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Robert Burns (1759-1796) is considered the unofficial national poet of Scotland.... 

To a Mouse

BY ROBERT BURNS 

On Turning up in Her Nest with the Plough, November, 1785

Wee, sleeket, cowran, tim’rous beastie,

O, what a panic’s in thy breastie!

Thou need na start awa sae hasty,

          Wi’ bickerin brattle!

I wad be laith to rin an’ chase thee

          Wi’ murd’ring pattle!

I’m truly sorry Man’s dominion

Has broken Nature’s social union,

An’ justifies that ill opinion,

          Which makes thee startle,

At me, thy poor, earth-born companion,

          An’ fellow-mortal!

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve;

What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!

A daimen-icker in a thrave

          ’S a sma’ request:

I’ll get a blessin wi’ the lave,

          An’ never miss ’t!
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Thy wee-bit housie, too, in ruin!

It’s silly wa’s the win’s are strewin!

An’ naething, now, to big a new ane,

          O’ foggage green!

An’ bleak December’s winds ensuin,

          Baith snell an’ keen!

Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ waste,

An’ weary Winter comin fast,

An’ cozie here, beneath the blast,

          Thou thought to dwell,

Till crash! the cruel coulter past

          Out thro’ thy cell.

That wee-bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble

Has cost thee monie a weary nibble!

Now thou’s turn’d out, for a’ thy trouble,

          But house or hald,

To thole the Winter’s sleety dribble,

          An’ cranreuch cauld!

But Mousie, thou art no thy-lane,

In proving foresight may be vain:

The best laid schemes o’ Mice an’ Men

          Gang aft agley,

An’ lea’e us nought but grief an’ pain,

          For promis’d joy!

Still, thou art blest, compar’d wi’ me!

The present only toucheth thee:

But Och! I backward cast my e’e,

          On prospects drear!

An’ forward tho’ I canna see,

          I guess an’ fear!
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Flow Gently, Sweet Afton

BY ROBERT BURNS

Flow gently, sweet Afton, amang thy green braes
Flow gently, I'll sing thee a song in thy praise
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream.
    Though stock-dove whose echo resounds from the hill
    Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny dell
Thou green created lapwing, thy screaming for bear
I charge you, disturb not my slumbering fair.
How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills
Far marked with the courses of clear winding rills
There daily I wander, as morn rises high
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye.
    How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below
    Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow
There oft, as mild eveningcreeps over the lea

The sweet scented birk shades my Mary and me.
Thy crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides
How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave
As gathering sweet flow'rets, she stems thy clear wave.
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    Flow gently, sweet Afton, amang thy green braes
    Flow gently , sweet river, the theme of my lays
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream.

A Red, Red Rose

by Robert Burns

O my luve's like a red, red rose. 

That's newly sprung in June;

O my luve's like a melodie 

That's sweetly play'd in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,

So deep in luve am I;

And I will love thee still, my Dear,

Till a'the seas gang dry.

Till a' the seas gang dry, my Dear,

And the rocks melt wi' the sun:

I will luve thee still, my Dear,
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While the sands o'life shall run.

And fare thee weel my only Luve!

And fare thee weel a while!

And I will come again, my Luve,

Tho' it were ten thousand mile!

SONGS OF INNOCENCE 

By WILLIAM BLAKE

The Shepherd

How sweet is the Shepherds sweet lot,
From the morn to the evening he strays:
He shall follow his sheep all the day
And his tongue shall be filled with praise.

For he hears the lambs innocent call.
And he hears the ewes tender reply.
He is watchful while they are in peace,
For they know when their Shepherd is nigh.
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The Lamb 

Little Lamb, who made thee?
Dost thou know who made thee?
Gave thee life, and bid thee feed
By the stream and o'er the mead;

Gave thee clothing of delight,
Softest clothing, woolly, bright;
Gave thee such a tender voice,
Making all the vales rejoice?
Little Lamb, who made thee?

Dost thou know who made thee?

Little Lamb, I'll tell thee,
Little Lamb, I'll tell thee:
He is called by thy name,

For he calls himself a Lamb;

He is meek and he is mild,
He became a little child:

I a child, and thou a lamb,
We are called by his name.
Little lamb, God bless thee!
Little lamb, God bless thee!

The Chimney Sweeper 

When my mother died I was very young,
And my father sold me while yet my tongue

Could scarcely cry 'weep! 'weep! 'weep! 'weep!
So your chimneys I sweep, and in soot I sleep.
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There's little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head,
That curled like a lamb's back, was shaved: so I said,

"Hush, Tom! never mind it, for when your head's bare,
You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair."

And so he was quiet; and that very night,

As Tom was a-sleeping, he had such a sight, -
That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned, and Jack,

Were all of them locked up in coffins of black.

And by came an angel who had a bright key,
And he opened the coffins and set them all free;

Then down a green plain leaping, laughing, they run,
And wash in a river, and shine in the sun.

Then naked and white, all their bags left behind,
They rise upon clouds and sport in the wind;

And the angel told Tom, if he'd be a good boy,

He'd have God for his father, and never want joy.

And so Tom awoke; and we rose in the dark,
And got with our bags and our brushes to work.

Though the morning was cold, Tom was happy and warm;
So if all do their duty they need not fear harm.

Holy Thursday 

'Twas on a Holy Thursday, their innocent faces clean,
The children walking two and two, in red and blue and green;

Grey-headed beadles walked before, with wands as white as snow,
Till into the high dome of Paul's they like Thames waters flow.

O what a multitude they seemed, these flowers of London town!
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Seated in companies they sit, with radiance all their own.
The hum of multitudes was there, but multitudes of lambs,

Thousands of little boys and girls raising their innocent hands.

Now like a mighty wind they raise to heaven the voice of song,
Or like harmonious thunderings the seats of heaven among;
Beneath them sit the aged men, wise guardians of the poor:
Then cherish pity, lest you drive an angel from your door.

Songs of Innocence, Continued
By William Blake

Spring

Spring' from 'The Songs of Innocence and Of Experience - Sharing the Two Contrary 

States of the Human Soul'.

Sound the Flute!

Now it's mute.

Birds delight

Day and Night,

Nightingale

In the dale

Lark in Sky

Merrily

Merrily Merrily to welcome in the Year

Little Boy
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Full of joy

Little Girl

Sweet and small,

Cock does crow

So do you.

Merry voice

Infant noise

Merrily Merrily to welcome in the Year

Little Lamb

Here I am.

Come and lick

My white neck.

Let me pull

Your soft Wool.

Let me kiss

Your soft face

Merrily Merrily we welcome in the Year

 INFANT JOY

By William Blake

 
 "I have no name;
 I am but two days old."
 What shall I call thee?
 "I happy am,
 Joy is my name."
 Sweet joy befall thee!

Rhetoric Poetry and Short Story Selections for Year 3 Tapestry of Grace Co-op 2009/2010

11



 
 Pretty joy!
 Sweet joy, but two days old.
 Sweet Joy I call thee:
 Thou dost smile,
 I sing the while;
 Sweet joy befall thee!

Songs Of Experience by William Blake:

The Chimney Sweep

  A little black thing among the snow,
  Crying “’weep! ’weep!” in notes of woe!
  “Where are thy father & mother? say?”
  “They are both gone up to the church to pray.
   
  “Because I was happy upon the heath,
  And smil’d among the winter’s snow,
        They clothed me in the clothes of death,
  And taught me to sing the notes of woe.
   
  “And because I am happy & dance & sing,
  They think they have done me no injury,
  And are gone to praise God & his Priest & King,
  Who make up a heaven of our misery.”

Holy Thursday
By William Blake

  Is this a holy thing to see
  In a rich and fruitful land,
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  Babes reduc’d to misery,
  Fed with cold and usurous hand?
   
  Is that trembling cry a song?
  Can it be song of joy?
  And so many children poor?
  It is a land of poverty!
   
  And their sun does never shine,
  And their fields are bleak & bare,
  And their ways are fill’d with thorns:
  It is eternal winter there.
   
  For where-e’er the sun does shine,
  And were-e’er the rain does fall,
  Babe can never hunger there,
  Nor poverty the mind appall.

Infant Sorrow
By William Blake

  My mother groan’d! my father wept.
  Into the dangerous world I leapt:
  Helpless, naked, piping loud:
  Like a fiend hid in a cloud.
   
  Struggling in my father’s hands,
  Striving against my swadling bands,
  Bound and weary I thought best
  To sulk upon my mother’s breast.
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The Tyger

By William Blake

  Tyger! Tyger! burning bright,
  In the forests of the night,
  What immortal hand or eye
  Could frame thy fearful symmetry?
   
  In what distant deeps or skies
  Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
  On what wings dare he aspire?
  What the hand dare sieze the fire?
   
  And what shoulder, & what art,
  Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
  And when thy heart began to beat,
  What dread hand? & what dread feet?
   
  What the hammer? what the chain?
  In what furnace was thy brain?
  What the anvil? what dread grasp
  Dare its deadly terrors clasp?
   
  When the stars threw down their spears,
  And water’d heaven with their tears,
  Did he smile his work to see?
  Did he who made the Lamb make thee?
   
  Tyger! Tyger! burning bright
  In the forests of the night,
  What immortal hand or eye
  Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?
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William Wordsworth:

Composed Upon Westminster Bridge, September 3, 1802

Earth has not anything to show more fair: 
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by
A sight so touching in its majesty:
This City now doth, like a garment, wear
The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie
Open unto the fields, and to the sky;
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.
Never did sun more beautifully steep
In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill;
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!
The river glideth at his own sweet will:
Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;
And all that mighty heart is lying still!

My Heart Leaps Up

By William Wordsworth

My heart leaps up when I behold

A rainbow in the sky.

So was it when my life began;

So is it now I am a man;

So be it when I grow old,

Or let me die!

The Child is father of the Man;

And I could wish my days to be

Bound each to each by natural piety.
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The World Is Too Much with Us (1807)
By William Wordsworth

The world is too much with us; late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers;
Little we see in Nature that is ours;
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon,
The winds that will be howling at all hours,
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers,
For this, for everything, we are out of tune;
It moves us not.--Great God! I'd rather be
A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn; (1)
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, (2)
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;
Have sight of Proteus (3) rising from the sea;
Or hear old Triton (4) blow his wreathed horn.
Notes:
(1) Brought up in an outdated religion.
(2) Meadow.
(3) Greek sea god capable of taking many shapes.
(4) Another sea god, often depicted as trumpeting on a shell.

Surprised By Joy

By William Wordsworth

Surprised by joy -impatient as the wind

I turned to share the transport -Oh! with whom

But Thee, deep buried in the silent tomb,

That spot which no vicissitude can find?

Love, faithful love, recalled thee to my mind - 

But how could I forget thee? Through what power,

Even for the least division of an hour,

Have I been so beguiled as to be blind

To my most grievous loss? -That thought's return
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Was the worst pang that sorrow ever bore

Save one, one only, when I stood forlorn,

Knowing my heart's best treasure was no more;

That neither present time, nor years unborn,

Could to my sight that heavenly face restore.

I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud
By William Wordsworth

I wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,

When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never-ending line

Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company:

I gazed---and gazed---but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie
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In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye

Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,

And dances with the daffodils.

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner

By Samuel Taylor Coleridge

NOTE:  Students, please see assignment sheet for specific lines you are required to read.  You  

may, of course, read the entire poem!  The bolded and italicized words are not part of the original 

poem but have been added to aid in the understanding of the poem.  

   Part I

An ancient Mariner meeteth three Gallants bidden to a wedding feast and detaineth one.

It is an ancient Mariner,

And he stoppeth one of three.

"By thy long grey beard and glittering eye,

Now wherefore stopp'st thou me?

The Bridegroom's doors are opened wide,

And I am next of kin;

The guests are met, the feast is set:

May'st hear the merry din."

He holds him with his skinny hand,

"There was a ship," quoth he.   10

"Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!"
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Eftsoons his hand dropt he.

The Wedding Guest is spell-bound by the eye of the old seafaring man, and constrained to hear 

his tale.

He holds him with his glittering eye --

The Wedding-Guest stood still,

And listens like a three years' child:

The Mariner hath his will.

The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone:

He cannot choose but hear;

And thus spake on that ancient man,

The bright-eyed Mariner.   20

The Mariner tells how the ship sailed southward with a good wind and fair weather till it reached 

the line.

"The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared,

Merrily did we drop

Below the kirk, below the hill,

Below the lighthouse top.

The Sun came up upon the left,

Out of the sea came he!

And he shone bright, and on the right

Went down into the sea.

Higher and higher every day,

Till over the mast at noon --"   30

The Wedding-Guest here beat his breast,

For he heard the loud bassoon.

The Wedding-Guest heareth the bridal music; but the Mariner continueth his tale

The bride hath paced into the hall,

Red as a rose is she;

Nodding their heads before her goes

The merry minstrelsy.

The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast,

Yet he cannot choose but hear;

And thus spake on that ancient man,

The bright-eyed Mariner.   40
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The ship driven by a storm toward the south pole.

"And now the STORMBLAST came, and he

Was tyrannous and strong:

He struck with his o'ertaking wings,

And chased us south along.

With sloping masts and dipping prow,

As who pursued with yell and blow

Still treads the shadow of his foe,

And forward bends his head,

The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,

And southward aye we fled.   50

And now there came both mist and snow,

And it grew wondrous cold:

And ice, mast-high, came floating by,

As green as emerald.

The land of ice, and of fearful sounds, where no living thing was to be seen.

And through the drifts the snowy clifts

Did send a dismal sheen:

Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken --

The ice was all between.

The ice was here, the ice was there,

The ice was all around:    60

It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,

Like noises in a swound!

Till a great sea-bird, called the Albatross, came through the snow-fog, and was received with 

great joy and hospitality.

At length did cross an Albatross,

Thorough the fog it came;

As if it had been a Christian soul,

We hailed it in God's name.

It ate the food it ne'er had eat,

And round and round it flew.

The ice did split with a thunder-fit;

The helmsman steered us through!  70
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And lo! the Albatross proveth a bird of good omen, and followeth the ship as it returned 

northward through fog and floating ice.

And a good south wind sprung up behind;

The Albatross did follow,

And every day, for food or play,

Came to the mariner's hollo!

In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,

It perched for vespers nine;

Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,

Glimmered the white Moon-shine."

The ancient Mariner inhospitably killeth the pious bird of good omen.

"God save thee, ancient  Mariner!

From the fiends, that plague thee thus! -- 80

Why look'st thou so?" -- With my cross-bow

I shot the ALBATROSS.

  Part II

The Sun now rose upon the right:

Out of the sea came he,

Still hid in mist, and on the left

Went down into the sea.

And the good south wind still blew behind,

But no sweet bird did follow,

Nor any day for food or play

Came to the mariners' hollo!   90

His shipmates cry out against the ancient Mariner, for killing the bird of good luck.

And I had done a hellish thing,

And it would work 'em woe:

For all averred, I had killed the bird

That made the breeze to blow.

Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay,

That made the breeze to blow!

But when the fog cleared off, they justify the same, and thus make themselves accomplices in the 

crime.
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Nor dim nor red, like God's own head,

The glorious Sun uprist:

Then all averred, I had killed the bird

That brought the fog and mist.   100

'Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,

That bring the fog and mist.

The fair breeze continues; the ship enters the Pacific Ocean, and sails northward, even till it 

reaches the Line.

The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,

The furrow followed free;

We were the first that ever burst

Into that silent sea.

The ship hath been suddenly becalmed.

Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,

'Twas sad as sad could be;

And we did speak only to break

The silence of the sea!    110

All in a hot and copper sky,

The bloody Sun, at noon,

Right up above the mast did stand,

No bigger than the Moon.

Day after day, day after day,

We stuck, nor breath nor motion;

As idle as a painted ship

Upon a painted ocean.

And the Albatross begins to be avenged.

Water, water, every where,

And all the boards did shrink;   120

Water, water, every where,

Nor any drop to drink.

The very deep did rot: O Christ!

That ever this should be!

Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs

Upon the slimy sea.
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About, about, in reel and rout

The death-fires danced at night;

The water, like a witch's oils,

Burnt green, and blue and white.  130

A Spirit had followed them; one of the invisible inhabitants of this planet, neither departed souls 

nor angels; concerning whom the learned Jew Josephus, and the Platonic Constantinopolitan, 

Michael Psellus, may be consulted. They are very numerous, and there is no climate or element 

without one or more.

And some in dreams assuréd were

Of the Spirit that plagued us so;

Nine fathom deep he had followed us

From the land of mist and snow.

And every tongue, through utter drought,

Was withered at the root;

We could not speak, no more than if

We had been choked with soot.

The shipmates, in their sore distress, would fain throw the whole guilt on the ancient Mariner: in 

sign whereof they hang the dead sea-bird round his neck.

Ah! well a-day! what evil looks

Had I from old and young!   140

Instead of the cross, the Albatross

About my neck was hung.

  Part III

There passed a weary time. Each throat

Was parched, and glazed each eye.

A weary time! a weary time!

How glazed each weary eye,

When looking westward, I beheld

A something in the sky.

The ancient Mariner beholdeth a sign in the element afar off.

At first it seemed a little speck,

And then it seemed a mist;   150

It moved and moved, and took at last

A certain shape, I wist.
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A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist!

And still it neared and neared:

As if it dodged a water-sprite,

It plunged and tacked and veered.

At its nearer approach, it seemeth to be a ship; and at a dear ransom he freeth his speech from the 

bonds of thirst.

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,

We could nor laugh nor wail;

Through utter drought all dumb we stood!

I bit my arm, I sucked the blood,  160

And cried, A sail! a sail!

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,

Agape they heard me call:

Gramercy! they for joy did grin,

And all at once their breath drew in,

As they were drinking all.

And horror follows. For can it be a ship that comes onward without wind or tide?

See! see! (I cried) she tacks no more!

Hither to work us weal;

Without a breeze, without a tide,

She steadies with upright keel!   170

The western wave was all a-flame.

The day was well nigh done!

Almost upon the western wave

Rested the broad bright Sun;

When that strange shape drove suddenly

Betwixt us and the Sun.

It seemeth him but the skeleton of a ship.

And straight the Sun was flecked with bars,

(Heaven's Mother send us grace!)

As if through a dungeon-grate he peered

With broad and burning face.   180

And its ribs are seen as bars on the face of the setting Sun.

Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)

How fast she nears and nears!
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Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,

Like restless gossameres?

The Spectre-Woman and her Death-mate, and no other on board the skeleton ship.

Are those her ribs through which the Sun

Did peer, as through a grate?

And is that Woman all her crew?

Is that a DEATH? and are there two?

Is DEATH that woman's mate?

Like vessel, like crew!

Her lips were red, her looks were free,    190

Her locks were yellow as gold:

Her skin was as white as leprosy,

The Night-mare LIFE-IN-DEATH was she,

Who thicks man's blood with cold.

Death and Life-in-Death have diced for the ship's crew, and she (the latter) winneth the ancient 

Mariner.

The naked hulk alongside came,

And the twain were casting dice;

"The game is done! I've won! I've won!"

Quoth she, and whistles thrice.

No twilight within the courts of the sun.

The Sun's rim dips; the stars rush out:

At one stride comes the dark;   200

With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea,

Off shot the spectre-bark.

At the rising of the Moon,

We listened and looked sideways up!

Fear at my heart, as at a cup,

My life-blood seemed to sip!

The stars were dim, and thick the night,

The steersman's face by his lamp gleamed white;

From the sails the dew did drip --

Till clomb above the eastern bar

The hornéd Moon, with one bright star  210

Within the nether tip.
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One after another,

One after one, by the star-dogged Moon,

Too quick for groan or sigh,

Each turned his face with a ghastly pang,

And cursed me with his eye.

His shipmates drop down dead.

Four times fifty living men,

(And I heard nor sigh nor groan)

With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,

They dropped down one by one.

But Life-in-Death begins her work on the ancient Mariner.

The souls did from their bodies fly, --         220

They fled to bliss or woe!

And every soul, it passed me by,

Like the whizz of my cross-bow!

  Part IV

The Wedding-Guest feareth that a Spirit is talking to him;

"I fear thee, ancient Mariner!

I fear thy skinny hand!

And thou art long, and lank, and brown,

As is the ribbed sea-sand.

I fear thee and thy glittering eye,

And thy skinny hand, so brown." --

Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest!  230

This body dropt not down.

But the ancient Mariner assureth him of his bodily life, and proceedeth to relate his horrible 

penance.

Alone, alone, all, all alone,

Alone on a wide wide sea!

And never a saint took pity on

My soul in agony.

He despiseth the creatures of the calm,
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The many men, so beautiful!

And they all dead did lie:

And a thousand thousand slimy things

Lived on; and so did I.

And envieth that they should live, and so many lie dead.

I looked upon the rotting sea,   240

And drew my eyes away;

I looked upon the rotting deck,

And there the dead men lay.

I looked to heaven, and tried to pray;

But or ever a prayer had gusht,

A wicked whisper came, and made

My heart as dry as dust.

I closed my lids, and kept them close,

And the balls like pulses beat

For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky 250

Lay like a load on my weary eye,

And the dead were at my feet.

But the curse liveth for him in the eye of the dead men.

The cold sweat melted from their limbs,

Nor rot nor reek did they:

The look with which they looked on me

Had never passed away.

An orphan's curse would drag to hell

A spirit from on high;

But oh! more horrible than that

Is the curse in a dead man's eye!  260

Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse,

And yet I could not die.

In his loneliness and fixedness he yearneth towards the journeying Moon, and the stars that still 

sojourn, yet still move onward; and every where the blue sky belongs to them, and is their 

appointed rest, and their native country and their own natural homes, which they enter 

unannounced, as lords that are certainly expected, and yet there is a silent joy at their arrival.
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The moving Moon went up the sky,

And no where did abide:

Softly she was going up,

And a star or two beside --

Her beams bemocked the sultry main,

Like April hoar-frost spread;

But where the ship's huge shadow lay,

The charmed water burnt alway    270

A still and awful red.

By the light of the Moon he beholdeth God's creatures of the great calm.

Beyond the shadow of the ship,

I watched the water-snakes:

They moved in tracks of shining white,

And when they reared, the elfish light

Fell off in hoary flakes.

