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Dear Readers,

I’m delighted to share this first-
of-its-kind anthology with you. 

First of all, I hope you’ll think it’s 
a brilliant resource full of great 

literature for you to read in your 
Shared Reading group. Secondly, it’s a 

heartfelt THANK YOU for taking the time to get 
together around great literature to talk, laugh and 
share each week.

And finally, most importantly, the extracts, stories 
and poems have all been chosen by people you 
may know – texts read in Shared Reading groups 
up and down the country over the last year. It has 
been specially curated by The Reader’s quality 
and learning team from the reading records 
Reader Leaders submit.

We know that filling in forms during a Shared 
Reading group isn’t quite as fulfilling as ‘doing the 
thing’, but these responses are vitally important 
for the future of Shared Reading. The team at our 
HQ in Liverpool uses them to report the scale and 
impact of our work to the organisations that fund 
groups like yours in local communities, so thanks 
for helping us bring that to life. 

I hope that whether you are new to Shared 
Reading or have been part of a group for many 
years, this collection offers some 
inspiring literature to be read aloud together.

About this anthology

526
Shared Reading 

groups

1000
volunteers

94%
of readers look 

forward to coming
to the group1

84%
of readers have 

made new friends 
in their group2

p.s. Reader Leaders – the wait is nearly over 
– later in 2019 you’ll get a better system for 
recording your reading records and access to 
even more great literature. Watch this space.

Jane Davis
Founder and Director, 
The Reader
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January Cold Desolate
by Christina Rosetti

January cold desolate; 
February all dripping wet; 
March wind ranges; 
April changes; 
Birds sing in tune 
To flowers of May, 
And sunny June 
Brings longest day; 
In scorched July 
The storm-clouds fly 
Lightning-torn; 
August bears corn, 
September fruit; 
In rough October 
Earth must disrobe her; 
Stars fall and shoot 
In keen November; 
And night is long 
And cold is strong 
In bleak December. 

Read in
Abbey

Ravenscroft Park 
Nursing Home, 

Barnet
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The Voyage
by Katherine Mansfield

The Picton boat was due to leave at half-past eleven. It was a beautiful night, mild, 
starry, only when they got out of the cab and started to walk down the Old Wharf that 
jutted out into the harbour, a faint wind blowing off the water ruffled under Fenella’s 
hat, and she put up her hand to keep it on. It was dark on the Old Wharf, very dark; the 
wool sheds, the cattle trucks, the cranes standing up so high, the little squat railway 
engine, all seemed carved out of solid darkness. Here and there on a rounded wood-
pile, that was like the stalk of a huge black mushroom, there hung a lantern, but it 
seemed afraid to unfurl its timid, quivering light in all that blackness; it burned softly, 
as if for itself. 

Fenella’s father pushed on with quick, nervous strides. Beside him her grandma 
bustled along in her crackling black ulster; they went so fast that she had now and 
again to give an undignified little skip to keep up with them. As well as her luggage 
strapped into a neat sausage, Fenella carried clasped to her grandma’s umbrella, and 
the handle, which was a swan’s head, kept giving her shoulder a sharp little peck as if it 
too wanted her to hurry ... Men, their caps pulled down, their collars turned up, swung 
by; a few women all muffled scurried along; and one tiny boy, only his little black arms 
and legs showing out of a white woolly shawl, was jerked along angrily between his 
father and mother; he looked like a baby fly that had fallen into the cream. 

Then suddenly, so suddenly that Fenella and her grandma both leapt, there sounded 
from behind the largest wool shed, that had a trail of smoke hanging over it, “Mia-oo-
oo-O-O!” 

“First whistle,” said her father briefly, and at that moment they came in sight of the 
Picton boat. Lying beside the dark wharf, all strung, all beaded with round golden 
lights, the Picton boat looked as if she was more ready to sail among stars than out 
into the cold sea. People pressed along the gangway. First went her grandma, then her 
father, then Fenella. There was a high step down on to the deck, and an old sailor in a 
jersey standing by gave her his dry, hard hand. They were there; they stepped out of 
the way of the hurrying people, and standing under a little iron stairway that led to the 
upper deck they began to say good-bye. 

“There, mother, there’s your luggage!” said Fenella’s father, giving grandma another 
strapped-up sausage. 

“Thank you, Frank.” 

“And you’ve got your cabin tickets safe?” 

“Yes, dear.” 

“And your other tickets?” 

Read in
Abergavenny 

LIbrary,
Monmouthshire
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Grandma felt for them inside her glove and showed him the tips. 

“That’s right.” 

He sounded stern, but Fenella, eagerly watching him, saw that he looked tired and sad. 
“Mia-oo-oo-O-O!” The second whistle blared just above their heads, and a voice like a 
cry shouted, “Any more for the gangway?” 

“You’ll give my love to father,” Fenella saw her father’s lips say. And her grandma, very 
agitated, answered, “Of course I will, dear. Go now. You’ll be left. Go now, Frank. Go 
now.” 

“It’s all right, mother. I’ve got another three minutes.” To her surprise Fenella saw her 
father take off his hat. He clasped grandma in his arms and pressed her to him. “God 
bless you, mother!” she heard him say. 

And grandma put her hand, with the black thread glove that was worn through on her 
ring finger, against his cheek, and she sobbed, “God bless you, my own brave son!” 

This was so awful that Fenella quickly turned her back on them, swallowed once, twice, 
and frowned terribly at a little green star on a mast head. But she had to turn round 
again; her father was going. 

“Good-bye, Fenella. Be a good girl.” His cold, wet moustache brushed her cheek. But 
Fenella caught hold of the lapels of his coat. 

“How long am I going to stay?” she whispered anxiously. He wouldn’t look at her. He 
shook her off gently, and gently said, “We’ll see about that. Here! Where’s your hand?” 
He pressed something into her palm. “Here’s a shilling in case you should need it.” 

A shilling! She must be going away for ever! “Father!” cried Fenella. But he was gone. 
He was the last off the ship. The sailors put their shoulders to the gangway. A huge coil 
of dark rope went flying through the air and fell “thump” on the wharf. A bell rang; a 
whistle shrilled. Silently the dark wharf began to slip, to slide, to edge away from them. 
Now there was a rush of water between. Fenella strained to see with all her might. 
“Was that father turning round?” - or waving? - or standing alone? - or walking off by 
himself? The strip of water grew broader, darker. Now the Picton boat began to swing 
round steady, pointing out to sea. It was no good looking any longer. There was nothing 
to be seen but a few lights, the face of the town clock hanging in the air, and more 
lights, little patches of them, on the dark hills. 

