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How do I love thee? Let me count the ways. 
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height 
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight 
For the ends of Being and ideal Grace. 
I love thee to the level of everyday’s 
Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light. 
I love thee freely, as men strive for Right: 
I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise. 
I love thee with the passion put to use 
In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith. 
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose 
With my lost saints! – I love thee with the breath, 
Smiles, tears, of all my life! – and, if God choose, 
I shall but love thee better after death.

                     Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806–1861)

‘How do I love thee?’ 
(Sonnets from the Portuguese, XLIII)

From Poems for Love, introduced by Joanna Trollope,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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My true love hath my heart, and I have his, 
   By just exchange one for another given: 
I hold his dear, and mine he cannot miss, 
   There never was a better bargain driven: 
      My true love hath my heart, and I have his.

His heart in me keeps him and me in one, 
   My heart in him his thoughts and senses guides: 
He loves my heart, for once it was his own, 
   I cherish his because in me it bides: 
      My true love hath my heart, and I have his.

                                          Sir Philip Sidney (1554–1586)

The Bargain

From Poems for Love, introduced by Joanna Trollope,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Remember me when I am gone away, 
   Gone far away into the silent land; 
   When you can no more hold me by the hand, 
Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay. 
Remember me when no more day by day 
   You tell me of our future that you plann’d: 
   Only remember me; you understand 
It will be late to counsel then or pray. 
Yet if you should forget me for a while 
   And afterwards remember, do not grieve: 
   For if the darkness and corruption leave 
   A vestige of the thoughts that once I had, 
Better by far you should forget and smile 
   Than that you should remember and be sad.

                                 Christina Rossetti (1830–1894)

Remember

From Poems for Love, introduced by Joanna Trollope,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Wild nights! Wild nights! 
Were I with thee, 
Wild nights should be 
Our luxury!

Futile the winds 
To a heart in port, – 
Done with the compass, 
Done with the chart.

Rowing in Eden! 
Ah! the sea! 
Might I but moor 
To-night in thee!

Emily Dickinson (1830–1886)

Wild Nights

From Poems for Love, introduced by Joanna Trollope,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Give me Women, Wine, and Snuff 
Until I cry out, ‘Hold, enough!’ 
You may do so sans objection 
Till the day of resurrection; 
For, bless my beard, they aye shall be 
My belovèd Trinity.

                             John Keats (1795-1821)

‘Give me Women, Wine, and Snuff ’

From Selected Poems by John Keats,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Give me a golden pen, and let me lean 
   On heaped up flowers, in regions clear, and far; 
   Bring me a tablet whiter than a star, 
Or hand of hymning angel, when ’tis seen 
The silver strings of heavenly harp atween: 
   And let there glide by many a pearly car, 
   Pink robes, and wavy hair, and diamond jar, 
And half-discovered wings, and glances keen. 
The while let music wander round my ears, 
   And as it reaches each delicious ending, 
      Let me write down a line of glorious tone, 
And full of many wonders of the spheres: 
   For what a height my spirit is contending! 
      ’Tis not content so soon to be alone.

                                             John Keats (1795-1821)

On Leaving some Friends at an Early Hour

From Selected Poems by John Keats,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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The poetry of earth is never dead: 
   When all the birds are faint with the hot sun, 
   And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run 
From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead – 
That is the Grasshopper’s. He takes the lead 
   In summer luxury; he has never done 
   With his delights, for when tired out with fun 
He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed. 
The poetry of earth is ceasing never: 
   On a lone winter evening, when the frost 
      Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills 
The Cricket’s song, in warmth increasing ever, 
   And seems to one in drowsiness half lost, 
      The Grasshopper’s among some grassy hills.