Within the shadow of the ship

I watched their rich attire:

Blue glossy green, and velvet black,

They coiled and swam; and every track  280

Was a flash of golden fire.

Their beauty and their happiness.

O happy living things! no tongue

Their beauty might declare:

A spring of love gushed from my heart,

And I blessed them unaware:

Sure my kind saint took pity on me,

And I blessed them unaware.

The spell begins to break.

The self-same moment I could pray;

And from my neck so free

The Albatross fell off, and sank  290

Like lead into the sea.

  Part V

Oh sleep! it is a gentle thing,
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Beloved from pole to pole!

To Mary Queen the praise be given!

She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven,

That slid into my soul.

By grace of the holy Mother, the ancient Mariner is refreshed with rain.

The silly buckets on the deck,

That had so long remained,

I dreamt that they were filled with dew;

And when I awoke, it rained.   300

My lips were wet, my throat was cold,

My garments all were dank;

Sure I had drunken in my dreams,

And still my body drank.

I moved, and could not feel my limbs:

I was so light -- almost

I thought that I had died in sleep,

And was a blesséd ghost.

He heareth sounds and seeth strange sights and commotions in the sky and the element.

And soon I heard a roaring wind:

It did not come anear;    310

But with its sound it shook the sails,

That were so thin and sere.

The upper air burst into life!

And a hundred fire-flags sheen,

To and fro they were hurried about!

And to and fro, and in and out,

The wan stars danced between.

And the coming wind did roar more loud,

And the sails did sigh like sedge;

And the rain poured down from one black cloud; 320

The Moon was at its edge.

The thick black cloud was cleft, and still

The Moon was at its side:

Like waters shot from some high crag,

The lightning fell with never a jag,
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A river steep and wide.

The bodies of the ship's crew are inspired and the ship moves on;

The loud wind never reached the ship,

Yet now the ship moved on!

Beneath the lightning and the Moon

The dead men gave a groan.   330

They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose,

Nor spake, nor moved their eyes;

It had been strange, even in a dream,

To have seen those dead men rise.

The helmsman steered, the ship moved on;

Yet never a breeze up-blew;

The mariners all 'gan work the ropes,

Where they were wont to do;

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools --

We were a ghastly crew.    340

The body of my brother's son

Stood by me, knee to knee:

The body and I pulled at one rope,

But he said nought to me.

But not by the souls of the men, nor by daemons of earth or middle air, but by a blessed troop of 

angelic spirits, sent down by the invocation of the guardian saint.

"I fear thee, ancient Mariner!"

Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest!

'Twas not those souls that fled in pain,

Which to their corses came again,

But a troop of spirits blest:

For when it dawned -- they dropped their arms, 350

And clustered round the mast;

Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths,

And from their bodies passed.

Around, around, flew each sweet sound,

Then darted to the Sun;

Slowly the sounds came back again,

Now mixed, now one by one.
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Sometimes a-dropping from the sky

I heard the sky-lark sing;

Sometimes all little birds that are,  360

How they seemed to fill the sea and air

With their sweet jargoning!

And now 'twas like all instruments,

Now like a lonely flute;

And now it is an angel's song,

That makes the heavens be mute.

It ceased; yet still the sails made on

A pleasant noise till noon,

A noise like of a hidden brook

In the leafy month of June,   370

That to the sleeping woods all night

Singeth a quiet tune.

Till noon we quietly sailed on,

Yet never a breeze did breathe:

Slowly and smoothly went the ship,

Moved onward from beneath.

The lonesome Spirit from the south-pole carries on the ship as far as the Line, in obedience to the 

angelic troop, but still requireth vengeance.

Under the keel nine fathom deep,

From the land of mist and snow,

The spirit slid: and it was he

That made the ship to go.   380

The sails at noon left off their tune,

And the ship stood still also.

The Sun, right up above the mast,

Had fixed her to the ocean:

But in a minute she 'gan stir,

With a short uneasy motion --

Backwards and forwards half her length

With a short uneasy motion.

Then like a pawing horse let go,

She made a sudden bound:   390
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It flung the blood into my head,

And I fell down in a swound.

The Polar Spirit's fellow-daemons, the invisible inhabitants of the element, take part in his 

wrong; and two of them relate, one to the other, that penance long and heavy for the ancient 

Mariner hath been accorded to the Polar Spirit, who returneth southward.

How long in that same fit I lay,

I have not to declare;

But ere my living life returned,

I heard and in my soul discerned

Two voices in the air.

"Is it he?" quoth one, "Is this the man?

By him who died on cross,

With his cruel bow he laid full low  400

The harmless Albatross.

The spirit who bideth by himself

In the land of mist and snow,

He loved the bird that loved the man

Who shot him with his bow."

The other was a softer voice,

As soft as honey-dew:

Quoth he, "The man hath penance done,

And penance more will do."

  Part VI

  FIRST VOICE: 

"But tell me, tell me! speak again,  410

Thy soft response renewing --

What makes that ship drive on so fast?

What is the ocean doing?"

  SECOND VOICE: 

"Still as a slave before his lord,

The ocean hath no blast;

His great bright eye most silently

Up to the Moon is cast --
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If he may know which way to go;

For she guides him smooth or grim.

See, brother, see! how graciously

She looketh down on him."   420

The mariner hath been cast into a trance; for the angelic power causeth the vessel to drive 

northward faster than human life could endure.

  FIRST VOICE:

"But why drives on that ship so fast,

Without or wave or wind?"

  SECOND VOICE: 

"The air is cut away before,

And closes from behind.

Fly, brother, fly! more high, more high!

Or we shall be belated:

For slow and slow that ship will go,

When the Mariner's trance is abated."

The supernatural motion is retarded; the Mariner awakes, and his penance begins anew.

I woke, and we were sailing on   430

As in a gentle weather:

'Twas night, calm night, the moon was high;

The dead men stood together.

All stood together on the deck,

For a charnel-dungeon fitter:

All fixed on me their stony eyes,

That in the Moon did glitter.

The pang, the curse, with which they died,

Had never passed away:

I could not draw my eyes from theirs,  440

Nor turn them up to pray.

The curse is finally expiated.

And now this spell was snapt: once more
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I viewed the ocean green,

And looked far forth, yet little saw

Of what had else been seen --

Like one, that on a lonesome road

Doth walk in fear and dread,

And having once turned round walks on,

And turns no more his head;

Because he knows, a frightful fiend

Doth close behind him tread.   450

But soon there breathed a wind on me,

Nor sound nor motion made:

Its path was not upon the sea,

In ripple or in shade.

It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek

Like a meadow-gale of spring --

It mingled strangely with my fears,

Yet it felt like a welcoming.

Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship,

Yet she sailed softly too:   460

Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze --

On me alone it blew.

And the ancient Mariner beholdeth his native country.

Oh! dream of joy! is this indeed

The light-house top I see?

Is this the hill? is this the kirk?

Is this mine own countree?

We drifted o'er the harbour-bar,

And I with sobs did pray --

O let me be awake, my God!   470

Or let me sleep alway.

The harbour-bay was clear as glass,

So smoothly it was strewn!

And on the bay the moonlight lay,

And the shadow of the Moon
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The rock shone bright, the kirk no less,

That stands above the rock:

The moonlight steeped in silentness

The steady weathercock.

The angelic spirits leave the dead bodies;

And the bay was white with silent light, 480 

Till rising from the same,

Full many shapes, that shadows were,

In crimson colours came.

And appear in their own forms of light.

A little distance from the prow

Those crimson shadows were:

I turned my eyes upon the deck --

Oh, Christ! what saw I there!

Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat,

And, by the holy rood!

A man all light, a seraph-man,   490

On every corse there stood.

This seraph-band, each waved his hand:

It was a heavenly sight!

They stood as signals to the land,

Each one a lovely light;

This seraph-band, each waved his hand,

No voice did they impart --

No voice; but oh! the silence sank

Like music on my heart.

But soon I heard the dash of oars,  500

I heard the Pilot's cheer;

My head was turned perforce away

And I saw a boat appear.

The Pilot and the Pilot's boy,

I heard them coming fast:

Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a joy

The dead men could not blast.
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I saw a third -- I heard his voice:

It is the Hermit good!

He singeth loud his godly hymns   510

That he makes in the wood.

He'll shrieve my soul, he'll wash away

The Albatross's blood.

                Part VII

The Hermit of the Wood,

This Hermit good lives in that wood

Which slopes down to the sea.

How loudly his sweet voice he rears!

He loves to talk with marineres

That come from a far countree.

He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve --

He hath a cushion plump:

It is the moss that wholly hides  520

The rotted old oak-stump.

The skiff-boat neared:  I heard them talk,

"Why, this is strange, I trow!

Where are those lights so many and fair,

That signal made but now?"

Approacheth the ship with wonder.

"Strange, by my faith!" the Hermit said --

"And they answered not our cheer!

The planks looked warped! and see those sails,

How thin they are and sere!   530

I never saw aught like to them,

Unless perchance it were

Brown skeletons of leaves that lag

My forest-brook along;

When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow,

And the owlet whoops to the wolf below,

That eats the she-wolf's young."

"Dear Lord! it hath a fiendish look --
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(The Pilot made reply)

I am a-feared" -- "Push on, push on!"  540

Said the Hermit cheerily.

The boat came closer to the ship,

But I nor spake nor stirred;

The boat came close beneath the ship,

And straight a sound was heard.

The ship suddenly sinketh.

Under the water it rumbled on,

Still louder and more dread:

It reached the ship, it split the bay;

The ship went down like lead.

The ancient Mariner is saved in the Pilot's boat.

Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound, 550

Which sky and ocean smote,

Like one that hath been seven days drowned

My body lay afloat;

But swift as dreams, myself I found

Within the Pilot's boat.

Upon the whirl, where sank the ship,

The boat spun round and round;

And all was still, save that the hill

Was telling of the sound.

I moved my lips -- the Pilot shrieked  560

And fell down in a fit;

The holy Hermit raised his eyes,

And prayed where he did sit.

I took the oars: the Pilot's boy,

Who now doth crazy go,

Laughed loud and long, and all the while

His eyes went to and fro.

"Ha! ha!" quoth he, "Full plain I see,

The Devil knows how to row."

And now, all in my own countree,  570

I stood on the firm land!
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The Hermit stepped forth from the boat,

And scarcely he could stand.

The ancient Mariner earnestly entreateth the Hermit to shrieve him; and the penance of life falls 

on him.

"O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man!"

The Hermit crossed his brow.

"Say quick," quoth he, "I bid thee say --

what manner of man art thou?"

Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched

With a woful agony,

Which forced me to begin my tale;  580

And then it left me free.

And ever and anon throughout his future life an agony constraineth him to travel from land to 

land.

Since then, at an uncertain hour,

That agony returns:

And till my ghastly tale is told,

This heart within me burns.

I pass, like night, from land to land;

I have strange power of speech;

That moment that his face I see,

I know the man that must hear me:

To him my tale I teach.    590

What loud uproar bursts from that door!

The wedding-guests are there:

But in the garden-bower the bride

And bride-maids singing are:

And hark the little vesper bell,

Which biddeth me to prayer!

O Wedding-Guest! this soul hath been

Alone on a wide wide sea:

So lonely 'twas, that God himself

Scarce seemed there to be.   600

O sweeter than the marriage-feast,

'Tis sweeter far to me,
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To walk together to the kirk

With a goodly company! --

To walk together to the kirk,

And all together pray,

While each to his great Father bends,

Old men, and babes, and loving friends

And youths and maidens gay!

And to teach by his own example, love and reverence to all things that God made and loveth.

Farewell, farewell! but this I tell  610

To thee, thou Wedding-Guest!

He prayeth well, who loveth well

Both man and bird and beast.

He prayeth best, who loveth best

All things both great and small;

For the dear God who loveth us,

He made and loveth all.

The Mariner, whose eye is bright,

Whose beard with age is hoar,

Is gone: and now the Wedding-Guest  620

Turned from the bridegroom's door.

He went like one that hath been stunned,

And is of sense forlorn:

A sadder and a wiser man,

He rose the morrow morn

Kubla Khan
OR, A VISION IN A DREAM.

A FRAGMENT

By 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.
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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 I saw :

It was an Abyssinian maid,

And on her dulcimer she played,

Singing of Mount Abora.

Could I revive within me

Her symphony and song,

To such a deep delight 'twould win me,
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That with music loud and long,

I 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.

They Say That Hope Is Happiness
By Lord George Gordon Byron

They say that Hope is happiness; 
But genuine Love must prize the past, 
And Memory wakes the thoughts that bless: 
They rose the first--they set the last; 

And all that Memory loves the most 
Was once our only Hope to be, 
And all that Hope adored and lost 
Hath melted into Memory. 

Alas it is delusion all: 
The future cheats us from afar, 
Nor can we be what we recall,
Nor dare we think on what we are.
Notes:

This poem was written in 1816 and published in 1829 according to THE 
NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE

She Walks in Beauty
By George Gordon, Lord Byron
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She walks in beauty, like the night

Of cloudless climes and starry skies;

And all that's best of dark and bright

Meet in her aspect and her eyes:

Thus mellowed to that tender light

Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,

Had half impaired the nameless grace

Which waves in every raven tress,

Or softly lightens o'er her face;

Where thoughts serenely sweet express

How pure, how dear their dwelling place.

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow,

So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,

The smiles that win, the tints that glow,

But tell of days in goodness spent,

A mind at peace with all below,

A heart whose love is innocent!

ODE TO THE WEST WIND

by: Percy Bysshe Shelly (1792-1822)

 I.
  

 WILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's being, 

Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 

  
Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 

Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou, 
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 

  
The wingèd seeds, where they lie cold and low, 

Rhetoric Poetry and Short Story Selections for Year 3 Tapestry of Grace Co-op 2009/2010

42



Each like a corpse within its grave, until 
Thine azure sister of the spring shall blow 

  
Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and fill 

(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 
With living hues and odors plain and hill: 

  
Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere; 

Destroyer and preserver; hear, oh, hear! 
  

II.

  
Thou on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky's commotion, 

Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are shed, 
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 

  
Angels of rain and lightning: there are spread 

On the blue surface of thine airy surge, 
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 

  
Of some fierce Mænad, even from the dim verge 

Of the horizon to the zenith's height, 
The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 

  
Of the dying year, to which this closing night 

Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre, 
Vaulted with all thy congregated might 

  
Of vapors, from whose solid atmosphere 

Black rain, and fire, and hail, will burst: oh hear! 
  

III.
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Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 

Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams, 
  

Beside a pumice isle in Baiæ's bay, 
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave's intenser day, 

  
All overgrown with azure moss and flowers 

So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic's level powers 

  
Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear 

The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 
  

Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear, 
And tremble and despoil themselves: oh, hear! 

  

IV.

  
If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear; 
If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee; 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 
  

The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O uncontrollable! if even 

I were as in my boyhood, and could be 
  

The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven, 
As then, when to outstrip thy skyey speed 

Scarce seemed a vision; I would ne'er have striven 
  

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 
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Oh! lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud! 
I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed! 

  
A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed 
One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud. 

  

V.

  
Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is; 

What if my leaves are falling like its own! 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 

  
Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone, 

Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce, 
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one! 

  
Drive my dead thoughts over the universe 

Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth! 
And, by the incantation of this verse, 

  
Scatter, as from an extinguished hearth 

Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind! 
Be through my lips to unwakened earth 

  
The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind, 

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?

Ozymandias
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,
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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". 

TO A SKYLARK

by: Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822)

  AIL to thee, blithe Spirit! 

Bird thou never wert, 
That from Heaven, or near it, 
Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 
  
Higher still and higher 
From the earth thou springest 
Like a cloud of fire; 
The blue deep thou wingest, 
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 
  
In the golden lightning 
Of the sunken sun, 
O'er which clouds are bright'ning, 
Thou dost float and run; 
Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 
  
The pale purple even 
Melts around thy flight; 
Like a star of Heaven, 
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In the broad daylight 
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight, 
  
Keen as are the arrows 
Of that silver sphere 
Whose intense lamp narrows 
In the white dawn clear 
Until we hardly see -- we feel, that it is there. 
  
All the earth and air 
With thy voice is loud, 
As, when night is bare, 
From one lonely cloud 
The moon rains out her beams, and Heaven is overflowed. 
  
What thou art we know not; 
What is most like thee? 
From rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright to see 
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody. 
  
Like a poet hidden 
In the light of thought, 
Singing hymns unbidden, 
Till the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not: 
  
Like a high-born maiden 
In a palace tower, 
Soothing her love-laden 
Soul in secret hour 
With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower: 
  
Like a glow-worm golden 
In a dell of dew, 
Scattering unbeholden 
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Its aërial hue 
Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view: 
  
Like a rose embowered 
In its own green leaves, 
By warm winds deflowered, 
Till the scent it gives 
Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy-wingèd 
thieves. 
  
Sound of vernal showers 
On the twinkling grass, 
Rain-awakened flowers, 
All that ever was, 
Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass: 
  
Teach us, Sprite or Bird, 
What sweet thoughts are thine: 
I have never heard 
Praise of love or wine 
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 
  
Chorus Hymeneal, 
Or triumphal chant, 
Matched with thine would be all 
But an empty vaunt, 
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 
  
What objects are the fountains 
Of thy happy strain? 
What fields, or waves, or mountains? 
What shapes of sky or plain? 
What love of thine own kind? what ignorance of pain? 
  
With thy clear keen joyance, 
Languor cannot be: 
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Shadow of annoyance 
Never came near thee: 
Thou lovest -- but ne'er knew love's sad satiety. 
  
Waking or asleep, 
Thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep 
Than we mortals dream, 
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream? 
  
We look before and after, 
And pine for what is not: 
Our sincerest laughter 
With some pain is fraught; 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 
  
Yet, if we could scorn 
Hate, and pride, and fear; 
If we were things born 
Not to shed a tear, 
I know not how thy joy we ever should come near. 
  
Better than all measures 
Of delightful sound, 
Better than all treasures 
That in books are found, 
Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground! 
  
Teach me half the gladness 
That thy brain must know, 
Such harmonious madness 
From my lips would flow 
The world should listen then -- as I am listening now.
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 On first looking into Chapman's Homer
By John Keats

  

MUCH have I travell'd in the realms of gold, 

  And many goodly states and kingdoms seen; 

  Round many western islands have I been 

Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold. 

Oft of one wide expanse had I been told         5

  That deep-brow'd Homer ruled as his demesne:

Yet did I never breathe its pure serene 

Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold: 

Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 

  When a new planet swims into his ken;  10

Or like stout Cortez, when with eagle eyes 

  He stared at the Pacific—and all his men 

Look'd at each other with a wild surmise

  Silent, upon a peak in Darien.

 

 

When I Have Fears

By John Keats

When I have fears that I may cease to be

Before my pen has glean'd my teeming brain,

Before high-piled books, in charactery,

Hold like rich garners the full ripen'd grain;

When I behold, upon the night's starr'd face,

Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance,

And think that I may never live to trace

Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance;

And when I feel, fair creature of an hour,

That I shall never look upon thee more,

Never have relish in the faery power

Of unreflecting love;--then on the shore

Of the wide world I stand alone, and think

Till love and fame to nothingness do sink.

Rhetoric Poetry and Short Story Selections for Year 3 Tapestry of Grace Co-op 2009/2010

50



To Autumn
  By 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-eaves run; 

To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees,         5

  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,  10

  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;  15

Or on a half-reap'd furrow sound asleep, 

  Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 

    Spares the next swath and all its twinèd flowers; 

And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 

  Steady thy laden head across a brook;  20

  Or by a cider-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 barrèd clouds bloom the soft-dying day,  25

  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;  30

  Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft 

  The redbreast whistles from a garden-croft; 

    And gathering swallows twitter in the skies.
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Ode on a Grecian Urn

By 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-fringed legend haunts about thy shape         5

  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      10

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  15

  Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare; 

    Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss, 

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! 20

Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed 

  Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu; 

And, happy melodist, unwearièd, 

  For ever piping songs for ever new; 

More happy love! more happy, happy love!  25

  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. 30

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,  35

  Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel, 

    Is emptied of its folk, this pious morn? 
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And, little town, thy streets for evermore 

  Will silent be; and not a soul, to tell 

    Why thou art desolate, can e'er return. 40

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! 45

  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.'  50

 Rip Van Winkle 

A Posthumous Writing of Diedrich Knickerbocker 

By Washington Irving

 

(THE FOLLOWING tale was found among the papers of the late Diedrich Knickerbocker, an old 

gentleman of New York, who was very curious in the Dutch history of the province, and the 

manners of the descendants from its primitive settlers. His historical researches, however, did not 

lie so much among books as among men; for the former are lamentably scanty on his favorite 

topics; whereas he found the old burghers, and still more their wives, rich in that legendary lore 

so invaluable to true history. Whenever, therefore, he happened upon a genuine Dutch family, 

snugly shut up in its low-roofed farmhouse, under a spreading sycamore, he looked upon it as a 

little clasped volume of black-letter, and studied it with the zeal of a bookworm.

   1

  The result of all these researches was a history of the province during the reign of the Dutch 

governors, which he published some years since. There have been various opinions as to the 

literary character of his work, and, to tell the truth, it is not a whit better than it should be. Its 

chief merit is its scrupulous accuracy, which indeed was a little questioned on its first 

appearance, but has since been completely established; and it is how admitted into all historical 

collections as a book of unquestionable authority.

   2

  The old gentleman died shortly after the publication of his work, and now that he is dead and 

gone it cannot do much harm to his memory to say that his time might have been much better 

employed in weightier labors. He, however, was apt to ride his hobby in his own way; and 

though it did now and then kick up the dust a little in the eyes of his neighbors and grieve the 

spirit of some friends, for whom he felt the truest deference and affection, yet his errors and 
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follies are remembered “more in sorrow than in anger”; and it begins to be suspected that he 

never intended to injure or offend. But however his memory may be appreciated by critics, it is 

still held dear among many folk whose good opinion is well worth having; particularly by certain 

biscuit bakers, who have gone so far as to imprint his likeness on their New Year cakes, and have 

thus given him a chance for immortality almost equal to the being stamped on a Waterloo medal 

or a Queen Anne’s farthing.)

   3

        

By Woden, God of Saxons,

From whence comes Wensday, that is Wodensday,

Truth is a thing that ever I will keep

Unto thylke day in which I creep into

My sepulchre—

        CARTWRIGHT.

Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Catskill Mountains. They are a 

dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, 

swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of 

season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in the 

magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and 

near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and 

purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky; but sometimes, when the rest of the 

landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the 

last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.

   4

  At the foot of these fairy mountains the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up 

from a village whose shingle roofs gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints of the upland 

melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little village of great antiquity, 

having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the province, just 

about the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant (may he rest in peace!), and 

there were some of the houses of the original settlers standing within a few years, with lattice 

windows, gable fronts surmounted with weathercocks, and built of small yellow bricks brought 

from Holland.

   5

  In that same village, and in one of these very houses (which, to tell the precise truth, was sadly 

time-worn and weather-beaten), there lived many years since, while the country was yet a 

province of Great Britain, a simple, good-natured fellow, of the name of Rip Van Winkle. He was 

a descendant of the Van Winkles who figured so gallantly in the chivalrous days of Peter 

Stuyvesant, and accompanied him to the siege of Fort Christina. He inherited, however, but little 
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of the martial character of his ancestors. I have observed that he was a simple, good-natured 

man; he was, moreover, a kind neighbor and an obedient, henpecked husband. Indeed, to the 

latter circumstance might be owing that meekness of spirit which gained him such universal 

popularity; for those men are most apt to be obsequious and conciliating abroad who are under 

the discipline of shrews at home. Their tempers, doubtless, are rendered pliant and malleable in 

the fiery furnace of domestic tribulation, and a curtain lecture is worth all the sermons in the 

world for teaching the virtues of patience and long-suffering. A termagant wife may, therefore, in 

some respects, be considered a tolerable blessing; and if so, Rip Van Winkle was thrice blessed.

   6

  Certain it is that he was a great favorite among all the good wives of the village, who, as usual 

with the amiable sex, took his part in all family squabbles, and never failed, whenever they 

talked those matters over in their evening gossipings, to lay all the blame on Dame Van Winkle. 

The children of the village, too, would shout with joy whenever he approached. He assisted at 

their sports, made their playthings, taught them to fly kites and shoot marbles, and told them long 

stories of ghosts, witches, and Indians. Whenever he went dodging about the village, he was 

surrounded by a troop of them, hanging on his skirts, clambering on his back, and playing a 

thousand tricks on him with impunity; and not a dog would bark at him throughout the 

neighborhood.

   7

  The great error in Rip’s composition was an insuperable aversion to all kinds of profitable labor. 

It could not be from the want of assiduity or perseverance; for he would sit on a wet rock, with a 

rod as long and heavy as a Tartar’s lance, and fish all day without a murmur, even though he 

should not be encouraged by a single nibble. He would carry a fowling piece on his shoulder, for 

hours together, trudging through woods and swamps, and up hill and down dale, to shoot a few 

squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never even refuse to assist a neighbor in the roughest toil, 

and was a foremost man at all country frolics for husking Indian corn, or building stone fences. 

The women of the village, too, used to employ him to run their errands, and to do such little odd 

jobs as their less obliging husbands would not do for them; in a word, Rip was ready to attend to 

anybody’s business but his own; but as to doing family duty, and keeping his farm in order, it 

was impossible.

   8

  In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on his farm; it was the most pestilent little piece of 

ground in the whole country; everything about it went wrong, and would go wrong, in spite of 

him. His fences were continually falling to pieces; his cow would either go astray or get among 

the cabbages; weeds were sure to grow quicker in his fields than anywhere else; the rain always 

made a point of setting in just as he had some outdoor work to do; so that though his patrimonial 

estate had dwindled away under his management, acre by acre, until there was little more left 

than a mere patch of Indian corn and potatoes, yet it was the worst-conditioned farm in the 

neighborhood.

   9

  His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged to nobody. His son Rip, an urchin 

begotten in his own likeness, promised to inherit the habits, with the old clothes of his father. He 

was generally seen trooping like a colt at his mother’s heels, equipped in a pair of his father’s 
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cast-off galligaskins, which he had much ado to hold up with one hand, as a fine lady does her 

train in bad weather.

  10

  Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those happy mortals, of foolish, well-oiled dispositions, 

who take the world easy, eat white bread or brown, whichever can be got with least thought or 

trouble, and would rather starve on a penny than work for a pound. If left to himself, he would 

have whistled life away, in perfect contentment; but his wife kept continually dinning in his ears 

about his idleness, his carelessness, and the ruin he was bringing on his family. Morning, noon, 

and night, her tongue was incessantly going, and everything he said or did was sure to produce a 

torrent of household eloquence. Rip had but one way of replying to all lectures of the kind, and 

that, by frequent use, had grown into a habit. He shrugged his shoulders, shook his head, cast up 

his eyes, but said nothing. This, however, always provoked a fresh volley from his wife, so that 

he was fain to draw off his forces, and take to the outside of the house—the only side which, in 

truth, belongs to a henpecked husband.

  11

  Rip’s sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much henpecked as his master; for 

Dame Van Winkle regarded them as companions in idleness, and even looked upon Wolf with an 

evil eye, as the cause of his master’s so often going astray. True it is, in all points of spirit 

befitting an honorable dog, he was as courageous an animal as ever scoured the woods—but 

what courage can withstand the ever-during and all-besetting terrors of a woman’s tongue? The 

moment Wolf entered the house his crest fell, his tail drooped to the ground, or curled between 

his legs; he sneaked about with a gallows air, casting many a sidelong glance at Dame Van 

Winkle, and at the least flourish of a broomstick or ladle would fly to the door with yelping 

precipitation.

  12

  Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle as years of matrimony rolled on; a tart 

temper never mellows with age, and a sharp tongue is the only edged tool that grows keener by 

constant use. For a long while he used to console himself, when driven from home, by 

frequenting a kind of perpetual club of the sages, philosophers, and other idle personages of the 

village, which held its sessions on a bench before a small inn, designated by a rubicund portrait 

of his majesty George the Third. Here they used to sit in the shade, of a long lazy summer’s day, 

talking listlessly over village gossip, or telling endless sleepy stories about nothing. But it would 

have been worth any statesman’s money to have heard the profound discussions which 

sometimes took place, when by chance an old newspaper fell into their hands, from some passing 

traveler. How solemnly they would listen to the contents, as drawled out by Derrick Van 

Bummel, the schoolmaster, a dapper, learned little man, who was not to be daunted by the most 

gigantic word in the dictionary; and how sagely they would deliberate upon public events some 

months after they had taken place.

  13

  The opinions of this junto were completely controlled by Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch of the 

village, and landlord of the inn, at the door of which he took his seat from morning till night, just 

moving sufficiently to avoid the sun, and keep in the shade of a large tree; so that the neighbors 

could tell the hour by his movements as accurately as by a sun-dial. It is true, he was rarely heard 
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to speak, but smoked his pipe incessantly. His adherents, however (for every great man has his 

adherents), perfectly understood him, and knew how to gather his opinions. When anything that 

was read or related displeased him, he was observed to smoke his pipe vehemently, and send 

forth short, frequent, and angry puffs; but when pleased, he would inhale the smoke slowly and 

tranquilly, and emit it in light and placid clouds, and sometimes taking the pipe from his mouth, 

and letting the fragrant vapor curl about his nose, would gravely nod his head in token of perfect 

approbation.

  14

  From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was at length routed by his termagant wife, who 

would suddenly break in upon the tranquillity of the assemblage, and call the members all to 

nought; nor was that august personage, Nicholas Vedder himself, sacred from the daring tongue 

of this terrible virago, who charged him outright with encouraging her husband in habits of 

idleness.

  15

  Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair; and his only alternative, to escape from the 

labor of the farm and clamor of his wife, was to take gun in hand and stroll away into the woods. 

Here he would sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree, and share the contents of his wallet 

with Wolf, with whom he sympathized as a fellow-sufferer in persecution. “Poor Wolf,” he 

would say, “thy mistress leads thee a dog’s life of it; but never mind, my lad, while I live thou 

shalt never want a friend to stand by thee!” Wolf would wag his tail, look wistfully in his 

master’s face, and if dogs can feel pity, I verily believe he reciprocated the sentiment with all his 

heart.

  16

  In a long ramble of the kind on a fine autumnal day, Rip had unconsciously scrambled to one of 

the highest parts of the Catskill Mountains. He was after his favorite sport of squirrel shooting, 

and the still solitudes had echoed and reëchoed with the reports of his gun. Panting and fatigued, 

he threw himself, late in the afternoon, on a green knoll, covered with mountain herbage, that 

crowned the brow of a precipice. From an opening between the trees he could overlook all the 

lower country for many a mile of rich woodland. He saw at a distance the lordly Hudson, far, far 

below him, moving on its silent but majestic course, the reflection of a purple cloud, or the sail 

of a lagging bark, here and there sleeping on its glassy bosom, and at last losing itself in the blue 

highlands.

  17

  On the other side he looked down into a deep mountain glen, wild, lonely, and shagged, the 

bottom filled with fragments from the impending cliffs, and scarcely lighted by the reflected rays 

of the setting sun. For some time Rip lay musing on this scene; evening was gradually 

advancing; the mountains began to throw their long blue shadows over the valleys; he saw that it 

would be dark long before he could reach the village, and he heaved a heavy sigh when he 

thought of encountering the terrors of Dame Van Winkle.

  18

  As he was about to descend, he heard a voice from a distance, hallooing, “Rip Van Winkle! Rip 

Van Winkle!” He looked around, but could see nothing but a crow winging its solitary flight 

across the mountain. He thought his fancy must have deceived him, and turned again to descend, 

Rhetoric Poetry and Short Story Selections for Year 3 Tapestry of Grace Co-op 2009/2010

57



when he heard the same cry ring through the still evening air: “Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van 

Winkle!”—at the same time Wolf bristled up his back, and giving a low growl, skulked to his 

master’s side, looking fearfully down into the glen. Rip now felt a vague apprehension stealing 

over him; he looked anxiously in the same direction, and perceived a strange figure slowly 

toiling up the rocks, and bending under the weight of something he carried on his back. He was 

surprised to see any human being in this lonely and unfrequented place, but supposing it to be 

some one of the neighborhood in need of assistance, he hastened down to yield it.

  19

  On nearer approach, he was still more surprised at the singularity of the stranger’s appearance. 

He was a short, square-built old fellow, with thick bushy hair, and a grizzled beard. His dress was 

of the antique Dutch fashion—a cloth jerkin strapped around the waist—several pair of breeches, 

the outer one of ample volume, decorated with rows of buttons down the sides, and bunches at 

the knees. He bore on his shoulders a stout keg, that seemed full of liquor, and made signs for 

Rip to approach and assist him with the load. Though rather shy and distrustful of this new 

acquaintance, Rip complied with his usual alacrity, and mutually relieving one another, they 

clambered up a narrow gully, apparently the dry bed of a mountain torrent. As they ascended, 

Rip every now and then heard long rolling peals, like distant thunder, that seemed to issue out of 

a deep ravine, or rather cleft between lofty rocks, toward which their rugged path conducted. He 

paused for an instant, but supposing it to be the muttering of one of those transient thunder 

showers which often take place in mountain heights, he proceeded. Passing through the ravine, 

they came to a hollow, like a small amphitheater, surrounded by perpendicular precipices, over 

the brinks of which impending trees shot their branches, so that you only caught glimpses of the 

azure sky and the bright evening cloud. During the whole time, Rip and his companion had 

labored on in silence; for though the former marveled greatly what could be the object of 

carrying a keg of liquor up this wild mountain, yet there was something strange and 

incomprehensible about the unknown that inspired awe and checked familiarity.

  20

  On entering the amphitheater, new objects of wonder presented themselves. On a level spot in 

the center was a company of odd-looking personages playing at ninepins. They were dressed in a 

quaint, outlandish fashion: some wore short doublets, others jerkins, with long knives in their 

belts, and most had enormous breeches, of similar style with that of the guide’s. Their visages, 

too, were peculiar: one had a large head, broad face, and small, piggish eyes; the face of another 

seemed to consist entirely of nose, and was surmounted by a white sugar-loaf hat set off with a 

little red cock’s tail. They all had beards, of various shapes and colors. There was one who 

seemed to be the commander. He was a stout old gentleman, with a weather-beaten countenance; 

he wore a laced doublet, broad belt and hanger, high-crowned hat and feather, red stockings, and 

high-heeled shoes, with roses in them. The whole group reminded Rip of the figures in an old 

Flemish painting, in the parlor of Dominie Van Schaick, the village parson, and which had been 

brought over from Holland at the time of the settlement.

  21

  What seemed particularly odd to Rip, was that though these folks were evidently amusing 

themselves, yet they maintained the gravest faces, the most mysterious silence, and were, withal, 

the most melancholy party of pleasure he had ever witnessed. Nothing interrupted the stillness of 
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the scene but the noise of the balls, which, whenever they were rolled, echoed along the 

mountains like rumbling peals of thunder.

  22

  As Rip and his companion approached them, they suddenly desisted from their play, and stared 

at him with such fixed statue-like gaze, and such strange, uncouth, lack-luster countenances, that 

his heart turned within him, and his knees smote together. His companion now emptied the 

contents of the keg into large flagons, and made signs to him to wait upon the company. He 

obeyed with fear and trembling; they quaffed the liquor in profound silence, and then returned to 

their game.

  23

  By degrees, Rip’s awe and apprehension subsided. He even ventured, when no eye was fixed 

upon him, to taste the beverage, which he found had much of the flavor of excellent Hollands. 

He was naturally a thirsty soul, and was soon tempted to repeat the draught. One taste provoked 

another, and he reiterated his visits to the flagon so often, that at length his senses were 

overpowered, his eyes swam in his head, his head gradually declined, and he fell into a deep 

sleep.

  24

  On awaking, he found himself on the green knoll from whence he had first seen the old man of 

the glen. He rubbed his eyes—it was a bright sunny morning. The birds were hopping and 

twittering among the bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft and breasting the pure mountain 

breeze. “Surely,” thought Rip, “I have not slept here all night.” He recalled the occurrences 

before he fell asleep. The strange man with a keg of liquor—the mountain ravine—the wild 

retreat among the rocks—the woe-begone party at ninepins—the flagon—“Oh! that flagon! that 

wicked flagon!” thought Rip—“what excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle?”

  25

  He looked round for his gun, but in place of the clean, well-oiled fowling piece, he found an old 

firelock lying by him, the barrel incrusted with rust, the lock falling off, and the stock worm-

eaten. He now suspected that the grave roysters of the mountain had put a trick upon him, and 

having dosed him with liquor, had robbed him of his gun. Wolf, too, had disappeared, but he 

might have strayed away after a squirrel or partridge. He whistled after him, shouted his name, 

but all in vain; the echoes repeated his whistle and shout, but no dog was to be seen.

  26

  He determined to revisit the scene of the last evening’s gambol, and if he met with any of the 

party, to demand his dog and gun. As he rose to walk, he found himself stiff in the joints, and 

wanting in his usual activity. “These mountain beds do not agree with me,” thought Rip, “and if 

this frolic should lay me up with a fit of the rheumatism, I shall have a blessed time with Dame 

Van Winkle.” With some difficulty he got down into the glen; he found the gully up which he and 

his companion had ascended the preceding evening; but to his astonishment a mountain stream 

was now foaming down it, leaping from rock to rock, and filling the glen with babbling 

murmurs. He, however, made shift to scramble up its sides, working his toilsome way through 

thickets of birch, sassafras, and witch-hazel, and sometimes tripped up or entangled by the wild 

grape vines that twisted their coils and tendrils from tree to tree, and spread a kind of network in 

his path.
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  27

  At length he reached to where the ravine had opened through the cliffs to the amphitheater; but 

no traces of such opening remained. The rocks presented a high, impenetrable wall, over which 

the torrent came tumbling in a sheet of feathery foam, and fell into a broad, deep basin, black 

from the shadows of the surrounding forest. Here, then, poor Rip was brought to a stand. He 

again called and whistled after his dog; he was only answered by the cawing of a flock of idle 

crows, sporting high in air about a dry tree that overhung a sunny precipice; and who, secure in 

their elevation, seemed to look down and scoff at the poor man’s perplexities. What was to be 

done? the morning was passing away, and Rip felt famished for want of his breakfast. He grieved 

to give up his dog and gun; he dreaded to meet his wife; but it would not do to starve among the 

mountains. He shook his head, shouldered the rusty firelock, and, with a heart full of trouble and 

anxiety, turned his steps homeward.

  28

  As he approached the village, he met a number of people, but none whom he knew, which 

somewhat surprised him, for he had thought himself acquainted with every one in the country 

round. Their dress, too, was of a different fashion from that to which he was accustomed. They 

all stared at him with equal marks of surprise, and whenever they cast their eyes upon him, 

invariably stroked their chins. The constant recurrence of this gesture induced Rip, involuntarily, 

to do the same, when, to his astonishment, he found his beard had grown a foot long!

  29

  He had now entered the skirts of the village. A troop of strange children ran at his heels, hooting 

after him, and pointing at his gray beard. The dogs, too, none of which he recognized for his old 

acquaintances, barked at him as he passed. The very village was altered: it was larger and more 

populous. There were rows of houses which he had never seen before, and those which had been 

his familiar haunts had disappeared. Strange names were over the doors—strange faces at the 

windows—everything was strange. His mind now began to misgive him; he doubted whether 

both he and the world around him were not bewitched. Surely this was his native village, which 

he had left but the day before. There stood the Catskill Mountains—there ran the silver Hudson 

at a distance—there was every hill and dale precisely as it had always been—Rip was sorely 

perplexed—“That flagon last night,” thought he, “has addled my poor head sadly!”

  30

  It was with some difficulty he found the way to his own house, which he approached with silent 

awe, expecting every moment to hear the shrill voice of Dame Van Winkle. He found the house 

gone to decay—the roof fallen in, the windows shattered, and the doors off the hinges. A half-

starved dog, that looked like Wolf, was skulking about it. Rip called him by name, but the cur 

snarled, showed his teeth, and passed on. This was an unkind cut indeed—“My very dog,” 

sighed poor Rip, “has forgotten me!”

  31

  He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dame Van Winkle had always kept in neat order. 

It was empty, forlorn, and apparently abandoned. This desolateness overcame all his connubial 

fears—he called loudly for his wife and children—the lonely chambers rung for a moment with 

his voice, and then all again was silence.

  32
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  He now hurried forth, and hastened to his old resort, the little village inn—but it too was gone. 

A large rickety wooden building stood in its place, with great gaping windows, some of them 

broken, and mended with old hats and petticoats, and over the door was painted, “The Union 

Hotel, by Jonathan Doolittle.” Instead of the great tree which used to shelter the quiet little Dutch 

inn of yore, there now was reared a tall naked pole, with something on the top that looked like a 

red nightcap, and from it was fluttering a flag, on which was a singular assemblage of stars and 

stripes—all this was strange and incomprehensible. He recognized on the sign, however, the ruby 

face of King George, under which he had smoked so many a peaceful pipe, but even this was 

singularly metamorphosed. The red coat was changed for one of blue and buff, a sword was 

stuck in the hand instead of a scepter, the head was decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath 

was painted in large characters, GENERAL WASHINGTON.

  33

  There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about the door, but none whom Rip recollected. The very 

character of the people seemed changed. There was a busy, bustling, disputatious tone about it, 

instead of the accustomed phlegm and drowsy tranquillity. He looked in vain for the sage 

Nicholas Vedder, with his broad face, double chin, and fair long pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco 

smoke instead of idle speeches; or Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, doling forth the contents of an 

ancient newspaper. In place of these, a lean, bilious-looking fellow, with his pockets full of 

handbills, was haranguing vehemently about rights of citizens—election—members of Congress

—liberty—Bunker’s Hill—heroes of ’76—and other words, that were a perfect Babylonish 

jargon to the bewildered Van Winkle.

  34

  The appearance of Rip, with his long grizzled beard, his rusty fowling piece, his uncouth dress, 

and the army of women and children that had gathered at his heels, soon attracted the attention of 

the tavern politicians. They crowded around him, eying him from head to foot, with great 

curiosity. The orator bustled up to him, and drawing him partly aside, inquired “on which side he 

voted?” Rip stared in vacant stupidity. Another short but busy little fellow pulled him by the arm, 

and raising on tiptoe, inquired in his ear, “whether he was Federal or Democrat.” Rip was equally  

at a loss to comprehend the question; when a knowing, self-important old gentleman, in a sharp 

cocked hat, made his way through the crowd, putting them to the right and left with his elbows as 

he passed, and planting himself before Van Winkle, with one arm akimbo, the other resting on his 

cane, his keen eyes and sharp hat penetrating, as it were, into his very soul, demanded, in an 

austere tone, “what brought him to the election with a gun on his shoulder, and a mob at his 

heels, and whether he meant to breed a riot in the village?” “Alas! gentlemen,” cried Rip, 

somewhat dismayed, “I am a poor quiet man, a native of the place, and a loyal subject of the 

king, God bless him!”

  35

  Here a general shout burst from the bystanders—“A Tory! a Tory! a spy! a refugee! hustle him! 

away with him!” It was with great difficulty that the self-important man in the cocked hat 

restored order; and having assumed a tenfold austerity of brow, demanded again of the unknown 

culprit, what he came there for, and whom he was seeking. The poor man humbly assured him 

that he meant no harm; but merely came there in search of some of his neighbors, who used to 

keep about the tavern.
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  36

  “Well—who are they?—name them.”

  37

  Rip bethought himself a moment, and then inquired, “Where’s Nicholas Vedder?”

  38

  There was silence for a little while, when an old man replied in a thin, piping voice, “Nicholas 

Vedder? why, he is dead and gone these eighteen years! There was a wooden tombstone in the 

churchyard that used to tell all about him, but that’s rotted and gone, too.”

  39

  “Where’s Brom Dutcher?”

  40

  “Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of the war; some say he was killed at the battle of 

Stony Point—others say he was drowned in a squall, at the foot of Antony’s Nose. I don’t know

—he never came back again.”

  41

  “Where’s Van Bummel, the schoolmaster?”

  42

  “He went off to the wars, too, was a great militia general, and is now in Congress.”

