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Ninth-Tenth Grade: Poetry

The Cremation of Sam McGee
Robert W. Service

There are strange things done in the midnight sun
By the men who moil for gold;

The Arctic trails have their secret tales

That would make your blood run cold;

The Northern Lights have seen queer sights,

But the queerest they ever did see

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge

| cremated Sam McGee.

Now Sam McGee was from Tennessee, where the cotton blooms and blows.
Why he left his home in the South to roam 'round the Pole, God only knows.
He was always cold, but the land of gold seemed to hold him like a spell;
Though he'd often say in his homely way that "he'd sooner live in hell."

On a Christmas Day we were mushing our way over the Dawson trail.

Talk of your cold! through the parka's fold it stabbed like a driven nail.

If our eyes we'd close, then the lashes froze till sometimes we couldn't see;
It wasn't much fun, but the only one to whimper was Sam McGee.

And that very night, as we lay packed tight in our robes beneath the snow,
And the dogs were fed, and the stars o'erhead were dancing heel and toe,
He turned to me, and "Cap," says he, "l'll cash in this trip, | guess;

And if | do, I'm asking that you won't refuse my last request."

Well, he seemed so low that | couldn't say no; then he says with a sort of moan:
"It's the curséd cold, and it's got right hold till I'm chilled clean through to the bone.
Yet 'tain't being dead—it's my awful dread of the icy grave that pains;

So | want you to swear that, foul or fair, you'll cremate my last remains."

A pal's last need is a thing to heed, so | swore | would not fail;
And we started on at the streak of dawn; but God! he looked ghastly pale.



He crouched on the sleigh, and he raved all day of his home in Tennessee;
And before nightfall a corpse was all that was left of Sam McGee.

There wasn't a breath in that land of death, and | hurried, horror-driven,

With a corpse half hid that | couldn't get rid, because of a promise given;

It was lashed to the sleigh, and it seemed to say: "You may tax your brawn and brains,
But you promised true, and it's up to you to cremate those last remains."

Now a promise made is a debt unpaid, and the trail has its own stern code.

In the days to come, though my lips were dumb, in my heart how | cursed that load.
In the long, long night, by the lone firelight, while the huskies, round in a ring,
Howled out their woes to the homeless snows— O God! how | loathed the thing.

And every day that quiet clay seemed to heavy and heavier grow;

And on | went, though the dogs were spent and the grub was getting low;
The trail was bad, and | felt half mad, but | swore | would not give in;

And I'd often sing to the hateful thing, and it hearkened with a grin.

Till I came to the marge of Lake Lebarge, and a derelict there lay;

It was jammed in the ice, but | saw in a trice it was called the "Alice May."
And | looked at it, and | thought a bit, and | looked at my frozen chum;
Then "Here," said |, with a sudden cry, "is my cre-ma-tor-eum."

Some planks | tore from the cabin floor, and | lit the boiler fire;

Some coal | found that was lying around, and | heaped the fuel higher;

The flames just soared, and the furnace roared—such a blaze you seldom see;
And | burrowed a hole in the glowing coal, and | stuffed in Sam McGee.

Then | made a hike, for | didn't like to hear him sizzle so;

And the heavens scowled, and the huskies howled, and the wind began to blow.
It was icy cold, but the hot sweat rolled down my cheeks, and | don't know why;
And the greasy smoke in an inky cloak went streaking down the sky.

| do not know how long in the snow | wrestled with grisly fear;

But the stars came out and they danced about ere again | ventured near;

| was sick with dread, but | bravely said: "I'll just take a peep inside.

| guess he's cooked, and it's time | looked"; ... then the door | opened wide.

And there sat Sam, looking cool and calm, in the heart of the furnace roar;
And he wore a smile you could see a mile, and he said: "Please close that door.
It's fine in here, but | greatly fear you'll let in the cold and storm—



Since | left Plumtree, down in Tennessee, it's the first time I've been warm."

There are strange things done in the midnight sun
By the men who moil for gold;

The Arctic trails have their secret tales

That would make your blood run cold;

The Northern Lights have seen queer sights,

But the queerest they ever did see

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge

| cremated Sam McGee.



Dickens in Camp
Bret Harte

Above the pines the moon was slowly drifting,
The river sang below;

The dim Sierras, far beyond, uplifting

Their minarets of snow.

The roaring camp-fire, with rude humor, painted
The ruddy tints of health

On haggard face and form that drooped and fainted
In the fierce race for wealth;

Till one arose, and from his pack’s scant treasure

A hoarded volume drew,

And cards were dropped from hands of listless leisure
To hear the tale anew.

And then, while round them shadows gathered faster,
And as the firelight fell,

He read aloud the book wherein the Master

Had writ of 'Little Nell.'

Perhaps “twas boyish fancy,--for the reader
Was youngest of them all,--

But, as he read, from clustering pine and cedar
A silence seemed to fall;

The fir-trees, gathering closer in the shadows,
Listened in every spray,

While the whole camp with 'Nell' on English meadows
Wandered and lost their way.

And so in mountain solitudes--o"ertaken

As by some spell divine--

Their cares dropped from them like the needles shaken
From out the gusty pine.

Lost is that camp and wasted all its fire;
And he who wrought that spell?



Ah! towering pine and stately Kentish spire,
Ye have one tale to tell!

