
“Ulysses” Submitted by Peter 
Alfred Lord Tennyson - 1809-1892 

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 honour'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;  
Yet all experience is an arch wherethro'  
Gleams that untravell'd world whose margin 

fades  
For ever and forever 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 fulfil  
This labour, 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  
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 honour 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'  
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. 

Audio Version 
Analysis 
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“Wild Geese” by Mary Oliver Submitted by Mickey 

You do not have to be good. 
You do not have to walk on your knees 
for a hundred miles through the desert repenting. 
You only have to let the soft animal of your body 
love what it loves. 
Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you mine. 
Meanwhile the world goes on. 
Meanwhile the sun and the clear pebbles of the rain 
are moving across the landscapes, 
over the prairies and the deep trees, 
the mountains and the rivers. 
Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clean blue air, 
are heading home again. 
Whoever you are, no matter how lonely, 
the world offers itself to your imagination, 
calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting - 
over and over announcing your place 
in the family of things. 

Why we love this poem: If you’ve ever felt that the world was falling down around you, this poem serves as a 
soothing reminder to connect with yourself, with nature, and with others around you. Oliver’s image of geese 
in flight is meant to lift the reader and carry them out of any despair and loneliness that they might be feeling. 

Mary Oliver has become a favorite of poetry readers of all ages for her lyrical, intimate, and sensitive poems, 
many of which use nature as a lens for exploring the spectrum of human emotions, from love and joy to 
sorrow and despair. The best Mary Oliver poems remind us to pause and take a breath, revel in our 
surroundings, and encourage us not to take anything for granted. 

The New Yorker called her “one of the most beloved poets of her generation” and whether you’re familiar 
with her poetry or not, we hope that this list of some of the best Mary Oliver poems will move you — and 
maybe even inspire you to write your own poetry! Sadly, Oliver passed away in January 2019, but her poems 
serve as a poignant reminder to be present in every moment, whether it be a joyous occasion or a quiet, 
somber one. 
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Submitted by Feather 

“The Passionate Shepherd to His Love” 
BY CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE 

Come live with me and be my love, 
And we will all the pleasures prove, 
That Valleys, groves, hills, and fields, 
Woods, or steepy mountain yields. 

And we will sit upon the Rocks, 
Seeing the Shepherds feed their flocks, 
By shallow Rivers to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing Madrigals. 

And I will make thee beds of Roses 
And a thousand fragrant posies, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroidered all with leaves of Myrtle; 

A gown made of the finest wool 
Which from our pretty Lambs we pull; 
Fair lined slippers for the cold, 
With buckles of the purest gold; 

A belt of straw and Ivy buds, 
With Coral clasps and Amber studs: 
And if these pleasures may thee move, 
Come live with me, and be my love. 

The Shepherds’ Swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May-morning: 
If these delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 

1599 

Audio Version 
Analysis 

“The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd” 

BY SIR WALTER RALEGH 

If all the world and love were young, 
And truth in every Shepherd’s tongue, 
These pretty pleasures might me move, 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

Time drives the flocks from field to fold, 
When Rivers rage and Rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh dumb, 
The rest complains of cares to come. 

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields, 
To wayward winter reckoning yields, 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 
Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall. 

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of Roses, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies 
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten: 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 

Thy belt of straw and Ivy buds, 
The Coral clasps and amber studs, 
All these in me no means can move 
To come to thee and be thy love. 

But could youth last, and love still breed, 
Had joys no date, nor age no need, 
Then these delights my mind might move 

To live with thee, and be thy love. 

Audio Version 

Comparison of “Shepherd” and “Nypmh” 
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Submitted by Feather 

“The Bait” 
BY JOHN DONNE 

Come live with me, and be my love, 
And we will some new pleasures prove 
Of golden sands, and crystal brooks, 
With silken lines, and silver hooks. 

There will the river whispering run 
Warm'd by thy eyes, more than the sun; 
And there the 'enamour'd fish will stay, 
Begging themselves they may betray. 

When thou wilt swim in that live bath, 
Each fish, which every channel hath, 
Will amorously to thee swim, 
Gladder to catch thee, than thou him. 

If thou, to be so seen, be'st loth, 
By sun or moon, thou dark'nest both, 
And if myself have leave to see, 
I need not their light having thee. 

Let others freeze with angling reeds, 
And cut their legs with shells and weeds, 
Or treacherously poor fish beset, 
With strangling snare, or windowy net. 

Let coarse bold hands from slimy nest 
The bedded fish in banks out-wrest; 
Or curious traitors, sleeve-silk flies, 
Bewitch poor fishes' wand'ring eyes. 

For thee, thou need'st no such deceit, 
For thou thyself art thine own bait: 
That fish, that is not catch'd thereby, 
Alas, is wiser far than I. 