  43

  Rip’s heart died away, at hearing of these sad changes in his home and friends, and finding 

himself thus alone in the world. Every answer puzzled him, too, by treating of such enormous 

lapses of time, and of matters which he could not understand: war—Congress—Stony Point!—

he had no courage to ask after any more friends, but cried out in despair, “Does nobody here 

know Rip Van Winkle?”

  44

  “Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” exclaimed two or three, “Oh, to be sure! that’s Rip Van Winkle yonder, 

leaning against the tree.”

  45

  Rip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart of himself, as he went up the mountain: apparently 

as lazy, and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow was now completely confounded. He doubted 

his own identity, and whether he was himself or another man. In the midst of his bewilderment, 

the man in the cocked hat demanded who he was, and what was his name?

  46

  “God knows,” exclaimed he, at his wit’s end; “I’m not myself—I’m somebody else—that’s me 

yonder—no—that’s somebody else, got into my shoes—I was myself last night, but I fell asleep 

on the mountain, and they’ve changed my gun, and everything’s changed, and I’m changed, and 

I can’t tell what’s my name, or who I am!”

  47

  The bystanders began now to look at each other, nod, wink significantly, and tap their fingers 

against their foreheads. There was a whisper, also, about securing the gun, and keeping the old 

fellow from doing mischief; at the very suggestion of which, the self-important man in the 

cocked hat retired with some precipitation. At this critical moment a fresh, likely woman pressed 

through the throng to get a peep at the gray-bearded man. She had a chubby child in her arms, 
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which, frightened at his looks, began to cry. “Hush, Rip,” cried she, “hush, you little fool, the old 

man won’t hurt you.” The name of the child, the air of the mother, the tone of her voice, all 

awakened a train of recollections in his mind. “What is your name, my good woman?” asked he.

  48

  “Judith Gardenier.”

  49

  “And your father’s name?”

  50

  “Ah, poor man, his name was Rip Van Winkle; it’s twenty years since he went away from home 

with his gun, and never has been heard of since—his dog came home without him; but whether 

he shot himself, or was carried away by the Indians, nobody can tell. I was then but a little girl.”

  51

  Rip had but one question more to ask; but he put it with a faltering voice:—

  52

  “Where’s your mother?”

  53

  “Oh, she too had died but a short time since; she broke a blood vessel in a fit of passion at a 

New England peddler.”

  54

  There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this intelligence. The honest man could contain himself 

no longer.—He caught his daughter and her child in his arms.—“I am your father!” cried he

—“Young Rip Van Winkle once—old Rip Van Winkle now!—Does nobody know poor Rip Van 

Winkle!”

  55

  All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from among the crowd, put her hand to her 

brow, and peering under it in his face for a moment, exclaimed, “Sure enough! it is Rip Van 

Winkle—it is himself. Welcome home again, old neighbor.—Why, where have you been these 

twenty long years?”

  56

  Rip’s story was soon told, for the whole twenty years had been to him but as one night. The 

neighbors stared when they heard it; some where seen to wink at each other, and put their 

tongues in their cheeks; and the self-important man in the cocked hat, who, when the alarm was 

over, had returned to the field, screwed down the corners of his mouth, and shook his head—

upon which there was a general shaking of the head throughout the assemblage.

  57

  It was determined, however, to take the opinion of old Peter Vanderdonk, who was seen slowly 

advancing up the road. He was a descendant of the historian of that name, who wrote one of the 

earliest accounts of the province. Peter was the most ancient inhabitant of the village, and well 

versed in all the wonderful events and traditions of the neighborhood. He recollected Rip at once, 

and corroborated his story in the most satisfactory manner. He assured the company that it was a 

fact, handed down from his ancestor the historian, that the Catskill Mountains had always been 

haunted by strange beings. That it was affirmed that the great Hendrick Hudson, the first 

discoverer of the river and country, kept a kind of vigil there every twenty years, with his crew of 
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the Half-Moon, being permitted in this way to revisit the scenes of his enterprise, and keep a 

guardian eye upon the river, and the great city called by his name. That his father had once seen 

them in their old Dutch dresses playing at ninepins in a hollow of the mountain; and that he 

himself had heard, one summer afternoon, the sound of their balls, like long peals of thunder.

  58

  To make a long story short, the company broke up, and returned to the more important concerns 

of the election. Rip’s daughter took him home to live with her; she had a snug, well-furnished 

house, and a stout cheery farmer for a husband, whom Rip recollected for one of the urchins that 

used to climb upon his back. As to Rip’s son and heir, who was the ditto of himself, seen leaning 

against the tree, he was employed to work on the farm; but evinced an hereditary disposition to 

attend to anything else but his business.

  59

  Rip now resumed his old walks and habits; he soon found many of his former cronies, though 

all rather the worse for the wear and tear of time; and preferred making friends among the rising 

generation, with whom he soon grew into great favor.

  60

  Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived at that happy age when a man can do nothing 

with impunity, he took his place once more on the bench, at the inn door, and was reverenced as 

one of the patriarchs of the village, and a chronicle of the old times “before the war.” It was some 

time before he could get into the regular track of gossip, or could be made to comprehend the 

strange events that had taken place during his torpor. How that there had been a revolutionary 

war—that the country had thrown off the yoke of old England—and that, instead of being a 

subject of his Majesty, George III., he was now a free citizen of the United States. Rip, in fact, 

was no politician; the changes of states and empires made but little impression on him; but there 

was one species of despotism under which he had long groaned, and that was—petticoat 

government; happily, that was at an end; he had got his neck out of the yoke of matrimony, and 

could go in and out whenever he pleased, without dreading the tyranny of Dame Van Winkle. 

Whenever her name was mentioned, however, he shook his head, shrugged his shoulders, and 

cast up his eyes; which might pass either for an expression of resignation to his fate, or joy at his 

deliverance.

  61

  He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at Dr. Doolittle’s hotel. He was observed, 

at first, to vary on some points every time he told it, which was, doubtless, owing to his having 

so recently awaked. It at last settled down precisely to the tale I have related, and not a man, 

woman, or child in the neighborhood but knew it by heart. Some always pretended to doubt the 

reality of it, and insisted that Rip had been out of his head, and this was one point on which he 

always remained flighty. The old Dutch inhabitants, however, almost universally gave it full 

credit. Even to this day they never hear a thunder-storm of a summer afternoon, about the 

Catskills, but they say Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at their game of ninepins; and it is a 

common wish of all henpecked husbands in the neighborhood, when life hangs heavy on their 

hands, that they might have a quieting draught out of Rip Van Winkle’s flagon.

  62

Rhetoric Poetry and Short Story Selections for Year 3 Tapestry of Grace Co-op 2009/2010

64



  NOTE.—The foregoing tale, one would suspect, had been suggested to Mr. Knickerbocker by a 

little German superstition about the Emperor Frederick and the Kypphauser Mountain; the 

subjoined note, however, which he had appended to the tale, shows that it is an absolute fact, 

narrated with his usual fidelity.

  63

  “The story of Rip Van Winkle may seem incredible to many, but nevertheless I give it my full 

belief, for I know the vicinity of our old Dutch settlements to have been very subject to 

marvelous events and appearances. Indeed, I have heard many stranger stories than this, in the 

villages along the Hudson; all of which were too well authenticated to admit of a doubt. I have 

even talked with Rip Van Winkle myself, who, when last I saw him, was a very venerable old 

man, and so perfectly rational and consistent on every other point, that I think no conscientious 

person could refuse to take this into the bargain; nay, I have seen a certificate on the subject 

taken before a country justice and signed with a cross, in the justice’s own handwriting. The 

story, therefore, is beyond the possibility of a doubt. 

“D. K.”

  64

  POSTSCRIPT 1 .—The following are traveling notes from a memorandum book of Mr. 

Knickerbocker:—

  65

  The Kaatsberg, or Catskill Mountains, have always been a region full of fable. The Indians 

considered them the abode of spirits, who influenced the weather, spreading sunshine or clouds 

over the landscape, and sending good or bad hunting seasons. They were ruled by an old squaw 

spirit, said to be their mother. She dwelt on the highest peak of the Catskills, and had charge of 

the doors of day and night to open and shut them at the proper hour. She hung up the new moon 

in the skies, and cut up the old ones into stars. In times of drought, if properly propitiated, she 

would spin light summer clouds out of cobwebs and morning dew, and send them off from the 

crest of the mountain, flake after flake, like flakes of carded cotton, to float in the air; until, 

dissolved by the heat of the sun, they would fall in gentle showers, causing the grass to spring, 

the fruits to ripen, and the corn to grow an inch an hour. If displeased, however, she would brew 

up clouds black as ink, sitting in the midst of them like a bottle-bellied spider in the midst of its 

web; and when these clouds broke, woe betide the valleys!

  66

  In old times, say the Indian traditions, there was a kind of Manitou or Spirit, who kept about the 

wildest recesses of the Catskill Mountains, and took a mischievous pleasure in wreaking all 

kinds of evils and vexations upon the red men. Sometimes he would assume the form of a bear, a 

panther, or a deer, lead the bewildered hunter a weary chase through tangled forests and among 

ragged rocks; and then spring off with a loud ho! ho! leaving him aghast on the brink of a 

beetling precipice or raging torrent.

  67

  The favorite abode of this Manitou is still shown. It is a great rock or cliff on the loneliest part 

of the mountains, and, from the flowering vines which clamber about it, and the wild flowers 

which abound in its neighborhood, is known by the name of the Garden Rock. Near the foot of it 
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is a small lake, the haunt of the solitary bittern, with water snakes basking in the sun on the 

leaves of the pond lilies which lie on the surface. This place was held in great awe by the Indians, 

insomuch that the boldest hunter would not pursue his game within its precincts. Once upon a 

time, however, a hunter who had lost his way, penetrated to the Garden Rock, where he beheld a 

number of gourds placed in the crotches of trees. One of these he seized, and made off with it, 

but in the hurry of his retreat he let it fall among the rocks, when a great stream gushed forth, 

which washed him away and swept him down precipices, where he was dashed to pieces, and the 

stream made its way to the Hudson, and continues to flow to the present day; being the identical 

stream known by the name of Kaaterskill.

  68

  

The Legend of Sleepy Hollow
  
        

FOUND AMONG THE PAPERS OF THE LATE DIEDRICH KNICKERBOCKER

  

A pleasing land of drowsy head it was,

  Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye;

And of gay castles in the clouds that pass,

  For ever flushing round a summer sky.

CASTLE OF INDOLENCE.

   1

  IN the bosom of one of those spacious coves which indent the eastern shore of the Hudson, at 

that broad expansion of the river denominated by the ancient Dutch navigators the Tappan Zee, 

and where they always prudently shortened sail, and implored the protection of St. Nicholas 

when they crossed, there lies a small market-town or rural port, which by some is called 

Greensburgh, but which is more generally and properly known by the name of Tarry Town. This 

name was given, we are told, in former days, by the good housewives of the adjacent country, 

from the inveterate propensity of their husbands to linger about the village tavern on market 

days. Be that as it may, I do not vouch for the fact, but merely advert to it, for the sake of being 

precise and authentic. Not far from this village, perhaps about two miles, there is a little valley, 

or rather lap of land, among high hills, which is one of the quietest places in the whole world. A 

small brook glides through it, with just murmur enough to lull one to repose; and the occasional 

whistle of a quail, or tapping of a woodpecker, is almost the only sound that ever breaks in upon 

the uniform tranquillity.

   2

Rhetoric Poetry and Short Story Selections for Year 3 Tapestry of Grace Co-op 2009/2010

66



  I recollect that, when a stripling, my first exploit in squirrel-shooting was in a grove of tall 

walnut-trees that shades one side of the valley. I had wandered into it at noon time, when all 

nature is peculiarly quiet, and was startled by the roar of my own gun, as it broke the Sabbath 

stillness around, and was prolonged and reverberated by the angry echoes. If ever I should wish 

for a retreat, whither I might steal from the world and its distractions, and dream quietly away 

the remnant of a troubled life, I know of none more promising than this little valley.

   3

  From the listless repose of the place, and the peculiar character of its inhabitants, who are 

descendants from the original Dutch settlers, this sequestered glen has long been known by the 

name of SLEEPY HOLLOW, and its rustic lads are called the Sleepy Hollow Boys throughout 

all the neighboring country. A drowsy, dreamy influence seems to hang over the land, and to 

pervade the very atmosphere. Some say that the place was bewitched by a high German doctor, 

during the early days of the settlement; others, that an old Indian chief, the prophet or wizard of 

his tribe, held his pow-wows there before the country was discovered by Master Hendrick 

Hudson. Certain it is, the place still continues under the sway of some witching power, that holds 

a spell over the minds of the good people, causing them to walk in a continual reverie. They are 

given to all kinds of marvellous beliefs; are subject to trances and visions; and frequently see 

strange sights, and hear music and voices in the air. The whole neighborhood abounds with local 

tales, haunted spots, and twilight superstitions; stars shoot and meteors glare oftener across the 

valley than in any other part of the country, and the nightmare, with her whole nine fold, seems 

to make it the favorite scene of her gambols.

   4

  The dominant spirit, however, that haunts this enchanted region, and seems to be commander-

in-chief of all the powers of the air, is the apparition of a figure on horseback without a head. It is 

said by some to be the ghost of a Hessian trooper, whose head had been carried away by a 

cannon-ball, in some nameless battle during the revolutionary war; and who is ever and anon 

seen by the country folk hurrying along in the gloom of night, as if on the wings of the wind. His 

haunts are not confined to the valley, but extend at times to the adjacent roads, and especially to 

the vicinity of a church at no great distance. Indeed, certain of the most authentic historians of 

those parts, who have been careful in collecting and collating the floating facts concerning this 

spectre, allege that the body of the trooper, having been buried in the church-yard, the ghost rides 

forth to the scene of battle in nightly quest of his head; and that the rushing speed with which he 

sometimes passes along the Hollow, like a midnight blast, is owing to his being belated, and in a 

hurry to get back to the church-yard before daybreak.

   5

  Such is the general purport of this legendary superstition, which has furnished materials for 

many a wild story in that region of shadows; and the spectre is known, at all the country 

firesides, by the name of the Headless Horseman of Sleepy Hollow.

   6

  It is remarkable that the visionary propensity I have mentioned is not confined to the native 

inhabitants of the valley, but is unconsciously imbibed by every one who resides there for a time. 

However wide awake they may have been before they entered that sleepy region, they are sure, 
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in a little time, to inhale the witching influence of the air, and begin to grow imaginative—to 

dream dreams, and see apparitions.

   7

  I mention this peaceful spot with all possible laud; for it is in such little retired Dutch valleys, 

found here and there embosomed in the great State of New-York, that population, manners, and 

customs, remain fixed; while the great torrent of migration and improvement, which is making 

such incessant changes in other parts of this restless country, sweeps by them unobserved. They 

are like those little nooks of still water which border a rapid stream; where we may see the straw 

and bubble riding quietly at anchor, or slowly revolving in their mimic harbor, undisturbed by the 

rush of the passing current. Though many years have elapsed since I trod the drowsy shades of 

Sleepy Hollow, yet I question whether I should not still find the same trees and the same families 

vegetating in its sheltered bosom.

   8

  In this by-place of nature, there abode, in a remote period of American history, that is to say, 

some thirty years since, a worthy wight of the name of Ichabod Crane; who sojourned, or, as he 

expressed it, “tarried,” in Sleepy Hollow, for the purpose of instructing the children of the 

vicinity. He was a native of Connecticut; a State which supplies the Union with pioneers for the 

mind as well as for the forest, and sends forth yearly its legions of frontier woodsmen and 

country schoolmasters. The cognomen of Crane was not inapplicable to his person. He was tall, 

but exceedingly lank, with narrow shoulders, long arms and legs, hands that dangled a mile out 

of his sleeves, feet that might have served for shovels, and his whole frame most loosely hung 

together. His head was small, and flat at top, with huge ears, large green glassy eyes, and a long 

snipe nose, so that it looked like a weather-cock, perched upon his spindle neck, to tell which 

way the wind blew. To see him striding along the profile of a hill on a windy day, with his clothes 

bagging and fluttering about him one might have mistaken him for the genius of famine 

descending upon the earth, or some scarecrow eloped from a cornfield.

   9

  His school-house was a low building of one large room, rudely constructed of logs; the 

windows partly glazed, and partly patched with leaves of old copy-books. It was most 

ingeniously secured at vacant hours, by a withe twisted in the handle of the door, and stakes set 

against the window shutters; so that, though a thief might get in with perfect ease, he would find 

some embarrassment in getting out; an idea most probably borrowed by the architect, Yost Van 

Houton, from the mystery of an eel-pot. The school-house stood in a rather lonely but pleasant 

situation just at the foot of a woody hill, with a brook running close by, and a formidable birch 

tree growing at one end of it. From hence the low murmur of his pupils’ voices, conning over 

their lessons, might be heard in a drowsy summer’s day, like the hum of a bee-hive; interrupted 

now and then by the authoritative voice of the master, in the tone of menace or command; or, 

peradventure, by the appalling sound of the birch, as he urged some tardy loiterer along the 

flowery path of knowledge. Truth to say, he was a conscientious man, and ever bore in mind the 

golden maxim, “Spare the rod and spoil the child.”—Ichabod Crane’s scholars certainly were not 

spoiled.

  10
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  I would not have it imagined, however, that he was one of those cruel potentates of the school, 

who joy in the smart of their subjects; on the contrary, he administered justice with 

discrimination rather than severity; taking the burthen off the backs of the weak, and laying it on 

those of the strong. Your mere puny stripling, that winced at the least flourish of the rod, was 

passed by with indulgence; but the claims of justice were satisfied by inflicting a double portion 

on some little, tough, wrong-headed, broad-skirted Dutch urchin, who sulked and swelled and 

grew dogged and sullen beneath the birch. All this he called “doing his duty by their parents;” 

and he never inflicted a chastisement without following it by the assurance, so consolatory to the 

smarting urchin, that “he would remember it, and thank him for it the longest day he had to live.”

  11

  When school hours were over, he was even the companion and playmate of the larger boys; and 

on holiday afternoons would convoy some of the smaller ones home, who happened to have 

pretty sisters, or good housewives for mothers, noted for the comforts of the cupboard. Indeed it 

behooved him to keep on good terms with his pupils. The revenue arising from his school was 

small, and would have been scarcely sufficient to furnish him with daily bread, for he was a huge 

feeder, and though lank, had the dilating powers of an anaconda; but to help out his maintenance, 

he was, according to country custom in those parts, boarded and lodged at the houses of the 

farmers, whose children he instructed. With these he lived successively a week at a time; thus 

going the rounds of the neighborhood, with all his worldly effects tied up in a cotton 

handkerchief.

  12

  That all this might not be too onerous on the purses of his rustic patrons, who are apt to 

consider the costs of schooling a grievous burden, and schoolmasters as mere drones, he had 

various ways of rendering himself both useful and agreeable. He assisted the farmers 

occasionally in the lighter labors of their farms; helped to make hay; mended the fences; took the 

horses to water; drove the cows from pasture; and cut wood for the winter fire. He laid aside, too, 

all the dominant dignity and absolute sway with which he lorded it in his little empire, the 

school, and became wonderfully gentle and ingratiating. He found favor in the eyes of the 

mothers, by petting the children, particularly the youngest; and like the lion bold, which whilom 

so magnanimously the lamb did hold, he would sit with a child on one knee, and rock a cradle 

with his foot for whole hours together.

  13

  In addition to his other vocations, he was the singing-master of the neighborhood, and picked 

up many bright shillings by instructing the young folks in psalmody. It was a matter of no little 

vanity to him, on Sundays, to take his station in front of the church gallery, with a band of chosen 

singers; where, in his own mind, he completely carried away the palm from the parson. Certain it 

is, his voice resounded far above all the rest of the congregation; and there are peculiar quavers 

still to be heard in that church, and which may even be heard half a mile off, quite to the opposite 

side of the mill-pond, on a still Sunday morning, which are said to be legitimately descended 

from the nose of Ichabod Crane. Thus, by divers little make-shifts in that ingenious way which is 

commonly denominated “by hook and by crook,” the worthy pedagogue got on tolerably enough, 

and was thought, by all who understood nothing of the labor of headwork, to have a wonderfully 

easy life of it.
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  14

  The schoolmaster is generally a man of some importance in the female circle of a rural 

neighborhood; being considered a kind of idle gentlemanlike personage, of vastly superior taste 

and accomplishments to the rough country swains, and, indeed, inferior in learning only to the 

parson. His appearance, therefore, is apt to occasion some little stir at the tea-table of a 

farmhouse, and the addition of a supernumerary dish of cakes or sweetmeats, or, peradventure, 

the parade of a silver tea-pot. Our man of letters, therefore, was peculiarly happy in the smiles of 

all the country damsels. How he would figure among them in the churchyard, between services 

on Sundays! gathering grapes for them from the wild vines that overrun the surrounding trees; 

reciting for their amusement all the epitaphs on the tombstones; or sauntering, with a whole bevy 

of them, along the banks of the adjacent mill-pond; while the more bashful country bumpkins 

hung sheepishly back, envying his superior elegance and address.

  15

  From his half itinerant life, also, he was a kind of travelling gazette, carrying the whole budget 

of local gossip from house to house; so that his appearance was always greeted with satisfaction. 

He was, moreover, esteemed by the women as a man of great erudition, for he had read several 

books quite through, and was a perfect master of Cotton Mather’s history of New England 

Witchcraft, in which, by the way, he most firmly and potently believed.

  16

  He was, in fact, an odd mixture of small shrewdness and simple credulity. His appetite for the 

marvellous, and his powers of digesting it, were equally extraordinary; and both had been 

increased by his residence in this spellbound region. No tale was too gross or monstrous for his 

capacious swallow. It was often his delight, after his school was dismissed in the afternoon, to 

stretch himself on the rich bed of clover, bordering the little brook that whimpered by his school-

house, and there con over old Mather’s direful tales, until the gathering dusk of the evening made 

the printed page a mere mist before his eyes. Then, as he wended his way, by swamp and stream 

and awful woodland, to the farmhouse where he happened to be quartered, every sound of 

nature, at that witching hour, fluttered his excited imagination: the moan of the whip-poor-

will 1 from the hill-side; the boding cry of the tree-toad, that harbinger of storm; the dreary 

hooting of the screech-owl, or the sudden rustling in the thicket of birds frightened from their 

roost. The fire-flies, too, which sparkled most vividly in the darkest places, now and then startled 

him, as one of uncommon brightness would stream across his path; and if, by chance, a huge 

blockhead of a beetle came winging his blundering flight against him, the poor varlet was ready 

to give up the ghost, with the idea that he was struck with a witch’s token. His only resource on 

such occasions, either to drown thought, or drive away evil spirits, was to sing psalm tunes;—

and the good people of Sleepy Hollow, as they sat by their doors of an evening, were often filled 

with awe, at hearing his nasal melody, “in linked sweetness long drawn out,” floating from the 

distant hill, or along the dusky road.