Lost is that camp, but let its fragrant story
Blend with the breath that thrills

With hop-vine's incense all the pensive glory
That fills the Kentish hills.

And on that grave where English oak and holly
And laurel wreaths entwine,

Deem it not all a too presumptuous folly,

This spray of Western pine!

The Haunted Palace

BY EDGAR ALLAN POE

In the greenest of our valleys

By good angels tenanted,

Once a fair and stately palace—
Radiant palace—reared its head.

In the monarch Thought’s dominion,
It stood there!

Never seraph spread a pinion

Over fabric half so fair!

Banners yellow, glorious, golden,

On its roof did float and flow
(This—all this—was in the olden

Time long ago)

And every gentle air that dallied,

In that sweet day,

Along the ramparts plumed and pallid,
A winged odor went away.

Wanderers in that happy valley,
Through two luminous windows, saw
Spirits moving musically

To a lute’s well-tunéd law,

Round about a throne where, sitting,
Porphyrogene!



In state his glory well befitting,
The ruler of the realm was seen.

And all with pearl and ruby glowing

Was the fair palace door,

Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing
And sparkling evermore,

A troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty

Was but to sing,

In voices of surpassing beauty,

The wit and wisdom of their king.

But evil things, in robes of sorrow,
Assailed the monarch’s high estate;
(Ah, let us mourn!—for never morrow
Shall dawn upon him, desolate!)

And round about his home the glory
That blushed and bloomed

Is but a dim-remembered story

Of the old time entombed.

And travellers, now, within that valley,
Through the red-litten windows see
Vast forms that move fantastically

To a discordant melody;

While, like a ghastly rapid river,
Through the pale door

A hideous throng rush out forever,
And laugh—but smile no more.



Kubla Khan

Samuel Taylor Coleridge

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan
A stately pleasure-dome decree:
Where Alph, the sacred river, ran
Through caverns measureless to man
Down to a sunless sea.
So twice five miles of fertile ground
With walls and towers were girdled round;
And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills,
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree;
And here were forests ancient as the hills,
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.

But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!
A savage place! as holy and enchanted
As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted
By woman wailing for her demon-lover!
And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething,
As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing,
A mighty fountain momently was forced:
Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst
Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,
Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail:
And mid these dancing rocks at once and ever
It flung up momently the sacred river.
Five miles meandering with a mazy motion
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,
Then reached the caverns measureless to man,
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean;
And 'mid this tumult Kubla heard from far
Ancestral voices prophesying war!

The shadow of the dome of pleasure

Floated midway on the waves;

Where was heard the mingled measure

From the fountain and the caves.
It was a miracle of rare device,
A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice!



A damsel with a dulcimer
In a vision once | saw:
It was an Abyssinian maid
And on her dulcimer she played,
Singing of Mount Abora.
Could | revive within me
Her symphony and song,
To such a deep delight 'twould win me,
That with music loud and long,
| would build that dome in air,
That sunny dome! those caves of ice!
And all who heard should see them there,
And all should cry, Beware! Beware!
His flashing eyes, his floating hair!
Weave a circle round him thrice,
And close your eyes with holy dread
For he on honey-dew hath fed,
And drunk the milk of Paradise.



The Lady of Shalott (may be divided into two parts)
Alfred Lord Tennyson

Part |
On either side the river lie
Long fields of barley and of rye,
That clothe the wold and meet the sky;
And thro' the field the road runs by
To many-tower'd Camelot;
The yellow-leaved waterlily
The green-sheathed daffodilly
Tremble in the water chilly
Round about Shalott.

Willows whiten, aspens shiver.
The sunbeam showers break and quiver
In the stream that runneth ever
By the island in the river
Flowing down to Camelot.
Four gray walls, and four gray towers
Overlook a space of flowers,
And the silent isle imbowers
The Lady of Shalott.

Underneath the bearded barley,
The reaper, reaping late and early,
Hears her ever chanting cheerly,
Like an angel, singing clearly,

O'er the stream of Camelot.
Piling the sheaves in furrows airy,
Beneath the moon, the reaper weary
Listening whispers, ' 'Tis the fairy,

Lady of Shalott.'

The little isle is all inrail'd

With a rose-fence, and overtrail'd

With roses: by the marge unhail'd

The shallop flitteth silken sail'd,
Skimming down to Camelot.

A pearl garland winds her head:



She leaneth on a velvet bed,
Full royally apparelled,
The Lady of Shalott.

Part Il
No time hath she to sport and play:
A charmed web she weaves alway.
A curse is on her, if she stay
Her weaving, either night or day,
To look down to Camelot.
She knows not what the curse may be;
Therefore she weaveth steadily,
Therefore no other care hath she,
The Lady of Shalott.

She lives with little joy or fear.
Over the water, running near,
The sheepbell tinkles in her ear.
Before her hangs a mirror clear,
Reflecting tower'd Camelot.
And as the mazy web she whirls,
She sees the surly village churls,
And the red cloaks of market girls
Pass onward from Shalott.

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,
An abbot on an ambling pad,
Sometimes a curly shepherd lad,
Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad,
Goes by to tower'd Camelot:
And sometimes thro' the mirror blue
The knights come riding two and two:
She hath no loyal knight and true,
The Lady of Shalott.

