellow field,
Beside remate Shalott,



The gemmy bridle glitter'd free,
Like to some branch of stars we see
Hung in the golden Galaxy,
The bridle-bells rang merrily
A3 he rode down to Camelot:
And from his blazon'd baldric slung
A mighty silver bugle hung,
And o= he rode his ormour rung,
Beside remote Shalott.

All in the blue unclouded weather

Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather,

The helmet and the helmet-feather

Burn'd like one burning flame together,
Az he rode down to Comelot,

As often thra' the purple night,

Below the starry clusters bright,

Some bearded meteor, trailing light,
Moves over still Shalott.

Hig broad clear brow in sunlight glow’d:

On burnish'd hooves his war-horse frode:

From underneath his helmet flow'd
Hig coal-black curls as on he rode,
Az he rode down to Comelot,
From the bank and from the river
He flash'd into the crystal mirror,
*Tirra lirra," by the river
Sang 5ir Lancelot,

She left the web, she left the loom,

She made three paces thro” the room,

She sow the water-lily bloom,

She sow the helmet and the plume,
She look'd down to Camelot,

Out flew the web and floated wide;

The mirror crock’d from side to side;

“The curse is come upon me,” cried
The Lady of Shalatt,

Part 4

In the stormy east-wind straining,

The pale-yellow woods were waning,

The broed stream in his banks complaining,

Heavily the low sky raining
Owver tower d Camelot;
Cown she came and found a boat
Beneath a willow left afloat,
And round about the prow she wrote
The Lady of Shalatt,

And down the river's dim exponse -
Like some bold 2eér in a trance,

Seeing all his own mischance -
With a glassy countenance
Did she look to Camelot.
And at the closing of the day
She loosed the chain, and down she lay;
The broad stream bore her far away,
The Lady of Shalott,

Lying, robed in snowy white
That loosely flew to left and right -
The leaves upon her falling light -
Thro' the noises of the night
She flooted down to Camelot:
And as the boat-head wound along
The willowy hills and fields omong,
They heard her singing her last song,
The Lady of Shalott,

Heard a carol, mournful, haly,
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,
Till her blaod was frozen slowly,
And her eyes were darken’d wholly,
Turn'd to tower'd Camelot:
For ere she reach’d upon the tide
The first house by the water-side,
Singing in her song she died,
The Lady of Shalott,

Under tower and balcony,

By garden-wall and gallery,

A gleaming shape she floated by,

A corse between the houses high,
Silent into Camelot,

Out upon the whorfs they come,

Knight and burgher, lord and dame,

And round the prow they reod her nome,
The Lady of Shalott,

Who is this? and what is here?

And in the lighted palace near

Died the sound of royal cheer;

And they cross'd themselves for fear,
All the knights at Comelot:

But Loncelot mused a little space:

He said, "She has a lovely face;

zad in his mercy lend her groce,
The Lady of Shalott,"

Alfred Lord Tennyson



If you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blarming it on you,

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,
But make allowance for their doubting too;

If vou can wait and not be tired by waiting,
Or being hed about, don’t deal in les,

Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,
And vet dont look too good, nor talk too wise:

If vou can dream—and not make dreams your master;
If yvou can think—and not make thoughts vour am;

If vou 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 nisk 1t 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!”

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 i,
And—which 15 more—you’ll be a Man, my son.

Rudyard Kipling



The Highwayman

Part One
I
The wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees,
The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,
The road was a ribbon of moonlight, over the purple moor,
And the highwayman came riding-
Riding-riding-
The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door.

I
He'd a French cocked-hat on his forehead, a bunch of lace at his chin,
A coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of brown doe-skin;
They fitted with never a wrinkle: his boots were up to the thigh!
And he rode with a jewelled twinkle,
His pistol butts a-twinkle,
His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the jewelled sky.

