
Poems presented in Class 4 

Shakespeare: Song from Two Gentlemen of Verona 

Who is Silvia? what is she, 

    That all our swains commend her? 

Holy, fair, and wise is she; 

    The heaven such grace did lend her, 

That she might admirèd be. 

 

Is she kind as she is fair? 

    For beauty lives with kindness. 

Love doth to her eyes repair, 

    To help him of his blindness; 

And, being helped, inhabits there. 

 

Then to Silvia let us sing, 

    That Silvia is excelling; 

She excels each mortal thing 

    Upon the dull earth dwelling; 

To her let us garlands bring. 

 

Shakespeare: Dirge from Cymbeline 

Fear no more the heat o’ the sun, 

Nor the furious winter’s rages; 

Thou thy worldly task hast done, 

Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages: 

Golden lads and girls all must, 

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 

 

Fear no more the frown o’ the great; 

Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke; 

Care no more to clothe and eat; 

To thee the reed is as the oak: 

The scepter, learning, physic, must 

All follow this, and come to dust. 

 

  



Fear no more the lightning flash, 

Nor the all-dreaded thunder stone; 

Fear not slander, censure rash; 

Thou hast finished joy and moan: 

All lovers young, all lovers must 

Consign to thee, and come to dust. 

 

No exorciser harm thee! 

Nor no witchcraft charm thee! 

Ghost unlaid forbear thee! 

Nothing ill come near thee! 

Quiet consummation have; 

And renownèd be thy grave! 

Blake: London  

I wander thro' each charter'd street, 

Near where the charter'd Thames does flow.  

And mark in every face I meet 

Marks of weakness, marks of woe. 

 

In every cry of every Man, 

In every Infants cry of fear, 

In every voice: in every ban, 

The mind-forg'd manacles I hear  

 

How the Chimney-sweepers cry 

Every blackning Church appalls,  

And the hapless Soldiers sigh 

Runs in blood down Palace walls  

 

But most thro' midnight streets I hear 

How the youthful Harlots curse 

Blasts the new-born Infants tear  

And blights with plagues the Marriage hearse. 

Blake: Proverb 

The pride of the peacock is the glory of God.  

The lust of the goat is the bounty of God.  

The wrath of the lion is the wisdom of God.  

The nakedness of woman is the work of God. 



Rimbaud: Antique  

Gracieux fils de Pan! Autour de ton front couronné de fleurettes et de baies tes yeux, des boules 

précieuses, remuent. Tachées de lies brunes, tes joues se creusent. Tes crocs luisent. Ta poitrine 

ressemble à une cithare, des tintements circulent dans tes bras blonds. Ton coeur bat dans ce 

ventre où dort le double sexe. Promène-toi, la nuit, en mouvant doucement cette cuisse, cette 

seconde cuisse. 

 

Graceful son of Pan ! Below your forehead crowned with flowers and laurels, your 

eyes, those precious orbs, are moving.  Stained with the lees of wine, your cheeks are 

hollow. Your teeth shine. Your belly is like a lyre, whose tinkling runs up and down 

your fair arms. Your heart beats in that belly where the double sex lies sleeping. 

Walk in the night, gently moving that thigh, that second thigh, and that left leg. 

Rimbaud: Royauté (Royalty)  

Un beau matin, chez un peuple fort doux, un homme et une femme superbes criaient sur la 

place publique. "Mes amis, je veux qu'elle soit reine !" "Je veux être reine!" Elle riait et 

tremblait. Il parlait aux amis de révélation, d'épreuve terminée. Ils se pâmaient l'un contre 

l'autre. En effet ils furent rois toute une matinée où les tentures carminées se relevèrent sur les 

maisons, et toute l'après-midi, où ils s'avancèrent du côté des jardins de palmes. 

 

One fine morning, among a very gentle people, a proud man and woman exclaimed 

in the public square. "My friends, I want her to be queen!" "I want to be queen!" She 

laughed and trembled. He spoke to his friends of a revelation, of trials completed. 

They swooned one against the other. In effect, they were kings and queens for one 

whole morning, as crimson hangings were raised on the houses, and all the 

afternoon, strolling side by side to the palm gardens. 