  17

  Another of his sources of fearful pleasure was, to pass long winter evenings with the old Dutch 

wives, as they sat spinning by the fire, with a row of apples roasting and spluttering along the 

hearth, and listen to their marvellous tales of ghosts and goblins, and haunted fields, and haunted 

brooks, and haunted bridges, and haunted houses, and particularly of the headless horseman, or 
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galloping Hessian of the Hollow, as they sometimes called him. He would delight them equally 

by his anecdotes of witchcraft, and of the direful omens and portentous sights and sounds in the 

air, which prevailed in the earlier times of Connecticut; and would frighten them wofully with 

speculations upon comets and shooting stars; and with the alarming fact that the world did 

absolutely turn round, and that they were half the time topsy-turvy!

  18

  But if there was a pleasure in all this, while snugly cuddling in the chimney corner of a chamber 

that was all of a ruddy glow from the crackling wood fire, and where, of course, no spectre dared 

to show his face, it was dearly purchased by the terrors of his subsequent walk homewards. What 

fearful shapes and shadows beset his path amidst the dim and ghastly glare of a snowy night!—

With what wistful look did he eye every trembling ray of light streaming across the waste fields 

from some distant window!—How often was he appalled by some shrub covered with snow, 

which, like a sheeted spectre, beset his very path!—How often did he shrink with curdling awe at 

the sound of his own steps on the frosty crust beneath his feet; and dread to look over his 

shoulder, lest he should behold some uncouth being tramping close behind him!—and how often 

was he thrown into complete dismay by some rushing blast, howling among the trees, in the idea 

that it was the Galloping Hessian on one of his nightly scourings!

  19

  All these, however, were mere terrors of the night, phantoms of the mind that walk in darkness; 

and though he had seen many spectres in his time, and been more than once beset by Satan in 

divers shapes, in his lonely perambulations, yet daylight put an end to all these evils; and he 

would have passed a pleasant life of it, in despite of the devil and all his works, if his path had 

not been crossed by a being that causes more perplexity to mortal man than ghosts, goblins, and 

the whole race of witches put together, and that was—a woman.

  20

  Among the musical disciples who assembled, one evening in each week, to receive his 

instructions in psalmody, was Katrina Van Tassel, the daughter and only child of a substantial 

Dutch farmer. She was a blooming lass of fresh eighteen; plump as a partridge; ripe and melting 

and rosy cheeked as one of her father’s peaches, and universally famed, not merely for her 

beauty, but her vast expectations. She was withal a little of a coquette, as might be perceived 

even in her dress, which was a mixture of ancient and modern fashions, as most suited to set off 

her charms. She wore the ornaments of pure yellow gold, which her great-great-grandmother had 

brought over from Saardam, the tempting stomacher of the olden time; and withal a provokingly 

short petticoat, to display the prettiest foot and ankle in the country round.

  21

  Ichabod Crane had a soft and foolish heart towards the sex; and it is not to be wondered at, that 

so tempting a morsel soon found favor in his eyes; more especially after he had visited her in her 

paternal mansion. Old Baltus Van Tassel was a perfect picture of a thriving, contented, liberal-

hearted farmer. He seldom, it is true, sent either his eyes or his thoughts beyond the boundaries 

of his own farm; but within those every thing was snug, happy, and well-conditioned. He was 

satisfied with his wealth, but not proud of it; and piqued himself upon the hearty abundance, 

rather than the style in which he lived. His stronghold was situated on the banks of the Hudson, 

in one of those green, sheltered, fertile nooks, in which the Dutch farmers are so fond of nestling. 
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A great elm-tree spread its broad branches over it; at the foot of which bubbled up a spring of the 

softest and sweetest water, in a little well, formed of a barrel; and then stole sparkling away 

through the grass, to a neighboring brook, that bubbled along among alders and dwarf willows. 

Hard by the farmhouse was a vast barn, that might have served for a church; every window and 

crevice of which seemed bursting forth with the treasures of the farm; the flail was busily 

resounding within it from morning to night; swallows and martins skimmed twittering about the 

eaves; and rows of pigeons, some with one eye turned up, as if watching the weather, some with 

their heads under their wings, or buried in their bosoms, and others swelling, and cooing, and 

bowing about their dames, were enjoying the sunshine on the roof. Sleek unwieldy porkers were 

grunting in the repose and abundance of their pens; whence sallied forth, now and then, troops of 

sucking pigs, as if to snuff the air. A stately squadron of snowy geese were riding in an adjoining 

pond, convoying whole fleets of ducks; regiments of turkeys were gobbling through the 

farmyard, and guinea fowls fretting about it, like ill-tempered housewives, with their peevish 

discontented cry. Before the barn door strutted the gallant cock, that pattern of a husband, a 

warrior, and a fine gentleman, clapping his burnished wings, and crowing in the pride and 

gladness of his heart—sometimes tearing up the earth with his feet, and then generously calling 

his ever-hungry family of wives and children to enjoy the rich morsel which he had discovered.

  22

  The pedagogue’s mouth watered, as he looked upon this sumptuous promise of luxurious winter 

fare. In his devouring mind’s eye, he pictured to himself every roasting-pig running about with a 

pudding in his belly, and an apple in his mouth; the pigeons were snugly put to bed in a 

comfortable pie, and tucked in with a coverlet of crust; the geese were swimming in their own 

gravy; and the ducks pairing cosily in dishes, like snug married couples, with a decent 

competency of onion sauce. In the porkers he saw carved out the future sleek side of bacon, and 

juicy relishing ham; not a turkey but he beheld daintily trussed up, with its gizzard under its 

wing, and, peradventure, a necklace of savory sausages; and even bright chanticleer himself lay 

sprawling on his back, in a side-dish, with uplifted claws, as if craving that quarter which his 

chivalrous spirit disdained to ask while living.

  23

  As the enraptured Ichabod fancied all this, and as he rolled his great green eyes over the fat 

meadow-lands, the rich fields of wheat, of rye, of buckwheat, and Indian corn, and the orchards 

burthened with ruddy fruit, which surrounded the warm tenement of Van Tassel, his heart 

yearned after the damsel who was to inherit these domains, and his imagination expanded with 

the idea, how they might be readily turned into cash, and the money invested in immense tracts 

of wild land, and shingle palaces in the wilderness. Nay, his busy fancy already realized his 

hopes, and presented to him the blooming Katrina, with a whole family of children, mounted on 

the top of a wagon loaded with household trumpery, with pots and kettles dangling beneath; and 

he beheld himself bestriding a pacing mare, with a colt at her heels, setting out for Kentucky, 

Tennessee, or the Lord knows where.

  24

  When he entered the house the conquest of his heart was complete. It was one of those spacious 

farmhouses, with high-ridged, but lowly-sloping roofs, built in the style handed down from the 

first Dutch settlers; the low projecting eaves forming a piazza along the front, capable of being 
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closed up in bad weather. Under this were hung flails, harness, various utensils of husbandry, and 

nets for fishing in the neighboring river. Benches were built along the sides for summer use; and 

a great spinning-wheel at one end, and a churn at the other, showed the various uses to which this 

important porch might be devoted. From this piazza the wondering Ichabod entered the hall, 

which formed the centre of the mansion and the place of usual residence. Here, rows of 

resplendent pewter, ranged on a long dresser, dazzled his eyes. In one corner stood a huge bag of 

wool ready to be spun; in another a quantity of linsey-woolsey just from the loom; ears of Indian 

corn, and strings of dried apples and peaches, hung in gay festoons along the walls, mingled with 

the gaud of red peppers; and a door left ajar gave him a peep into the best parlor, where the claw-

footed chairs, and dark mahogany tables, shone like mirrors; and irons, with their accompanying 

shovel and tongs, glistened from their covert of asparagus tops; mock-oranges and conch-shells 

decorated the mantelpiece; strings of various colored birds’ eggs were suspended above it: a 

great ostrich egg was hung from the centre of the room, and a corner cupboard, knowingly left 

open, displayed immense treasures of old silver and well-mended china.

  25

  From the moment Ichabod laid his eyes upon these regions of delight, the peace of his mind 

was at an end, and his only study was how to gain the affections of the peerless daughter of Van 

Tassel. In this enterprise, however, he had more real difficulties than generally fell to the lot of a 

knight-errant of yore, who seldom had any thing but giants, enchanters, fiery dragons, and such 

like easily-conquered adversaries, to contend with; and had to make his way merely through 

gates of iron and brass, and walls of adamant, to the castle keep, where the lady of his heart was 

confined; all which he achieved as easily as a man would carve his way to the centre of a 

Christmas pie; and then the lady gave him her hand as a matter of course. Ichabod, on the 

contrary, had to win his way to the heart of a country coquette, beset with a labyrinth of whims 

and caprices, which were for ever presenting new difficulties and impediments; and he had to 

encounter a host of fearful adversaries of real flesh and blood, the numerous rustic admirers, who 

beset every portal to her heart; keeping a watchful and angry eye upon each other, but ready to 

fly out in the common cause against any new competitor.

  26

  Among these the most formidable was a burly, roaring, roystering blade, of the name of 

Abraham, or, according to the Dutch abbreviation, Brom Van Brunt, the hero of the country 

round, which rang with his feats of strength and hardihood. He was broad-shouldered and 

double-jointed, with short curly black hair, and a bluff, but not unpleasant countenance, having a 

mingled air of fun and arrogance. From his Herculean frame and great powers of limb, he had 

received the nickname of BROM BONES, by which he was universally known. He was famed 

for great knowledge and skill in horsemanship, being as dexterous on horseback as a Tartar.

  27

  He was foremost at all races and cock-fights; and, with the ascendency which bodily strength 

acquires in rustic life, was the umpire in all disputes, setting his hat on one side, and giving his 

decisions with an air and tone admitting of no gainsay or appeal. He was always ready for either 

a fight or a frolic; but had more mischief than ill-will in his composition; and, with all his 

overbearing roughness, there was a strong dash of waggish good humor at bottom. He had three 

or four boon companions, who regarded him as their model, and at the head of whom he scoured 
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the country, attending every scene of feud or merriment for miles round. In cold weather he was 

distinguished by a fur cap, surmounted with a flaunting fox’s tail; and when the folks at a country 

gathering descried this well-known crest at a distance, whisking about among a squad of hard 

riders, they always stood by for a squall. Sometimes his crew would be heard dashing along past 

the farmhouses at midnight, with whoop and halloo, like a troop of Don Cossacks; and the old 

dames, startled out of their sleep, would listen for a moment till the hurry-scurry had clattered by, 

and then exclaim, “Ay, there goes Brom Bones and his gang!” The neighbors looked upon him 

with a mixture of awe, admiration, and good will; and when any madcap prank, or rustic brawl, 

occurred in the vicinity, always shook their heads, and warranted Brom Bones was at the bottom 

of it.

  28

  This rantipole hero had for some time singled out the blooming Katrina for the object of his 

uncouth gallantries, and though his amorous toyings were something like the gentle caresses and 

endearments of a bear, yet it was whispered that she did not altogether discourage his hopes. 

Certain it is, his advances were signals for rival candidates to retire, who felt no inclination to 

cross a lion in his amours; insomuch, that when his horse was seen tied to Van Tassel’s paling, on 

a Sunday night, a sure sign that his master was courting, or, as it is termed “sparking,” within, all 

other suitors passed by in despair, and carried the war into other quarters.

  29

  Such was the formidable rival with whom Ichabod Crane had to contend, and, considering all 

things, a stouter man than he would have shrunk from the competition, and a wiser man would 

have despaired. He had, however, a happy mixture of pliability and perseverance in his nature; 

he was in form and spirit like a supple-jack—yielding, but tough; though he bent, he never 

broke; and though he bowed beneath the slightest pressure, yet, the moment it was away—jerk! 

he was as erect, and carried his head as high as ever.

  30

  To have taken the field openly against his rival would have been madness; for he was not a man 

to be thwarted in his amours, any more than that stormy lover, Achilles. Ichabod, therefore, made 

his advances in a quiet and gently-insinuating manner. Under cover of his character of singing-

master, he made frequent visits at the farmhouse; not that he had any thing to apprehend from the 

meddlesome interference of parents, which is so often a stumbling-block in the path of lovers. 

Balt Van Tassel was an easy indulgent soul; he loved his daughter better even than his pipe, and, 

like a reasonable man and an excellent father, let her have her way in every thing. His notable 

little wife, too, had enough to do to attend to her housekeeping and manage her poultry; for, as 

she sagely observed, ducks and geese are foolish things, and must be looked after, but girls can 

take care of themselves. Thus while the busy dame bustled about the house, or plied her 

spinning-wheel at one end of the piazza, honest Balt would sit smoking his evening pipe at the 

other, watching the achievements of a little wooden warrior, who, armed with a sword in each 

hand, was most valiantly fighting the wind on the pinnacle of the barn. In the mean time, Ichabod 

would carry on his suit with the daughter by the side of the spring under the great elm, or 

sauntering along in the twilight, that hour so favorable to the lover’s eloquence.

  31
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  I profess not to know how women’s hearts are wooed and won. To me they have always been 

matters of riddle and admiration. Some seem to have but one vulnerable point, or door of access; 

while others have a thousand avenues, and may be captured in a thousand different ways. It is a 

great triumph of skill to gain the former, but a still greater proof of generalship to maintain 

possession of the latter, for the man must battle for his fortress at every door and window. He 

who wins a thousand common hearts is therefore entitled to some renown; but he who keeps 

undisputed sway over the heart of a coquette, is indeed a hero. Certain it is, this was not the case 

with the redoubtable Brom Bones; and from the moment Ichabod Crane made his advances, the 

interests of the former evidently declined; his horse was no longer seen tied at the palings on 

Sunday nights, and a deadly feud gradually arose between him and the preceptor of Sleepy 

Hollow.

  32

  Brom, who had a degree of rough chivalry in his nature, would fain have carried matters to 

open warfare, and have settled their pretensions to the lady, according to the mode of those most 

concise and simple reasoners, the knights-errant of yore—by single combat; but Ichabod was too 

conscious of the superior might of his adversary to enter the lists against him: he had overheard a 

boast of Bones, that he would “double the schoolmaster up, and lay him on a shelf of his own 

school-house;” and he was too wary to give him an opportunity. There was something extremely 

provoking in this obstinately pacific system; it left Brom no alternative but to draw upon the 

funds of rustic waggery in his disposition, and to play off boorish practical jokes upon his rival. 

Ichabod became the object of whimsical persecution to Bones, and his gang of rough riders. 

They harried his hitherto peaceful domains; smoked out his singing school, by stopping up the 

chimney; broke into the school-house at night, in spite of its formidable fastenings of withe and 

window stakes, and turned every thing topsy-turvy: so that the poor schoolmaster began to think 

all the witches in the country held their meetings there. But what was still more annoying, Brom 

took all opportunities of turning him into ridicule in presence of his mistress, and had a scoundrel 

dog whom he taught to whine in the most ludicrous manner, and introduced as a rival of 

Ichabod’s to instruct her in psalmody.

  33

  In this way matters went on for some time, without producing any material effect on the relative 

situation of the contending powers. On a fine autumnal afternoon, Ichabod, in pensive mood, sat 

enthroned on the lofty stool whence he usually watched all the concerns of his little literary 

realm. In his hand he swayed a ferule, that sceptre of despotic power; the birch of justice reposed 

on three nails, behind the throne, a constant terror to evil doers; while on the desk before him 

might be seen sundry contraband articles and prohibited weapons, detected upon the persons of 

idle urchins; such as half-munched apples, popguns, whirligigs, fly-cages, and whole legions of 

rampant little paper gamecocks. Apparently there had been some appalling act of justice recently 

inflicted, for his scholars were all busily intent upon their books, or slyly whispering behind 

them with one eye kept upon the master; and a kind of buzzing stillness reigned throughout the 

school-room. It was suddenly interrupted by the appearance of a negro, in tow-cloth jacket and 

trowsers, a round-crowned fragment of a hat, like the cap of Mercury, and mounted on the back 

of a ragged, wild, half-broken colt, which he managed with a rope by way of halter. He came 

clattering up to the school door with an invitation to Ichabod to attend a merry-making or 
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“quilting frolic,” to be held that evening at Mynheer Van Tassel’s; and having delivered his 

message with that air of importance, and effort at fine language, which a negro is apt to display 

on petty embassies of that kind, he dashed over the brook, and was seen scampering away up the 

hollow, full of the importance and hurry of his mission.

  34

  All was now bustle and hubbub in the late quiet schoolroom. The scholars were hurried through 

their lessons, without stopping at trifles; those who were nimble skipped over half with impunity, 

and those who were tardy, had a smart application now and then in the rear, to quicken their 

speed, or help them over a tall word. Books were flung aside without being put away on the 

shelves, inkstands were overturned, benches thrown down, and the whole school was turned 

loose an hour before the usual time, bursting forth like a legion of young imps, yelping and 

racketing about the green, in joy at their early emancipation.

  35

  The gallant Ichabod now spent at least an extra half hour at his toilet, brushing and furbishing 

up his best, and indeed only suit of rusty black, and arranging his looks by a bit of broken 

looking-glass, that hung up in the schoolhouse. That he might make his appearance before his 

mistress in the true style of a cavalier, he borrowed a horse from the farmer with whom he was 

domiciliated, a choleric old Dutchman, of the name of Hans Van Ripper, and, thus gallantly 

mounted, issued forth, like a knight-errant in quest of adventures. But it is meet I should, in the 

true spirit of romantic story, give some account of the looks and equipments of my hero and his 

steed. The animal he bestrode was a broken-down plough-horse, that had outlived almost every 

thing but his viciousness. He was gaunt and shagged, with a ewe neck and a head like a hammer; 

his rusty mane and tail were tangled and knotted with burrs; one eye had lost its pupil, and was 

glaring and spectral; but the other had the gleam of a genuine devil in it. Still he must have had 

fire and mettle in his day, if we may judge from the name he bore of Gunpowder. He had, in fact, 

been a favorite steed of his master’s, the choleric Van Ripper, who was a furious rider, and had 

infused, very probably, some of his own spirit into the animal; for, old and broken-down as he 

looked, there was more of the lurking devil in him than in any young filly in the country.

  36

  Ichabod was a suitable figure for such a steed. He rode with short stirrups, which brought his 

knees nearly up to the pommel of the saddle; his sharp elbows stuck out like grasshoppers’; he 

carried his whip perpendicularly in his hand, like a sceptre, and, as his horse jogged on, the 

motion of his arms was not unlike the flapping of a pair of wings. A small wool hat rested on the 

top of his nose, for so his scanty strip of forehead might be called; and the skirts of his black coat 

fluttered out almost to the horse’s tail. Such was the appearance of Ichabod and his steed, as they 

shambled out of the gate of Hans Van Ripper, and it was altogether such an apparition as is 

seldom to be met with in broad daylight.

  37

  It was, as I have said, a fine autumnal day, the sky was clear and serene, and nature wore that 

rich and golden livery which we always associate with the idea of abundance. The forests had put 

on their sober brown and yellow, while some trees of the tenderer kind had been nipped by the 

frosts into brilliant dyes of orange, purple, and scarlet. Streaming files of wild ducks began to 

make their appearance high in the air; the bark of the squirrel might be heard from the groves of 
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beech and hickory nuts, and the pensive whistle of the quail at intervals from the neighboring 

stubble-field.

  38

  The small birds were taking their farewell banquets. In the fulness of their revelry, they 

fluttered, chirping and frolicking, from bush to bush, and tree to tree, capricious from the very 

profusion and variety around them. There was the honest cock-robin, the favorite game of 

stripling sportsmen, with its loud querulous note; and the twittering blackbirds flying in sable 

clouds; and the golden-winged woodpecker, with his crimson crest, his broad black gorget, and 

splendid plumage; and the cedar bird, with its red-tipt wings and yellow-tipt tail, and its little 

monteiro cap of feathers; and the blue-jay, that noisy coxcomb, in his gay light-blue coat and 

white under-clothes; screaming and chattering, nodding and bobbing and bowing, and pretending 

to be on good terms with every songster of the grove.

  39

  As Ichabod jogged slowly on his way, his eye, ever open to every symptom of culinary 

abundance, ranged with delight over the treasures of jolly autumn. On all sides he beheld vast 

store of apples; some hanging in oppressive opulence on the trees; some gathered into baskets 

and barrels for the market; others heaped up in rich piles for the cider-press. Farther on he beheld 

great fields of Indian corn, with its golden ears peeping from their leafy coverts, and holding out 

the promise of cakes and hasty pudding; and the yellow pumpkins lying beneath them, turning up 

their fair round bellies to the sun, and giving ample prospects of the most luxurious of pies; and 

anon he passed the fragrant buckwheat fields, breathing the odor of the beehive, and as he beheld 

them, soft anticipations stole over his mind of dainty slapjacks, well buttered, and garnished with 

honey or treacle, by the delicate little dimpled hand of Katrina Van Tassel.

  40

  Thus feeding his mind with many sweet thoughts and “sugared suppositions,” he journeyed 

along the sides of a range of hills which look out upon some of the goodliest scenes of the 

mighty Hudson. The sun gradually wheeled his broad disk down into the west. The wide bosom 

of the Tappan Zee lay motionless and glassy, excepting that here and there a gentle undulation 

waved and prolonged the blue shadow of the distant mountain. A few amber clouds floated in the 

sky, without a breath of air to move them. The horizon was of a fine golden tint, changing 

gradually into a pure apple green, and from that into the deep blue of the mid-heaven. A slanting 

ray lingered on the woody crests of the precipices that overhung some parts of the river, giving 

greater depth to the dark-gray and purple of their rocky sides. A sloop was loitering in the 

distance, dropping slowly down with the tide, her sail hanging uselessly against the mast; and as 

the reflection of the sky gleamed along the still water, it seemed as if the vessel was suspended in 

the air.

