AAUN 2

Uz NUBTaENT DY



y =
HNUIEIN 3
avdanazigng

ﬂizmﬁé’mquﬁmﬂuﬂs:mﬁﬁﬁwaammqﬁwmﬁsmﬂﬁﬁ‘_luﬁu,ws'ﬁmﬂ"lﬂﬁ"'ﬂaﬂﬂgqgwi
amitlunanudalogiu wadanldduiasssumd dau Tausssy suusssuilow dssmdl
nasanuidndudiveninsanssunnnudsuitdngvenanin seefe Auldsuas
Joudon vniaed 1dnd :fﬂuQ’wﬁﬂunﬁmﬁmﬁmﬂﬁwné’aﬂqyﬁ“lﬁ%’uswﬁﬂumamm‘t
15504 (Nobel Prize in Literature)
dlomidAa
1. 3aia laww fulds (Rudyard Joseph Kipling)
1.1 lseia
1.2 Wauieyniod
- The Explanation
- Blue Roses The Light that Falled
- When Earth’s Last Picture is Painted
- Tommy
- Soldier, Soldier
2. 3a1@sy Yhaed wWne (William Butler Yeats)
2.1 FnlsziR
2.2 WEUTBYNITEY
- The Rose of the World
- When You are Old
- No Second Troy
- Easter 1916
~ Crazy Jane Taks with the Bishop
Ingalszasd
wdmindnudsumized s «d1 infnmainsa

o, g | & = = al ] [
1. Fasefnudvuvesyania Audds Admuelila
2. S9soicudsuvedadon 1mes e A MUAlT IE

3. W¥gumsuauanaro I NI suLnl sz nus feunseavafiulduaziiny



54

1. ndn Yo Avds (Rudyard Joseph Kipling)
=4 QA
1.1 ¥1lszm
I'd = - oy a(' ~ o a al di e ai w
i oW Audds  Aendieeund dszmedude @eduh 30 funau
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fA.A. 1865 wazdIunnIsuNNEasuasulszmaAdIngy 10
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pedn Tvwd Audds unain@euniiey dndou
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Ao pnadgnuunh lumitdeys The Jungle Books &9
Usznaudie 2 ya nazldasaiunlud a.f. 1894-1805 uaz Kim
Yol a.e. 1001 dogamia Tewl Anfda Tdidumas

navlidszmeadingulull ae. 1880 FeidusveanTuues B

aninuisda
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& The Jungle Book
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sauda Touav Audlas Busndinguviuusnildsumaialuws smamssund felul
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1.2 wanuvasiamin o Auyfas

The Explanation
Love and Death once ceased their strife
At the Tavern of Man’s life.
Called for wine, and threw - alas -
Each his quiver on the grass.
When the bout was o’er they found
Mingled arrows strewed the ground.
Hastily they gathered then
Each the loves and lives of men.
Ah, the fateful dawn deceived!
Mingled arrows each one sheaved.

Death’s dread armoury was stored
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With the shafts he most abhorred;
Love’s light quiver groaned beneath
Venom-headed darts of Death.
Thus it was they- wrought our woe
At the Tavern long ago.

Tell me, do our masters know,
Loosing blindly as they fly,

Old men love while young men die?

A
ceased stopped
mingled mixed
strewed scattered
hastily quickly
deceived misled
shafts arrows
groaned made a deep sound
woe SOTTOW
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AallEAaD I m’iﬂuﬁmqt}’aﬁf@ﬂﬂé’uﬁmmﬂ nIldldauin (love) Wududnuoives
msannsadiFineguazanuae (death) Humsmovionmsnnllvesdinuyud
eazidgnvadlang
asamitannudutazanumewndumgamssodudiieiinveanud sarhedana
o1riiAodiundouiungt Tnslimilaiiorysuesnuszogudda auszfema el
Wity st uuiueiduss  Tashigiifluvesaueaiel Laz0 )5
niuduniunSouadouiiaveand  afldnlaasmemouii “udnnsvesswiu
nruRsfumInisimditivioll”  mazauuaifiadelluazaunjuandeanilaglu

gafloveannume”

aenszneudulasaaing

a3 & uaaddorudunmmnisnsemuessnnudlukazanumeldedragaioy
(illustration) uaziSeuanuflunasanuasausunyud  (personification)

