
“When I Heard the Learn’d Astronomer” by Walt Whitman 

 

When I heard the learn’d astronomer,  

When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns before me,  

When I was shown the charts and diagrams, to add, divide, and measure them,  

When I sitting heard the astronomer where he lectured with much applause in the lecture-room,  

How soon unaccountable I became tired and sick,  

Till rising and gliding out I wander’d off by myself,  

In the mystical moist night-air, and from time to time,  

Look’d up in perfect silence at the stars. 

 

“No Man is an Island” by John Donne 
 
No man is an island, 

Entire of itself, 

Every man is a piece of the continent, 

A part of the main. 

If a clod be washed away by the sea, 

Europe is the less. 

As well as if a promontory were. 

As well as if a manor of thy friend's 

Or of thine own were: 

Any man's death diminishes me, 

Because I am involved in mankind, 

And therefore never send to know for whom the bell tolls;  

It tolls for thee. 

 

“Warning” by Jenny Joseph 

 

When I am an old woman I shall wear purple  

With a red hat which doesn't go, and doesn't suit me.  

And I shall spend my pension on brandy and summer gloves  

And satin sandals, and say we've no money for butter.  

I shall sit down on the pavement when I'm tired  

And gobble up samples in shops and press alarm bells  

And run my stick along the public railings  

And make up for the sobriety of my youth.  

I shall go out in my slippers in the rain  

And pick flowers in other people's gardens  

And learn to spit.  

 

You can wear terrible shirts and grow more fat  

And eat three pounds of sausages at a go  

Or only bread and pickle for a week  

And hoard pens and pencils and beermats and things in boxes.  

 

But now we must have clothes that keep us dry  

And pay our rent and not swear in the street  

And set a good example for the children.  

We must have friends to dinner and read the papers.  

 

But maybe I ought to practice a little now?  

So people who know me are not too shocked and surprised  

When suddenly I am old, and start to wear purple.  

 

 
  

"I Am a Rock” by Simon and Garfunkel 

1. A winter's day 

In a deep and dark 

December, 

I am alone, 

Gazing from my window to the streets below 

On a freshly fallen silent shroud of snow. 

       I am a rock, 

       I am an island. 

I've built walls, 

A fortress deep and mighty, 

That none may penetrate. 

I have no need of friendship, friendship causes pain. 

It's laughter and it's loving I disdain. 

       I am a rock, 

       I am an island. 

Don't talk of love, 

But I've heard the words before, 

It's sleeping in my memory. 

I won't disturb the slumber of feelings that have died. 

If I never loved I never would have cried. 

       I am a rock, 

       I am an island. 

I have my books 

And my poetry to protect me, 

I am shielded in my armor, 

Hiding in my room, safe within my womb. 

I touch no one and no one touches me. 

       I am a rock, 

       I am an island. 

And a rock feels no pain, 

And an island never cries. 

 

Ozymandias by Percy Bysshe Shelley 

 

I met a traveller from an antique land,  

Who said—“Two vast and trunkless legs of stone  

Stand in the desert. . . . Near them, on the sand,  

Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown,  

And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,  

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read  

Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,  

The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed;  

And on the pedestal, these words appear:  

My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings;  

Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair!  

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay  

Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare  

The lone and level sands stretch far away. 
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The Art of Disappearing by Naomi Shihab Nye 

When they say Don’t I know you? 

say no. 

When they invite you to the party 

remember what parties are like 

before answering. 

Someone telling you in a loud voice 

they once wrote a poem. 

Greasy sausage balls on a paper plate. 

Then reply. 

If they say We should get together 

say why? 

It’s not that you don’t love them anymore. 

You’re trying to remember something 

too important to forget. 

Trees. The monastery bell at twilight. 

Tell them you have a new project. 

It will never be finished. 

When someone recognizes you in a grocery store 

nod briefly and become a cabbage. 

When someone you haven’t seen in ten years 

appears at the door, 

don’t start singing him all your new songs. 

You will never catch up. 

Walk around feeling like a leaf. 

Know you could tumble any second. 

Then decide what to do with your time. 

 
“Porphyria’s Lover” By Robert Browning 

 
THE rain set early in to-night, 

The sullen wind was soon awake, 

It tore the elm-tops down for spite, 

And did its worst to vex the lake: 

I listen'd with heart fit to break. 

When glided in Porphyria; straight 

She shut the cold out and the storm, 

And kneel'd and made the cheerless grate 

Blaze up, and all the cottage warm; 

Which done, she rose, and from her form 

Withdrew the dripping cloak and shawl, 

And laid her soil'd gloves by, untied 

Her hat and let the damp hair fall, 

And, last, she sat down by my side 

And call'd me. When no voice replied, 

She put my arm about her waist, 

And made her smooth white shoulder bare, 

And all her yellow hair displaced, 

And, stooping, made my cheek lie there, 

And spread, o'er all, her yellow hair, 

Murmuring how she loved me—she 

Too weak, for all her heart's endeavour, 

To set its struggling passion free 

From pride, and vainer ties dissever, 

And give herself to me for ever. 

But passion sometimes would prevail, 

Nor could to-night's gay feast restrain 

A sudden thought of one so pale 

For love of her, and all in vain: 

So, she was come through wind and rain. 

Be sure I look'd up at her eyes 

Happy and proud; at last I knew 

Porphyria worshipp'd me; surprise 

Made my heart swell, and still it grew 

While I debated what to do. 

That moment she was mine, mine, fair, 

Perfectly pure and good: I found 

A thing to do, and all her hair 

In one long yellow string I wound 

Three times her little throat around, 

And strangled her. No pain felt she; 

I am quite sure she felt no pain. 

As a shut bud that holds a bee, 

I warily oped her lids: again 

Laugh'd the blue eyes without a stain. 

And I untighten'd next the tress 

About her neck; her cheek once more 

Blush'd bright beneath my burning kiss: 

I propp'd her head up as before, 

Only, this time my shoulder bore 

Her head, which droops upon it still: 

The smiling rosy little head, 

So glad it has its utmost will, 

That all it scorn'd at once is fled, 

And I, its love, am gain'd instead! 

Porphyria's love: she guess'd not how 

Her darling one wish would be heard. 

And thus we sit together now, 

And all night long we have not stirr'd, 

 
 