  41

  It was toward evening that Ichabod arrived at the castle of the Heer Van Tassel, which he found 

thronged with the pride and flower of the adjacent country. Old farmers, a spare leathern-faced 

race, in homespun coats and breeches, blue stockings, huge shoes, and magnificent pewter 

buckles. Their brisk withered little dames, in close crimped caps, long-waisted short-gowns, 

home-spun petticoats, with scissors and pincushions, and gay calico pockets hanging on the 

outside. Buxom lasses, almost as antiquated as their mothers, excepting where a straw hat, a fine 
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ribbon, or perhaps a white frock, gave symptoms of city innovation. The sons, in short square-

skirted coats with rows of stupendous brass buttons, and their hair generally queued in the 

fashion of the times, especially if they could procure an eel-skin for the purpose, it being 

esteemed, throughout the country, as a potent nourisher and strengthener of the hair.

  42

  Brom Bones, however, was the hero of the scene, having come to the gathering on his favorite 

steed Daredevil, a creature, like himself, full of mettle and mischief, and which no one but 

himself could manage. He was, in fact, noted for preferring vicious animals, given to all kinds of 

tricks, which kept the rider in constant risk of his neck, for he held a tractable well-broken horse 

as unworthy of a lad of spirit.

  43

  Fain would I pause to dwell upon the world of charms that burst upon the enraptured gaze of 

my hero, as he entered the state parlor of Van Tassel’s mansion. Not those of the bevy of buxom 

lasses, with their luxurious display of red and white; but the ample charms of a genuine Dutch 

country tea-table, in the sumptuous time of autumn. Such heaped-up platters of cakes of various 

and almost indescribable kinds, known only to experienced Dutch housewives! There was the 

doughty dough-nut, the tenderer oly koek, and the crisp and crumbling cruller; sweet cakes and 

short cakes, ginger cakes and honey cakes, and the whole family of cakes. And then there were 

apple pies and peach pies and pumpkin pies; besides slices of ham and smoked beef; and 

moreover delectable dishes of preserved plums, and peaches, and pears, and quinces; not to 

mention broiled shad and roasted chickens; together with bowls of milk and cream, all mingled 

higgledy-piggledly, pretty much as I have enumerated them, with the motherly tea-pot sending 

up its clouds of vapor from the midst—Heaven bless the mark! I want breath and time to discuss 

this banquet as it deserves, and am too eager to get on with my story. Happily, Ichabod Crane 

was not in so great a hurry as his historian, but did ample justice to every dainty.

  44

  He was a kind and thankful creature, whose heart dilated in proportion as his skin was filled 

with good cheer; and whose spirits rose with eating as some men’s do with drink. He could not 

help, too, rolling his large eyes round him as he ate, and chuckling with the possibility that he 

might one day be lord of all this scene of almost unimaginable luxury and splendor. Then, he 

thought, how soon he’d turn his back upon the old school-house; snap his fingers in the face of 

Hans Van Ripper, and every other niggardly patron, and kick any itinerant pedagogue out of 

doors that should dare to call him comrade!

  45

  Old Baltus Van Tassel moved about among his guests with a face dilated with content and good 

humor, round and jolly as the harvest moon. His hospitable attentions were brief, but expressive, 

being confined to a shake of the hand, a slap on the shoulder, a loud laugh, and a pressing 

invitation to “fall to, and help themselves.”

  46

  And now the sound of the music from the common room, or hall, summoned to the dance. The 

musician was an old grayheaded negro, who had been the itinerant orchestra of the neighborhood 

for more than half a century. His instrument was as old and battered as himself. The greater part 

of the time he scraped on two or three strings, accompanying every movement of the bow with a 
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motion of the head; bowing almost to the ground, and stamping with his foot whenever a fresh 

couple were to start.

  47

  Ichabod prided himself upon his dancing as much as upon his vocal powers. Not a limb, not a 

fibre about him was idle; and to have seen his loosely hung frame in full motion, and clattering 

about the room, you would have thought Saint Vitus himself, that blessed patron of the dance, 

was figuring before you in person. He was the admiration of all the negroes; who, having 

gathered, of all ages and sizes, from the farm and the neighborhood, stood forming a pyramid of 

shining black faces at every door and window, gazing with delight at the scene, rolling their 

white eye-balls, and showing grinning rows of ivory from ear to ear. How could the flogger of 

urchins be otherwise than animated and joyous? the lady of his heart was his partner in the 

dance, and smiling graciously in reply to all his amorous oglings; while Brom Bones, sorely 

smitten with love and jealousy, sat brooding by himself in one corner.

  48

  When the dance was at an end, Ichabod was attracted to a knot of the sager folks, who, with old 

Van Tassel, sat smoking at one end of the piazza, gossiping over former times, and drawing out 

long stories about the war.

  49

  This neighborhood, at the time of which I am speaking, was one of those highly-favored places 

which abound with chronicle and great men. The British and American line had run near it 

during the war; it had, therefore, been the scene of marauding, and infested with refugees, cow-

boys, and all kinds of border chivalry. Just sufficient time had elapsed to enable each story-teller 

to dress up his tale with a little becoming fiction, and, in the indistinctness of his recollection, to 

make himself the hero of every exploit.

  50

  There was the story of Doffue Martling, a large blue-bearded Dutchman, who had nearly taken 

a British frigate with an old iron nine-pounder from a mud breastwork, only that his gun burst at 

the sixth discharge. And there was an old gentleman who shall be nameless, being too rich a 

mynheer to be lightly mentioned, who, in the battle of White-plains, being an excellent master of 

defence, parried a musket ball with a small sword, insomuch that he absolutely felt it whiz round 

the blade, and glance off at the hilt: in proof of which, he was ready at any time to show the 

sword, with the hilt a little bent. There were several more that had been equally great in the field, 

not one of whom but was persuaded that he had a considerable hand in bringing the war to a 

happy termination.

  51

  But all these were nothing to the tales of ghosts and apparitions that succeeded. The 

neighborhood is rich in legendary treasures of the kind. Local tales and superstitions thrive best 

in these sheltered long-settled retreats; but are trampled under foot by the shifting throng that 

forms the populations of most of our country places. Besides, there is no encouragement for 

ghosts in most of our villages, for, they have scarcely had time to finish their first nap, and turn 

themselves in their graves, before their surviving friends have travelled away from the 

neighborhood; so that when they turn out at night to walk their rounds, they have no 
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acquaintance left to call upon. This is perhaps the reason why we so seldom hear of ghosts 

except in our long-established Dutch communities.

  52

  The immediate cause, however, of the prevalence of supernatural stories in these parts, was 

doubtless owing to the vicinity of Sleepy Hollow. There was a contagion in the very air that blew 

from that haunted region; it breathed forth an atmosphere of dreams and fancies infecting all the 

land. Several of the Sleepy Hollow people were present at Van Tassel’s, and, as usual, were 

doling out their wild and wonderful legends. Many dismal tales were told about funeral trains, 

and mourning cries and wailing heard and seen about the great tree where the unfortunate Major 

André was taken, and which stood in the neighborhood. Some mention was made also of the 

woman in white, that haunted the dark glen at Raven Rock, and was often heard to shriek on 

winter nights before a storm, having perished there in the snow. The chief part of the stories, 

however, turned upon the favorite spectre of Sleepy Hollow, the headless horseman, who had 

been heard several times of late, patrolling the country; and, it was said, tethered his horse 

nightly among the graves in the church-yard.

  53

  The sequestered situation of this church seems always to have made it a favorite haunt of 

troubled spirits. It stands on a knoll, surrounded by locust-trees and lofty elms, from among 

which its decent whitewashed walls shine modestly forth, like Christian purity beaming through 

the shades of retirement. A gentle slope descends from it to a silver sheet of water, bordered by 

high trees, between which, peeps may be caught at the blue hills of the Hudson. To look upon its 

grass-grown yard, where the sunbeams seem to sleep so quietly, one would think that there at 

least the dead might rest in peace. On one side of the church extends a wide woody dell, along 

which raves a large brook among broken rocks and trunks of fallen trees. Over a deep black part 

of the stream, not far from the church, was formerly thrown a wooden bridge; the road that led to 

it, and the bridge itself, were thickly shaded by overhanging trees, which cast a gloom about it, 

even in the daytime; but occasioned a fearful darkness at night. This was one of the favorite 

haunts of the headless horseman; and the place where he was most frequently encountered. The 

tale was told of old Brouwer, a most heretical disbeliever in ghosts, how he met the horseman 

returning from his foray into Sleepy Hollow, and was obliged to get up behind him; how they 

galloped over bush and brake, over hill and swamp, until they reached the bridge; when the 

horseman suddenly turned into a skeleton, threw old Brouwer into the brook, and sprang away 

over the tree-tops with a clap of thunder.

  54

  This story was immediately matched by a thrice marvellous adventure of Brom Bones, who 

made light of the galloping Hessian as an arrant jockey. He affirmed that, on returning one night 

from the neighboring village of Sing Sing, he had been overtaken by this midnight trooper; that 

he had offered to race with him for a bowl of punch, and should have won it too, for Dare-devil 

beat the goblin horse all hollow, but, just as they came to the church bridge, the Hessian bolted, 

and vanished in a flash of fire.

  55

  All these tales, told in that drowsy undertone with which men talk in the dark, the countenances 

of the listeners only now and then receiving a casual gleam from the glare of a pipe, sank deep in 

Rhetoric Poetry and Short Story Selections for Year 3 Tapestry of Grace Co-op 2009/2010

80



the mind of Ichabod. He repaid them in kind with large extracts from his invaluable author, 

Cotton Mather, and added many marvellous events that had taken place in his native State of 

Connecticut, and fearful sights which he had seen in his nightly walks about Sleepy Hollow.

  56

  The revel now gradually broke up. The old farmers gathered together their families in their 

wagons, and were heard for some time rattling along the hollow roads, and over the distant hills. 

Some of the damsels mounted on pillions behind their favorite swains, and their light-hearted 

laughter, mingling with the clatter of hoofs, echoed along the silent woodlands, sounding fainter 

and fainter until they gradually died away—and the late scene of noise and frolic was all silent 

and deserted. Ichabod only lingered behind, according to the custom of country lovers, to have a 

tête-à-tête with the heiress, fully convinced that he was now on the high road to success. What 

passed at this interview I will not pretend to say, for in fact I do not know. Something, however, I 

fear me, must have gone wrong, for he certainly sallied forth, after no very great interval, with an 

air quite desolate and chop-fallen.—Oh these women! these women! Could that girl have been 

playing off any of her coquettish tricks?—Was her encouragement of the poor pedagogue all a 

mere sham to secure her conquest of his rival?—Heaven only knows, not I!—Let it suffice to 

say, Ichabod stole forth with the air of one who had been sacking a hen-roost, rather than a fair 

lady’s heart. Without looking to the right or left to notice the scene of rural wealth, on which he 

had so often gloated, he went straight to the stable, and with several hearty cuffs and kicks, 

roused his steed most uncourteously from the comfortable quarters in which he was soundly 

sleeping, dreaming of mountains of corn and oats, and whole valleys of timothy and clover.

  57

  It was the very witching time of night that Ichabod, heavy-hearted and crest-fallen, pursued his 

travel homewards, along the sides of the lofty hills which rise above Tarry Town, and which he 

had traversed so cheerily in the afternoon. The hour was dismal as himself. Far below him, the 

Tappan Zee spread its dusky and indistinct waste of waters, with here and there the tall mast of a 

sloop, riding quietly at anchor under the land. In the dead hush of midnight, he could even hear 

the barking of the watch dog from the opposite shore of the Hudson; but it was so vague and 

faint as only to give an idea of his distance from this faithful companion of man. Now and then, 

too, the long-drawn crowing of a cock, accidentally awakened, would sound far, far off from 

some farmhouse away among the hills—but it was like a dreaming sound in his ear. No signs of 

life occurred near him, but occasionally the melancholy chirp of a cricket, or perhaps the guttural 

twang of a bull-frog, from a neighboring marsh, as if sleeping uncomfortably, and turning 

suddenly in his bed.

  58

  All the stories of ghosts and goblins that he had heard in the afternoon, now came crowding 

upon his recollection. The night grew darker and darker; the stars seemed to sink deeper in the 

sky, and driving clouds occasionally hid them from his sight. He had never felt so lonely and 

dismal. He was, moreover, approaching the very place where many of the scenes of the ghost 

stories had been laid. In the centre of the road stood an enormous tulip-tree, which towered like a 

giant above all the other trees of the neighborhood, and formed a kind of landmark. Its limbs 

were gnarled, and fantastic, large enough to form trunks for ordinary trees, twisting down almost 

to the earth, and rising again into the air.
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  59

  It was connected with the tragical story of the unfortunate André, who had been taken prisoner 

hard by; and was universally known by the name of Major André’s tree. The common people 

regarded it with a mixture of respect and superstition, partly out of sympathy for the fate of its 

ill-starred namesake, and partly from the tales of strange sights and doleful lamentations told 

concerning it.

  60

  As Ichabod approached this fearful tree, he began to whistle: he thought his whistle was 

answered—it was but a blast sweeping sharply through the dry branches. As he approached a 

little nearer, he thought he saw something white, hanging in the midst of the tree—he paused and 

ceased whistling; but on looking more narrowly, perceived that it was a place where the tree had 

been scathed by lightning, and the white wood laid bare. Suddenly he heard a groan—his teeth 

chattered and his knees smote against the saddle: it was but the rubbing of one huge bough upon 

another, as they were swayed about by the breeze. He passed the tree in safety, but new perils lay  

before him.

  61

  About two hundred yards from the tree a small brook crossed the road, and ran into a marshy 

and thickly-wooded glen, known by the name of Wiley’s swamp. A few rough logs, laid side by 

side, served for a bridge over this stream. On that side of the road where the brook entered the 

wood, a group of oaks and chestnuts, matted thick with wild grapevines, threw a cavernous 

gloom over it. To pass this bridge was the severest trial. It was at this identical spot that the 

unfortunate André was captured, and under the covert of those chestnuts and vines were the 

sturdy yeomen concealed who surprised him. This has ever since been considered a haunted 

stream, and fearful are the feelings of the schoolboy who has to pass it alone after dark.

  62

  As he approached the stream his heart began to thump; he summoned up, however, all his 

resolution, gave his horse half a score of kicks in the ribs, and attempted to dash briskly across 

the bridge; but instead of starting forward, the perverse old animal made a lateral movement, and 

ran broadside against the fence. Ichabod, whose fears increased with the delay, jerked the reins 

on the other side, and kicked lustily with the contrary foot: it was all in vain; his steed started, it 

is true, but it was only to plunge to the opposite side of the road into a thicket of brambles and 

alder bushes. The schoolmaster now bestowed both whip and heel upon the starveling ribs of old 

Gunpowder, who dashed forward, snuffling and snorting, but came to a stand just by the bridge, 

with a suddenness that had nearly sent his rider sprawling over his head. Just at this moment a 

plashy tramp by the side of the bridge caught the sensitive ear of Ichabod. In the dark shadow of 

the grove, on the margin of the brook, he beheld something huge, misshapen, black and 

towering. It stirred not, but seemed gathered up in the gloom, like some gigantic monster ready 

to spring upon the traveller.

  63

  The hair of the affrighted pedagogue rose upon his head with terror. What was to be done? To 

turn and fly was now too late; and besides, what chance was there of escaping ghost or goblin, if 

such it was, which could ride upon the wings of the wind? Summoning up, therefore, a show of 

courage, he demanded in stammering accents—“Who are you?” He received no reply. He 
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repeated his demand in a still more agitated voice. Still there was no answer. Once more he 

cudgelled the sides of the inflexible Gunpowder, and, shutting his eyes, broke forth with 

involuntary fervor into a psalm tune. Just then the shadowy object of alarm put itself in motion, 

and, with a scramble and a bound, stood at once in the middle of the road. Though the night was 

dark and dismal, yet the form of the unknown might now in some degree be ascertained. He 

appeared to be a horseman of large dimensions, and mounted on a black horse of powerful 

frame. He made no offer of molestation or sociability, but kept aloof on one side of the road, 

jogging along on the blind side of old Gunpowder, who had now got over his fright and 

waywardness.

  64

  Ichabod, who had no relish for this strange midnight companion, and bethought himself of the 

adventure of Brom Bones with the Galloping Hessian, now quickened his steed, in hopes of 

leaving him behind. The stranger, however, quickened his horse to an equal pace. Ichabod pulled 

up, and fell into a walk, thinking to lag behind—the other did the same. His heart began to sink 

within him; he endeavored to resume his psalm tune, but his parched tongue clove to the roof of 

his mouth, and he could not utter a stave. There was something in the moody and dogged silence 

of this pertinacious companion, that was mysterious and appalling. It was soon fearfully 

accounted for. On mounting a rising ground, which brought the figure of his fellow-traveller in 

relief against the sky, gigantic in height, and muffled in a cloak, Ichabod was horror-struck, on 

perceiving that he was headless!—but his horror was still more increased, on observing that the 

head, which should have rested on his shoulders, was carried before him on the pommel of the 

saddle; his terror rose to desperation; he rained a shower of kicks and blows upon Gunpowder; 

hoping, by a sudden movement, to give his companion the slip—but the spectre started full jump 

with him. Away then they dashed, through thick and thin; stones flying, and sparks flashing at 

every bound. Ichabod’s flimsy garments fluttered in the air, as he stretched his long lanky body 

away over his horse’s head, in the eagerness of his flight.

  65

  They had now reached the road which turns off to Sleepy Hollow; but Gunpowder, who seemed 

possessed with a demon, instead of keeping up it, made an opposite turn, and plunged headlong 

down hill to the left. This road leads through a sandy hollow, shaded by trees for about a quarter 

of a mile, where it crosses the bridge famous in goblin story, and just beyond swells the green 

knoll on which stands the whitewashed church.

  66

  As yet the panic of the steed had given his unskilful rider an apparent advantage in the chase; 

but just as he had got half way through the hollow, the girths of the saddle gave way, and he felt 

it slipping from under him. He seized it by the pommel, and endeavored to hold it firm, but in 

vain; and had just time to save himself by clasping old Gunpowder round the neck, when the 

saddle fell to the earth, and he heard it trampled under foot by his pursuer. For a moment the 

terror of Hans Van Ripper’s wrath passed across his mind—for it was his Sunday saddle; but this 

was no time for petty fears; the goblin was hard on his haunches; and (unskilful rider that he 

was!) he had much ado to maintain his seat; sometimes slipping on one side, sometimes on 

another, and sometimes jolted on the high ridge of his horse’s backbone, with a violence that he 

verily feared would cleave him asunder.
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  67

  An opening in the trees now cheered him with the hopes that the church bridge was at hand. The 

wavering reflection of a silver star in the bosom of the brook told him that he was not mistaken. 

He saw the walls of the church dimly glaring under the trees beyond. He recollected the place 

where Brom Bones’s ghostly competitor had disappeared. “If I can but reach that bridge,” 

thought Ichabod, “I am safe.” Just then he heard the black steed panting and blowing close 

behind him; he even fancied that he felt his hot breath. Another convulsive kick in the ribs, and 

old Gunpowder sprang upon the bridge; he thundered over the resounding planks; he gained the 

opposite side; and now Ichabod cast a look behind to see if his pursuer should vanish, according 

to rule, in a flash of fire and brimstone. Just then he saw the goblin rising in his stirrups, and in 

the very act of hurling his head at him. Ichabod endeavored to dodge the horrible missile, but too 

late. It encountered his cranium with a tremendous crash—he was tumbled headlong into the 

dust, and Gunpowder, the black steed, and the goblin rider, passed by like a whirlwind.

  68

  The next morning the old horse was found without his saddle, and with the bridle under his feet, 

soberly cropping the grass at his master’s gate. Ichabod did not make his appearance at breakfast

—dinner-hour came, but no Ichabod. The boys assembled at the schoolhouse, and strolled idly 

about the banks of the brook; but no school-master. Hans Van Ripper now began to feel some 

uneasiness about the fate of poor Ichabod, and his saddle. An inquiry was set on foot, and after 

diligent investigation they came upon his traces. In one part of the road leading to the church was 

found the saddle trampled in the dirt; the tracks of horses’ hoofs deeply dented in the road, and 

evidently at furious speed, were traced to the bridge, beyond which, on the bank of a broad part 

of the brook, where the water ran deep and black, was found the hat of the unfortunate Ichabod, 

and close beside it a shattered pumpkin.

  69

  The brook was searched, but the body of the school-master was not to be discovered. Hans Van 

Ripper, as executor of his estate, examined the bundle which contained all his worldly effects. 

They consisted of two shirts and a half; two stocks for the neck; a pair or two of worsted 

stockings; an old pair of corduroy small-clothes; a rusty razor; a book of psalm tunes, full of 

dogs’ ears; and a broken pitchpipe. As to the books and furniture of the school-house, they 

belonged to the community, excepting Cotton Mather’s History of Witchcraft, a New England 

Almanac, and a book of dreams and fortune-telling; in which last was a sheet of foolscap much 

scribbled and blotted in several fruitless attempts to make a copy of verses in honor of the heiress 

of Van Tassel. These magic books and the poetic scrawls were forthwith consigned to the flames 

by Hans Van Ripper; who from that time forward determined to send his children no more to 

school; observing, that he never knew any good come of this same reading and writing. 

Whatever money the schoolmaster possessed, and he had received his quarter’s pay but a day or 

two before, he must have had about his person at the time of his disappearance.

  70

  The mysterious event caused much speculation at the church on the following Sunday. Knots of 

gazers and gossips were collected in the churchyard, at the bridge, and at the spot where the hat 

and pumpkin had been found. The stories of Brouwer, of Bones, and a whole budget of others, 

were called to mind; and when they had diligently considered them all, and compared them with 
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the symptoms of the present case, they shook their heads, and came to the conclusion that 

Ichabod had been carried off by the galloping Hessian. As he was a bachelor, and in nobody’s 

debt, nobody troubled his head any more about him. The school was removed to a different 

quarter of the hollow, and another pedagogue reigned in his stead.