“ Cdled for wine, and threw-aas!-”

“ Hastily they gathered then

Each the loves and lives of men.”

they Afaanuduiuanumeiuma

downAnysnilaasiiundy sswuindldmsdudaiieveansazussia (ling) fie
dtrife - life 7 das - grass 7 found - ground / then - men 7 deceived - sheaved / abhorred
/ beneath - Death (fudurauuy eye - rhyme) 7 woe - ago - know uaz fly - die
ndsueeninlagldeionusAe aabbccddeeffgghhii

L

Blue Roses
The light that Failed

Roses red and roses white
Plucked | for my love's delight.
She would none of al my posies-
Bade me gather her blue roses.
Half the world | wandered through,
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Seeking where such flowers grew.
Half the world unto my quest
Answered me with laugh and jest.
Home I came at wintertide,

But my silly love had died

Seeking with her lastest breath
Roses from the arms of Death.

It may be beyond the grave

She shall find what she would have.
Mine was but and idle quest

Roses white and red are best!

delight pleasure
wandered traveled
unto to

quest search
jest joke

at wintertide in winter
o L4 — d
LUINTITIMAITY !‘llﬂ'il HazIVIIt

Tonnudnty (theme)
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waavinTuisa e

AUIUYBINT
= o o 1 | ] 85 L2 ' 2/ A -
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Neasiduavsdlaag

Hevjy dufiiide 1) aunilwnswizuanamnin anuedduasanudodad
fifanmausn  demsdeenguarwduauazdniliise  wiisedldlaualaenld
mariinenduveliisnfunonnrannhdunlise  deanuihsuldvgjaneandums
Iiasmeennuarwibiuirewlan  westhnowlandsduguand  oaaumwdy
wWiznardedoumn luiigamnnduinitnlusiaggmun winusnvesldidedialy
i wisaaszminhmengrafihduiisedesniy wiviAeanume dmiuda
e aenpMadvua:dunedfige

sanlszneumulaseaing

nTldeiuudesrnvedaadlasnisuendn@esy (narrative) WS M
Iieslsta uaznidtuanarumnedhuivi grawdhdwiugivueiieuniume
(Roses from the arms of Death) luvaiziidandiesiniinuaiuund Swvansdennuidle
avmLianile wasgraiuues Samnede anuihuiianiidesouudiuiiaiae

walirenAaanulziililuunnd  n3lddenldduiandtyrus (alliteration)
uluusTAR 1 (Roses red and roses white) uasluusswaf 14 (She shall find what she
would have.) uenaniaznunn3lFduiaasnousa (thyme scheme) aabbce
ddeeffqqhhuas posies - roses, grave - have {JunNsduiamaaiea (eye - thyme)

fifluunnisoumitsaesa Tomw Auddadoudu Tndddnuaenadsuuymisl
maesFoanuluusazssinseuiiaaznn  WnAnwiaswnilnashetiaats  udqin
Srseiunninufiurasiiusieadsdudsnsaoumaiudisareil

When Earth’s Last Picture is Painted

When Earth’s last picture is painted and the tubes are twisted and dried,
When the lodest colours have faded, and the youngest critic has died,
We shall rest, and , faith, we shall need it-lie down for an one or two,
Till the Master of All Good Workmen shall put us to work anew.

And those that were good shall be happy: they shal st in a golden chair;
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They shall splash at a ten-league canvas with brushes of comets’ hair.
Théy shall find real saints to draw from-Magdalence, Peter, and Paul;
They shall work for an age at a sitting and never be tired at all!

And only The Master shall praise us, and only The Master shall blame;
And no one shall work for money, and no one shall work for fame,
But each for the joy of the working, and each, in his separate star,

Shall draw the Thing as he sees It for the God of Things as they are!

AN

twisted turned
faded withered
anew again

a -
NINIINN 1

1. lianuddnuodnasiestls?

