
Morning a[ the >/indow

They are rattling break plates in basement kitchens,

And along the trampled dges of the street

I am aware of the damp ouls of housemaids-
t h e  a r e a  g a t e s .Sprouting despondently

The m waves of fog up to me

Twisted faces from the ottom of the street,

And tear from a passer- y with muddy st,irts

An aimless smile that in the air

And vanishes along the of the roofs,
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With all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood
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Dreams

Uphill

Does the road wind uphill all the way?

Yes, to the very end.

;iiil  thz day 's journey take the whole long day?

From morn to night,  my friend.
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But is there for the night a resting place?

A roof for when the slow dark hours begin?

May not the darkness hide it from my  face?

You cannot miss that inn.

Shall I meet other wayfarers at night?

Those who have gone before,

Then must I knock, or call when just in sight?

They will not keep you waiting at thrrt  door.

Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak?

Of labor you shall find the sum.

Will there be beds for me and all who seek?

Yea, beds for all who comes

The wind stood up and gave a shout,

He whi'stled  on his fingers and

Kicked the withered leaves about

And thumped the branches with his hand

And said he'd kill and kill

And so he will and so he will.
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LLI:: assonance

Sing a Song of sixpence

A poeket full of rye;

Four and Twenty blackbirds

Baked in a pie

'iihen the pie was opened

The birds began to sing

Was not that a dainty dish

To set before the king?
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' An Essay

" The sound must seem an echo to the sense."

on Criticism 'I



Little thinks, in the field, yon red-cloaked olorn

Of thee from the hill-top looking down, i

n..  .  .  .  .  .  .

Fresh spring, summer, and winter hoar,

Move my faint heart with grief, but with delight

No more - Oh, never more!
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