The freshening wind tugged at Fenella’s skirts; she went back to her grandma. To her 
relief grandma seemed no longer sad. She had put the two sausages of luggage one on 
top of the other, and she was sitting on them, her hands folded, her head a little on one 
side. There was an intent, bright look on her face. Then Fenella saw that her lips were 
moving and guessed that she was praying. But the old woman gave her a bright nod 
as if to say the prayer was nearly over. She unclasped her hands, sighed, clasped them 
again, bent forward, and at last gave herself a soft shake. 

“And now, child,” she said, fingering the bow of her bonnet-strings, “I think we ought to 
see about our cabins. Keep close to me, and mind you don’t slip.” 

“Yes, grandma!” 

“And be careful the umbrellas aren’t caught in the stair rail. I saw a beautiful umbrella 
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broken in half like that on my way over.” 

“Yes, grandma.” 

Dark figures of men lounged against the rails. In the glow of their pipes a nose shone 
out, or the peak of a cap, or a pair of surprised-looking eyebrows. Fenella glanced up. 
High in the air, a little figure, his hands thrust in his short jacket pockets, stood staring 
out to sea. The ship rocked ever so little, and she thought the stars rocked too. And 
now a pale steward in a linen coat, holding a tray high in the palm of his hand, stepped 
out of a lighted doorway and skimmed past them. They went through that doorway. 
Carefully over the high brass-bound step on to the rubber mat and then down such 
a terribly steep flight of stairs that grandma had to put both feet on each step, and 
Fenella clutched the clammy brass rail and forgot all about the swan-necked umbrella. 

At the bottom grandma stopped; Fenella was rather afraid she was going to pray again. 
But no, it was only to get out the cabin tickets. They were in the saloon. It was glaring 
bright and stifling; the air smelled of paint and burnt chop-bones and indiarubber. 
Fenella wished her grandma would go on, but the old woman was not to be hurried. An 
immense basket of ham sandwiches caught her eye. She went up to them and touched 
the top one delicately with her finger. 

“How much are the sandwiches?” she asked. 

“Tuppence!” bawled a rude steward, slamming down a knife and fork. 

Grandma could hardly believe it. 

“Twopence each?” she asked. 

“That’s right,” said the steward, and he winked at his companion. 

Grandma made a small, astonished face. Then she whispered primly to Fenella. “What 
wickedness!” And they sailed out at the further door and along a passage that had 
cabins on either side. Such a very nice stewardess came to meet them. She was 
dressed all in blue, and her collar and cuffs were fastened with large brass buttons. She 
seemed to know grandma well. 

“Well, Mrs. Crane,” said she, unlocking their washstand. “We’ve got you back again. It’s 
not often you give yourself a cabin.” 

“No,” said grandma. “But this time my dear son’s thoughtfulness--” 

“I hope--” began the stewardess. Then she turned round and took a long, mournful look 
at grandma’s blackness and at Fenella’s black coat and skirt, black blouse, and hat with 
a crape rose. 

Grandma nodded. “It was God’s will,” said she. 

The stewardess shut her lips and, taking a deep breath, she seemed to expand. 

“What I always say is,” she said, as though it was her own discovery, “sooner or later 
each of us has to go, and that’s a certainty.” She paused. “Now, can I bring you 
anything, Mrs Crane? A cup of tea? I know it’s no good offering you a little something to 
keep the cold out.” 

Grandma shook her head. “Nothing, thank you. We’ve got a few wine biscuits, and 
Fenella has a very nice banana.” 
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“Then I’ll give you a look later on,” said the stewardess, and she went out, shutting the 
door. 

What a very small cabin it was! It was like being shut up in a box with grandma. The 
dark round eye above the washstand gleamed at them dully. Fenella felt shy. She stood 
against the door, still clasping her luggage and the umbrella. Already her grandma 
had taken off her bonnet, and, rolling up the strings, she fixed each with a pin to the 
lining before she hung the bonnet up. Her white hair shone like silk; the little bun at the 
back was covered with a black net. Fenella hardly ever saw her grandma with her head 
uncovered; she looked strange. 

“I shall put on the woollen fascinator your dear mother crocheted for me,” said 
grandma, and, unstrapping the sausage, she took it out and wound it round her 
head; the fringe of grey bobbles danced at her eyebrows as she smiled tenderly 
and mournfully at Fenella. “Don’t forget to say your prayers. Our dear Lord is with us 
when we are at sea even more than when we are on dry land. And because I am an 
experienced traveller,” said grandma briskly, “I shall take the upper berth.” 

“But, grandma, however will you get up there?” 

Three little spider-like steps were all Fenella saw. The old woman gave a small silent 
laugh before she mounted them nimbly, and she peered over the high bunk at the 
astonished Fenella. 

“You didn’t think your grandma could do that, did you?” said she. And as she sank back 
Fenella heard her light laugh again. 

The hard square of brown soap would not lather, and the water in the bottle was like a 
kind of blue jelly. How hard it was, too, to turn down those stiff sheets; you simply had 
to tear your way in. If everything had been different, Fenella might have got the giggles 
... At last she was inside, and while she lay there panting, there sounded from above 
a long, soft whispering, as though some one was gently, gently rustling among tissue 
paper to find something. It was grandma saying her prayers ... 

A long time passed. Then the stewardess came in; she trod softly and leaned her hand 
on grandma’s bunk. 

“We’re just entering the Straits,” she said. 

“Oh!” 

“It’s a fine night, but we’re rather empty. We may pitch a little.” 

And indeed at that moment the Picton Boat rose and rose and hung in the air just long 
enough to give a shiver before she swung down again, and there was the sound of 
heavy water slapping against her sides. Fenella remembered she had left the swan-
necked umbrella standing up on the little couch. If it fell over, would it break? But 
grandma remembered too, at the same time. 

“I wonder if you’d mind, stewardess, laying down my umbrella,” she whispered. 

“Not at all, Mrs. Crane.” And the stewardess, coming back to grandma, breathed, “Your 
little granddaughter’s in such a beautiful sleep.” 

“God be praised for that!” said grandma. 
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“Poor little motherless mite!” said the stewardess. And grandma was still telling the 
stewardess all about what happened when Fenella fell asleep. 

But she hadn’t been asleep long enough to dream before she woke up again to see 
something waving in the air above her head. What was it? What could it be? It was a 
small grey foot. Now another joined it. They seemed to be feeling about for something; 
there came a sigh. 

“I’m awake, grandma,” said Fenella. 

“Oh, dear, am I near the ladder?” asked grandma. “I thought it was this end.” 

“No, grandma, it’s the other. I’ll put your foot on it. Are we there?” asked Fenella. 

“In the harbour,” said grandma. “We must get up, child. You’d better have a biscuit to 
steady yourself before you move.” 