                                                          John Keats (1795-1821)

On the Grasshopper and Cricket

From Selected Poems by John Keats,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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O soft embalmer of the still midnight, 
   Shutting, with careful fingers and benign, 
Our gloom-pleased eyes, embowered from the light, 
   Enshaded in forgetfulness divine: 
O soothest Sleep! if so it please thee, close 
   In midst of this thine hymn, my willing eyes, 
Or wait the ‘Amen’, ere thy poppy throws 
   Around my bed its lulling charities. 
Then save me, or the passèd day will shine 
Upon my pillow, breeding many woes; 
   Save me from curious conscience, that still hoards 
Its strength for darkness, burrowing like the mole; 
   Turn the key deftly in the oilèd wards, 
And seal the hushèd casket of my soul.

                                                      John Keats (1795-1821)

To Sleep

From Selected Poems by John Keats,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Bright star! would I were steadfast as thou art – 
   Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night 
And watching, with eternal lids apart, 
   Like nature’s patient, sleepless Eremite, 
The moving waters at their priestlike task 
   Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores, 
Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask 
   Of snow upon the mountains and the moors – 
No – yet still steadfast, still unchangeable, 
   Pillowed upon my fair love’s ripening breast, 
To feel for ever its soft swell and fall, 
   Awake for ever in a sweet unrest, 
Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath, 
   And so live ever – or else swoon to death.

                                          John Keats (1795-1821)

‘Bright star! would I were steadfast as thou art’

From Selected Poems by John Keats,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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I

O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 
   Alone and palely loitering? 
The sedge has withered from the lake, 
      And no birds sing.

I I

O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 
   So haggard and so woe-begone? 
The squirrel’s granary is full, 
      And the harvest’s done.

I I I

I see a lily on thy brow, 
   With anguish moist and fever-dew, 
And on thy cheeks a fading rose 
      Fast withereth too.

I V

I met a lady in the meads, 
   Full beautiful – a faery’s child, 
Her hair was long, her foot was light, 
      And her eyes were wild.

V

I made a garland for her head, 
   And bracelets too, and fragrant zone; 
She looked at me as she did love, 
      And made sweet moan. 

La Belle Dame sans Merci. A Ballad
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V I

I set her on my pacing steed, 
   And nothing else saw all day long, 
For sidelong would she bend, and sing 
      A faery’s song.

V I I

She found me roots of relish sweet, 
   And honey wild, and manna-dew, 
And sure in language strange she said – 
      ‘I love thee true’.

V I I I

She took me to her elfin grot, 
   And there she wept and sighed full sore, 
And there I shut her wild wild eyes 
      With kisses four.

I X

And there she lullèd me asleep 
   And there I dreamed – Ah! woe betide! – 
The latest dream I ever dreamt 
      On the cold hill side.

X

I saw pale kings and princes too, 
   Pale warriors, death-pale were they all; 
They cried – ‘La Belle Dame sans Merci 
      Thee hath in thrall! ’
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X I

I saw their starved lips in the gloam, 
   With horrid warning gapèd wide, 
And I awoke and found me here, 
      On the cold hill’s side.

X I I

And this is why I sojourn here 
   Alone and palely loitering, 
Though the sedge is withered from the lake, 
      And no birds sing.

                                      John Keats (1795-1821)

From Selected Poems by John Keats,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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B O O K  I

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever: 
Its loveliness increases; it will never 
Pass into nothingness; but still will keep 
A bower quiet for us, and a sleep 
Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing. 
Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing 
A flowery band to bind us to the earth, 
Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth 
Of noble natures, of the gloomy days, 
Of all the unhealthy and o’er-darkened ways 
Made for our searching: yes, in spite of all, 
Some shape of beauty moves away the pall 
From our dark spirits. Such the sun, the moon, 
Trees old, and young, sprouting a shady boon 
For simple sheep; and such are daffodils 
With the green world they live in; and clear rills 
That for themselves a cooling covert make 
’Gainst the hot season; the mid forest brake, 
Rich with a sprinkling of fair musk-rose blooms: 
And such too is the grandeur of the dooms 
We have imagined for the mighty dead; 
All lovely tales that we have heard or read – 
An endless fountain of immortal drink, 
Pouring unto us from the heaven’s brink.