But in her web she still delights

To weave the mirror's magic sights,

For often thro' the silent nights

A funeral, with plumes and lights
And music, came from Camelot:

Or when the moon was overhead
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Came two young lovers lately wed;
'l am half sick of shadows,' said
The Lady of Shalott.

Part Il
A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,
He rode between the barley-sheaves,
The sun came dazzling thro' the leaves,
And flam'd upon the brazen greaves
Of bold Sir Lancelot.
A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd
To a lady in his shield,
That sparkled on the yellow field,
Beside remote Shalott.

The gemmy bridle glitter'd free,
Like to some branch of stars we see
Hung in the golden Galaxy.
The bridle bells rang merrily
As he rode down from Camelot:
And from his blazon'd baldric slung
A mighty silver bugle hung,
And as he rode his armour rung,
Beside remote Shalott.

All in the blue unclouded weather

Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather,

The helmet and the helmet-feather

Burn'd like one burning flame together,
As he rode down from Camelot.

As often thro' the purple night,

Below the starry clusters bright,

Some bearded meteor, trailing light,
Moves over green Shalott.

His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd;
On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode;
From underneath his helmet flow'd
His coal-black curls as on he rode,

As he rode down from Camelot.
From the bank and from the river



He flash'd into the crystal mirror,
"Tirra lirra, tirra lirra:'
Sang Sir Lancelot.

She left the web, she left the loom
She made three paces thro' the room
She saw the water-flower bloom,
She saw the helmet and the plume,
She look'd down to Camelot.
Out flew the web and floated wide;
The mirror crack'd from side to side;
"The curse is come upon me,' cried
The Lady of Shalott.

Part IV
In the stormy east-wind straining,
The pale yellow woods were waning,
The broad stream in his banks complaining,
Heavily the low sky raining
Over tower'd Camelot;
Outside the isle a shallow boat
Beneath a willow lay afloat,
Below the carven stern she wrote,
The Lady of Shalott.

A cloudwhite crown of pearl she dight,
All raimented in snowy white
That loosely flew (her zone in sight
Clasp'd with one blinding diamond bright)
Her wide eyes fix'd on Camelot,
Though the squally east-wind keenly
Blew, with folded arms serenely
By the water stood the queenly
Lady of Shalott.

With a steady stony glance—

Like some bold seer in a trance,

Beholding all his own mischance,

Mute, with a glassy countenance—
She look'd down to Camelot.

It was the closing of the day:
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She loos'd the chain, and down she lay;
The broad stream bore her far away,
The Lady of Shalott.

As when to sailors while they roam,

By creeks and outfalls far from home,

Rising and dropping with the foam,

From dying swans wild warblings come,
Blown shoreward; so to Camelot

Still as the boathead wound along

The willowy hills and fields among,

They heard her chanting her deathsong,
The Lady of Shalott.

A longdrawn carol, mournful, holy,
She chanted loudly, chanted lowly,
Till her eyes were darken'd wholly,
And her smooth face sharpen'd slowly,
Turn'd to tower'd Camelot:
For ere she reach'd upon the tide
The first house by the water-side,
Singing in her song she died,
The Lady of Shalott.

Under tower and balcony,
By garden wall and gallery,

A pale, pale corpse she floated by,
Deadcold, between the houses high,
Dead into tower'd Camelot.
Knight and burgher, lord and dame,

To the planked wharfage came:
Below the stern they read her name,
The Lady of Shalott.

They cross'd themselves, their stars they blest,
Knight, minstrel, abbot, squire, and guest.
There lay a parchment on her breast,
That puzzled more than all the rest,

The wellfed wits at Camelot.
"The web was woven curiously,
The charm is broken utterly,



Draw near and fear not,—this is |,
The Lady of Shalott.'
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Lochinvar
Sir Walter Scotft

O young Lochinvar is come out of the west,

Through all the wide Border his steed was the best;
And save his good broadsword he weapons had none,
He rode all unarm’d, and he rode all alone.

So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war,

There never was knight like the young Lochinvar.

He staid not for brake, and he stopp’d not for stone,
He swam the Eske river where ford there was none;
But ere he alighted at Netherby gate,

The bride had consented, the gallant came late:
For a laggard in love, and a dastard in war,

Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar.

So boldly he enter’d the Netherby Hall,

Among bride’s-men, and kinsmen, and brothers and all:

Then spoke the bride’s father, his hand on his sword,
(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a word,)
“O come ye in peace here, or come ye in war,

Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar?”

“l long woo’d your daughter, my suit you denied;—
Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide—
And now | am come, with this lost love of mine,

To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine.
There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far,
That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar.”

The bride kiss’d the goblet: the knight took it up,

He quaff'd off the wine, and he threw down the cup.
She look’d down to blush, and she look’d up to sigh,
With a smile on her lips and a tear in her eye.

He took her soft hand, ere her mother could bar,—
“‘Now tread we a measure!” said young Lochinvar.

So stately his form, and so lovely her face,
That never a hall such a galliard did grace;
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While her mother did fret, and her father did fume,

And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and plume;
And the bride-maidens whisper’d, “twere better by far

To have match’d our fair cousin with young Lochinvar.”

One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear,

When they reach’d the hall-door, and the charger stood near;
So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung,

So light to the saddle before her he sprung!

“She is won! we are gone, over bank, bush, and scaur;
They’ll have fleet steeds that follow,” quoth young Lochinvar.

