
Texts presented in Class 12 

Rudyard Kipling: Puck of Pook’s Hill, Puck’s first sog 

See you the ferny ride that steals  

Into the oak-woods far?  

O that was whence they hewed the keels  

That rolled to Trafalgar.  

 

And mark you where the ivy clings  

To Bayham's mouldering walls?  

O there we cast the stout railings  

That stand around St. Paul's.  

 

See you the dimpled track that runs  

All hollow through the wheat?  

O that was where they hauled the guns  

That smote King Philip's fleet.  

 

(Out of the Weald, the secret Weald,  

Men sent in ancient years,  

The horse-shoes red at Flodden Field,  

The arrows at Poitiers!)  

 

See you our little mill that clacks,  

So busy by the brook?  

She has ground her corn and paid her tax  

Ever since Domesday Book.  

 

See you our stilly woods of oak,  

And the dread ditch beside?  

O that was where the Saxons broke  

On the day that Harold died.  

 

See you the windy levels spread  

About the gates of Rye?  

O that was where the Northmen fled,  

When Alfred's ships came by.  

 



See you our pastures wide and lone,  

Where the red oxen browse?  

O there was a City thronged and known,  

Ere London boasted a house.  

 

And see you, after rain, the trace  

Of mound and ditch and wall?  

O that was a Legion's camping-place,  

When Caesar sailed from Gaul.  

 

And see you marks that show and fade,  

Like shadows on the Downs?  

O they are the lines the Flint Men made,  

To guard their wondrous towns.  

 

Trackway and Camp and City lost,  

Salt Marsh where now is corn- 

Old Wars, old Peace, old Arts that cease,  

And so was England born. 

 

She is not any common Earth,  

Water or wood or air,  

But Merlin's Isle of Gramarye,  

Where you and I will fare. 

Ernest Dowson: Vitae Summa Brevis Spem Nos Vetat Incohare Longam 
(The brief sum of life forbids us the hope of enduring long—Horace) 

They are not long, the weeping and the laughter, 

 Love and desire and hate: 

I think they have no portion in us after 

 We pass the gate. 

They are not long, the days of wine and roses: 

 Out of a misty dream 

Our path emerges for a while, then closes 

 Within a dream. 

  



Algernon Swinburne: The Year of the Rose 

From the depths of the green garden-closes 

Where the summer in darkness dozes 

Till autumn pluck from his hand 

An hour-glass that holds not a sand; 

From the maze that a flower-belt encloses 

To the stones and sea-grass on the strand 

How red was the reign of the roses 

Over the rose-crowned land! 

 

The year of the rose is brief; 

From the first blade blown to the sheaf, 

From the thin green leaf to the gold, 

It has time to be sweet and grow old, 

To triumph and leave not a leaf 

For witness in winter's sight 

How lovers once in the light 

Would mix their breath with its breath, 

And its spirit was quenched not of night, 

As love is subdued not of death. 

 

In the red-rose land not a mile 

Of the meadows from stile to stile, 

Of the valleys from stream to stream, 

But the air was a long sweet dream 

And the earth was a sweet wide smile 

Red-mouthed of a goddess, returned 

From the sea which had borne her and burned, 

That with one swift smile of her mouth 

Looked full on the north as it yearned, 

And the north was more than the south. 
  

For the north, when winter was long, 

In his heart had made him a song, 

And clothed it with wings of desire, 

And shod it with shoon as of fire, 

To carry the tale of his wrong 

To the south-west wind by the sea, 

That none might bear it but he 

To the ear of the goddess unknown 

Who waits till her time shall be 

To take the world for a throne. 



 In the earth beneath, and above 

In the heaven where her name is love, 

She warms with light from her eyes 

The seasons of life as they rise, 

And her eyes are as eyes of a dove, 

But the wings that lift her and bear 

As an eagle's, and all her hair 

As fire by the wind's breath curled, 

And her passage is song through the air, 

And her presence is spring through the world. 
  

So turned she northward and came, 

And the white-thorn land was aflame 

With the fires that were shed from her feet, 

That the north, by her love made sweet, 

Should be called by a rose-red name; 

And a murmur was heard as of doves, 

And a music beginning of loves 

In the light that the roses made, 

Such light as the music loves, 

The music of man with maid. 
  