III
Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-yard,
And he tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked and barred:
He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there
But the landlord's black-eyed daughter,
Bess, the landlord's daughter,
Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.

v
And dark in the old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked
Where Tim the ostler listened. his face was white and peaked:
His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy hay,
But he loved the landlord's daughter,
The landlord's red-lipped daughter,
Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say-

v
"One kiss, my bonny sweetheart, I'm after a prize to-night,
But I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning light;
Yet, if they press me sharply, and harry me through the day,
Then look for me by moonlight,
Woatch for me by moonlight,
I'll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way."

VI
He rose upright in the stirrups: he scarce could reach her hand,
But she loosened her hair i' the casement! His face burnt like a brand
As the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breast;
And he kissed its waves in the moonlight,
(Oh, sweet black waves in the moonlightl)
Then he tugged at his rein in the moonlight, and galloped away to the West.

Part Two
I
He did not come in the dawning; he did not come at noon;
And out o' the tawny sunset, before the rise o' the moon,
When the road was a gipsy's ribbon, looping the purple moor,
A red-coat troop came marching-
Marching-marching-
King George's men came marching, up to the old inn-door.

II
They said no word to the landlord, they drank his ale instead,

But they gagged his daughter and bound her to the foot of her narrow bed;
Two of them knelt at her casement, with muskets at their sidel
There was death at every window;

And hell at one dark window;

For Bess could see, through the casement, the road that he would ride.

III
They had tied her up to attention, with many a sniggering jest:
They bound a musket beside her, with the barrel beneath her breast!
"Now keep good watchl" and they kissed her.
She heard the dead man say-
Look for me by moonlight;

Watch for me by moonlight;

I'll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the wayl

v
She twisted her hands behind her; but all the knots held good!

She writhed her hands ftill here fingers were wet with sweat or blood!
They stretched and strained in the darkness, and the hours crawled by like
years,

Till, now, on the stroke of midnight,

Cold, on the stroke of midnight,

The tip of one finger touched itl The trigger at least was hers!

v
The tip of one finger touched it; she strove no more for the rest!
Up, she stood up to attention, with the barrel beneath her breast,
She would not risk their hearing; she would not strive again;
For the road lay bare in the moonlight;
Blank and bare in the moonlight:
And the blood of her veins in the moonlight throbbed to her love's refrain.

VI
Tlot-tlot; tlot-tlotl Had they heard it? The horse-hoofs
ringing clear;
Tlot-tlot, tlot-tlot, in the distance? Were they deaf that they did
not hear?
Down the ribbon of moonlight, over the brow of the hill,
The highwayman came riding,
Riding, riding!
The red-coats looked to their primingl She stood up strait and stilll

VII
Tlot-tlot, in the frosty silence! Tlot-tlot, in the echoing night!
Nearer he came and nearer! Her face was like a light!
Her eyes grew wide for a moment; she drew one last deep breath,
Then her finger moved in the moonlight,
Her musket shattered the moenlight,
Shattered her breast in the moonlight and warned him - with her death.

VIII
He turned: he spurred to the West: he did not know who stood
Bowed, with her head o'er the musket, drenched with her own red blood!
Not till the dawn he heard it, his face grew grey to hear
How Bess, the landlord's daughter,
The landlord's black-eyed daughter,
Had watched for her love in the moonlight, and died in the darkness there.

IX
Back, he spurred like a madman, shrieking a curse to the sky,

With the white road smoking behind him and his rapier brandished high!
Blood-red were his spurs i’ the golden noon; wine-red was his velvet coat,
When they shot him down on the highway,

Down like a dog on the highway,

And he lay in his blood on the highway, with a bunch of lace at his throat.

L

x
And still of a winter's night, they say, when the wind is in the trees,
When the moon is a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,
When the road is a ribbon of moanlight over the purple moor,
A highwayman comes riding-
Riding-riding-
A highwayman comes riding, up to the old inn-door.

XI
Over the cobbles he clatters and clangs in the dark inn-yard,

And he taps with his whip on the shutters, but all is locked and barred:
He whistles a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there
But the landlord's black-eyed daughter,

Bess, the landlord's daughter,

Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.