There was mounting 'mong Graemes of the Netherby clan;
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they ran:
There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee,

But the lost bride of Netherby ne’er did they see.

So daring in love, and so dauntless in war,

Have ye e’er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar?
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Ode on a Grecian Urn
John Keats

Thou still unravish'd bride of quietness,
Thou foster-child of silence and slow time,
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express
A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:
What leaf-fring'd legend haunts about thy shape
Of deities or mortals, or of both,
In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?
What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?
What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?
What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear'd,
Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;
Bold Lover, never, never canst thou Kkiss,
Though winning near the goal yet, do not grieve;
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,
For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair!

Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;
And, happy melodist, unwearied,
For ever piping songs for ever new;
More happy love! more happy, happy love!
For ever warm and still to be enjoy'd,
For ever panting, and for ever young;
All breathing human passion far above,
That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy'd,
A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.

Who are these coming to the sacrifice?

To what green altar, O mysterious priest,
Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,

And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?



What little town by river or sea shore,
Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,
Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn?
And, little town, thy streets for evermore
Will silent be; and not a soul to tell
Why thou art desolate, can e'er return.

O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede

Of marble men and maidens overwrought,
With forest branches and the trodden weed;

Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought
As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral!

When old age shall this generation waste,

Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe

Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,

"Beauty is truth, truth beauty,—that is all

Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know."
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Robin Hood
John Keats

TO AFRIEND

No! those days are gone away
And their hours are old and gray,
And their minutes buried all
Under the down-trodden pall

Of the leaves of many years:
Many times have winter's shears,
Frozen North, and chilling East,
Sounded tempests to the feast
Of the forest's whispering fleeces,

Since men knew nor rent nor leases.

No, the bugle sounds no more,
And the twanging bow no more;
Silent is the ivory shrill
Past the heath and up the hill;
There is no mid-forest laugh,
Where lone Echo gives the half
To some wight, amaz'd to hear
Jesting, deep in forest drear.

On the fairest time of June
You may go, with sun or moon,
Or the seven stars to light you,
Or the polar ray to right you;
But you never may behold
Little John, or Robin bold;
Never one, of all the clan,
Thrumming on an empty can
Some old hunting ditty, while
He doth his green way beguile
To fair hostess Merriment,
Down beside the pasture Trent;
For he left the merry tale
Messenger for spicy ale.

Gone, the merry morris din;
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Gone, the song of Gamelyn;
Gone, the tough-belted outlaw
Idling in the "grené shawe";
All are gone away and past!
And if Robin should be cast
Sudden from his turfed grave,
And if Marian should have
Once again her forest days,

She would weep, and he would craze:

He would swear, for all his oaks,
Fall'n beneath the dockyard strokes,
Have rotted on the briny seas;

She would weep that her wild bees
Sang not to her—strange! that honey
Can't be got without hard money!

So itis: yet let us sing,
Honour to the old bow-string!
Honour to the bugle-horn!
Honour to the woods unshorn!
Honour to the Lincoln green!
Honour to the archer keen!
Honour to tight little John,

And the horse he rode upon!
Honour to bold Robin Hood,
Sleeping in the underwood!
Honour to maid Marian,

And to all the Sherwood-clan!
Though their days have hurried by
Let us two a burden try.
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The Soul
Richard Henry Dana

Come, Brother, turn with me from pining thought
And all the inward ills that sin has wrought;

Come, send abroad a love for all who live,

And feel the deep content in turn they give.

Kind wishes and good deeds, — they make not poor;
They'll home again, full laden, to thy door;

The streams of love flow back where they begin,

For springs of outward joys lie deep within.

Even let them flow, and make the places glad
Where dwell thy fellow-men. Shouldst thou be sad,
And earth seem bare, and hours, once happy, press
Upon thy thoughts, and make thy loneliness

More lonely for the past, thou then shalt hear

The music of those waters running near;

And thy faint spirit drink the cooling stream,

And thine eye gladden with the playing beam

That now upon the water dances, now

Leaps up and dances in the hanging bough.

Is it not lovely? Tell me, where doth dwell

The power that wrought so beautiful a spell?
In thine own bosom, Brother? Then as thine
Guard with a reverent fear this power divine.

And if, indeed, 't is not the outward state,

But temper of the soul by which we rate
Sadness or joy, even let thy bosom move
With noble thoughts and wake thee into love,
And let each feeling in thy breast be given

An honest aim, which, sanctified by Heaven,
And springing into act, new life imparts,

Till beats thy frame as with a thousand hearts.

Sin clouds the mind's clear vision,
Around the self-starved soul has spread a dearth.
The earth is full of life; the living Hand
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Touched it with life; and all its forms expand

With principles of being made to suit

Man's varied powers and raise him from the brute.
And shall the earth of higher ends be full, —

Earth which thou tread'st, — and thy poor mind be dull?
Thou talk of life, with half thy soul asleep?

Thou " living dead man, " let thy spirit leap

Forth to the day, and let the fresh air blow
Through thy soul's shut-up mansion. Wouldst thou know
Something of what is life, shake off this death;
Have thy soul feel the universal breath

With which all nature's quick, and learn to be
Sharer in all that thou dost touch or see;

Break from thy body's grasp, thy spirit's trance;
Give thy soul air, thy faculties expanse;

Love, joy, even sorrow, — yield thyself to all!