                                                            John Keats (1795-1821)

from Endymion: A Poetic Romance

From Selected Poems by John Keats,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library

‘The stretched metre of an antique song’ 
Inscribed to the memory of Thomas Chatterton
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To the States or any one of them, or any city of the 
   States, Resist much, obey little, 
Once unquestioning obedience, once fully enslaved, 
Once fully enslaved, no nation, state, city of this 
   earth, ever afterward resumes its liberty.

                                                 Walt Whitman (1819-1892)

To the States

From Leaves of Grass: Selected Poems by Walt Whitman,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Shut not your doors to me proud libraries, 
For that which was lacking on all your well-fill’d 
   shelves, yet needed most, I bring, 
Forth from the war emerging, a book I have made, 
The words of my book nothing, the drift of it every 
   thing, 
A book separate, not link’d with the rest nor felt by 
   the intellect, 
But you ye untold latencies will thrill to every page.

                                                   Walt Whitman (1819-1892)

Shut Not Your Doors

From Leaves of Grass: Selected Poems by Walt Whitman,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Come, I will make the continent indissoluble, 
I will make the most splendid race the sun ever 
   shone upon, 
I will make divine magnetic lands, 
                   With the love of comrades, 
                     With the life-long love of comrades.

I will plant companionship thick as trees along all 
   the rivers of America, and along the shores of 
   the great lakes, and all over the prairies, 
I will make inseparable cities with their arms about 
   each other’s necks, 
                   By the love of comrades, 
                     By the manly love of comrades.

For you these from me, O Democracy, to serve you 
   ma femme! 
For you, for you I am trilling these songs.

                                               Walt Whitman (1819–1892)

For You O Democracy

From Leaves of Grass: Selected Poems by Walt Whitman,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Passing stranger! you do not know how longingly 
   I look upon you, 
You must be he I was seeking, or she I was seeking, 
   (it comes to me as of a dream,) 
I have somewhere surely lived a life of joy with you, 
All is recall’d as we flit by each other, fluid, 
   affectionate, chaste, matured, 
You grew up with me, were a boy with me or a girl 
   with me, 
I ate with you and slept with you, your body has 
   become not yours only nor left my body mine 
   only, 
You give me the pleasure of your eyes, face, flesh, 
   as we pass, you take of my beard, breast, hands, 
   in return, 
I am not to speak to you, I am to think of you when 
   I sit alone or wake at night alone, 
I am to wait, I do not doubt I am to meet you again, 
I am to see to it that I do not lose you.

                                                  Walt Whitman (1819-1892)

To a Stranger

From Leaves of Grass: Selected Poems by Walt Whitman,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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We two boys together clinging, 
One the other never leaving, 
Up and down the roads going, North and South 
   excursions making, 
Power enjoying, elbows stretching, fingers clutching, 
Arm’d and fearless, eating, drinking, sleeping, loving, 
No law less than ourselves owning, sailing, soldiering, 
   thieving, threatening, 
Misers, menials, priests alarming, air breathing, water 
   drinking, on the turf or the sea-beach dancing, 
Cities wrenching, ease scorning, statutes mocking, 
   feebleness chasing, 
Fulfilling our foray.

                                                      Walt Whitman (1819–1892)

We Two Boys together Clinging

From Leaves of Grass: Selected Poems by Walt Whitman,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Afoot and light-hearted I take to the open road, 
Healthy, free, the world before me, 
The long brown path before me leading wherever 
   I choose. 
Henceforth I ask not good-fortune, I myself am 
   good-fortune, 
Henceforth I whimper no more, postpone no more, 
   need nothing, 
Done with indoor complaints, libraries, querulous 
   criticisms, 
Strong and content I travel the open road.

