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A'un p:ro sol de bell' occhi lucenti

A single glance fron your beauti<^ul, radiant eyes,
And Id, nature all around laughs, sea and u'ind are put to sleep.
And the heavens are adorned with nev light I

Drav on, sveet night

Orav; on, sweet night, best friend unto those cares that arise
froir r?.elanc!ioly,

My life so ill through want of cor.fort fares, that unto thee
I  consecrate it whollv.

"■K- griefs, when they be told to shades and darkness,
find sore ease fror paining.

■And while thou all in silence dost enfold, I then shall have
best tire '^or ry cornplaining.

Thule, t:ie period o" cosrorraphv

Thule, the period of cosmography, doth vaunt of Eecla,
whose sulphureous fire doth melt the frozen clime and thaw the sky;
Trinicrian Etna's flames ascend not higher.
These things seem wondrous, yet more wondrous I,
whose heart wit'n fear doth freeze, with love doth try I

The Andalusian merchant that returns, laden with cochineal
and China dishes, reports in Spain how stranzelv ^ogo turns
amidst an ocean full of flying tishes.
These things seem, wondrous . . . .

To Daffodils (Robert Herrick)

Fair daffodils, we weep to see vou haste awav so soon:
As vet the e.arlv rising sun has not attained his noon.
Stay, sta>' , until the hasting day has run but to evensong;
.-And, having rraved together, we will go with you along.
Vie have short tire to stav as you. \.'e have as short a tpring;
.As auick a vrowth to meet decav, as you, or any thing.
V'e die, as your hours do, and drv away like to the Summer's rain:
Or as the nearls of morning's dew, ne'er to he found apain.

The Succession of the Four Sweet Months (Herrick)

First, .•'•nril. siie with mellow shower.^, opens the way for early flowers,
Then after her comes smiling Mav in a more rich and .sweet array,
Next enters June and brings us m.ore gems thai'; those two that went before.
Then (lastlv), July comes and she more wealth brings in than all those three.
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Marsh Flovers (George Crahbe)

here the strong r'al] ow strikes her S-iny root,
Mere the Mnll inphtshntle h.anrs her deadlv -rnit;
Mere on h.ills of dust t'ne lienhane's 'aded green,
.\nd nencilled ^'lov.'er o^ sickly scent is seen.

Miere on it.s wiry sten, in rigid hloc-,
"■rows the salt lavender tiiat lacks rerfure.

At the wall's base the "ierv nettle springs
'..'it:; 'ruit rlobose and fierce with poison'd stincs;
In ev'rv chink delights the fern to prov,
V.'itli glossy leaf and tavTiy Moor helov:;
The -'ev dull ^"los-ers that o'er the place are snread
Partake t'le nature of their fenn.v bed.
Tb.ese, with our seaweeds roll inn up and cov.-n,
Forr the contracted Flora of our tov.— .

The Evening Prinrose (.John Clare)

l.Tien once the sun sinks in the west, Mho, blind^'old to its fond caresses.
.-\nd dewdrcps pearl the evening's breast; Knows not the fe eauty he possesses.
AlTcost as pale as moonbear.s are, Thus it bloOT-s on while night is by.
Or its ccn.panionable star, Mhen day looks out with open eve.
The evening primrose opes anew 'Bashed at the gaze it cannot shun,
Its delicate blossoms to the dew It ''aints and wither.s and is gone.
.And, hermit like, shunning the light,
wastes its ■'^air bloom upon the night ;

The Ballad of Green Broom

There was an old man liv'd out in the wood,
.And his trade was acutting of green broom,
He had but one son without thought, without good
Idio lay in his bed till t'was bright noon;

Green broom., green broom. . . .

The old m.an awoke one morning and spoke
He swore he would ^'ire that room;
If his John would not rise and open his eyes.
And awav to the wood to cut green hroom.