But Fenella had hopped out of her bunk. The lamp was still burning, but night was over, 
and it was cold. Peering through that round eye she could see far off some rocks. Now 
they were scattered over with foam; now a gull flipped by; and now there came a long 
piece of real land. 

“It’s land, grandma,” said Fenella, wonderingly, as though they had been at sea for 
weeks together. She hugged herself; she stood on one leg and rubbed it with the 
toes of the other foot; she was trembling. Oh, it had all been so sad lately. Was it 
going to change? But all her grandma said was, “Make haste, child. I should leave 
your nice banana for the stewardess as you haven’t eaten it.” And Fenella put on her 
black clothes again and a button sprang off one of her gloves and rolled to where she 
couldn’t reach it. They went up on deck. 

But if it had been cold in the cabin, on deck it was like ice. The sun was not up yet, but 
the stars were dim, and the cold pale sky was the same colour as the cold pale sea. On 
the land a white mist rose and fell. Now they could see quite plainly dark bush. Even 
the shapes of the umbrella ferns showed, and those strange silvery withered trees that 
are like skeletons ... Now they could see the landing-stage and some little houses, pale 
too, clustered together, like shells on the lid of a box. The other passengers tramped up 
and down, but more slowly than they had the night before, and they looked gloomy. 

And now the landing-stage came out to meet them. Slowly it swam towards the Picton 
boat, and a man holding a coil of rope, and a cart with a small drooping horse and 
another man sitting on the step, came too. 

“It’s Mr. Penreddy, Fenella, come for us,” said grandma. She sounded pleased. Her white 
waxen cheeks were blue with cold, her chin trembled, and she had to keep wiping her 
eyes and her little pink nose. 

“You’ve got my--” 

“Yes, grandma.” Fenella showed it to her. 

The rope came flying through the air, and “smack” it fell on to the deck. The gangway 
was lowered. Again Fenella followed her grandma on to the wharf over to the little cart, 
and a moment later they were bowling away. The hooves of the little horse drummed 
over the wooden piles, then sank softly into the sandy road. Not a soul was to be seen; 
there was not even a feather of smoke. The mist rose and fell and the sea still sounded 
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asleep as slowly it turned on the beach. 

“I seen Mr. Crane yestiddy,” said Mr. Penreddy. “He looked himself then. Missus knocked 
him up a batch of scones last week.” 

And now the little horse pulled up before one of the shell-like houses. They got down. 
Fenella put her hand on the gate, and the big, trembling dew-drops soaked through her 
glove-tips. Up a little path of round white pebbles they went, with drenched sleeping 
flowers on either side. Grandma’s delicate white picotees were so heavy with dew 
that they were fallen, but their sweet smell was part of the cold morning. The blinds 
were down in the little house; they mounted the steps on to the veranda. A pair of old 
bluchers was on one side of the door, and a large red watering-can on the other. 

“Tut! tut! Your grandpa,” said grandma. She turned the handle. Not a sound. She called, 
“Walter!” And immediately a deep voice that sounded half stifled called back, “Is that 
you, Mary?” 

“Wait, dear,” said grandma. “Go in there.” She pushed Fenella gently into a small dusky 
sitting-room. 

On the table a white cat, that had been folded up like a camel, rose, stretched itself, 
yawned, and then sprang on to the tips of its toes. Fenella buried one cold little hand 
in the white, warm fur, and smiled timidly while she stroked and listened to grandma’s 
gentle voice and the rolling tones of grandpa. 

A door creaked. “Come in, dear.” The old woman beckoned, Fenella followed. There, 
lying to one side on an immense bed, lay grandpa. Just his head with a white tuft and 
his rosy face and long silver beard showed over the quilt. He was like a very old wide-
awake bird. 

“Well, my girl!” said grandpa. “Give us a kiss!” Fenella kissed him. “Ugh!” said grandpa. 
“Her little nose is as cold as a button. What’s that she’s holding? Her grandma’s 
umbrella?” 

Fenella smiled again, and crooked the swan neck over the bed-rail. Above the bed there 
was a big text in a deep black frame:- 

“Lost! One Golden Hour Set with Sixty Diamond Minutes. No Reward Is Offered For It Is 
Gone For Ever!” 

“Yer grandma painted that,” said grandpa. And he ruffled his white tuft and looked at 
Fenella so merrily she almost thought he winked at her. 
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Thaw
by Edward Thomas

Over the land freckled with snow half-thawed
The speculating rooks at their nests cawed
And saw from elm-tops, delicate as flowers of grass,
What we below could not see, Winter pass.

Read in
Age UK, 

Folkestone, 
Kent
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Beautiful Old Age
by D H Lawrence

It ought to be lovely to be old 
to be full of the peace that comes of experience 
and wrinkled ripe fulfilment.

The wrinkled smile of completeness that follows a life 
lived undaunted and unsoured with accepted lies 
they would ripen like apples, and be scented like pippins 
in their old age.

Soothing, old people should be, like apples 
when one is tired of love. 
Fragrant like yellowing leaves, and dim with the soft 
stillness and satisfaction of autumn.

And a girl should say: 
It must be wonderful to live and grow old. 
Look at my mother, how rich and still she is! -

And a young man should think: By Jove 
my father has faced all weathers, but it’s been a life!

Read in
Bishopston 

Library, 
Bristol
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It ought to be lovely to be old 
to be full of the peace that comes of experience 
and wrinkled ripe fulfilment.

The wrinkled smile of completeness that follows a life 
lived undaunted and unsoured with accepted lies 
they would ripen like apples, and be scented like pippins 
in their old age.

Soothing, old people should be, like apples 
when one is tired of love. 
Fragrant like yellowing leaves, and dim with the soft 
stillness and satisfaction of autumn.

And a girl should say: 
It must be wonderful to live and grow old. 
Look at my mother, how rich and still she is! -

And a young man should think: By Jove 
my father has faced all weathers, but it’s been a life!

From Chapter 5
Frankenstein 
  by Mary Shelley

It was on a dreary night of November that I beheld the accomplishment of my toils. 
With an anxiety that almost amounted to agony, I collected the instruments of life 
around me, that I might infuse a spark of being into the lifeless thing that lay at my 
feet. It was already one in the morning; the rain pattered dismally against the panes, 
and my candle was nearly burnt out, when, by the glimmer of the half-extinguished 
light, I saw the dull yellow eye of the creature open; it breathed hard, and a convulsive 
motion agitated its limbs. 

How can I describe my emotions at this catastrophe, or how delineate the wretch 
whom with such infinite pains and care I had endeavoured to form? His limbs were in 
proportion, and I had selected his features as beautiful. Beautiful! Great God! His yellow 
skin scarcely covered the work of muscles and arteries beneath; his hair was of a 
lustrous black, and flowing; his teeth of a pearly whiteness; but these luxuriances only 
formed a more horrid contrast with his watery eyes, that seemed almost of the same 
colour as the dun-white sockets in which they were set, his shrivelled complexion and 
straight black lips. 