  71

  It is true, an old farmer, who had been down to New York on a visit several years after, and 

from whom this account of the ghostly adventure was received, brought home the intelligence 

that Ichabod Crane was still alive; that he had left the neighborhood, partly through fear of the 

goblin and Hans Van Ripper, and partly in mortification at having been suddenly dismissed by 

the heiress; that he had changed his quarters to a distant part of the country; had kept school and 

studied law at the same time, had been admitted to the bar, turned politician, electioneered, 

written for the newspapers, and finally had been made a justice of the Ten Pound Court. Brom 

Bones too, who shortly after his rival’s disappearance conducted the blooming Katrina in 

triumph to the altar, was observed to look exceedingly knowing whenever the story of Ichabod 

was related, and always burst into a hearty laugh at the mention of the pumpkin; which led some 

to suspect that he knew more about the matter than he chose to tell.

  72

  The old country wives, however, who are the best judges of these matters, maintain to this day 

that Ichabod was spirited away by supernatural means; and it is a favorite story often told about 

the neighborhood round the winter evening fire. The bridge became more than ever an object of 

superstitious awe, and that may be the reason why the road has been altered of late years, so as to 

approach the church by the border of the mill-pond. The school-house being deserted, soon fell 

to decay, and was reported to be haunted by the ghost of the unfortunate pedagogue; and the 

ploughboy, loitering homeward of a still summer evening, has often fancied his voice at a 

distance, chanting a melancholy psalm tune among the tranquil solitudes of Sleepy Hollow.

  73

Note 1.  The whip-poor-will is a bird which is only heard at night. It receives its name from its 

note, which is thought to resemble those words. 

 The Village Blacksmith

 By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

UNDER a spreading chestnut tree 

  The village smithy stands; 

The smith, a mighty man is he, 

  With large and sinewy hands; 

And the muscles of his brawny arms         5
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  Are strong as iron bands.

 

His hair is crisp, and black, and long, 

  His face is like the tan; 

His brow is wet with honest sweat, 

  He earns whate'er he can,  10

And looks the whole world in the face, 

  For he owes not any man. 

  

Week in, week out, from morn till night, 

  You can hear his bellows blow; 

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge  15

  With measured beat and slow, 

Like a sexton ringing the village bell, 

  When the evening sun is low. 

  

And children coming home from school 

  Look in at the open door;  20

They love to see the flaming forge, 

  And hear the bellows roar, 

And watch the burning sparks that fly 

  Like chaff from a threshing-floor. 

  

He goes on Sunday to the church,                25

  And sits among his boys; 

He hears the parson pray and preach, 

  He hears his daughter's voice, 

Singing in the village choir, 

  And it makes his heart rejoice.                  30

  

It sounds to him like her mother's voice, 

  Singing in Paradise! 

He needs must think of her once more, 

  How in the grave she lies; 

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes  35

  A tear out of his eyes. 

  

Toiling,—rejoicing,—sorrowing, 

  Onward through life he goes; 

Each morning sees some task begin, 

  Each evening sees it close;                      40

Something attempted, something done, 

  Has earned a night's repose.

Rhetoric Poetry and Short Story Selections for Year 3 Tapestry of Grace Co-op 2009/2010

86



 

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend, 

  For the lesson thou hast taught! 

      Thus at the flaming forge of life    45

  Our fortunes must be wrought; 

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 

  Each burning deed and thought!

The Bells

By Edgar Allen Poe

I

Hear the sledges with the bells - 
Silver bells!

What a world of merriment their melody foretells!
How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle,

In the icy air of night!
While the stars that oversprinkle
All the heavens seem to twinkle

With a crystalline delight;
Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of Runic rhyme,

To the tintinnabulation that so musically wells
From the bells, bells, bells, bells,

Bells, bells, bells - 
From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells.

II

Hear the mellow wedding bells - 
Golden bells!

What a world of happiness their harmony foretells!
Through the balmy air of night
How they ring out their delight!
From the molten-golden notes,

And all in tune,
What a liquid ditty floats

To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats
On the moon!

Oh, from out the sounding cells
What a gush of euphony voluminously wells!

How it swells!
How it dwells

On the Future! -how it tells
Of the rapture that impels

To the swinging and the ringing
Of the bells, bells, bells,

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
Bells, bells, bells - 

To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells!
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III

Hear the loud alarum bells - 
Brazen bells!

What a tale of terror, now, their turbulency tells!
In the startled ear of night

How they scream out their affright!
Too much horrified to speak,
They can only shriek, shriek,

Out of tune,
In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire,

In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire,
Leaping higher, higher, higher,

With a desperate desire,
And a resolute endeavor
Now -now to sit or never,

By the side of the pale-faced moon.
Oh, the bells, bells, bells!

What a tale their terror tells
Of despair!

How they clang, and clash, and roar!
What a horror they outpour

On the bosom of the palpitating air!
Yet the ear it fully knows,

By the twanging
And the clanging,

How the danger ebbs and flows;
Yet the ear distinctly tells,

In the jangling
And the wrangling,

How the danger sinks and swells,
By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells - 

Of the bells,
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,

Bells, bells, bells - 
In the clamor and the clangor of the bells!

IV

Hear the tolling of the bells - 
Iron bells!

What a world of solemn thought their monody compels!
In the silence of the night,

How we shiver with affright
At the melancholy menace of their tone!

For every sound that floats
From the rust within their throats

Is a groan.
And the people -ah, the people - 
They that dwell up in the steeple,

All alone,
And who tolling, tolling, tolling,

In that muffled monotone,
Feel a glory in so rolling

On the human heart a stone - 
They are neither man nor woman - 
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They are neither brute nor human - 
They are Ghouls:

And their king it is who tolls;
And he rolls, rolls, rolls,

Rolls
A paean from the bells!

And his merry bosom swells
With the paean of the bells!
And he dances, and he yells;

Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of Runic rhyme,
To the paean of the bells,

Of the bells - 
Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of Runic rhyme,

To the throbbing of the bells,
Of the bells, bells, bells - 

To the sobbing of the bells;
Keeping time, time, time,

As he knells, knells, knells,
In a happy Runic rhyme,
To the rolling of the bells,
Of the bells, bells, bells - 
To the tolling of the bells,

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
Bells, bells, bells - 

To the moaning and the groaning of the bells.

The Raven
By Edgar Allan Poe

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore--

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.

"'Tis some visiter," I muttered, "tapping at my chamber door--

Only this and nothing more." 

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December,

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.

Eagerly I wished the morrow;--vainly I had sought to borrow

From my books surcease of sorrow--sorrow for the lost Lenore--

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore--

Nameless here for evermore. 

And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain

Thrilled me--filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;
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So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating

"'Tis some visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door--

Some late visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door;

This it is and nothing more." 

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,

"Sir," said I, "or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;

But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,

And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,

That I scarce was sure I heard you"--here I opened wide the door--

Darkness there and nothing more. 

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing,

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortals ever dared to dream before;

But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token,

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, "Lenore?"

This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, "Lenore!"--

Merely this and nothing more. 

Back into the chamber turning, all my sour within me burning,

Soon again I heard a tapping something louder than before.

"Surely," said I, "surely that is something at my window lattice;

Let me see, then, what thereat is and this mystery explore--

Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;--

'Tis the wind and nothing more. 

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,

In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore.

Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he,

But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door--

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door--

Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 

Then the ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,

"Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I said, "art sure no craven,

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore--

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!"

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,

Though its answer little meaning--little relevancy bore;

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being
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Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door--

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,

With such name as "Nevermore." 

But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only

That one word, as if its soul in that one word he did outpour

Nothing farther then he uttered; not a feather then he fluttered--

Till I scarcely more than muttered: "Other friends have flown before--

On the morrow he will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before."

Then the bird said "Nevermore." 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,

"Doubtless," said I, "what it utters is its only stock and store,

Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster

Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore--

Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

Of 'Never--nevermore.'" 

But the Raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling,

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door;

Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking

Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore--

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore

Meant in croaking "Nevermore." 

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom's core;

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining

On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o'er,

But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o'er

She shall press, ah, nevermore! 

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer

Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.

"Wretch," I cried, "thy God hath lent thee--by these angels he hath sent thee

Respite--respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore!

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!"

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil!--prophet still, if bird or devil!--

Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,

Desolate, yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted--

On this home by Horror haunted--tell me truly, I implore--
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Is there--is there balm in Gilead?--tell me--tell me, I implore!"

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil!--prophet still, if bird or devil!

By that Heaven that bends above us--by that God we both adore--

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn,

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore--

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore."

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

"Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!" I shrieked, upstarting--

"Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian shore!

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul has spoken!

Leave my loneliness unbroken!--quit the bust above my door!

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!"

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming

And the lamp-light o'er him streaming throws his shadows on the floor;

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor

Shall be lifted--nevermore! 

THE CASK OF AMONTILLADO

by Edgar Allan Poe

(1846)

THE thousand injuries of Fortunato I had borne as I best could, but when he ventured upon insult 

I vowed revenge. You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not suppose, however, that 

gave utterance to a threat. At length I would be avenged; this was a point definitely, settled --but 

the very definitiveness with which it was resolved precluded the idea of risk. I must not only 

punish but punish with impunity. A wrong is unredressed when retribution overtakes its 

redresser. It is equally unredressed when the avenger fails to make himself felt as such to him 

who has done the wrong.
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It must be understood that neither by word nor deed had I given Fortunato cause to doubt my 

good will. I continued, as was my in to smile in his face, and he did not perceive that my to smile 

now was at the thought of his immolation.

He had a weak point --this Fortunato --although in other regards he was a man to be respected 

and even feared. He prided himself on his connoisseurship in wine. Few Italians have the true 

virtuoso spirit. For the most part their enthusiasm is adopted to suit the time and opportunity, to 

practise imposture upon the British and Austrian millionaires. In painting and gemmary, 

Fortunato, like his countrymen, was a quack, but in the matter of old wines he was sincere. In 

this respect I did not differ from him materially; --I was skilful in the Italian vintages myself, and 

bought largely whenever I could.

It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme madness of the carnival season, that I 

encountered my friend. He accosted me with excessive warmth, for he had been drinking much. 

The man wore motley. He had on a tight-fitting parti-striped dress, and his head was surmounted 

by the conical cap and bells. I was so pleased to see him that I thought I should never have done 

wringing his hand.

I said to him --"My dear Fortunato, you are luckily met. How remarkably well you are looking 

to-day. But I have received a pipe of what passes for Amontillado, and I have my doubts."

"How?" said he. "Amontillado, A pipe? Impossible! And in the middle of the carnival!"

"I have my doubts," I replied; "and I was silly enough to pay the full Amontillado price without 

consulting you in the matter. You were not to be found, and I was fearful of losing a bargain."

"Amontillado!"

"I have my doubts."

"Amontillado!"

"And I must satisfy them."

"Amontillado!"

"As you are engaged, I am on my way to Luchresi. If any one has a critical turn it is he. He will 

tell me --"

"Luchresi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry."

"And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a match for your own.
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"Come, let us go."

"Whither?"

"To your vaults."

"My friend, no; I will not impose upon your good nature. I perceive you have an engagement. 

Luchresi--"

"I have no engagement; --come."

"My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the severe cold with which I perceive you are 

afflicted. The vaults are insufferably damp. They are encrusted with nitre."

"Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely nothing. Amontillado! You have been imposed upon. 

And as for Luchresi, he cannot distinguish Sherry from Amontillado."

Thus speaking, Fortunato possessed himself of my arm; and putting on a mask of black silk and 

drawing a roquelaire closely about my person, I suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo.

There were no attendants at home; they had absconded to make merry in honour of the time. I 

had told them that I should not return until the morning, and had given them explicit orders not 

to stir from the house. These orders were sufficient, I well knew, to insure their immediate 

disappearance, one and all, as soon as my back was turned.

I took from their sconces two flambeaux, and giving one to Fortunato, bowed him through 

several suites of rooms to the archway that led into the vaults. I passed down a long and winding 

staircase, requesting him to be cautious as he followed. We came at length to the foot of the 

descent, and stood together upon the damp ground of the catacombs of the Montresors.

The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells upon his cap jingled as he strode.

"The pipe," he said.

"It is farther on," said I; "but observe the white web-work which gleams from these cavern 

walls."

He turned towards me, and looked into my eves with two filmy orbs that distilled the rheum of 

intoxication.

"Nitre?" he asked, at length.
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"Nitre," I replied. "How long have you had that cough?"

"Ugh! ugh! ugh! --ugh! ugh! ugh! --ugh! ugh! ugh! --ugh! ugh! ugh! --ugh! ugh! ugh!"

My poor friend found it impossible to reply for many minutes.

"It is nothing," he said, at last.

"Come," I said, with decision, "we will go back; your health is precious. You are rich, respected, 

admired, beloved; you are happy, as once I was. You are a man to be missed. For me it is no 

matter. We will go back; you will be ill, and I cannot be responsible. Besides, there is Luchresi 

--"

"Enough," he said; "the cough's a mere nothing; it will not kill me. I shall not die of a cough."

"True --true," I replied; "and, indeed, I had no intention of alarming you unnecessarily --but you 

should use all proper caution. A draught of this Medoc will defend us from the damps.

Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew from a long row of its fellows that lay upon 

the mould.

"Drink," I said, presenting him the wine.

He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and nodded to me familiarly, while his bells jingled.

"I drink," he said, "to the buried that repose around us."

"And I to your long life."

He again took my arm, and we proceeded.

"These vaults," he said, "are extensive."

"The Montresors," I replied, "were a great and numerous family."

"I forget your arms."

"A huge human foot d'or, in a field azure; the foot crushes a serpent rampant whose fangs are 

imbedded in the heel."

"And the motto?"
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"Nemo me impune lacessit."

"Good!" he said.

The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the Medoc. 

We had passed through long walls of piled skeletons, with casks and puncheons intermingling, 

into the inmost recesses of the catacombs. I paused again, and this time I made bold to seize 

Fortunato by an arm above the elbow.

"The nitre!" I said; "see, it increases. It hangs like moss upon the vaults. We are below the river's 

bed. The drops of moisture trickle among the bones. Come, we will go back ere it is too late. 

Your cough --"

"It is nothing," he said; "let us go on. But first, another draught of the Medoc."

I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. He emptied it at a breath. His eyes flashed with a 

fierce light. He laughed and threw the bottle upwards with a gesticulation I did not understand.

I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the movement --a grotesque one.

"You do not comprehend?" he said.

"Not I," I replied.

"Then you are not of the brotherhood."

"How?"

"You are not of the masons."

"Yes, yes," I said; "yes, yes."

"You? Impossible! A mason?"

"A mason," I replied.

"A sign," he said, "a sign."

"It is this," I answered, producing from beneath the folds of my roquelaire a trowel.

"You jest," he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. "But let us proceed to the Amontillado."
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"Be it so," I said, replacing the tool beneath the cloak and again offering him my arm. He leaned 

upon it heavily. We continued our route in search of the Amontillado. We passed through a range 

of low arches, descended, passed on, and descending again, arrived at a deep crypt, in which the 

foulness of the air caused our flambeaux rather to glow than flame.

At the most remote end of the crypt there appeared another less spacious. Its walls had been lined 

with human remains, piled to the vault overhead, in the fashion of the great catacombs of Paris. 

Three sides of this interior crypt were still ornamented in this manner. From the fourth side the 

bones had been thrown down, and lay promiscuously upon the earth, forming at one point a 

mound of some size. Within the wall thus exposed by the displacing of the bones, we perceived a 

still interior crypt or recess, in depth about four feet, in width three, in height six or seven. It 

seemed to have been constructed for no especial use within itself, but formed merely the interval 

between two of the colossal supports of the roof of the catacombs, and was backed by one of 

their circumscribing walls of solid granite.

It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch, endeavoured to pry into the depth of the 

recess. Its termination the feeble light did not enable us to see.

"Proceed," I said; "herein is the Amontillado. As for Luchresi --"

"He is an ignoramus," interrupted my friend, as he stepped unsteadily forward, while I followed 

immediately at his heels. In niche, and finding an instant he had reached the extremity of the 

niche, and finding his progress arrested by the rock, stood stupidly bewildered. A moment more 

and I had fettered him to the granite. In its surface were two iron staples, distant from each other 

about two feet, horizontally. From one of these depended a short chain, from the other a padlock. 

Throwing the links about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds to secure it. He was too 

much astounded to resist. Withdrawing the key I stepped back from the recess.

"Pass your hand," I said, "over the wall; you cannot help feeling the nitre. Indeed, it is very 

damp. Once more let me implore you to return. No? Then I must positively leave you. But I must 

first render you all the little attentions in my power."

"The Amontillado!" ejaculated my friend, not yet recovered from his astonishment.

"True," I replied; "the Amontillado."

As I said these words I busied myself among the pile of bones of which I have before spoken. 

Throwing them aside, I soon uncovered a quantity of building stone and mortar. With these 

materials and with the aid of my trowel, I began vigorously to wall up the entrance of the niche.

I had scarcely laid the first tier of the masonry when I discovered that the intoxication of 

Fortunato had in a great measure worn off. The earliest indication I had of this was a low 
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moaning cry from the depth of the recess. It was not the cry of a drunken man. There was then a 

long and obstinate silence. I laid the second tier, and the third, and the fourth; and then I heard 

the furious vibrations of the chain. The noise lasted for several minutes, during which, that I 

might hearken to it with the more satisfaction, I ceased my labours and sat down upon the bones. 

When at last the clanking subsided, I resumed the trowel, and finished without interruption the 

fifth, the sixth, and the seventh tier. The wall was now nearly upon a level with my breast. I again 

paused, and holding the flambeaux over the mason-work, threw a few feeble rays upon the figure 

within.

A succession of loud and shrill screams, bursting suddenly from the throat of the chained form, 

seemed to thrust me violently back. For a brief moment I hesitated, I trembled. Unsheathing my 

rapier, I began to grope with it about the recess; but the thought of an instant reassured me. I 

placed my hand upon the solid fabric of the catacombs, and felt satisfied. I reapproached the 

wall; I replied to the yells of him who clamoured. I re-echoed, I aided, I surpassed them in 

volume and in strength. I did this, and the clamourer grew still.

It was now midnight, and my task was drawing to a close. I had completed the eighth, the ninth 

and the tenth tier. I had finished a portion of the last and the eleventh; there remained but a single 

stone to be fitted and plastered in. I struggled with its weight; I placed it partially in its destined 

position. But now there came from out the niche a low laugh that erected the hairs upon my head. 

It was succeeded by a sad voice, which I had difficulty in recognizing as that of the noble 

Fortunato. The voice said--

"Ha! ha! ha! --he! he! he! --a very good joke, indeed --an excellent jest. We will have many a 

rich laugh about it at the palazzo --he! he! he! --over our wine --he! he! he!"

"The Amontillado!" I said.

"He! he! he! --he! he! he! --yes, the Amontillado. But is it not getting late? Will not they be 

awaiting us at the palazzo, the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us be gone."

"Yes," I said, "let us be gone."

"For the love of God, Montresor!"

"Yes," I said, "for the love of God!"

But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I grew impatient. I called aloud --

"Fortunato!"

No answer. I called again --
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"Fortunato!"

No answer still. I thrust a torch through the remaining aperture and let it fall within. There came 

forth in return only a jingling of the bells. My heart grew sick; it was the dampness of the 

catacombs that made it so. I hastened to make an end of my labour. I forced the last stone into its 

position; I plastered it up. Against the new masonry I re-erected the old rampart of bones. For the 

half of a century no mortal has disturbed them. In pace requiescat! 

Song of Myself

By Walt Whitman

1819-1892

1 

I celebrate myself, and sing myself, 

And what I assume you shall assume, 

For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you. 

I loafe and invite my soul, 

I lean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass. 

My tongue, every atom of my blood, form'd from this soil, this air, 

Born here of parents born here from parents the same, and their 

parents the same, 

I, now thirty-seven years old in perfect health begin, 

Hoping to cease not till death. 

Creeds and schools in abeyance, 

Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never forgotten, 

I harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard, 

Nature without check with original energy. 

6 

A child said What is the grass? fetching it to me with full hands; 

How could I answer the child? I do not know what it is any more than he. 
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I guess it must be the flag of my disposition, out of hopeful green 

stuff woven. 

Or I guess it is the handkerchief of the Lord, 

A scented gift and remembrancer designedly dropt, 

Bearing the owner's name someway in the corners, that we may see 

and remark, and say Whose? 

Or I guess the grass is itself a child, the produced babe of the vegetation. 

Or I guess it is a uniform hieroglyphic, 

And it means, Sprouting alike in broad zones and narrow zones, 

Growing among black folks as among white, 

Kanuck, Tuckahoe, Congressman, Cuff, I give them the same, I 

receive them the same. 

And now it seems to me the beautiful uncut hair of graves. 

Tenderly will I use you curling grass, 

It may be you transpire from the breasts of young men, 

It may be if I had known them I would have loved them, 

It may be you are from old people, or from offspring taken soon out 

of their mothers' laps, 

And here you are the mothers' laps. 

This grass is very dark to be from the white heads of old mothers, 

Darker than the colorless beards of old men, 

Dark to come from under the faint red roofs of mouths. 

O I perceive after all so many uttering tongues, 

And I perceive they do not come from the roofs of mouths for nothing. 

I wish I could translate the hints about the dead young men and women, 

And the hints about old men and mothers, and the offspring taken 

soon out of their laps. 

What do you think has become of the young and old men? 

And what do you think has become of the women and children? 

They are alive and well somewhere, 

The smallest sprout shows there is really no death, 

And if ever there was it led forward life, and does not wait at the 

end to arrest it, 
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And ceas'd the moment life appear'd. 

All goes onward and outward, nothing collapses, 

And to die is different from what any one supposed, and luckier. 

13 

The negro holds firmly the reins of his four horses, the block swags 

underneath on its tied-over chain, 

The negro that drives the long dray of the stone-yard, steady and 

tall he stands pois'd on one leg on the string-piece, 

His blue shirt exposes his ample neck and breast and loosens over 

his hip-band, 

His glance is calm and commanding, he tosses the slouch of his hat 

away from his forehead, 

The sun falls on his crispy hair and mustache, falls on the black of 

his polish'd and perfect limbs. 

I behold the picturesque giant and love him, and I do not stop there, 

I go with the team also. 