They make thy freedom, groveller, not thy thrall.
Knock off the shackles which thy spirit bind

To dust and sense, and set at large the mind!
Then move in sympathy with God's great whole,
And be like man at first, a living soul .
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In School-Days
John Greenleaf Whittier

Still sits the school-house by the road,
A ragged beggar sleeping;

Around it still the sumachs grow,
And blackberry-vines are creeping.

Within, the master’s desk is seen,
Deep scarred by raps official;

The warping floor, the battered seats,
The jack-knife’s carved initial;

The charcoal frescos on its wall;
Its door’s worn sill, betraying

The feet that, creeping slow to school,
Went storming out to playing!

Long years ago a winter sun
Shone over it at setting;

Lit up its western window-panes,
And low eaves’ icy fretting.

It touched the tangled golden curls,
And brown eyes full of grieving,

Of one who still her steps delayed
When all the school were leaving.

For near her stood the little boy
Her childish favor singled:
His cap pulled low upon a face
Where pride and shame were mingled.

Pushing with restless feet the snow
To right and left, he lingered;—
As restlessly her tiny hands
The blue-checked apron fingered.

He saw her lift her eyes; he felt
The soft hand’s light caressing,
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And heard the tremble of her voice,
As if a fault confessing.

“I'm sorry that | spelt the word:
| hate to go above you,
Because,”—the brown eyes lower fell,—
“Because, you see, | love you!”

Still memory to a gray-haired man
That sweet child-face is showing.

Dear girl! the grasses on her grave
Have forty years been growing!

He lives to learn, in life’s hard school,
How few who pass above him

Lament their triumph and his loss,
Like her,—because they love him.
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The Things That Will Not Die
Edward Rowland Sill

WHAT am | glad will stay when | have passed
From this dear valley of the world, and stand

On yon snow-glimmering peaks, and lingering cast
From that dim land

A backward look, and haply stretch my hand,
Regretful, now the wish comes true at last?

Sweet strains of music | am glad will be

Still wandering down the wind, for men will hear
And think themselves from all their care set free,
And heaven near

When summer stars burn very still and clear,
And waves of sound are swelling like the sea.

And it is good to know that overhead

Blue skies will brighten, and the sun will shine,

And flowers be sweet in many a garden bed,

And all divine,

(For are they not, O Father, thoughts of thine?)
Earth's warmth and fragrance shall on men be shed.

And | am glad that Night will always come,
Hushing all sounds, even the soft-voiced birds,
Putting away all light from her deep dome,
Until are heard

In the wide starlight's stillness, unknown words,
That make the heart ache till it find its home.

And | am glad that neither golden sky,

Nor violet lights that linger on the hill,

Nor ocean's wistful blue shall satisfy,

But they shall fill

With wild unrest and endless longing still,

The soul whose hope beyond them all must lie.

And | rejoice that love shall never seem
So perfect as it ever was to be,
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But endlessly that inner haunting dream

Each heart shall see

Hinted in every dawn's fresh purity,
Hopelessly shadowed in each sunset's gleam.

And though warm mouths will kiss and hands will cling,
And thought by silent thought be understood,

| do rejoice that the next hour will bring

That far off mood,

That drives one like a lonely child to God,

Who only sees and measures everything.

And it is well that when these feet have pressed
The outward path from earth, 'twill not seem sad
To them that stay; but they who love me best
Will be most glad

That such a long unquiet now has had,

At last, a gift of perfect peace and rest.
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To Autumn
John Keats

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness,
Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun;
Conspiring with him how to load and bless
With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run;
To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees,
And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core;
To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells
With a sweet kernel; to set budding more,
And still more, later flowers for the bees,
Until they think warm days will never cease,
For summer has o'er-brimm'd their clammy cells.

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store?
Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor,
Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind;
Or on a half-reap'd furrow sound asleep,
Drows'd with the fume of poppies, while thy hook
Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers:
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep
Steady thy laden head across a brook;
Or by a cyder-press, with patient look,
Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours.

Where are the songs of spring? Ay, Where are they?
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too,—
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day,
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue;
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn
Among the river sallows, borne aloft
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies;
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn;
Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft
The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft;
And gathering swallows twitter in the skies.
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Winter Memories
Henry David Thoreau

Within the circuit of this plodding life

There enter moments of an azure hue,
Untarnished fair as is the violet

Or anemone, when the spring stew them

By some meandering rivulet, which make

The best philosophy untrue that aims

But to console man for his grievances.

| have remembered when the winter came,
High in my chamber in the frosty nights,

When in the still light of the cheerful moon,

On the every twig and rail and jutting spout,
The icy spears were adding to their length
Against the arrows of the coming sun,

How in the shimmering noon of winter past
Some unrecorded beam slanted across

The upland pastures where the Johnwort grew;
Or heard, amid the verdure of my mind,

The bee's long smothered hum, on the blue flag
Loitering amidst the mead; or busy rill,

Which now through all its course stands still and dumb
Its own memorial, - purling at its play

Along the slopes, and through the meadows next,
Until its youthful sound was hushed at last

In the staid current of the lowland stream;

Or seen the furrows shine but late upturned,
And where the fieldfare followed in the rear,
When all the fields around lay bound and hoar
Beneath a thick integument of snow.