9. “The Master of All Good Workmen” nunsdalas ? iy 9

3. “Magdalence, Peter, and Paul” folas ?
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4. unfinyiianufafiueselinulaausmaiiveosing

“ And no one shall work for money, and no one shall work for fame,”

Py - &
5. nIwaeslstiums@eulaasunil 2

6. dunaaszheusTinveslnasisesls 9
s lagldasnyadnveiniwdingy

Tommy

I went into a public ’ouse to get a pint 0’ beer

The publican ’e up an’ sez, “We serve no redcoats here.”

The girls be’ind the bar they laugh an’ giggled fit to die,

I outs into the street again an’ to myself sez I:
Oh, it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ “Tommy, go away”;
But it’s “Thank you, Mister Atkins, “when the band begins to play-
The band begins to play, my boys, the boys, the band begins to play,
Oh, it’s “Thank you, Mister Atkins,” when the band begins to play.

I went into a theater as sober as could be,

They gave a drunk civillian room, but *and’t none for me;

They sent me to the gallery or round the music ’alls,

But when it comes to fightin’, Lord! they’ll shove me in the stars!
For 1t’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ “Tommy, wait outside”;

But it’s “Special train for Atkins” when the trooper’s on the tide-
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The troopship’s on the tide, my boys, the troopship’s on the tide,
Oh, it's “Specia train for Atkins’ when the trooper’s on the tide.

Y es, makin mock o’ uniforms that guard you while you sleep

Is cheaper than them uniforms, an’ they’re starvation cheap;

AN’ hustlin’ drunken soldiers when they’re goin’ large a bit

Is five times better business than paradin’ in full kit.
Then its Tommy this an’ Tommy that, an “Tommy, ‘ow's yer soul?
But it's “Thin red line of ‘eroes’ when the drums begin to roll
The drums begin to roll, my boys, the drums begin to roll,
Oh, it's “Thin red line of ‘eroes’ when the drums begin to roll.

We aren’'t no thin red ‘eroes, nor we aren't no blackguards too,

But single men in barricks, most remarkable like you;

An' if sometimes our conduck isn't al your fancy paints,

Why, single men in bar-ricks don’'t grow into plaster saints;
While it's Tommy this, an” Tommy that, an’ “Tommy, fal be’ind,”
But it's “Please to wak in front, gr, “when there's trouble in the wind.
There's trouble in the wind, my boys, there’'s a trouble in the wind,
Oh, it's “Please to wak in front, dr,” when theré's trouble in the wind.

You talk o’ better food for us, an’ schools, an’ fires, an’ all;

We'll wait for extry rations if you treat us rational.

Don’t mess about the cookroom slops, but prove it to our face

The Widow's uniform is not the soldier-man’s disgrace.
For it's Tommy this an Tommy tha, an’ “Chuck him out, the brute!”
But it's “Savior of ‘is country” when the guns begin to shoot;
An' it's Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ anything you please;
An’ Tommy ain't a bloomin’ fool - you bet that Tommy sees!
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MANN
ouse house
sez sard
redcoats British soldiers

the band begins to play war time

sober moderate

the music ’alls the music halls
makin’mock o’ ridicule

goin’ large being drunks
‘ow’s yer soul? how’s your soul?
remarkable deserving attention
chuck out throw out

- o
nonssuf 2
1. laanudisny (theme) vednasfonsls ?

= =l
. Tommy lulnasitAelas ? Uszneuadwesls 2

[N

=l = <4
Cwnwveandlunis@oulagenoezls ¢
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. Uudee (tone) vadnaailuogisls ¢

er 2/ [ P 1 [ R v & N
5. Unfinyi@nadals dieldemusmia (line) dalilil vso11y
‘Oh, it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ “Tommy, go away;”
Oh, it’s “Thank you, Mister Atkins,” when the band begins to play.’
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6. 9xifiu1 nitsewulnastuI@uLL UKy (pattern) UYBSINITUUL jambic
heptameter 13a1ine (foot) TinAnuldsandulnaumil
“ We aren’t no thin red ’eroes, nor we aren’t no blackguards too,
But single men in barricks, most remarkable like you!
An’ if sometimes our conduck isn’t all your fancy paints,

Why, single men in barricks don’t grow into plaster saints,

Soldier, Soldier

‘Soldier, soldier come from the wars.
“Why don’t you march with my true love’
“We’re fresh from off the ship an’ ’e’s maybe give
the slip,
‘An’ you’d best go look for a new love.’
New love! True love!
Best go look for a new love,
The dead they connot rise, an’ you’d better
dry your eyes,
An’ you’d best go look for a new love.
‘Soldier, soldier come from the wars,
‘What did you see o’ my true love?’
‘I seed *Im serve the Queen in a suit o’ rifle-green,

‘An’ you’d best go look for a new love.’