The earth, that is sufficient, 
I do not want the constellations any nearer, 
I know they are very well where they are, 
I know they suffice for those who belong to them.

(Still here I carry my old delicious burdens, 
I carry them, men and women, I carry them with me 
   wherever I go, 
I swear it is impossible for me to get rid of them, 
I am fill’d with them, and I will fill them in return.)

                                                   Walt Whitman (1819-1892)

from Song of the Open Road

From Leaves of Grass: Selected Poems by Walt Whitman,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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How solemn as one by one, 
As the ranks returning worn and sweaty, as the men 
   file by where I stand, 
As the faces the masks appear, as I glance at the faces 
   studying the masks, 
(As I glance upward out of this page studying you, 
   dear friend, whoever you are,) 
How solemn the thought of my whispering soul to 
   each in the ranks, and to you, 
I see behind each mask that wonder a kindred soul, 
O the bullet could never kill what you really are, dear 
   friend, 
Nor the bayonet stab what you really are; 
The soul! yourself I see, great as any, good as the 
   best, 
Waiting secure and content, which the bullet could 
   never kill, 
Nor the bayonet stab O friend.

                                                   Walt Whitman (1819–1892)

How Solemn as One by One
(Washington City, 1865.)

From Leaves of Grass: Selected Poems by Walt Whitman,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Have you reckon’d a thousand acres much? have you reckon’d  
         the earth much? 
Have you practis’d so long to learn to read? 
Have you felt so proud to get at the meaning of poems?

Stop this day and night with me and you shall possess the origin 
         of all poems, 
You shall possess the good of the earth and sun, (there are millions 
         of suns left,) 
You shall no longer take things at second or third hand, nor look  
         through the eyes of the dead, nor feed on the spectres in  
         books, 
You shall not look through my eyes either, nor take things from me, 
You shall listen to all sides and filter them from your self.

I have heard what the talkers were talking, the talk of the begin- 
         ning and the end, 
But I do not talk of the beginning or the end.

There was never any more inception than there is now, 
Nor any more youth or age than there is now, 
And will never be any more perfection than there is now, 
Nor any more heaven or hell than there is now.

Urge and urge and urge, 
Always the procreant urge of the world.

                                                                        Walt Whitman (1819–1892)

from Song of Myself

From Leaves of Grass: Selected Poems by Walt Whitman,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Nor dread nor hope attend 
A dying animal; 
A man awaits his end 
Dreading and hoping all; 
Many times he died, 
Many times rose again. 
A great man in his pride 
Confronting murderous men 
Casts derision upon 
Supersession of breath; 
He knows death to the bone – 
Man has created death.

             W.B. Yeats (1865-1939)

Death

From Collected Poems by W.B. Yeats,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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I have met them at close of day 
Coming with vivid faces 
From counter or desk among grey 
Eighteenth-century houses. 
I have passed with a nod of the head 
Or polite meaningless words, 
Or have lingered awhile and said 
Polite meaningless words, 
And thought before I had done 
Of a mocking tale or a gibe 
To please a companion 
Around the fire at the club, 
Being certain that they and I 
But lived where motley is worn: 
All changed, changed utterly: 
A terrible beauty is born.

That woman’s days were spent 
In ignorant good-will, 
Her nights in argument 
Until her voice grew shrill. 
What voice more sweet than hers 
When, young and beautiful, 
She rode to harriers? 
This man had kept a school 
And rode our wingèd horse; 
This other his helper and friend 
Was coming into his force; 
He might have won fame in the end, 
So sensitive his nature seemed, 
So daring and sweet his thought.

Easter, 1916
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This other man I had dreamed 
A drunken, vainglorious lout. 
He had done most bitter wrong 
To some who are near my heart, 
Yet I number him in the song; 
He, too, has resigned his part 
In the casual comedy; 
He, too, has been changed in his turn, 
Transformed utterly: 
A terrible beauty is born.