But the days drop one upon one, 

And a chill soft wind is begun 

In the heart of the rose-red maze 

That weeps for the roseleaf days 

And the reign of the rose undone 

That ruled so long in the light, 

And by spirit, and not by sight, 

Through the darkness thrilled with its breath, 

Still ruled in the viewless night, 

As love might rule over death. 
  

The time of lovers is brief; 

From the fair first joy to the grief 

That tells when love is grown old, 

From the warm wild kiss to the cold, 

From the red to the white-rose leaf, 

They have but a season to seem 

As rose-leaves lost on a stream 

That part not and pass not apart 

As a spirit from dream to dream, 

As a sorrow from heart to heart. 



 

From the bloom and the gloom that encloses 

The death-bed of Love where he dozes 

Till a relic be left not of sand 

To the hour-glass that breaks in his hand; 

From the change in the grey garden-closes 

To the last stray grass of the strand, 

A rain and ruin of roses 

Over the red-rose land. 

Walt Whitman: Mannahatta  

I was asking for something specific and perfect for my city, 

Whereupon lo! upsprang the aboriginal name. 

 

Now I see what there is in a name, a word, liquid, sane, unruly, musical, self-sufficient, 

I see that the word of my city is that word from of old, 

Because I see that word nested in nests of water-bays, superb, 

Rich, hemm'd thick all around with sailships and steamships, an island sixteen miles 

long, solid-founded, 

Numberless crowded streets, high growths of iron, slender, strong, light, splendidly 

uprising toward clear skies, 

Tides swift and ample, well-loved by me, toward sundown, 

The flowing sea-currents, the little islands, larger adjoining islands, the heights, the 

villas, 

The countless masts, the white shore-steamers, the lighters, the ferry-boats, the black sea-

steamers well-model'd, 

The down-town streets, the jobbers' houses of business, the houses of business of the 

ship-merchants and money-brokers, the river-streets, 

Immigrants arriving, fifteen or twenty thousand in a week, 

The carts hauling goods, the manly race of drivers of horses, the brown-faced sailors, 

The summer air, the bright sun shining, and the sailing clouds aloft, 

The winter snows, the sleigh-bells, the broken ice in the river, passing along up or down 

with the flood-tide or ebb-tide, 

The mechanics of the city, the masters, well-form'd, beautiful-faced, looking you straight 

in the eyes, 

Trottoirs throng'd, vehicles, Broadway, the women, the shops and shows, 

A million people—manners free and superb—open voices—hospitality—the most 

courageous and friendly young men, 

City of hurried and sparkling waters! city of spires and masts! 

City nested in bays! my city!  



Carl Sandburg: Chicago  

Hog Butcher for the World, 

 Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, 

 Player with Railroads and the Nation's Freight Handler; 

 Stormy, husky, brawling, 

 City of the Big Shoulders: 

 

They tell me you are wicked and I believe them, for I have seen your painted women 

under the gas lamps luring the farm boys. 

And they tell me you are crooked and I answer: Yes, it is true I have seen the gunman 

kill and go free to kill again. 

And they tell me you are brutal and my reply is: On the faces of women and children I 

have seen the marks of wanton hunger. 

And having answered so I turn once more to those who sneer at this my city, and I give 

them back the sneer and say to them: 

Come and show me another city with lifted head singing so proud to be alive and coarse 

and strong and cunning. 

Flinging magnetic curses amid the toil of piling job on job, here is a tall bold slugger set 

vivid against the little soft cities; 

Fierce as a dog with tongue lapping for action, cunning as a savage pitted against the 

wilderness, 

 Bareheaded, 

 Shoveling, 

 Wrecking, 

 Planning, 

 Building, breaking, rebuilding, 

Under the smoke, dust all over his mouth, laughing with white teeth, 

Under the terrible burden of destiny laughing as a young man laughs, 

Laughing even as an ignorant fighter laughs who has never lost a battle, 

Bragging and laughing that under his wrist is the pulse, and under his ribs the heart of 

the people, 

Laughing! 

Laughing the stormy, husky, brawling laughter of Youth, half-naked, sweating, proud to 

be Hog Butcher, Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, Player with Railroads and Freight 

Handler to the Nation. 

 

 


