
Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night 
Dylan Thomas 
 
Do not go gentle into that good night, 
Old age should burn and rave at close of day; 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 
Because their words had forked no lightning they 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
 
Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright 
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
 
Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
And you, my father, there on that sad height, 
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 
On A Favorite Cat Drowned in A Tub of Goldfishes 
Thomas Gray 
 
'Twas on a lofty vase's side, 
Where China's gayest art had dyed 
  The azure flowers that blow; 
Demurest of the tabby kind, 
The pensive Selima reclined, 
  Gazed on the lake below. 
 
 Her conscious tail her joy declared; 
The fair round face, the snowy beard, 
  The velvet of her paws, 
Her coat, that with the tortoise vies, 
Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes, 
  She saw; and purr'd applause. 
 
 Still had she gazed; but 'midst the tide 
Two angel forms were seen to glide, 
  The Genii of the stream: 
Their scaly armour's Tyrian hue 
Thro' richest purple to the view 
  Betray'd a golden gleam. 
 
 The hapless Nymph with wonder saw: 
A whisker first and then a claw, 
  With many an ardent wish, 

She stretch'd in vain to reach the prize. 
What female heart can gold despise? 
 What Cat's averse to fish? 
 
 Presumptuous Maid! with looks intent 
Again she stretch'd, again she bent, 
  Nor knew the gulf between. 
(Malignant Fate sat by, and smiled.) 
The slipp'ry verge her feet beguiled, 
  She tumbled headlong in. 
 
 Eight times emerging from the flood 
She mew'd to ev'ry wat'ry god, 
  Some speedy aid to send. 
No Dolphin came, no Nereid stirr'd: 
Nor cruel Tom, nor Susan heard. 
  A Fav'rite has no friend! 
 
 From hence, ye Beauties, undeceived, 
Know, one false step is ne'er retrieved, 
  And be with caution bold. 
Not all that tempts your wand'ring eyes 
And heedless hearts, is lawful prize; 
   Nor all that glisters, gold. 
 
 
 
 

 
She Walks in Beauty 
Lord Byron 
 
She walks in beauty, like the night  
Of cloudless climes and starry skies,  
And all that's best of dark and bright  
Meets in her aspect and her eyes;  
Thus mellow'd to that tender light  
Which Heaven to gaudy day denies.  
 
One shade the more, one ray the less,  
Had half impair'd 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. 
 
 
 
 

Sonnet XIX 
John Milton 
 
When I consider how my light is spent, 
   Ere half my days in this dark world and wide, 
   And that one talent which is death to hide 
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent 
To serve therewith my Maker, and present 
   My true account, lest He returning chide; 
   "Doth God exact day-labor, light denied?" 
I fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies, "God doth not need 
   Either man's work or His own gifts. Who best 
   Bear His mild yoke, they serve Him best. His state 
Is kingly: thousands at His bidding speed, 
   And post o'er land and ocean without rest; 
   They also serve who only stand and wait." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Excerpt from The Tempest – Act I, Scene 1, lines 1-13 
William Shakespeare 
 
Miranda. 
If by your art, my dearest father, you have 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them. 
The sky it seems would pour down stinking pitch, 
But that the sea, mounting to th'welkin's cheek, 
Dashes the fire out. O I have suffered 
With those that I saw suffer! A brave vessel, 
Who had no doubt some noble creature in her, 
Dashed all to pieces. O the cry did knock 
Against my very heart! Poor souls they perished, 
Had I been any god of power, I would 
Have sunk the sea within the earth, or ere 
It should the good ship so have swallowed, and 
The fraughting souls within her. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Excerpt from Much Ado About Nothing – Act, Scene 
3, lines 60-77 
William Shakespeare 
 
Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more, 
Men were deceivers ever, 
One foot in sea and one on shore, 
To one thing constant never: 
Then sigh not so, but let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into Hey nonny, nonny. 
Sing no more ditties, sing no more, 
Of dumps so dull and heavy; 
The fraud of men was ever so, 
Since summer first was leafy: 
Then sigh not so, but let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into Hey nonny, nonny. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Excerpt from King Lear – Act I, Scene 2, lines 1-22 
William Shakespeare 
 
Edmund. 
Thou, nature, art my goddess; to thy law 
My services are bound. Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custom, and permit 
The curiosity of nations to deprive me, 
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-shines 
Lag of a brother? Why bastard? wherefore base? 
When my dimensions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my shape as true, 
As honest madam's issue? Why brand they us 
With base? with baseness? bastardy? base, base? 
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and fierce quality 
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed, 
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops, 
Got 'tween asleep and wake? Well, then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land: 
Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund 
As to the legitimate: fine word,--legitimate! 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed, 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 
Shall top the legitimate. I grow; I prosper: 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards! 
 