The different accidents of life are not so changeable as the feelings of human nature. 
I had worked hard for nearly two years, for the sole purpose of infusing life into an 
inanimate body. For this I had deprived myself of rest and health. I had desired it with 
an ardour that far exceeded moderation; but now that I had finished, the beauty of the 
dream vanished, and breathless horror and disgust filled my heart. Unable to endure 
the aspect of the being I had created, I rushed out of the room and continued a long 
time traversing my bed-chamber, unable to compose my mind to sleep. At length 
lassitude succeeded to the tumult I had before endured, and I threw myself on the bed 
in my clothes, endeavouring to seek a few moments of forgetfulness. But it was in vain; 
I slept, indeed, but I was disturbed by the wildest dreams. I thought I saw Elizabeth, 
in the bloom of health, walking in the streets of Ingolstadt. Delighted and surprised, I 
embraced her, but as I imprinted the first kiss on her lips, they became livid with the 
hue of death; her features appeared to change, and I thought that I held the corpse of 
my dead mother in my arms; a shroud enveloped her form, and I saw the grave-worms 
crawling in the folds of the flannel. I started from my sleep with horror; a cold dew 
covered my forehead, my teeth chattered, and every limb became convulsed; when, by 
the dim and yellow light of the moon, as it forced its way through the window shutters, 
I beheld the wretch --the miserable monster whom I had created. He held up the 
curtain of the bed; and his eyes, if eyes they may be called, were fixed on me. His jaws 
opened, and he muttered some inarticulate sounds, while a grin wrinkled his cheeks. 
He might have spoken, but I did not hear; one hand was stretched out, seemingly 
to detain me, but I escaped and rushed downstairs. I took refuge in the courtyard 
belonging to the house which I inhabited, where I remained during the rest of the 

Read in
Crewe 

Library, 
Crewe
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night, walking up and down in the greatest agitation, listening attentively, catching and 
fearing each sound as if it were to announce the approach of the demoniacal corpse to 
which I had so miserably given life. 

Oh! No mortal could support the horror of that countenance. A mummy again endued 
with animation could not be so hideous as that wretch. I had gazed on him while 
unfinished; he was ugly then, but when those muscles and joints were rendered 
capable of motion, it became a thing such as even Dante could not have conceived. 

I passed the night wretchedly. Sometimes my pulse beat so quickly and hardly that 
I felt the palpitation of every artery; at others, I nearly sank to the ground through 
languor and extreme weakness. Mingled with this horror, I felt the bitterness of 
disappointment; dreams that had been my food and pleasant rest for so long a 
space were now become a hell to me; and the change was so rapid, the overthrow so 
complete!
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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  
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;  
Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes  
He star’d at the Pacific—and all his men  
Look’d at each other with a wild surmise— 
Silent, upon a peak in Darien.

Read in
Crosby
Library, 
Sefton
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The Builders
by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

All are architects of Fate,  
Working in these walls of Time;  
Some with massive deeds and great, 
Some with ornaments of rhyme.

Nothing useless is, or low;  
Each thing in its place is best;  
And what seems but idle show  
Strengthens and supports the rest. 

For the structure that we raise,  
Time is with materials filled;  
Our to-days and yesterdays  
Are the blocks with which we build. 

Truly shape and fashion these; 
Leave no yawning gaps between; 
Think not, because no man sees, 
Such things will remain unseen. 

In the elder days of Art, 
Builders wrought with greatest care 
Each minute and unseen part; 
For the Gods see everywhere. 

Let us do our work as well, 
Both the unseen and the seen; 
Make the house, where Gods may dwell, 
Beautiful, entire, and clean.

Else our lives are incomplete, 
Standing in these walls of Time, 
Broken stairways, where the feet 
Stumble as they seek to climb. 

Build to-day, then, strong and sure, 
With a firm and ample base; 
And ascending and secure 
Shall to-morrow find its place. 

Thus alone can we attain 
To those turrets, where the eye 
Sees the world as one vast plain, 
And one boundless reach of sky.

Read in
Moreton 
Library, 

Wirral
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From In Memoriam, CXXIV 
by Alfred Lord Tennyson

That which we dare invoke to bless; 
      Our dearest faith; our ghastliest doubt;  
      He, They, One, All; within, without;   
The Power in darkness whom we guess;   
I found Him not in world or sun,  
      Or eagle’s wing, or insect’s eye;  
      Nor through the questions men may try,   
The petty cobwebs we have spun:   
If e’er when faith had fallen asleep,  
      I heard a voice `believe no more’  
      And heard an ever-breaking shore   
That tumbled in the Godless deep;   
A warmth within the breast would melt  
      The freezing reason’s colder part,  
      And like a man in wrath the heart   
Stood up and answered ‘I have felt.’  
No, like a child in doubt and fear:  
      But that blind clamour made me wise;  
      Then was I as a child that cries,   
But, crying, knows his father near;   
And what I am beheld again  
      What is, and no man understands;  
      And out of darkness came the hands   
That reach through nature, moulding men.

Read in
Stapely 

Care Home,
Liverpool
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The Schoolboy
by William Blake

I love to rise in a summer morn, 
When the birds sing on every tree; 
The distant huntsman winds his horn, 
And the skylark sings with me: 
O what sweet company!

But to go to school in a summer morn, - 
O it drives all joy away! 
Under a cruel eye outworn, 
The little ones spend the day 
In sighing and dismay.

Ah then at times I drooping sit, 
And spend many an anxious hour; 
Nor in my book can I take delight, 
Nor sit in learning’s bower, 
Worn through with the dreary shower.

How can the bird that is born for joy 
Sit in a cage and sing? 
How can a child, when fears annoy, 
But droop his tender wing, 
And forget his youthful spring!

O father and mother if buds are nipped, 
And blossoms blown away; 
And if the tender plants are stripped 
Of their joy in the springing day, 
By sorrow and care’s dismay, -

How shall the summer arise in joy, 
Or the summer fruits appear? 
Or how shall we gather what griefs destroy, 
Or bless the mellowing year, 
When the blasts of winter appear?

Read in
Age UK, 

Croydon Library, 
Croydon
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I love to rise in a summer morn, 
When the birds sing on every tree; 
The distant huntsman winds his horn, 
And the skylark sings with me: 
O what sweet company!

But to go to school in a summer morn, - 
O it drives all joy away! 
Under a cruel eye outworn, 
The little ones spend the day 
In sighing and dismay.