In me the caresser of life wherever moving, backward as well as 

forward sluing, 

To niches aside and junior bending, not a person or object missing, 

Absorbing all to myself and for this song. 

Oxen that rattle the yoke and chain or halt in the leafy shade, what 

is that you express in your eyes? 

It seems to me more than all the print I have read in my life. 

My tread scares the wood-drake and wood-duck on my distant and 

day-long ramble, 

They rise together, they slowly circle around. 

I believe in those wing'd purposes, 

And acknowledge red, yellow, white, playing within me, 

And consider green and violet and the tufted crown intentional, 

And do not call the tortoise unworthy because she is not something else, 

And the in the woods never studied the gamut, yet trills pretty well to me, 

And the look of the bay mare shames silliness out of me. 

16 
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I am of old and young, of the foolish as much as the wise, 

Regardless of others, ever regardful of others, 

Maternal as well as paternal, a child as well as a man, 

Stuff'd with the stuff that is coarse and stuff'd with the stuff 

that is fine, 

One of the Nation of many nations, the smallest the same and the 

largest the same, 

A Southerner soon as a Northerner, a planter nonchalant and 

hospitable down by the Oconee I live, 

A Yankee bound my own way ready for trade, my joints the limberest 

joints on earth and the sternest joints on earth, 

A Kentuckian walking the vale of the Elkhorn in my deer-skin 

leggings, a Louisianian or Georgian, 

A boatman over lakes or bays or along coasts, a Hoosier, Badger, Buckeye; 

At home on Kanadian snow-shoes or up in the bush, or with fishermen 

off Newfoundland, 

At home in the fleet of ice-boats, sailing with the rest and tacking, 

At home on the hills of Vermont or in the woods of Maine, or the 

Texan ranch, 

Comrade of Californians, comrade of free North-Westerners, (loving 

their big proportions,) 

Comrade of raftsmen and coalmen, comrade of all who shake hands 

and welcome to drink and meat, 

A learner with the simplest, a teacher of the thoughtfullest, 

A novice beginning yet experient of myriads of seasons, 

Of every hue and caste am I, of every rank and religion, 

A farmer, mechanic, artist, gentleman, sailor, quaker, 

Prisoner, fancy-man, rowdy, lawyer, physician, priest. 

I resist any thing better than my own diversity, 

Breathe the air but leave plenty after me, 

And am not stuck up, and am in my place. 

(The moth and the fish-eggs are in their place, 

The bright suns I see and the dark suns I cannot see are in their place, 

The palpable is in its place and the impalpable is in its place.) 

17 

These are really the thoughts of all men in all ages and lands, they 

are not original with me, 

If they are not yours as much as mine they are nothing, or next to nothing, 

If they are not the riddle and the untying of the riddle they are nothing, 
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If they are not just as close as they are distant they are nothing. 

This is the grass that grows wherever the land is and the water is, 

This the common air that bathes the globe. 

31 

I believe a leaf of grass is no less than the journey work of the stars, 

And the pismire is equally perfect, and a grain of sand, and the egg 

of the wren, 

And the tree-toad is a chef-d'oeuvre for the highest, 

And the running blackberry would adorn the parlors of heaven, 

And the narrowest hinge in my hand puts to scorn all machinery, 

And the cow crunching with depress'd head surpasses any statue, 

And a mouse is miracle enough to stagger sextillions of infidels. 

I find I incorporate gneiss, coal, long-threaded moss, fruits, 

grains, esculent roots, 

And am stucco'd with quadrupeds and birds all over, 

And have distanced what is behind me for good reasons, 

But call any thing back again when I desire it. 

In vain the speeding or shyness, 

In vain the plutonic rocks send their old heat against my approach, 

In vain the mastodon retreats beneath its own powder'd bones, 

In vain objects stand leagues off and assume manifold shapes, 

In vain the ocean settling in hollows and the great monsters lying low, 

In vain the buzzard houses herself with the sky, 

In vain the snake slides through the creepers and logs, 

In vain the elk takes to the inner passes of the woods, 

In vain the razor-bill'd auk sails far north to Labrador, 

I follow quickly, I ascend to the nest in the fissure of the cliff. 

It's all I have to bring today
By Emily Dickinson 

It's all I have to bring today --

This, and my heart beside --

This, and my heart, and all the fields --

And all the meadows wide --

Be sure you count -- should I forget

Some one the sum could tell --
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This, and my heart, and all the Bees

Which in the Clover dwell.

Day's Parlor
By Emily Dickinson

The day came slow, till five o'clock, 

Then sprang before the hills

Like hindered rubies, or the light

A sudden musket spills.

The purple could not keep the east,

The sunrise shook from fold,

Like breadths of topaz, packed a night,

The lady just unrolled.

The happy winds their timbrels took;

The birds, in docile rows,

Arranged themselves around their prince

(The wind is prince of those).

The orchard sparkled like a Jew, --

How mighty 't was, to stay

A guest in this stupendous place,

The parlor of the day!

The day came slow, till five o'clock, 

Then sprang before the hills

Like hindered rubies, or the light

A sudden musket spills.

The purple could not keep the east,

The sunrise shook from fold,

Like breadths of topaz, packed a night,

The lady just unrolled.
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The happy winds their timbrels took;

The birds, in docile rows,

Arranged themselves around their prince

(The wind is prince of those).

The orchard sparkled like a Jew, --

How mighty 't was, to stay

A guest in this stupendous place,

The parlor of the day!

Hope  
By Emily Dickinson   

Hope is the thing with feathers 

That perches in the soul, 

And sings the tune--without the words, 

And never stops at all,

And sweetest in the gale is heard; 

And sore must be the storm 

That could abash the little bird 

That kept so many warm.

I've heard it in the chillest land, 

And on the strangest sea; 

Yet, never, in extremity, 

It asked a crumb of me.

THE SEA OF SUNSET

By Emily Dickinson

This is the land the sunset washes,

These are the banks of the Yellow Sea;

Where it rose, or whither it rushes,

These are the western mystery!
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Night after night her purple traffic

Strews the landing with opal bales;

Merchantmen poise upon horizons,

Dip, and vanish with fairy sails.

I'm Nobody! Who Are You?

Emily Dickinson

I'm nobody! Who are you? 

Are you nobody, too? 

Then there's a pair of us - don't tell! 

They'd banish us, you know!

How dreary to be somebody! 

How public like a frog 

To tell one's name the livelong day 

To an admiring bog!

I Went to Heaven

Emily Dickinson

I went to heaven, - 

'Twas a small town,

Lit with a ruby,

Lathed with down.

Stiller than the fields

At the full dew,

Beautiful as pictures

No man drew.

People like the moth,

Of mechlin, frames,

Duties of gossamer,

And eider names.

Almost contented

I could be
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'Mong such unique

Society.

Memorials 

by Emily Dickinson

Death sets a thing significant

The eye had hurried by,

Except a perished creature

Entreat us tenderly

To ponder little workmanships

In crayon or in wool,

With "This was last her fingers did,"

Industrious until

The thimble weighed too heavy,

The stitches stopped themselves,

And then 't was put among the dust

Upon the closet shelves.

A book I have, a friend gave,

Whose pencil, here and there,

Had notched the place that pleased him, --

At rest his fingers are.

Now, when I read, I read not,

For interrupting tears

Obliterate the etchings

Too costly for repairs.
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This Is My Letter to the World

Emily Dickinson

This is my letter to the world, 

That never wrote to me, 

The simple news that Nature told, 

With tender majesty.

Her message is committed 

To hands I cannot see; 

For love of her, sweet countrymen, 

Judge tenderly of me!

I Died For Beauty

Emily Dickinson

I died for beauty but was scarce 

Adjusted in the tomb, 

When one who died for truth was lain 

In an adjoining room.

He questioned softly why I failed? 

"For beauty," I replied. 

"And I for truth, the two are one; 

We brethren are," he said.

And so, as kinsmen met a night, 

We talked between the rooms, 

Until the moss had reached our lips, 

And covered up our names.

In the Garden

By Emily Dickinson
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A bird came down the walk:

He did not know I saw;

He bit an angle-worm in halves

And ate the fellow, raw.

And then he drank a dew

From a convenient grass,

And then hopped sidewise to the wall

To let a beetle pass.

He glanced with rapid eyes

That hurried all abroad, --

They looked like frightened beads, I thought;

He stirred his velvet head

Like one in danger; cautious,

I offered him a crumb,

And he unrolled his feathers

And rowed him softer home

Than oars divide the ocean,

Too silver for a seam,

Or butterflies, off banks of noon,

Leap, plashless, as they swim.

The Windhover: To Christ Our Lord

By Gerard Manley Hopkins

I caught this morning morning's minion, king-

  dom of daylight's dauphin, dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon, in his riding

  Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, and striding

High there, how he rung upon the rein of a wimpling wing

In his ecstasy! then off, off forth on swing,

  As a skate's heel sweeps smooth on a bow-bend the hurl and gliding

  Rebuffed the big wind. My heart in hiding

Stirred for a bird -- the achieve of; the mastery of the thing!

Brute beauty and valour and act, oh, air, pride, plume, here

  Buckle! AND the fire that breaks from thee then, a billion

Times told lovelier, more dangerous, O my chevalier!
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  No wonder of it: shéer plód makes plough down sillion

Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear,

  Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermillion.

Pied Beauty

By Gerard Manley Hopkins

 

 

GLORY be to God for dappled things—

  For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow;

    For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;

Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches’ wings;

  Landscape plotted and pieced—fold, fallow, and plough;        5

    And áll trádes, their gear and tackle and trim.

 

All things counter, original, spare, strange;

  Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?)

    With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim;

He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:                         10

                  Praise him.

 God’s Grandeur
By Gerard Manley Hopkins

 

 

THE WORLD is charged with the grandeur of God.

  It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;

  It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil

Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod?

Generations have trod, have trod, have trod;                              5

  And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;

  And wears man’s smudge and shares man’s smell: the soil

Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.

And for all this, nature is never spent;

  There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;                10
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And though the last lights off the black West went

  Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs—

Because the Holy Ghost over the bent

  World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings.

Ulysses 

By Alfred, Lord Tennyson

It little profits that an idle king,

By this still hearth, among these barren crags,

Match'd with an aged wife, I mete and dole

Unequal laws unto a savage race,

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me.

I cannot rest from travel; I will drink

Life to the lees. All times I have enjoy'd

Greatly, have suffer'd greatly, both with those

That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when

Thro' scudding drifts the rainy Hyades

Vext the dim sea. I am become a name;

For always roaming with a hungry heart

Much have I seen and known,-- cities of men

And manners, climates, councils, governments,

Myself not least, but honor'd of them all,--

And drunk delight of battle with my peers,

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy.

I am a part of all that I have met;
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Yet all experience is an arch wherethro'

Gleams that untravell'd world whose margin fades

For ever and for ever when I move.

How dull it is to pause, to make an end,

To rust unburnish'd, not to shine in use!

As tho' to breathe were life! Life piled on life

Were all too little, and of one to me

Little remains; but every hour is saved

From that eternal silence, something more,

A bringer of new things; and vile it were

For some three suns to store and hoard myself,

And this gray spirit yearning in desire

To follow knowledge like a sinking star,

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.

This is my son, mine own Telemachus,

to whom I leave the sceptre and the isle,--

Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfill

This labor, by slow prudence to make mild

A rugged people, and thro' soft degrees

Subdue them to the useful and the good.

Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere

Of common duties, decent not to fail

In offices of tenderness, and pay

Rhetoric Poetry and Short Story Selections for Year 3 Tapestry of Grace Co-op 2009/2010

112



Meet adoration to my household gods,

When I am gone. He works his work, I mine.

There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail;

There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners,

Souls that have toil'd, and wrought, and thought with me,--

That ever with a frolic welcome took

The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed

Free hearts, free foreheads,-- you and I are old;

Old age hath yet his honor and his toil.

Death closes all; but something ere the end,

Some work of noble note, may yet be done,

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks;

The long day wanes; the slow moon climbs; the deep

Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends.

'T is not too late to seek a newer world.

Push off, and sitting well in order smite

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths

Of all the western stars, until I die.

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down;

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.

Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho'
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We are not now that strength which in old days

Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are,--

One equal temper of heroic hearts,

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

The Lady of Shalott

By Alfred, Lord Tennyson

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; 

And up and down the people go, 

Gazing where the lilies blow 

Round an island there below, 

The island of Shalott.

Willows whiten, aspens quiver, 

Little breezes dusk and shiver 

Through the wave that runs for ever 

By the island in the river 

Flowing down to Camelot. 

Four grey walls, and four grey towers, 

Overlook a space of flowers, 

And the silent isle imbowers 

The Lady of Shalott.

By the margin, willow veil'd,

Slide the heavy barges trail'd 

By slow horses; and unhail'd 

The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd

Skimming down to Camelot: 

But who hath seen her wave her hand? 

Or at the casement seen her stand? 
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Or is she known in all the land, 

The Lady of Shalott?

Only reapers, reaping early, 

In among the bearded barley 

Hear a song that echoes cheerly 

From the river winding clearly; 

Down to tower'd Camelot; 

And by the moon the reaper weary, 

Piling sheaves in uplands airy, 

Listening, whispers, " 'Tis the fairy 

Lady of Shalott."

There she weaves by night and day 

A magic web with colours gay. 

She has heard a whisper say, 

A curse is on her if she stay 

To look down to Camelot. 

She knows not what the curse may be, 

And so she weaveth steadily, 

And little other care hath she, 

The Lady of Shalott.

And moving through a mirror clear 

That hangs before her all the year, 

Shadows of the world appear. 

There she sees the highway near 

Winding down to Camelot; 

There the river eddy whirls, 

And there 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 through the mirror blue 

The knights come riding two and two. 

She hath no loyal Knight and true, 

The Lady of Shalott.
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But in her web she still delights 

To weave the mirror's magic sights, 

For often through the silent nights 

A funeral, with plumes and lights 

And music, went to Camelot; 

Or when the Moon was overhead, 

Came two young lovers lately wed. 

"I am half sick of shadows," said 

The Lady of Shalott.

A bow-shot from her bower-eaves, 

He rode between the barley sheaves, 

The sun came dazzling thro' the leaves, 

And flamed 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 to Camelot: 

And from his blazon'd baldric slung 

A mighty silver bugle hung, 

And as he rode his armor 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 to Camelot. 

As often thro' the purple night, 

Below the starry clusters bright, 

Some bearded meteor, burning bright, 

Moves over still Shalott.

His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd; 

On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode; 

From underneath his helmet flow'd 
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His coal-black curls as on he rode, 

As he rode down to Camelot. 

From the bank and from the river 

He flashed into the crystal mirror, 

"Tirra lirra," by the river 

Sang Sir Lancelot.

She left the web, she left the loom, 

She made three paces through the room, 

She saw the water-lily 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.

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; 

Down she came and found a boat 

Beneath a willow left afloat, 

And around about the prow she wrote 

The Lady of Shalott.

And down the river's dim expanse 

Like some bold seer in a trance, 

Seeing all his own mischance -- 

With a glassy countenance 

Did she look to Camelot. 

And at the closing of the day 

She loosed the chain, and down she lay; 

The broad stream bore her far away, 

The Lady of Shalott.

Lying, robed in snowy white 

That loosely flew to left and right -- 

The leaves upon her falling light -- 

Thro' the noises of the night, 

She floated down to Camelot: 

And as the boat-head wound along 
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The willowy hills and fields among, 

They heard her singing her last song, 

The Lady of Shalott.

Heard a carol, mournful, holy, 

Chanted loudly, chanted lowly, 

Till her blood was frozen slowly, 

And her eyes were darkened wholly, 

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 gleaming shape she floated by, 

Dead-pale between the houses high, 

Silent into Camelot. 

Out upon the wharfs they came, 

Knight and Burgher, Lord and Dame, 

And around the prow they read her name, 

The Lady of Shalott.

Who is this? And what is here? 

And in the lighted palace near 

Died the sound of royal cheer; 

And they crossed themselves for fear, 

All the Knights at Camelot; 

But Lancelot mused a little space 

He said, "She has a lovely face; 

God in his mercy lend her grace, 

The Lady of Shalott."
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 In Memoriam A.H.H. 
OBIIT MDCCCXXXIII.

By Alfred, Lord Tennyson

STRONG Son of God, immortal Love, 

Whom we, that have not seen thy face, 

By faith, and faith alone, embrace, 

Believing where we cannot prove; 

Thine are these orbs of light and shade; 

Thou madest Life in man and brute; 

Thou madest Death; and lo, thy foot 

Is on the skull which thou hast made. 

Thou wilt not leave us in the dust: 

Thou madest man, he knows not why, 

He thinks he was not made to die; 

And thou hast made him: thou art just. 

Thou seemest human and divine, 

The highest, holiest manhood, thou: 

Our wills are ours, we know not how; 

Our wills are ours, to make them thine. 

Our little systems have their day; 

They have their day and cease to be: 
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They are but broken lights of thee, 

And thou, O Lord, art more than they. 

We have but faith: we cannot know; 

For knowledge is of things we see; 

And yet we trust it comes from thee, 

A beam in darkness: let it grow. 

Let knowledge grow from more to more, 

But more of reverence in us dwell; 

That mind and soul, according well, 

May make one music as before, 

But vaster. We are fools and slight; 

We mock thee when we do not fear: 

But help thy foolish ones to bear; 

Help thy vain worlds to bear thy light. 

Forgive what seem’d my sin in me; 

What seem’d my worth since I began; 

For merit lives from man to man, 

And not from man, O Lord, to thee. 

Forgive my grief for one removed, 

Thy creature, whom I found so fair. 

I trust he lives in thee, and there 

I find him worthier to be loved. 

Forgive these wild and wandering cries, 

Confusions of a wasted youth; 

Forgive them where they fail in truth, 

And in thy wisdom make me wise. 

!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!1849
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My Last Duchess
(Ferrara)

Robert Browning 

That's my last duchess painted on the wall,

Looking as if she were alive. I call

That piece a wonder, now; Fra Pandolf's hands

Worked busily a day, and there she stands.

Will't please you sit and look at her? I said 

"Fra Pandolf" by design, for never read

Strangers like you that pictured countenance,

That depth and passion of its earnest glance,

But to myself they turned (since none puts by

The curtain drawn for you, but I) [10] 

And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst,

How such a glance came there; so not the first

Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, 't was not

Her husband's presence only, called that spot

Of joy into the Duchess' cheek: perhaps

Fra Pandolf chanced to say "Her mantle laps

Over my lady's wrist too much" or "Paint

Must never hope to reproduce the faint

Half-flush that dies along her throat:" such stuff

Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough [20]

For calling up that spot of joy. She had

A heart - how shall I say? - too soon made glad,

Too easily impressed: she liked whate'er

She looked on, and her looks went everywhere.

Sir, 't was all one! My favour at her breast,

The dropping of the daylight in the West,

The bough of cherries some officious fool

Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule

She rode with round the terrace -all and each

Would draw from her alike the approving speech, [30]
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Or blush,at least. She thanked men - good! but thanked

Somehow - I know not how - as if she ranked

My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name

With anybody's gift. Who'd stoop to blame

This sort of trifling? Even had you skill

In speech - (which I have not) - to make your will

Quite clear to such a one, and say, "Just this

Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss

Or there exceed the mark"- and if she let

Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set [40]

Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse

- E'en then would be some stooping; and I choose

Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt,

Whene'er I passed her; but who passed without

Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands;

Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands

As if alive. Will 't please you rise? We'll meet

The company below, then. I repeat,

The Count your master's known munificence

Is ample warrant that no just pretence [50]

Of mine for dowry will be disallowed;

Though his fair daughter's self, as I avowed

At starting is my object. Nay, we'll go

Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though,

Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity,

Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me.

XII "Indeed this very love which is my boast..."
by Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806-1861)

Indeed this very love which is my boast,

And which, when rising up from breast to brow,

Doth crown me with a ruby large enow

To draw men's eyes and prove the inner cost,---

This love even, all my worth, to the uttermost,

I should not love withal, unless that thou

Hadst set me an example, shown me how,

When first thine earnest eyes with mine were crossed,

And love called love. And thus, I cannot speak

Of love even, as a good thing of my own:
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Thy soul hath snatched up mine all faint and weak,

And placed it by thee on a golden throne,---

And that I love (O soul, we must be meek!)

Is by thee only, whom I love alone.

XXXII. "The first time that the sun rose on thine oath..."
by Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806-1861)

The first time that the sun rose on thine oath

To love me, I looked forward to the moon

To slacken all those bonds which seemed too soon

And quickly tied to make a lasting troth.

Quick-loving hearts, I thought, may quickly loathe;

And, looking on myself, I seemed not one

For such man's love!---more like an out-of-tune

Worn viol, a good singer would be wroth

To spoil his song with, and which, snatched in haste,

Is laid down at the first ill-sounding note.

I did not wrong myself so, but I placed

A wrong on thee. For perfect strains may float

'Neath master-hands, from instruments defaced,---

And great souls, at one stroke, may do and doat.

XLIII. "How do I love thee? Let me count the ways..."
by Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806-1861)

How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height

My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight

For the ends of Being and ideal Grace.

I love thee to the level of everyday's

Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.

I love thee freely, as men strive for Right;

I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise.

I love thee with a passion put to use

In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith.

I love thee with a love I seemed to lose

With my lost saints, --- I love thee with the breath,

Smiles, tears, of all my life! --- and, if God choose,

I shall but love thee better after death.
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Dover Beach

Matthew Arnold

The sea is calm to-night.
The tide is full, the moon lies fair
Upon the straits; on the French coast the light
Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand;
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay.
Come to the window, sweet is the night-air!
Only, from the long line of spray
Where the sea meets the moon-blanched land,
Listen! you hear the grating roar
Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling,
At their return, up the high strand,
Begin, and cease, and then again begin,
With tremulous cadence slow, and bring
The eternal note of sadness in.

Sophocles long ago
Heard it on the A gaean, and it brought
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow
Of human misery; we
Find also in the sound a thought,
Hearing it by this distant northern sea.

The Sea of Faith
Was once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furled.
But now I only hear
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,
Retreating, to the breath
Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear
And naked shingles of the world.

Ah, love, let us be true
To one another! for the world, which seems
To lie before us like a land of dreams,
So various, so beautiful, so new,
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;
And we are here as on a darkling plain
Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,
Where ignorant armies clash by night.
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