So by God's cheap economy made rich

To go upon my winter's task again.
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More Poetry Selections from Logos School

Robin Hood and Allen-a-Dale | Anonymous

Jim | Hilaire Belloc

Lord Lundy | Hilaire Belloc

King Bruce and the Spider | Bernard Barton

Daydream | Emily Bronte

The Lovers of the Poor | Gwendolyn Brooks

The Eve of Waterloo | Lord Byron

The Ocean | Lord Byron

The Prisoner of Chillon | Lord Byron

Alice and the White Knight | Lewis Carroll

The Walrus and the Carpenter | Lewis Carroll

The Disappearing Alphabet | Lewis Carroll

How Rudeness and Kindness Were Justly Rewarded | Guy Wetmore Carryl
Frost at Midnight | Samuel Taylor Coleridge

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner | Samuel Taylor Coleridge
TV | Roald Danhl

The Church Walking With the World | Matilda Edwards
Growltiger's Last Stand | T.S. Eliot

Macavity - The Mystery Cat | T.S. Eliot

How Paddy Stole the Rope | Hazel Felleman

The Owl Critic | James T. Fields

Nathan Hale | Francis Miles Finch

Boy Dreams | Mabel Forrest

Blueberries | Robert Frost

The Wood Pile | Robert Frost

The Yarn of the Nancy Bell | Sir William Schwenck Gilbert
Daniel Boone | Arthur Guiterman *also listed in 6th grade
Quivira | Arthur Guiterman

The Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers | Felicia Hemans *also listed in 6th grade
Contentment | Oliver Wendell Holmes

The Wonderful One Horse Shay | Oliver Wendell Holmes
The Spider and the Fly | Mary Howitt *also listed in 6th grade
Gunga Din | Rudyard Kipling

If | Rudyard Kipling *also listed in 6th grade

The Law of the Jungle | Rudyard Kipling

The Courtn' | James R. Lowell

Incidents in the Life of Uncle Arly | Edward Lear

The Jumblies | Edward Lear



Santa Filomena | Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

The Skeleton in Armor | Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

The Wreck of the Hesperus | Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

The Knight Whose Armor Didn't Squeak | A. A. Milne

A Visit from St. Nicholas | Clement Clarke Moore

The Tale of Custard the Dragon | Ogden Nash

The Highwayman | Alfred Noyes *also listed in 7th-8th grade, excerpt
Sleeping at the Foot of the Bed | Luther Patrick

Annabel Lee | Edgar Allen Poe

The Bells | Edgar Allen Poe

The Raven | Edgar Allen Poe

The Sleeper | Edgar Allen Poe

Lee to the Rear | John Reuben

Casey's Revenge | Grantland Rice

The Fisherman and the Flounder John Godfrey Saxe

Barb-Wire Bill Robert Service

Carry On! Robert Service

The Joy of Being Poor | Robert Service

The Dumb Soldier | Robert Louis Stevenson

Lady Claire | Alfred Lord Tennyson

The Charge of the Light Brigade | Alfred Lord Tennyson *also listed in both 5th and 6th grades
The Destruction of Sennacherib | Alfred Lord Tennyson *also listed in 7th-8th grade
The Poet | Alfred Lord Tennyson *also listed 6th grade

Casey at the Bat Earnest Lawrence Thatcher *also listed in 6th grade
An Address by an Ex-Confederate Soldier | Maurice Thompson
Curfew Must Not Ring Tonight | Rose Thorpe

The Ballad of Earendil | J. R. R. Tolkien

The Hoard | J. R. R. Tolkien

The Man in the Moon Stayed Up too Late | J. R. R. Tolkien

"Tinuviel" from The Fellowship of the Ring | J. R. R. Tolkien

A Georgia Volunteer | Mary Ashley Townsend

The Owl and the Fox | Unknown

Towser Shall be Tied Tonight | Unknown

O Captain, My Captain | Walt Whitman *also listed in 5th grade
Maud Muller | John Greenleaf Whittier

Rob Roy's Grave | William Wordsworth

30



Ninth-Tenth Grade: Oration

Blood, Toil, Tears, and Sweat
Winston Churchill

Delivered in the House of Commons in Westminster on 13 May 1940.
Mr. Speaker:

On Friday evening last | received His Majesty's commission to form a new Administration. It was
the evident wish and will of Parliament and the nation that this should be conceived on the
broadest possible basis and that it should include all parties, both those who supported the late
Government and also the parties of the Opposition.

| have completed the most important part of this task. A War Cabinet has been formed of five
Members, representing, with the Liberal Opposition, the unity of the nation. The three party
Leaders have agreed to serve, either in the War Cabinet or in high executive office. The three
Fighting Services have been filled. It was necessary that this should be done in one single day,
on account of the extreme urgency and rigour of events. A number of other key positions were
filled yesterday, and | am submitting a further list to His Majesty tonight. | hope to complete the
appointment of the principal Ministers during tomorrow. The appointment of the other Ministers
usually takes a little longer, but | trust that when Parliament meets again, this part of my task will
be completed and that the Administration will be complete in all respects.

Sir, | considered it in the public interest to suggest that the House should be summoned to meet
today. Mr. Speaker agreed and took the necessary steps, in accordance with the powers
conferred upon him by the Resolution of the House. At the end of the proceedings today, the
Adjournment of the House will be proposed until Tuesday, the 21st of May, with, of course,
provision for earlier meeting, if need be. The business to be considered during that week will be
notified to Members at the earliest opportunity. | now invite the House, by the Resolution which
stands in my name, to record its approval of the steps taken and to declare its confidence in the
new Government.