Ah then at times I drooping sit, 
And spend many an anxious hour; 
Nor in my book can I take delight, 
Nor sit in learning’s bower, 
Worn through with the dreary shower.

How can the bird that is born for joy 
Sit in a cage and sing? 
How can a child, when fears annoy, 
But droop his tender wing, 
And forget his youthful spring!

O father and mother if buds are nipped, 
And blossoms blown away; 
And if the tender plants are stripped 
Of their joy in the springing day, 
By sorrow and care’s dismay, -

How shall the summer arise in joy, 
Or the summer fruits appear? 
Or how shall we gather what griefs destroy, 
Or bless the mellowing year, 
When the blasts of winter appear?

Happy the Man
by John Dryden

Happy the man, and happy he alone,  
He who can call today his own:  
He who, secure within, can say,  
Tomorrow do thy worst, for I have lived today.  
Be fair or foul or rain or shine  
The joys I have possessed, in spite of fate, are mine.  
Not Heaven itself upon the past has power, 
But what has been, has been, and I have had my hour.

Read in
Bangor 
Library,

North Wales
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The Windhover
by Gerard Manley Hopkins

To Christ our Lord

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!

   No wonder of it: shéer plód makes plough down sillion 
Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear, 
    Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermilion.

Read in
Bridgwater 

Library,
Somerset
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To Christ our Lord

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!

   No wonder of it: shéer plód makes plough down sillion 
Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear, 
    Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermilion.

Often rebuked, yet always 
back returning

by Emily Brontë

Often rebuked, yet always back returning 
    To those first feelings that were born with me, 
And leaving busy chase of wealth and learning 
    For idle dreams of things which cannot be:

To-day, I will seek not the shadowy region; 
    Its unsustaining vastness waxes drear; 
And visions rising, legion after legion, 
    Bring the unreal world too strangely near.

I’ll walk, but not in old heroic traces, 
    And not in paths of high morality, 
And not among the half-distinguished faces, 
    The clouded forms of long-past history.

I’ll walk where my own nature would be leading: 
    It vexes me to choose another guide: 
Where the gray flocks in ferny glens are feeding; 
    Where the wild wind blows on the mountain side.

What have those lonely mountains worth revealing? 
    More glory and more grief than I can tell: 
The earth that wakes one human heart to feeling 
    Can centre both the worlds of Heaven and Hell.

Read in
Coach House,
Calderstones, 

Liverpool
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Morituri Salutamus: 
Poem for the 50th Anniversary of 
the Class of 1825 in Bowdoin College 

by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

Tempora labuntur, tacitisque senescimus annis,  
Et fugiunt freno non remorante dies.  
Ovid, Fastorum, Lib. vi.

“O Cæsar, we who are about to die  
Salute you!” was the gladiators’ cry  
In the arena, standing face to face  
With death and with the Roman populace. 

O ye familiar scenes,—ye groves of pine,  
That once were mine and are no longer mine,—  
Thou river, widening through the meadows green  
To the vast sea, so near and yet unseen,—  
Ye halls, in whose seclusion and repose 

Phantoms of fame, like exhalations, rose  
And vanished,—we who are about to die,  
Salute you; earth and air and sea and sky,  
And the Imperial Sun that scatters down  
His sovereign splendors upon grove and town. 

Ye do not answer us! ye do not hear!  
We are forgotten; and in your austere  
And calm indifference, ye little care  
Whether we come or go, or whence or where.  
What passing generations fill these halls,  
What passing voices echo from these walls,  
Ye heed not; we are only as the blast,  
A moment heard, and then forever past. 

Read in
Calne 

Library,
Wiltshire
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Morituri Salutamus: 
Poem for the 50th Anniversary of 
the Class of 1825 in Bowdoin College 

by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

Not so the teachers who in earlier days  
Led our bewildered feet through learning’s maze;  
They answer us—alas! what have I said?  
What greetings come there from the voiceless dead?  
What salutation, welcome, or reply?  
What pressure from the hands that lifeless lie?  
They are no longer here; they all are gone  
Into the land of shadows,—all save one.  
Honor and reverence, and the good repute  
That follows faithful service as its fruit,  
Be unto him, whom living we salute. 

The great Italian poet, when he made  
His dreadful journey to the realms of shade,  
Met there the old instructor of his youth,  
And cried in tones of pity and of ruth:  
“Oh, never from the memory of my heart 

Your dear, paternal image shall depart,  
Who while on earth, ere yet by death surprised,  
Taught me how mortals are immortalized;  
How grateful am I for that patient care  
All my life long my language shall declare.” 

To-day we make the poet’s words our own,  
And utter them in plaintive undertone;  
Nor to the living only be they said,  
But to the other living called the dead,  
Whose dear, paternal images appear  
Not wrapped in gloom, but robed in sunshine here;  
Whose simple lives, complete and without flaw,  
Were part and parcel of great Nature’s law;  
Who said not to their Lord, as if afraid,  
“Here is thy talent in a napkin laid,”  
But labored in their sphere, as men who live  
In the delight that work alone can give.  
Peace be to them; eternal peace and rest,  
And the fulfilment of the great behest:  
“Ye have been faithful over a few things,  
Over ten cities shall ye reign as kings.” 
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And ye who fill the places we once filled,  
And follow in the furrows that we tilled,  
Young men, whose generous hearts are beating high,  
We who are old, and are about to die,  
Salute you; hail you; take your hands in ours,  
And crown you with our welcome as with flowers! 

How beautiful is youth! how bright it gleams  
With its illusions, aspirations, dreams!  
Book of Beginnings, Story without End,  
Each maid a heroine, and each man a friend!  
Aladdin’s Lamp, and Fortunatus’ Purse,  
That holds the treasures of the universe!  
All possibilities are in its hands,  
No danger daunts it, and no foe withstands;  
In its sublime audacity of faith,  
“Be thou removed!” it to the mountain saith,  
And with ambitious feet, secure and proud,  
Ascends the ladder leaning on the cloud! 

As ancient Priam at the Scæan gate  
Sat on the walls of Troy in regal state  
With the old men, too old and weak to fight,  
Chirping like grasshoppers in their delight  
To see the embattled hosts, with spear and shield,  
Of Trojans and Achaians in the field;  
So from the snowy summits of our years  
We see you in the plain, as each appears,  
And question of you; asking, “Who is he  
That towers above the others? Which may be  
Atreides, Menelaus, Odysseus,  
Ajax the great, or bold Idomeneus?” 
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Let him not boast who puts his armor on  
As he who puts it off, the battle done.  
Study yourselves; and most of all note well  
Wherein kind Nature meant you to excel.  
Not every blossom ripens into fruit; 
Minerva, the inventress of the flute,  
Flung it aside, when she her face surveyed  
Distorted in a fountain as she played;  
The unlucky Marsyas found it, and his fate  
Was one to make the bravest hesitate. 

