Song: “Where the bee sucks, there suck 1”

BY WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

(from The Tempest)

Where the bee sucks, there suck I:
In a cowslip’s bell I lie;

There I couch when owls do cry.
On the bat’s back I do fly

After summer merrily.

Merrily, merrily shall I live now

Under the blossom that hangs on the bough.

(1611)



On My First Daughter

BY BEN JONSON

Here lies, to each her parents’ ruth,
Mary, the daughter of their youth;

Yet all heaven’s gifts being heaven’s due,
It makes the father less to rue.

At six months’ end she parted hence
With safety of her innocence;

Whose soul heaven’s queen, whose name she bears,
In comfort of her mother’s tears,

Hath placed amongst her virgin-train:
Where, while that severed doth remain,
This grave partakes the fleshly birth;
Which cover lightly, gentle earth!

(1593)



La Belle Dame sans Merci: A Ballad

BY JOHN KEATS

O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms,
Alone and palely loitering?

The sedge has withered from the lake,
And no birds sing.

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 see a lily on thy brow,
With anguish moist and fever-dew,
And on thy cheeks a fading rose

Fast withereth too.

[ 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.



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

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.

She found me roots of relish sweet,
And honey wild, and manna-dew,
And sure in language strange she said—

‘T love thee true’.

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.

And there she lulled me asleep,
And there I dreamed—Ah! woe betide!—

The latest dream I ever dreamt

On the cold hill side.

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”

I saw their starved lips in the gloam,
With horrid warning gaped wide,
And I awoke and found me here,

On the cold hill’s side.

And this is why I sojourn here,
Alone and palely loitering,

Though the sedge is withered from the lake,
And no birds sing.

(1819)



Emily Dickinson

303
The Soul selects her own Society -
Then - shuts the Door -
To her divine Majority —

Present no more ~

Unmoved — she notes the Chariots ~ pausing —

At her low Gate -

Unmoved — an Emperor be kneeling

Upon her Mat ~

I've known her ~ from an ample nation —
P

Choose One —
Then - close the Valves of her attention —
Like Stone —

c 1862 1890