Sir, to form an Administration of this scale and complexity is a serious undertaking in itself, but it
must be remembered that we are in the preliminary stage of one of the greatest battles in
history, that we are in action at many points in Norway and in Holland, that we have to be
prepared in the Mediterranean, that the air battle is continuous and that many preparations have
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to be made here at home. In this crisis | hope | may be pardoned if | do not address the House
at any length today. | hope that any of my friends and colleagues, or former colleagues, who are
affected by the political reconstruction, will make all allowances for any lack of ceremony with
which it has been necessary to act. | would say to the House, as | said to those who have joined
the government: "l have nothing to offer but blood, toil, tears and sweat."

We have before us an ordeal of the most grievous kind. We have before us many, many long
months of struggle and of suffering. You ask, what is our policy? | will say: It is to wage war, by
sea, land and air, with all our might and with all the strength that God can give us; to wage war
against a monstrous tyranny, never surpassed in the dark and lamentable catalogue of human
crime. That is our policy. You ask, what is our aim? | can answer in one word: victory. Victory at
all costs, victory in spite of all terror, victory, however long and hard the road may be; for without
victory, there is no survival. Let that be realised; no survival for the British Empire, no survival for
all that the British Empire has stood for, no survival for the urge and impulse of the ages, that
mankind will move forward towards its goal.

But | take up my task with buoyancy and hope. | feel sure that our cause will not be suffered to

fail among men. At this time | feel entitled to claim the aid of all, and | say, "Come then, let us go
forward together with our united strength."
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| Have a Dream (Excerpt)

Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr, delivered this speech at the Lincoln Memorial in Washington, DC, on
August 28, 1963. He was speaking to a huge crowd of people who had marched into
Washington in support of civil rights legislation.

| am happy to join with you today in what will go down in history as the greatest demonstration
for freedom in the history of our nation.

Five score years ago, a great American, in whose symbolic shadow we stand today, signed the
Emancipation Proclamation. This momentous decree came as a great beacon light of hope to
millions of Negro slaves who had been seared in the flames of withering injustice. It came as a
joyous daybreak to end the long night of their captivity.

But one hundred years later, the Negro still is not free. One hundred years later, the life of the
Negro is still sadly crippled by the manacles of segregation and the chains of discrimination.
One hundred years later, the Negro lives on a lonely island of poverty in the midst of a vast
ocean of material prosperity. One hundred years later, the Negro is still languished in the
corners of American society and finds himself an exile in his own land. And so we've come here
today to dramatize a shameful condition. [...]

| am not unmindful that some of you have come here out of great trials and tribulations. Some of
you have come fresh from narrow jail cells. And some of you have come from areas where your
quest -- quest for freedom left you battered by the storms of persecution and staggered by the
winds of police brutality. You have been the veterans of creative suffering. Continue to work with
the faith that unearned suffering is redemptive. Go back to Mississippi, go back to Alabama, go
back to South Carolina, go back to Georgia, go back to Louisiana, go back to the slums and
ghettos of our northern cities, knowing that somehow this situation can and will be changed.

Let us not wallow in the valley of despair, | say to you today, my friends.

| say to you today, my friends, so even though we face the difficulties of today and tomorrow, |
still have a dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the American dream.

| have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its creed:
“We hold these truths to be self-evident; that all men are created equal.”

| have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia the sons of former slaves and the sons
of former slaveowners will be able to sit down together at the table of brotherhood; | have a
dream— That my four little children will one day live in a nation where they will not be judged by
the color of their skin but by the content of their character; | have a dream today . . .
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| have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted, every hill and mountain shall be made
low, and rough places will be made plane and crooked places will be made straight, and the
glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together.

This is our hope. This is the faith that | go back to the South with. With this faith we will be able
to hew out the mountain of despair a stone of hope. With this faith we will be able to transform
the jangling discords of our nation into a beautiful symphony of brotherhood. With this faith we
will be able to work together, to pray together, to struggle together, to go to jail together, to stand
up for freedom together, knowing that we will be free one day.

This will be the day . . . This will be the day when all of God’s children will be able to sing with
new meaning, “My country ‘tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee | sing. Land where my
fathers died, land of the pilgrim’s pride, from every mountainside, let freedom ring,” and if
America is to be a great nation— this must become true.

So let freedom ring—from the prodigious hilltops of New Hampshire, let freedom ring; from the
mighty mountains of New York, let freedom ring—from the heightening Alleghenies of
Pennsylvania! Let freedom ring from the snow capped Rockies of Colorado! Let freedom ring
from the curvaceous slopes of California! But not only that; let freedom ring from Stone
Mountain of Georgia! Let freedom ring from every hill and molehill of Mississippi. From every
mountainside, let freedom ring, and when this happens....

When we allow freedom to ring, when we let it ring from every village and every hamlet, from
every state and every city, we will be able to speed up that day when all of God’s children, black
men and white men, Jews and Gentiles, Protestants and Catholics, will be able to join hands
and sing in the words of the old Negro spiritual, “Free at last! Free at last! Thank God almighty,
we are free at last!”
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The Pleasure of Books
William Lyon Phelps

Delivered on April 6, 1933, in response to Nazi-controlled Germany banning books thought to
contain “un-German” ideas.