Write on your doors the saying wise and old,  
“Be bold! be bold!” and everywhere, “Be bold;  
Be not too bold!” Yet better the excess  
Than the defect; better the more than less;  
Better like Hector in the field to die,  
Than like a perfumed Paris turn and fly. 

And now, my classmates; ye remaining few  
That number not the half of those we knew,  
Ye, against whose familiar names not yet  
The fatal asterisk of death is set,  
Ye I salute! The horologe of Time  
Strikes the half-century with a solemn chime,  
And summons us together once again,  
The joy of meeting not unmixed with pain. 
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Where are the others? Voices from the deep  
Caverns of darkness answer me: “They sleep!”  
I name no names; instinctively I feel  
Each at some well-remembered grave will kneel,  
And from the inscription wipe the weeds and moss,  
For every heart best knoweth its own loss.  
I see their scattered gravestones gleaming white  
Through the pale dusk of the impending night;  
O’er all alike the impartial sunset throws  
Its golden lilies mingled with the rose; 
We give to each a tender thought, and pass  
Out of the graveyards with their tangled grass,  
Unto these scenes frequented by our feet  
When we were young, and life was fresh and sweet. 

What shall I say to you? What can I say  
Better than silence is? When I survey  
This throng of faces turned to meet my own, 
Friendly and fair, and yet to me unknown,  
Transformed the very landscape seems to be;  
It is the same, yet not the same to me.  
So many memories crowd upon my brain,  
So many ghosts are in the wooded plain,  
I fain would steal away, with noiseless tread,  
As from a house where some one lieth dead.  
I cannot go;—I pause;—I hesitate;  
My feet reluctant linger at the gate;  
As one who struggles in a troubled dream  
To speak and cannot, to myself I seem. 

Vanish the dream! Vanish the idle fears!  
Vanish the rolling mists of fifty years!  
Whatever time or space may intervene,  
I will not be a stranger in this scene.  
Here every doubt, all indecision, ends;  
Hail, my companions, comrades, classmates, friends! 
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Ah me! the fifty years since last we met  
Seem to me fifty folios bound and set  
By Time, the great transcriber, on his shelves,  
Wherein are written the histories of ourselves.  
What tragedies, what comedies, are there;  
What joy and grief, what rapture and despair!  
What chronicles of triumph and defeat,  
Of struggle, and temptation, and retreat!  
What records of regrets, and doubts, and fears!  
What pages blotted, blistered by our tears!  
What lovely landscapes on the margin shine,  
What sweet, angelic faces, what divine  
And holy images of love and trust,  
Undimmed by age, unsoiled by damp or dust!  
Whose hand shall dare to open and explore  
These volumes, closed and clasped forevermore?  
Not mine. With reverential feet I pass;  
I hear a voice that cries, “Alas! alas!  
Whatever hath been written shall remain,  
Nor be erased nor written o’er again;  
The unwritten only still belongs to thee:  
Take heed, and ponder well what that shall be.” 

As children frightened by a thunder-cloud  
Are reassured if some one reads aloud  
A tale of wonder, with enchantment fraught,  
Or wild adventure, that diverts their thought,  
Let me endeavor with a tale to chase  
The gathering shadows of the time and place,  
And banish what we all too deeply feel  
Wholly to say, or wholly to conceal. 
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In mediæval Rome, I know not where,  
There stood an image with its arm in air,  
And on its lifted finger, shining clear,  
A golden ring with the device, “Strike here!”  
Greatly the people wondered, though none guessed  
The meaning that these words but half expressed,  
Until a learned clerk, who at noonday  
With downcast eyes was passing on his way,  
Paused, and observed the spot, and marked it well,  
Whereon the shadow of the finger fell;  
And, coming back at midnight, delved, and found  
A secret stairway leading underground.  
Down this he passed into a spacious hall,  
Lit by a flaming jewel on the wall;  
And opposite, in threatening attitude,  
With bow and shaft a brazen statue stood.  
Upon its forehead, like a coronet,  
Were these mysterious words of menace set:  
“That which I am, I am; my fatal aim  
None can escape, not even yon luminous flame!” 

Midway the hall was a fair table placed,  
With cloth of gold, and golden cups enchased  
With rubies, and the plates and knives were gold,  
And gold the bread and viands manifold.  
Around it, silent, motionless, and sad,  
Were seated gallant knights in armor clad,  
And ladies beautiful with plume and zone,  
But they were stone, their hearts within were stone;  
And the vast hall was filled in every part  
With silent crowds, stony in face and heart. 
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Long at the scene, bewildered and amazed  
The trembling clerk in speechless wonder gazed;  
Then from the table, by his greed made bold,  
He seized a goblet and a knife of gold,  
And suddenly from their seats the guests upsprang,  
The vaulted ceiling with loud clamors rang,  
The archer sped his arrow, at their call,  
Shattering the lambent jewel on the wall,  
And all was dark around and overhead;—  
Stark on the floor the luckless clerk lay dead! 

The writer of this legend then records  
Its ghostly application in these words:  
The image is the Adversary old,  
Whose beckoning finger points to realms of gold;  
Our lusts and passions are the downward stair  
That leads the soul from a diviner air;  
The archer, Death; the flaming jewel, Life;  
Terrestrial goods, the goblet and the knife;  
The knights and ladies, all whose flesh and bone  
By avarice have been hardened into stone;  
The clerk, the scholar whom the love of pelf  
Tempts from his books and from his nobler self. 

The scholar and the world! The endless strife,  
The discord in the harmonies of life!  
The love of learning, the sequestered nooks,  
And all the sweet serenity of books;  
The market-place, the eager love of gain,  
Whose aim is vanity, and whose end is pain! 
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But why, you ask me, should this tale be told  
To men grown old, or who are growing old?  
It is too late! Ah, nothing is too late  
Till the tired heart shall cease to palpitate.  
Cato learned Greek at eighty; Sophocles  
Wrote his grand Oedipus, and Simonides  
Bore off the prize of verse from his compeers,  
When each had numbered more than fourscore years,  
And Theophrastus, at fourscore and ten,  
Had but begun his “Characters of Men.”  
Chaucer, at Woodstock with the nightingales,  
At sixty wrote the Canterbury Tales;  
Goethe at Weimar, toiling to the last,  
Completed Faust when eighty years were past.  
These are indeed exceptions; but they show  
How far the gulf-stream of our youth may flow  
Into the arctic regions of our lives,  
Where little else than life itself survives. 