Rimbaud: Parade  

Des drôles très solides. Plusieurs ont exploité vos mondes. Sans besoins, et peu pressés de mettre 

en œuvre leurs brillantes facultés et leur expérience de vos consciences. Quels hommes mûrs! Des 

yeux hébétés à la façon de la nuit d'été, rouges et noirs, tricolorés, d'acier piqué d'étoiles d'or; des 

facies déformés, plombés, blêmis, incendiés; des enrouements folâtres! La démarche cruelle des 

oripeaux! Il y a quelques jeunes… 

O le plus violent Paradis de la grimace enragée!…Chinois, Hottentots, bohémiens, niais, 

hyènes, Molochs, vieilles démences, démons sinistres, ils mêlent les tours populaires, maternels, 

avec les poses et les tendresses bestiales. Ils interpréteraient des pièces nouvelles et des chansons 

"bonnes filles." Maîtres jongleurs, ils transforment le lieu et les personnes et usent de la comédie 

magnétique… 

J'ai seul la clef de cette parade sauvage. 



 

What sturdy odd fellows. Several have exploited your worlds. Without needs, and 

little concerned with putting their brilliant minds and their experience of your 

consciences to work. What mature men! Dazed eyes like a summer night, red and 

black, tri-colored, steel dotted with golden stars; deformed features, leaden, made 

pale, made to burn; their foolish cries! The cruel walk of rags! There are some young 

ones… . 

O the most violent Paradise of the fanatical grimace! . . .  

Chinese, Hottentots, Bohemians, deniers, hyenas, Molochs, old demented ones, 

sinister demons, they mix popular and maternal tricks with bestial poses and 

tenderness. They interpreted new plays and nice-girl songs. Master jugglers, they 

transform the place and the people and use magnetic comedy…  

Emily Dickinson: Morning 

Will there really be a "Morning"? 

Is there such a thing as "Day"? 

Could I see it from the mountains 

If I were as tall as they? 

 

Has it feet like Water lilies? 

Has it feathers like a Bird? 

Is it brought from famous countries 

Of which I have never heard? 

 

Oh some Scholar! Oh some Sailor! 

Oh some Wise Men from the skies! 

Please to tell a little Pilgrim 

Where the place called "Morning" lies! 

Emily Dickinson: “Heart, we will forget him” 

Heart, we will forget him!  

  You and I, to-night!  

You may forget the warmth he gave,  

  I will forget the light.  

    

When you have done, pray tell me,  

  That I my thoughts may dim;  

Haste! lest while you’re lagging,  

  I may remember him! 



James Agee: Knoxville, Summer of 1915 

It has become that time of evening when people sit on their porches, rocking gently and 

talking gently and watching the street and the standing up into their sphere of possession of 

the trees, of birds' hung havens, hangars. People go by; things go by. A horse, drawing a 

buggy, breaking his hollow iron music on the asphalt; a loud auto; a quiet auto; people in 

pairs, not in a hurry, scuffling, switching their weight of aestival body, talking casually, the 

taste hovering over them of vanilla, strawberry, pasteboard and starched milk, the image 

upon them of lovers and horsemen, squared with clowns in hueless amber 

A streetcar raising its iron moan; stopping, belling and starting; stertorous; rousing and 

raising again its iron increasing moan and swimming its gold windows and straw seats on 

past and past and past, the bleak spark crackling and cursing above it like a small malignant 

spirit set to dog its tracks; the iron whine rises on rising speed; still risen, faints; halts; the 

faint stinging bell; rises again, still fainter, fainting, lifting, lifts, faints foregone: forgotten. 

Now is the night one blue dew 

Now is the night one blue dew, my father has drained, he has coiled the hose…  Low on the 

length of lawns, a frailing of fire who breathes... Parents on porches: rock and rock. From 

damp strings morning glories hang their ancient faces… The dry and exalted noise of the 

locusts from all the air at once enchants my eardrums 

On the rough wet grass of the back yard my father and mother have spread quilts. We all lie 

there, my mother, my father, my uncle, my aunt, and I too am lying there....They are not 

talking much, and the talk is quiet, of nothing in particular, of nothing at all. The stars are 

wide and alive, they seem each like a smile of great sweetness, and they seem very near. All 

my people are larger bodies than mine,...with voices gentle and meaningless like the voices 

of sleeping birds. One is an artist, he is living at home. One is a musician, she is living at 

home. One is my mother who is good to me. One is my father who is good to me. By some 

chance, here they are, all on this earth; and who shall ever tell the sorrow of being on this 

earth, lying, on quilts, on the grass, in a summer evening, among the sounds of the night. 

May God bless my people, my uncle, my aunt, my mother, my good father, oh, remember 

them kindly in their time of trouble; and in the hour of their taking away 

After a little I am taken in and put to bed. Sleep, soft smiling, draws me unto her: and those 

receive me, who quietly treat me, as one familiar and well-beloved in that home: but will 

not, oh, will not, not now, not ever; but will not ever tell me who I am. 

 