So .lohnnv arose and slipped on his clothes
.And away to the wood to cut green broom,
He sharpened his knives, and for once he contrives
To cut a great bundle of green broom.

i.lien Jolinnv passed under a lady's fine house,
Passed under a lady's fine room:.
She called to her maid: "Go ^etch me,'' she said,
"Go •'etch me the boy that sells green broomi"

'.Tnen Johimv came in to the ladv's fine house,
And stood in the Lady's fine room.
"Young Johnnv" she said, "Mill you give up vrmr trade
And ^v^rr^■ a ladv in bloom., in Lull bloom. .'"
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Johnny gave his consent, and to churci'. thev hcti i vent

•^nd he wedded the 'ady in bloom, full tiloo-,
At market and fair, all folks do declare,

There's none like the boy that sold broom, erecn hroor

Xunc est Bibendur.

You splendid drinkers sl;all have all an endless thirst at heck and call.
And speed which lesser, men would appal, no bottle^ shall '^orgotten '^all,
\'or sleep unclianged eside the wall, hut pass a round,
.And with the wittiest -iests your hall shill ave abound.

ile who canno't dirink h.is share,'^crtl from our feast then let hi", fare.
Let none here modes y declare, ^or nrucisn. ways we cr not care;
L'ithin the \ i]d restraint the proof alcne will n.ear c -."olis;' mm...

UTien you're forced, to your delight, to drink alone by cay or nicht.
Until you cannot stand upright, nor simple sentences indite;
Yet you shall always have the strengt'r. tc pledge the strong,
A.nd any glass, whatever its length, to drain in one.

Novus .Amor

Behold the time for ioying, you m.aidens hear;
Enioy it then together, youths far and near.

Oh I Oh I Like som.e new flower am I,

how for love of maid entrancing,whence I burn and sigh.
So new, so new is love, whence I'll surely die.

The flower of womankind, her I adore,

Xo fairer rose there grows that e'er I saw.

Ohl Oh I Like some new flower

Thine untouched maidenhood to mock me seem.s

Thv verv innocence haunts all my dream.s.

Ohl Ohl like some new flower

Come m.y little sweetheart, great ioy to m.e;
Come then, my lovely, com.e, I die for thee.

Ohl Ohl Like somie new flower

Tenera luventa

Call a halt to studying, for dissipation is fun.
Hold on to every good thing, the ioys of being young.
Time enough to ponder on the horrors of old age.

Swiftly the years pass away lost in study serious.
But for tender vouth 'tis play makes its cal] imperious.
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The spring of 11''e slips 'ast ava;. and winter's t reats close loor.,
Life bears the bruises o' the day, care wraps the '"lesh in plooTc.

The blood dries up, the heart erov.-s dull, ^or all delights r.ust ^^ade,
And now old age begins to pull the body dovT. by plaeues deca;.-ed.

Swiftly the years pass awav

Imitate the gods above, worthy such an aim must be;
And the sweet demands of love maids and men shall surely see.

lie will give our vote ^cr this, that's the custom, o* the young.
On the streets you'll ''ind your bliss 'mid the maidens' dancing throng,

Swiftly the years pass awav

You will find life easy there all around so m.uch to see,

Glowing are their limbs so bare,tempting, swirling, fresh and free,

lihile the girls around us twirl xv'ith their gestures so alluring;
As I watch I'm in a whirl and m.y heart they're stealing.

Swiftlv the years pass awav

La Biche (Rainer Maria Rilke)

0 thou doe, what vistas o^ secular forests appear in thine eyes reflected I
hliat confidence serene a^-'ected by transient shades, by shades of ''ear.

And all is borne on thy bounding course, for so gracile art thou.'
Nor comes aught to astound the im.passive awareness of thv brow.

Un Cygne

A swan is breasting the ^low all in himself enfolded like a slow-moving tableau.
■And so, at some time or place, a loved one will be molded to seem like a
migrating space; will near us, floating redoubled as a swan on the river.
Upon our soul so troubled, which swells it by the addition of a wraith aquiver
with delight and suspicion.

Puisque tout passe

Since all is passing, retain the melodies that wander by us.
That which assuages when nigh us shall alone remain.
Let us sing what will leave us with our love and art; ■
Ere it can grieve us, let us the sooner depart.

Printemps

0 song that from the sap art pouring and through the sounding board of all
this greenwood art soaring.