As the barometer foretells the storm  
While still the skies are clear, the weather warm  
So something in us, as old age draws near,  
Betrays the pressure of the atmosphere.  
The nimble mercury, ere we are aware,  
Descends the elastic ladder of the air;  
The telltale blood in artery and vein  
Sinks from its higher levels in the brain;  
Whatever poet, orator, or sage  
May say of it, old age is still old age.  
It is the waning, not the crescent moon;  
The dusk of evening, not the blaze of noon;  
It is not strength, but weakness; not desire,  
But its surcease; not the fierce heat of fire,  
The burning and consuming element,  
But that of ashes and of embers spent,  
In which some living sparks we still discern,  
Enough to warm, but not enough to burn. 
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What then? Shall we sit idly down and say  
The night hath come; it is no longer day?  
The night hath not yet come; we are not quite  
Cut off from labor by the failing light;  
Something remains for us to do or dare;  
Even the oldest tree some fruit may bear;  
Not Oedipus Coloneus, or Greek Ode,  
Or tales of pilgrims that one morning rode  
Out of the gateway of the Tabard Inn,  
But other something, would we but begin;  
For age is opportunity no less  
Than youth itself, though in another dress,  
And as the evening twilight fades away  
The sky is filled with stars, invisible by day. 
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A Code of Morals
by Rudyard Kipling

Now Jones had left his new-wed bride to keep his house in order, 
And hied away to the Hurrum Hills above the Afghan border, 
To sit on a rock with a heliograph; but ere he left he taught 
His wife the working of the Code that sets the miles at naught.

And Love had made him very sage, as Nature made her fair; 
So Cupid and Apollo linked, per heliograph, the pair. 
At dawn, across the Hurrum Hills, he flashed her counsel wise -- 
At e’en, the dying sunset bore her husband’s homilies.

He warned her ‘gainst seductive youths in scarlet clad and gold, 
As much as ‘gainst the blandishments paternal of the old; 
But kept his gravest warnings for (hereby the ditty hangs) 
That snowy-haired Lothario, Lieutenant-General Bangs.

‘Twas General Bangs, with Aide and Staff, who tittupped on the way, 
When they beheld a heliograph tempestuously at play. 
They thought of Border risings, and of stations sacked and burnt -- 
So stopped to take the message down -- and this is what they learnt --

“Dash dot dot, dot, dot dash, dot dash dot” twice. The General swore. 
“Was ever General Officer addressed as ‘dear’ before? 
“’My Love,’ i’ faith! ‘My Duck,’ Gadzooks! ‘My darling popsy-wop!’ 
“Spirit of great Lord Wolseley, who is on that mountaintop?”

The artless Aide-de-camp was mute; the gilded Staff were still, 
As, dumb with pent-up mirth, they booked that message from the hill; 
For clear as summer lightning-flare, the husband’s warning ran: -- 
“Don’t dance or ride with General Bangs -- a most immoral man.”

Read in
Cheshir House

Retirement
Home, 

Hendon
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[At dawn, across the Hurrum Hills, he flashed her counsel wise -- 
But, howsoever Love be blind, the world at large hath eyes.] 
With damnatory dot and dash he heliographed his wife 
Some interesting details of the General’s private life.

The artless Aide-de-camp was mute, the shining Staff were still, 
And red and ever redder grew the General’s shaven gill. 
And this is what he said at last (his feelings matter not): -- 
“I think we’ve tapped a private line. Hi! Threes about there! Trot!”

All honour unto Bangs, for ne’er did Jones thereafter know 
By word or act official who read off that helio. 
But the tale is on the Frontier, and from Michni to Mooltan 
They know the worthy General as “that most immoral man.”
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Count That Day Lost
by George Eliot

If you sit down at set of sun 
And count the acts that you have done, 
And, counting, find 
One self-denying deed, one word 
That eased the heart of him who heard,  
One glance most kind 
That fell like sunshine where it went -- 
Then you may count that day well spent.

But if, through all the livelong day, 
You’ve cheered no heart, by yea or nay -- 
If, through it all 
You’ve nothing done that you can trace 
That brought the sunshine to one face-- 
No act most small 
That helped some soul and nothing cost -- 
Then count that day as worse than lost.

Read in
Crewe 

Library,
Crewe
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Novel
by Arthur Rimbaud 
Translated by Wallace Fowlie

I

We aren’t serious when we’re seventeen. 
—One fine evening, to hell with beer and lemonade, 
Noisy cafés with their shining lamps! 
We walk under the green linden trees of the park

The lindens smell good in the good June evenings! 
At times the air is so scented that we close our eyes. 
The wind laden with sounds—the town isn’t far— 
Has the smell of grapevines and beer . . .

II

—There you can see a very small patch 
Of dark blue, framed by a little branch, 
Pinned up by a naughty star, that melts 
In gentle quivers, small and very white . . .

Night in June! Seventeen years old! —We are overcome by it all 
The sap is champagne and goes to our head . . . 
We talked a lot and feel a kiss on our lips 
Trembling there like a small insect . . .

III

Our wild heart moves through novels like Robinson Crusoe, 
—When, in the light of a pale street lamp, 
A girl goes by attractive and charming 
Under the shadow of her father’s terrible collar . . .

And as she finds you incredibly naïve, 
While clicking her little boots, 
She turns abruptly and in a lively way . . . 
—Then cavatinas die on your lips . . .

IV

You are in love. Occupied until the month of August. 
You are in love. —Your sonnets make Her laugh. 
All your friends go off, you are ridiculous. 
—Then one evening the girl you worship deigned to write to you . . . !

—That evening, . . . —you return to the bright cafés, 
You ask for beer or lemonade . . . 
—We’re not serious when we are seventeen 
And when we have green linden trees in the park.

Read in
Elmgrove 

House,
Hammersmith 

& Fulham
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To an Unborn 
Pauper Child

by Thomas Hardy

  Breathe not, hid Heart: cease silently,  
  And though thy birth-hour beckons thee,  
    Sleep the long sleep:  
    The Doomsters heap  
  Travails and teens around us here,  
And Time-wraiths turn our songsingings to fear. 

  Hark, how the peoples surge and sigh,  
  And laughters fail, and greetings die:  
    Hopes dwindle; yea,  
    Faiths waste away,  
  Affections and enthusiasms numb:  
Thou canst not mend these things if thou dost come. 

  Had I the ear of wombèd souls  
  Ere their terrestrial chart unrolls,  
    And thou wert free  
    To cease, or be,  
  Then would I tell thee all I know,  
And put it to thee: Wilt thou take Life so? 

  Vain vow! No hint of mine may hence  
  To theeward fly: to thy locked sense  
    Explain none can  
    Life’s pending plan:  
  Thou wilt thy ignorant entry make  
Though skies spout fire and blood and nations quake. 