Hearts with one purpose alone 
Through summer and winter seem 
Enchanted to a stone 
To trouble the living stream. 
The horse that comes from the road, 
The rider, the birds that range 
From cloud to tumbling cloud, 
Minute by minute they change; 
A shadow of cloud on the stream 
Changes minute by minute; 
A horse-hoof slides on the brim, 
And a horse plashes within it; 
The long-legged moorhens dive, 
And hens to moor-cocks call; 
Minute by minute they live: 
The stone’s in the midst of all.
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Too long a sacrifice 
Can make a stone of the heart. 
O when may it suffice? 
That is Heaven’s part, our part 
To murmur name upon name, 
As a mother names her child 
When sleep at last has come 
On limbs that had run wild. 
What is it but nightfall? 
No, no, not night but death; 
Was it needless death after all? 
For England may keep faith 
For all that is done and said. 
We know their dream; enough 
To know they dreamed and are dead; 
And what if excess of love 
Bewildered them till they died? 
I write it out in a verse – 
MacDonagh and MacBride 
And Connolly and Pearse 
Now and in time to be, 
Wherever green is worn, 
Are changed, changed utterly: 
A terrible beauty is born.

September 25, 1916

                   W.B. Yeats (1865-1939)

From Collected Poems by W.B. Yeats,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree, 
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles 
   made: 
Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the 
   honey-bee, 
And live alone in the bee-loud glade.

And I shall have some peace there, for peace 
   comes dropping slow, 
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where 
   the cricket sings; 
There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a 
   purple glow, 
And evening full of the linnet’s wings.

I will arise and go now, for always night and day 
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the 
   shore; 
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements 
   grey, 
I hear it in the deep heart’s core.

                                                       W.B. Yeats (1865-1939)

The Lake Isle of Innisfree

From Collected Poems by W.B. Yeats,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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I went out to the hazel wood, 
Because a fire was in my head, 
And cut and peeled a hazel wand, 
And hooked a berry to a thread; 
And when white moths were on the wing, 
And moth-like stars were flickering out, 
I dropped the berry in a stream 
And caught a little silver trout.

When I had laid it on the floor 
I went to blow the fire aflame, 
But something rustled on the floor, 
And some one called me by my name: 
It had become a glimmering girl 
With apple blossom in her hair 
Who called me by my name and ran 
And faded through the brightening air.

Though I am old with wandering 
Through hollow lands and hilly lands, 
I will find out where she has gone, 
And kiss her lips and take her hands; 
And walk among long dappled grass, 
And pluck till time and times are done 
The silver apples of the moon, 
The golden apples of the sun.

                            W.B. Yeats (1865-1939)

The Song of Wandering Aengus

From Collected Poems by W.B. Yeats,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date: 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimm’d; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimm’d; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor loose possession of that fair thou ow’st; 
Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st: 
   So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 
   So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

                                     William Shakespeare (1564-1616)

Sonnet 18

From The Sonnets by William Shakespeare,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 
Or bends with the remover to remove: 
O, no! it is an ever-fixed mark, 
That looks on tempests, and is never shaken; 
It is the star to every wandering bark, 
Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken. 
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within his bending sickle’s compass come; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 
   If this be error, and upon me proved, 
   I never writ, nor no man ever loved.

                                           William Shakespeare (1564-1616)

Sonnet 116

From The Sonnets by William Shakespeare,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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Happy the man, whose wish and care 
A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air 
                         In his own ground.

Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread, 
Whose flocks supply him with attire; 
Whose trees in summer yield him shade, 
                         In winter, fire.

Blest who can unconcern’dly find 
Hours, days, and years slide softly away 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
                         Quiet by day,

Sound sleep by night; study and ease 
Together mix’d; sweet recreation, 
And innocence, which most does please 
                         With meditation.

Thus let me live, unseen, unknown; 
Thus unlamented let me die; 
Steal from the world, and not a stone 
                         Tell where I lie.