‘Soldier, soldier come from the wars,

‘Did ye see no more o’ my love?’

I seed ’im running’ by when the shots begun to fly-
‘But you’ best go look for a new love.’

‘Soldier, soldier come from the wars,
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‘Did ought take ’arm to my true love?’
‘I couldn’ the fight, for the smoke it lay so whit-

‘An’ you’d best go look for a new love.’

‘Soldier, soldier come from the wars,

‘I’ll up an’ tend to my true love!’

‘ ‘E’s lying on the dead with a bullet through ’is ’ead,
‘An’you’d best go look for a new love.

‘Soldier, soldier come from the wars,

‘P’ll down an’ die with my true love!’

‘The pit we dug’ll ’ide ’im an’ the twenty men beside ’im-

‘An’ you’d best go look for a new love.’

‘Soldier, soldier come from the wars,

‘Do you bring no sign from my true love?’

‘I bring a lock of ’air that ’e all us used to wear,

‘An’ you’d best go look for a new love.’

‘Soldier, soldier come from the wars,

‘O then I know it’s true I’ve lost my true love!’

‘An’ I tell you truth again - when you ‘ve lost the
feel o’ pain

“You’d best take me for your true love.’

True love! New love!

Best take *im for a new love,

The dead they cannot rise, an’ you’d better
dry your eyes,

An’ you’d best take ’im for your true love.
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AN
When the Shots began to fly When the fight started
’is ’ead his head
‘ide Im hide him
a lock of ‘air a lock of hair

a <
AINIINN 3

A6 gy =l ol 1 Gl s . ﬁl et ﬂa,
1. MEATMs@sunulalumiig (foot) M5oUTING (line) NAARDUNIY

1. “We’re fresh from off the ship.”

2. “I seed ’im runnin’ by when the shots begun to fly-”

2. “the Queen” (UIIVAN 13) Manudalas ?

3. laanuddguedaasieesls ¢
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2. Jatasn vnaes 1fnw (William Butler Yeats)
2.1 ¥lena
Jadoy tmaes e Aaiifieedudu
(Dublin) §lafuaud (Ireland) Yszmeasingy
Fuil 13 Gguieu et 1865 uazfaudnssud
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Fufl 28 unnAy AL 1939 Tluyasing
aulpuodveru tnmes wWnw (John Butler
Yeats)
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uaa new’ uazanuinveuseiiiidernlely Tnawailldsunadfudlull as. 1017 1y
wl¥ineddedodunnifusdann  dulaadfifuiissnmunnlnsunsuie
Easter 1916 finaaslifiudffieimsdemsnealulesuaud feeviy uuausied (John
MacBride) vnifiRofnmiivesuen neu Tsulnedesugniszms®ia  53seqlldn
wanulutidmesnsimivdunaonuiiigumwnnlunsfuniveann uazdnls
funadalumamanissund Wil aer. 1023 dedongld 58 1

‘usWivla (a6 1483-1520) Eidasnsiiitadodlasfunnlubmdgavessivaiifo Shundndraghuls
yoafias

*uen naa(Maud Gonne) HluyasgveanuWuienym ﬁ'anqyﬁtﬁwwaﬁ'ﬂﬁ’uﬁﬁ"lﬁwuﬁ'umm:ﬁxﬁwmﬁmq
23 ¥ wodhuaaiiwhmmusnniselluglgaumssigannieinyauldinadhiuesdnsiiosrnlodr (s
Republician Brotherhood) uasimaitlugiizninasesnannuneveuding walul a.e.1003 serhAtausanuanu
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2.2 HWauvaIIAAYN UNaaT BN

The Rose of the World®

Who dreamed that beauty passes like a dream?
For these red lips, with all their mournful pride,
Mournful that no new wonder may betide,

Troy passes away in one high funeral gleam ,
And Usna’s children died.