  Fain would I, dear, find some shut plot  
  Of earth’s wide wold for thee, where not  
    One tear, one qualm,  
    Should break the calm.  
  But I am weak as thou and bare;  
No man can change the common lot to rare. 

  Must come and bide. And such are we—  
  Unreasoning, sanguine, visionary—  
    That I can hope  
    Health, love, friends, scope 

  In full for thee; can dream thou wilt find  
Joys seldom yet attained by humankind! 

Read in
Huyton 
Library,

Knowsley
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Happy families are all alike; every unhappy family is unhappy in its own way. 

Everything was in confusion in the Oblonskys’ house. The wife had discovered that the 
husband was carrying on an intrigue with a French girl, who had been a governess in 
their family, and she had announced to her husband that she could not go on living 
in the same house with him. This position of affairs had now lasted three days, and 
not only the husband and wife themselves, but all the members of their family and 
household, were painfully conscious of it. Every person in the house felt that there was 
so sense in their living together, and that the stray people brought together by chance 
in any inn had more in common with one another than they, the members of the family 
and household of the Oblonskys. The wife did not leave her own room, the husband 
had not been at home for three days. The children ran wild all over the house; the 
English governess quarreled with the housekeeper, and wrote to a friend asking her to 
look out for a new situation for her; the man-cook had walked off the day before just at 
dinner time; the kitchen-maid, and the coachman had given warning. 

Three days after the quarrel, Prince Stepan Arkadyevitch Oblonsky--Stiva, as he was 
called in the fashionable world-- woke up at his usual hour, that is, at eight o’clock in 
the morning, not in his wife’s bedroom, but on the leather-covered sofa in his study. He 
turned over his stout, well-cared-for person on the springy sofa, as though he would 
sink into a long sleep again; he vigorously embraced the pillow on the other side and 
buried his face in it; but all at once he jumped up, sat up on the sofa, and opened his 
eyes. 

“Yes, yes, how was it now?” he thought, going over his dream. “Now, how was it? To 
be sure! Alabin was giving a dinner at Darmstadt; no, not Darmstadt, but something 
American. Yes, but then, Darmstadt was in America. Yes, Alabin was giving a dinner 
on glass tables, and the tables sang, Il mio tesoro--not Il mio tesoro though, but 
something better, and there were some sort of little decanters on the table, and they 
were women, too,” he remembered. 

Stepan Arkadyevitch’s eyes twinkled gaily, and he pondered with a smile. “Yes, it 
was nice, very nice. There was a great deal more that was delightful, only there’s no 
putting it into words, or even expressing it in one’s thoughts awake.” And noticing a 
gleam of light peeping in beside one of the serge curtains, he cheerfully dropped his 
feet over the edge of the sofa, and felt about with them for his slippers, a present on 
his last birthday, worked for him by his wife on gold-colored morocco. And, as he had 
done every day for the last nine years, he stretched out his hand, without getting 
up, towards the place where his dressing-gown always hung in his bedroom. And 
thereupon he suddenly remembered that he was not sleeping in his wife’s room, but in 
his study, and why: the smile vanished from his face, he knitted his brows. 
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“Ah, ah, ah! Oo!...” he muttered, recalling everything that had happened. And again 
every detail of his quarrel with his wife was present to his imagination, all the 
hopelessness of his position, and worst of all, his own fault. 

“Yes, she won’t forgive me, and she can’t forgive me. And the most awful thing about 
it is that it’s all my fault--all my fault, though I’m not to blame. That’s the point of 
the whole situation,” he reflected. “Oh, oh, oh!” he kept repeating in despair, as he 
remembered the acutely painful sensations caused him by this quarrel. 

Most unpleasant of all was the first minute when, on coming, happy and good-
humored, from the theater, with a huge pear in his hand for his wife, he had not found 
his wife in the drawing-room, to his surprise had not found her in the study either, and 
saw her at last in her bedroom with the unlucky letter that revealed everything in her 
hand. 

She, his Dolly, forever fussing and worrying over household details, and limited in her 
ideas, as he considered, was sitting perfectly still with the letter in her hand, looking at 
him with an expression of horror, despair, and indignation. 

“What’s this? this?” she asked, pointing to the letter. 

And at this recollection, Stepan Arkadyevitch, as is so often the case, was not so much 
annoyed at the fact itself as at the way in which he had met his wife’s words. 

There happened to him at that instant what does happen to people when they are 
unexpectedly caught in something very disgraceful. He did not succeed in adapting 
his face to the position in which he was placed towards his wife by the discovery of his 
fault. Instead of being hurt, denying, defending himself, begging forgiveness, instead 
of remaining indifferent even--anything would have been better than what he did do-
-his face utterly involuntarily (reflex spinal action, reflected Stepan Arkadyevitch, who 
was fond of physiology)--utterly involuntarily assumed its habitual, good-humored, 
and therefore idiotic smile. 

This idiotic smile he could not forgive himself. Catching sight of that smile, Dolly 
shuddered as though at physical pain, broke out with her characteristic heat into a 
flood of cruel words, and rushed out of the room. Since then she had refused to see her 
husband. 

“It’s that idiotic smile that’s to blame for it all,” thought Stepan Arkadyevitch. 

“But what’s to be done? What’s to be done?” he said to himself in despair, and found no 
answer. 
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Sleep
by Walter de la Mare

When all, and birds, and creeping beasts, 
When the dark of night is deep, 
From the moving wonder of their lives 
Commit themselves to sleep.

Without a thought, or fear, they shut 
The narrow gates of sense; 
Heedless and quiet, in slumber turn 
Their strength to impotence.

The transient strangeness of the earth 
Their spirits no more see: 
Within a silent gloom withdrawn, 
They slumber in secrecy.

Two worlds they have--a globe forgot, 
Wheeling from dark to light; 
And all the enchanted realm of dream 
That burgeons out of night.
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They might not need me 
- yet they might

by Emily Dickinson

They might not need me; but they might. 
I’ll let my head be just in sight; 
A smile as small as mine might be 
Precisely their necessity.

They might not need me; but they might. 
I’ll let my head be just in sight; 
A smile as small as mine might be 
Precisely their necessity.
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The Mask
by William Butler Yeats

“PUT off that mask of burning gold 
With emerald eyes.” 
“O no, my dear, you make so bold 
To find if hearts be wild and wise, 
And yet not cold.”

“I would but find what’s there to find, 
Love or deceit.” 
“It was the mask engaged your mind, 
And after set your heart to beat, 
Not what’s behind.”

“But lest you are my enemy, 
I must enquire.” 
“O no, my dear, let all that be; 
What matter, so there is but fire 
In you, in me?”
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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 shall 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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