Alfred Noyes



The Tyger

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, 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 grasp?

When the stars threw down their spears,
And watered 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?

William Blake



The Giantess

Where can | find seven small girls to be pets,
where can | find them?

One to comb the long grass of my hair

with this golden rake,

one to dig with this copper spade

the dirt from under my nails.

| will pay them in crab-apples.

Where can | find seven small girls to help me,
where can | find them?

A third to scrub at my tombstone teeth

with this mop in its bronze bucket,

A fourth to scoop out the wax from my ears
with this platinum trowel.

| will pay them in yellow pears.

Where can | find seven small girls to be good dears,
where can | find them?

A fifth one to clip the nails of my toes

with these sharp silver shears,

a sixth to blow my enormous nose

with this satin sheet.

| will pay them in plums.

But the seventh girl will stand on the palm of my hand,
singing and dancing,

and | will love the tiny music of her voice,

her sweet little jigs.

| will pay her in grapes and kumquats and figs.
Where can | find her?

Where can | find seven small girls to be pets?

Carol Ann Duffy
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Half a league, half a league,
Half a league onward,

All in the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.
“Forward, the Light Brigade!
Charge for the guns!” he said.
Into the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.

“Forward, the Light Brigade!”
Was there a man dismayed?
Not though the soldier knew
Someone had blundered. v
Theirs not to make reply,
Theirs not to reason whuy,
Theirs but to do and die.
Into the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.

Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon in front of them
Volleyed and thundered;
Stormed at with shot and shell,
Boldly they rode and well, VI
Into the jaws of Death,
Into the mouth of hell
Rode the six hundred.

r The Charge of the Light Brigade

I v

Alfred Lord Tennyson

Flashed all their sabres bare,
Flashed as they turned in air
Sabring the gunners there,
Charging an army, while
All the world wondered.
Plunged in the battery-smoke
Right through the line they broke;
Cossack and Russian
Reeled from the sabre stroke
II Shattered and sundered.
Then they rode back, but not
Not the six hundred.

Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon behind them
Volleyed and thundered;
Stormed at with shot and shell,
While horse and hero fell.
111 They that had fought so well
Came through the jaws of Death,
Back from the mouth of hell,
All that was left of them,
Left of six hundred.

When can their glory fade?
O the wild charge they made!
All the world wondered.
Honour the charge they made!
Honour the Light Brigade,
Noble six hundred!
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THE LANGUAGE OF CAT

Teach me the language of Cat;
the slow-motion blink, that crystal stare,
a tight-lipped purr and a wide-mouthed hiss.

Let me walk with a saunter, nose in the air.

Teach my ears the way to ignore
names that I’'m called. May they only twitch
to the distant shake of a boxful of biscuits,

the clink of a fork on a china dish.

Teach me that vanishing trick
where dents in cushions appear, and I’'m missed.
Show me the high-wire trip along fences

to hideaway places, that no-one but me knows exist.

Don’t teach me Dog,
all eager to please, that slobbers, yaps and begs for a pat,
that sits when told by its owner, that’s led on a lead.

No, not that. Teach me the language of Cat.

Rachel Rooney
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Island Man

Morning
and island man wakes up
to the sound of blue surf
in his head

the steady breaking and wombing

wild seabirds
and fishermen pushing out to sea
the sun surfacing defiantly
from the east
of his small emerald island
he always comes back groggily groggily

Comes back to sands
of a grey metallic soar
to surge of wheels
to dull North Circular roar

muffling muffling
his crumpled pillow waves

island man heaves himself

Another London day

Grace Nicholls



Feathers

Hope is the thing with feathers
That perches in the soul,
And sings the tune without the words,

And never stops at all,

And sweetest in the gale is heard;
And sore must be the storm
That could abash the little bird
That kept so many warm.

I've heard it in the chillest land,
And on the strangest seq;

Yet, never, in extremity,

It asked a crumb of me.

Emily Dickinson