We and the laboring world are passing by ;
Amid men’s souls, that waver and give place
Like the pale waters in their wintry race,

Under the passing stars, foam of the sky.

Livs on this lonely face.

Bow down, archangels, in your dim abode:
before you more, or any hearts to beat,
Weary and kind one lingered by His seat :
He made the world to be a grassy road

Before her wandering feet.

AN
mournful sad, sorrowful
gleam beam or ray off soft light
archangels angels of highest rank
lingered stayed at or near the place

T yundaueawaila (Platonic idea) ranavaunlsudinnuswiuiiueunas (eternal beauty
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“He made the world to be a grassy road”
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4 9 L4
aanilsznauaulnssaiig

Tnasilsaiiluuuy Reflective TagnTlduansnnulidsafemslématianisnFsy
wWisulagasa (Simile) 131 beauty passes like a dream Anuhidfaanaelulnasie beauty
Troy uaz Usna’s Children uazduiaaszyioussianadl iAo abbabbecbeeffe

WnsnFounen nou himislumanmnwingugedieh mnifanuiumludase
win uaznfFuaueasnniniiu wizdh (God) Taulsnusarlnaudusri His daalnd
suzdouuiifoninsBoad rieauyAmnriendmidrionmadiuios
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When You are Old

When you are old and gray and full of sleep,
And nodding by the fire, take down this book,
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;
How many loved your moments of glad grace,
And loved your beauty with love false or true,
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you,
And loved the sorrows of your changing face;
And bending down beside the glowing bar,
Murmur, a little sadly, how love fled

And paced upon the mountains overhead

And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.

T o Y ™ ar A . al

TARUNLAUUAUHDOUAD sonnet YoINIBII W3a1ra% 9 Pierre de Ronsard lUARITEN
5 é’ o 1 . . . . T

16 sonnet HUAUAUT “When you are old, sitting at evening by candle light,” i# sonnet

apandautiuaumalloinunysewiiiues Yeats 110

A
the fire the fire place
take down lower, pull down -
glowing sending out brightness
paced moved across
overhead in the sky

(2 = Jay d‘ - ] [ 7 H
Enasdaulnasimuniiedounen nou wwAsdiny  The Rose of the World
ar =R o 25 [ 1 :
Shanwiaesdlnnisvianunla Taanisaouaiouaollil
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DanNIIUN 4
& o 1 []
1. eazduavednasiiiednls 2

o w - 2| o A
2. IUNYADINTITIFABUUDA ﬂﬂuiﬂﬂ]ﬂutiﬂﬂ,ﬂ?

3. WuenIAUMaI vanedagle ?
You

one man

4. ﬁ’llluﬂ%'e‘lgﬂﬂ? “But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you.”
(line 7) one man vanudalas 2

5. WAsUdUATAIEoUIAvedaad (thyme scheme)

No Second Troy

Why should I blame her that she filled my days
With misery, or that she would of late

Have taught to ignorant men most violent ways,
Or hurled the little streets upon the great,

Had they but courage equal to desire?

What could have made her peaceful with a mind
That nobleness made simple as a fire,

With bearty like a tightened bow, a kind

That is not natural in an age like this,

Being high and solitary and most stern?

Why, what could she have done, being what she is?

Was there another Troy for her to burn?
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A
misery state of being painful
ignorant not aware
hurled threw violently
nobleness splendid thing
stern strict
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passionate Irish nationalist) IsofodIiodasmwunarIlosy
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1. I uaz She lulnaavuviedalas ?

TaanudhAnvadaasioazls
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3. pawveanines:ls 2

4. “With beauty like a tightened bow,....” ¥lfiinAnumauIEna
al =k 1 e = s 1] = 7 < é’u
fndnandefidneazanida 2 ndnfvuindanuiiiles ?

d o A A}
vlundsaiuileanses (Troy)® wildlulpaaii ?
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