Amplify our brie'' tone, the dying strains restoring.
"Tis but few ireasures' duration that we share the fantasy, the endless variation

of thy long ecstacy, o nature, fount of creation.
After our song is ended, others will assume the part, but meanwhile how can 1

tender unto thee all mv heart in full surrender?



En liiver

'.'ith the winter. Death, crisly guest through the doorway steals in,
both the young and old to quest, and he plays then his violin.

But when the .Spring's spades are I'eating frozen earth beneath blue sky,
then Death Iiis wav goes fleeting, lightly greeting passersbv.

Vercer

The earth is now'nere so real a presence as nid thy brandies, v"* orcharc! bright.
And nowhere so airv as here in the nleasance of lacv shadows on grassy pond.

Tr.ere we encounter that wliicl. wc quested, th.at which, sustains and nourishes lire.
And with, it ti.e passage nanifested of sweetest tenderness undying.

But at thv center the spring's lirrid v.'aters, alnost asleep in the tountain s necir.,
■"if tills strange contrast scarce hiave taught us, sinct: c" tnen it is so truly a part.

The Sea (Dorothy Parker)

I-Tno lav against the sea and fled, who lightly loved the wave.
Shall never know when he is dead a cool and inurnurous gra-ce.

But in a shallow pit shall rest for all Eternity,
And bear the Earth upon tiie breast that once had wiorn tn.dsea.

In the Dying of .-hnvthing (Brian Patten)

Ir. the dvinc anvthing there walks a creature looking ^or its sonc.
Hu.ie, it rends down planets, that it r.ig'nt ask ther tne v.-avs back to lire aeai:.,

but we lie quieter now, older.
Ir the dving oE anvthing there walks a creature jooking "or its song.

lust as the tide was Eiowing

One giorning in the month of May, down by some rolling river,
A  icllv sailor, I did stray, when I beheld mv lover.
She carelessly along did stray, apicking of th.e daisies gay;
.And sweetly sang her roundelay. Just as tire tide was flcwring.

Ol her dress it was so white as milk, and iewels did acorn her.
Her shoes were made qE the crimson sil.s. Just like some lacy o" noncur.
Eer cheeks were red, her eves w.'ere :-row.":5, her hair in ringlets hanging cow
She'd a lovely browo without a frow.mi Just as the tide was "lowing.

I made a bow.' and said "Fair maic! , came you b:ere so early;
Mv heart bv you it is betrayed, m-r I do love you dearly.
I am: a sailor come fromi sea; i" vov; w.-:ll accept of m.y com.pan.v
Tc woalk and view tb.e fishes plav." . iust as the tide was "lowing.

■.•n
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more we said, but on cor way we panped topet.'ie:':

The small birds sang, and the lambs did plav, and pleasant was the loeather.
'.Tnen we were weary we did sit down, beneath a tree with branches round;
"or m.v true love at last I'd found, iust as th-e tide was flowing.

The Promise of Living (Horace Everett^

The premise of living with hope and thanksgiving
Is born o*' our loving our '"riends and our ]ahcr.

The premise growing with, taitii and with knowinm
Is born of our sharing our love with our neighbor.

The promise of living, the promise of crowing
Is born of our singing in icy and thanksgiving.

For manv a vear we've known these fields and kncwT. all the work that makes them vield,

ire vou readv to lend a hand? By workine together we'll bring in the harvest.
V.'e plant each row with seeds o'' grain, and Providence sends us the sun and the rain,
Ev lending a hand (an arm") bring out from the farm t"ne blessings o' harvest.

let us be ]ovful, 0 let us he grateful, come gcin us in thanking the Lord
for His blessing .

Give thanks there was sunshine, give thanks there was rain.

Give thanks we have hands to deliver the grain,
0 let us be iovful to tne Lord for His blessinc

The promise of living ....

Stomp vpur foot

Stomp your foot upon the floor, throw the windows open.
Take a breath of fresh June air, and dance around the room..

The air is free, the night is warm.

The music's here, and here's mv home.

Men must labor to be happy, plowing fields and planting rows.
But ladies love a life t'nat's easy, churning butter, m.ilking cows....

Ladies love their fine amusement, putting patches in a quilt.
But men prefer to bend their shoulder to somethine that will stand when built....

Stomp your foot