                                        Alexander Pope (1688-1744)

The Quiet Life

From The Golden Treasury ed. Francis Turner Palgrave,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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I wander’d lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o’er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host of golden daffodils, 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 
They stretch’d in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced, but they 
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:— 
A Poet could not but be gay 
In such a jocund company! 
I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought;

For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils.

                  William Wordsworth (1770-1850)

The Daffodils

From The Golden Treasury ed. Francis Turner Palgrave,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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‘Have you news of my boy Jack?’ 
   Not this tide. 
‘When d’you think that he’ll come back?’ 
   Not with this wind blowing, and this tide.

‘Has anyone else had word of him?’ 
   Not this tide. 
For what is sunk will hardly swim, 
   Not with this wind blowing, and this tide.

‘Oh, dear, what comfort can I find?’ 
   None this tide, 
   Nor any tide, 
Except he did not shame his kind – 
   Not even with that wind blowing, and that tide.

Then hold your head up all the more, 
   This tide, 
   And every tide; 
Because he was the son you bore, 
   And gave to that wind blowing and that tide!

                                    Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936)

My Boy Jack

From Selected Verse by Rudyard Kipling,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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The Camel’s hump is an ugly lump 
   Which well you may see at the Zoo; 
But uglier yet is the hump we get 
   From having too little to do.

Kiddies and grownups too–oo–oo, 
If we haven’t enough to do–oo–oo, 
            We get the hump – 
            Cameelious hump – 
The hump that is black and blue!

We climb out of bed with a frouzly head, 
            And a snarly-yarly voice. 
We shiver and scowl and we grunt and we growl 
            At our bath and our boots and our toys;

And there ought to be a corner for me 
(And I know there is one for you) 
            When we get the hump – 
            Cameelious hump – 
The hump that is black and blue!

The cure for this ill is not to sit still, 
            Or frowst with a book by the fire; 
But to take a large hoe and a shovel also, 
            And dig till you gently perspire;

How the Camel Got his Hump
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From Selected Verse by Rudyard Kipling,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library

And then you will find that the sun and the wind, 
And the Djinn of the Garden too, 
            Have lifted the hump – 
            The horrible hump – 
The hump that is black and blue!

I get it as well as you–oo–oo – 
If I haven’t enough to do–oo–oo! 
            We all get hump – 
            Cameelious hump – 
Kiddies and grownups too!

                                        Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936)
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The lads in their hundreds to Ludlow come in 
                                               for the fair, 

There’s men from the barn and the forge and 
                                   the mill and the fold, 

The lads for the girls and the lads for the liquor 
                                              are there, 

And there with the rest are the lads that will 
                                       never be old.

There’s chaps from the town and the field and 
                             the till and the cart, 

    And many to count are the stalwart, and many 
                                               the brave, 

And many the handsome of face and the  
                                              handsome of heart, 

And few that will carry their looks or their 
                               truth to the grave.

I wish one could know them, I wish there were 
                                       tokens to tell 

The fortunate fellows that now you can 
                                 never discern; 

And then one could talk with them friendly and 
                                      wish them farewell 

And watch them depart on the way that they 

The lads in their hundreds
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From A Shropshire Lad by A.E. Housman,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library

                           will not return. 
But now you may stare as you like and there’s 

                                  nothing to scan; 
And brushing your elbow unguessed-at and 

                                    not to be told 
They carry back bright to the coiner the mintage 

                                                     of man, 
The lads that will die in their glory and 

                                                       never be old.

                                         A.E. Housman (1859-1936)
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Into my heart an air that kills 
   From yon far country blows: 
What are those blue remembered hills, 
   What spires, what farms are those?

That is the land of lost content, 
   I see it shining plain, 
The happy highways where I went 
   And cannot come again. 

 A.E. Housman (1859-1936)

Into my heart an air that kills

From A Shropshire Lad by A.E. Housman,
published by Macmillan Collector’s Library
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