Audio Version 

Analysis  (note comment at bottom about “The 
Kraken”) 

“The Passionate Freudian to His Love” 

Dorothy Parker - 1893-1967

Only name the day, and we'll fly away 
In the face of old traditions, 

To a sheltered spot, by the world forgot, 
Where we'll park our inhibitions. 

Come and gaze in eyes where the lovelight lies 
As it psychoanalyzes, 

And when once you glean what your fantasies 
mean 

Life will hold no more surprises. 
When you've told your love what you're thinking of 

Things will be much more informal; 
Through a sunlit land we'll go hand-in-hand, 

Drifting gently back to normal. 

While the pale moon gleams, we will dream sweet 
dreams, 

And I'll win your admiration, 
For it's only fair to admit I'm there 

With a mean interpretation. 
In the sunrise glow we will whisper low 

Of the scenes our dreams have painted, 
And when you're advised what they symbolized 

We'll begin to feel acquainted. 
So we'll gaily float in a slumber boat 

Where subconscious waves dash wildly; 
In the stars' soft light, we will say good-night— 

And “good-night!” will put it mildly. 

Our desires shall be from repressions free— 
As it's only right to treat them. 

To your ego's whims I will sing sweet hymns, 
And ad libido repeat them. 

With your hand in mine, idly we'll recline 
Amid bowers of neuroses, 

While the sun seeks rest in the great red west 
We will sit and match psychoses. 

So come dwell a while on that distant isle 
In the brilliant tropic weather; 

Where a Freud in need is a Freud indeed, 
We'll always be Jung together. 
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“Mill-Doors” from Chicago Poems. 1916. Submitted by Jerry 
Carl Sandburg 

    YOU never come back. 
I say good-by when I see you going in the doors, 
The hopeless open doors that call and wait 
And take you then for—how many cents a day? 
How many cents for the sleepy eyes and fingers? 

    I say good-by because I know they tap your wrists, 
In the dark, in the silence, day by day, 
And all the blood of you drop by drop, 
And you are old before you are young. 
    You never come back. 
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“The Kraken” by Alfred Lord Tennyson Submitted by Susan 

Below the thunders of the upper deep; 
Far, far beneath in the abysmal sea,  
His ancient, dreamless, uninvaded sleep 
The Kraken sleepeth: faintest sunlights flee 
About his shadowy sides: above him swell 
Huge sponges of millennial growth and height;  
And far away into the sickly light,  
From many a wondrous grot and secret cell 
Unnumbered and enormous polypi 
Winnow with giant arms the slumbering green. 
There hath he lain for ages and will lie 
Battening upon huge sea-worms in his sleep, 
Until the latter fire shall heat the deep; 
Then once by man and angels to be seen, 
In roaring he shall rise and on the surface die. 

Audio version 

Analysis/Annotation 

Commentary/Notes 
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“To His Coy Mistress” By Andrew Marvell Submitted by Cathy 

Had we but world enough and time,  
This coyness, lady, were no crime.  
We would sit down, and think which way  
To walk, and pass our long love’s day.  
Thou by the Indian Ganges’ side  
Shouldst rubies find; I by the tide  
Of Humber would complain. I would  
Love you ten years before the flood,  
And you should, if you please, refuse  
Till the conversion of the Jews.  
My vegetable love should grow  
Vaster than empires and more slow;  
An hundred years should go to praise  
Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze;  
Two hundred to adore each breast,  
But thirty thousand to the rest;  
An age at least to every part,  
And the last age should show your heart.  
For, lady, you deserve this state,  
Nor would I love at lower rate.  
       But at my back I always hear  
Time’s wingèd chariot hurrying near;  
And yonder all before us lie  
Deserts of vast eternity.  
Thy beauty shall no more be found;  
Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound  
My echoing song; then worms shall try  
That long-preserved virginity,  
And your quaint honour turn to dust,  
And into ashes all my lust;  
The grave’s a fine and private place,  
But none, I think, do there embrace.  
       Now therefore, while the youthful hue  
Sits on thy skin like morning dew,  
And while thy willing soul transpires  
At every pore with instant fires,  
Now let us sport us while we may,  
And now, like amorous birds of prey,  
Rather at once our time devour  
Than languish in his slow-chapped power.  
Let us roll all our strength and all  
Our sweetness up into one ball,  
And tear our pleasures with rough strife  
Through the iron gates of life:  
Thus, though we cannot make our sun  
Stand still, yet we will make him run. 

Discussion question: Is this a love poem? 
Audio Version 
Annotation/Commentary 
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“I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud”   Submitted by Phyllis 
 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 
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. 

Audio Version 
Annotation/Commentary 
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