The habit of reading is one of the greatest resources of mankind; and we enjoy reading books
that belong to us much more than if they are borrowed. A borrowed book is like a guest in the
house; it must be treated with punctiliousness, with a certain considerate formality. You must
see that it sustains no damage; it must not suffer while under your roof. You cannot leave it
carelessly, you cannot mark it, you cannot turn down the pages, you cannot use it familiarly. And
then, some day, although this is seldom done, you really ought to return it.

But your own books belong to you; you treat them with that affectionate intimacy that annihilates
formality. Books are for use, not for show; you should own no book that you are afraid to mark
up, or afraid to place on the table, wide open and face down. A good reason for marking favorite
passages in books is that this practice enables you to remember more easily the significant
sayings, to refer to them quickly, and then in later years, it is like visiting a forest where you once
blazed a trail. You have the pleasure of going over the old ground, and recalling both the
intellectual scenery and your own earlier self.

Everyone should begin collecting a private library in youth; the instinct of private property, which
is fundamental in human beings, can here be cultivated with every advantage and no evils. One
should have one's own bookshelves, which should not have doors, glass windows, or keys; they
should be free and accessible to the hand as well as to the eye. The best of mural decorations
is books; they are more varied in color and appearance than any wallpaper, they are more
attractive in design, and they have the prime advantage of being separate personalities, so that
if you sit alone in the room in the firelight, you are surrounded with intimate friends. The
knowledge that they are there in plain view is both stimulating and refreshing. You do not have
to read them all. Most of my indoor life is spent in a room containing six thousand books; and |
have a stock answer to the invariable question that comes from strangers. "Have you read all of
these books?"

"Some of them twice." This reply is both true and unexpected.

There are of course no friends like living, breathing, corporeal men and women; my devotion to
reading has never made me a recluse. How could it? Books are of the people, by the people, for
the people. Literature is the immortal part of history; it is the best and most enduring part of
personality. But book-friends have this advantage over living friends; you can enjoy the most
truly aristocratic society in the world whenever you want it. The great dead are beyond our
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physical reach, and the great living are usually almost as inaccessible; as for our personal
friends and acquaintances, we cannot always see them. Perchance they are asleep, or away on
a journey. But in a private library, you can at any moment converse with Socrates or
Shakespeare or Carlyle or Dumas or Dickens or Shaw or Barrie or Galsworthy. And there is no
doubt that in these books you see these men at their best. They wrote for you. They "laid
themselves out," they did their ultimate best to entertain you, to make a favorable impression.
You are necessary to them as an audience is to an actor; only instead of seeing them masked,
you look into their innermost heart of heart.
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Resignation Speech of George Washington
December 23, 1783

The great events on which my resignation depended having at length taken place; | have now
the honor of offering my sincere Congratulations to Congress and of presenting myself before
them to surrender into their hands the trust committed to me, and to claim the indulgence of
retiring from the Service of my Country.

Happy in the confirmation of our Independence and Sovereignty, and pleased with the
opportunity afforded the United States of becoming a respectable Nation, | resign with
satisfaction the Appointment | accepted with diffidence. A diffidence in my abilities to accomplish
so arduous a task, which however was superseded by a confidence in the rectitude of our
Cause, the support of the Supreme Power of the Union, and the patronage of Heaven.

The Successful termination of the War has verified the most sanguine expectations, and my
gratitude for the interposition of Providence, and the assistance | have received from my
Countrymen, increases with every review of the momentous Contest.

While | repeat my obligations to the Army in general, | should do injustice to my own feelings not
to acknowledge in this place the peculiar Services and distinguished merits of the Gentlemen
who have been attached to my person during the War. It was impossible the choice of
confidential Officers to compose my family should have been more fortunate. Permit me Sir, to
recommend in particular those, who have continued in Service to the present moment, as
worthy of the favorable notice and patronage of Congress.

| consider it an indispensable duty to close this last solemn act of my Official life, by
commending the Interests of our dearest Country to the protection of Aimighty God, and those
who have the superintendence of them, to his holy keeping.

Having now finished the work assigned me, | retire from the great theatre of Action; and bidding

an Affectionate farewell to this August body under whose orders | have so long acted, | here
offer my Commission, and take my leave of all the employments of public life.
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Historical Speech Ideas from Logos School

This Was Their Finest Hour Winston Churchill

Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God Jonathan Edwards

The King's Speech HM George VI

Liberty or Death! | Patrick Henry *also listed in 5th-8th grade patriotic oration, excerpt
Proclamation for Thanksgiving | Abraham Lincoln

FDR Declaration of War on Japan | F. Roosevelt

From "Professionalism in Sports" | T. Roosevelt

Tear Down This Wall | Ronald Reagan

Commandancy of the Alamo | William B. Travis

Washington Convinces his Officers Against Rebellion | George Washington
Bunker Hill | Daniel Webster *also listed in 5th-8th grade patriotic oration, excerpt
William Wilberforce's Abolition Speech | William Wilberforce

Literary Speech Ideas from Logos School

From Wuthering Heights | Emily Bronte

"To Be or Not To Be" | from Hamlet William Shakespeare *also listed in 7th-8th grade
Taming the Bicycle | Mark Twain

Spoofing Three Poets | Mark Twain

Last Words of Great Men | Mark Twain
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