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End-of-Unit Additional Poems 
English 11H 

 
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’ Swains1  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. 
 
1 Swains = companions 
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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 fold1, 
When Rivers rage and Rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel2 becometh dumb3, 
The rest complains of cares to come. 
 
The flowers do fade, and wanton4 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 date5, nor age no need, 
Then these delights my mind might move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 
 
1fold = pen 
2 Philomel = the nightingale 
3 dumb = silent 
4 wanton = producing abundant crops; luxuriant  
5 date = ending  
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Holy Sonnets: Death, be not proud 
BY JOHN DONNE 
 
Death, be not proud, though some have called thee 
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so; 
For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow 
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me. 
From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be, 
Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow, 
And soonest our best men with thee do go, 
Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery. 
Thou art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men, 
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell, 
And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well 
And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then? 
One short sleep past, we wake eternally 
And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die. 
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Ozymandias 
Percy Bysshe Shelley, 1792 – 1822 
 
I met a traveller from an antique land 
Who said: “Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert . . . Near them, on the sand, 
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed: 
And on the pedestal these words appear: 
‘My name is Ozymandias, king of kings: 
Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!' 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch far away.” 
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My Papa’s Waltz 
BY THEODORE ROETHKE 
 
The whiskey on your breath    
Could make a small boy dizzy;    
But I hung on like death:    
Such waltzing was not easy. 
 
We romped until the pans    
Slid from the kitchen shelf;    
My mother’s countenance    
Could not unfrown itself. 
 
The hand that held my wrist    
Was battered on one knuckle;    
At every step you missed 
My right ear scraped a buckle. 
 
You beat time on my head    
With a palm caked hard by dirt,    
Then waltzed me off to bed    
Still clinging to your shirt. 
  



	   6	  

If— 
BY RUDYARD KIPLING 
 
If you can keep your head when all about you    
    Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,    
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you, 
    But make allowance for their doubting too;    
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, 
    Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies, 
Or being hated, don’t give way to hating, 
    And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise: 
 
If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;    
    If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;    
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster 
    And treat those two impostors just the same;    
If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken 
    Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools, 
Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, 
    And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools: 
 
If you can make one heap of all your winnings 
    And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss, 
And lose, and start again at your beginnings 
    And never breathe a word about your loss; 
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew 
    To serve your turn long after they are gone,    
And so hold on when there is nothing in you 
    Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’ 
 
If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,    
    Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch, 
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you, 
    If all men count with you, but none too much; 
If you can fill the unforgiving minute 
    With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,    
Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,    
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    And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son! 
 

“Touchscreen”  
Slam Poem by Marshall Davis Jones 
 
 
Introducing the new Apple I person  
complete with multitouch  
and volume control  
 
doesn't it feel good to touch?  
doesn't it feel good to touch?  
doesn't it feel good to touch?   
 
my world is so digital  
that I have forgotten what that feels like 
 it used to be hard to connect when friends formed cliques   
but it's even more difficult to connect now that clicks form friends  
But who am I to judge?  
 
I face Facebook 
 more than books face me 
 hoping to book face-to-faces 
 
 I update my status  
 to prove that I am still breathing   
failure to do this daily   
means my whole web wide world will forget that I exist  
but with 3,000 friends online 
 only five I can count in real life  
why wouldn't I spend more time in a world where there are more people that 'like' 
me  
Wouldn't you?   
 
Here, it doesn't matter   
if I'm an amateur person as long as I have a 'pro' file  
my smile is 50% genuine 
 and 50% genuine HD  
You would need blu-rays to see the white on my teeth  
but I'm not that focused  
 ten tabs open  
 hopin' my problems can be resolved with a 1600 by 1700 resolution  
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 this is a problem with this evolution  
 doubled over we used to sit in tree top  
s till we swung down and stood upright  
 then someone slipped a disc  
 now we are doubled over at desktops  
 from the Garden of Eden to the branches of Macintosh  
 apple picking has always come at a great cost  
  
iPod iMac iPhone iChat  
 I can do all of these things without making eye contact  
 We used to sprint to pick and store blackberries   
Now we run to the Sprint Store to pick Blackberries   
it's scary  
I can't hear the sound of mother nature speaking over all this tweeting 
 and along with it is our ability to feel as it's fleeting  
you would think these headphone jacks inject in the flesh  
the way we connect to disconnect  
power on  
but we are powerless  
 
They got us love drugged 
 Like e-pills  
 so we E*TRADE   
email e-motion  like e-commerce  
 because now money can buy love   
for $9.95 a month  
click to proceed the checkout  
 click to x out where our hearts once where   
click I've uploaded this hug I hope she gets it   
click I'm making love to my wife I hope she's logged in  
 click  I'm holding my daughter over a Skype conference call  
while she's crying in the crib in the next room  
click  so when my phone goes off in my hip  
iTouch and iTouch and iTouch  
because in a world where there are voices that are only read   
and laughter is never heard   
or I'm so desperate to feel  
 that I hope the Technologic can reverse the universe  
 so the screen can touch me back  
 and maybe it will  
 When our technology is advanced enough... to make us human again 
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Do not go gentle into that good night 
Dylan Thomas, 1914 – 1953 
 
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 the sad height, 
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
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Dulce et Decorum Est 
Wilfred Owen, 1893 – 1918 
 
Bent double, like old beggars under sacks, 
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge, 
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs 
And towards our distant rest began to trudge. 
Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots 
But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind; 
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots 
Of tired, outstripped Five-Nines that dropped behind. 
 
Gas! Gas! Quick, boys!—An ecstasy of fumbling, 
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time; 
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling 
And flound’ring like a man in fire or lime... 
Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light, 
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning. 
 
In all my dreams, before my helpless sight, 
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning. 
 
If in some smothering dreams you too could pace 
Behind the wagon that we flung him in, 
And watch the white eyes writhing in his face, 
His hanging face, like a devil’s sick of sin; 
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood 
Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs, 
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud 
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,— 
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest 
To children ardent for some desperate glory, 
The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est 
Pro patria mori.  
 
**Dulce et decorum est Pro patria mori is Latin for “It is sweet and 
becoming to die for one’s country.”  
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On Reading Poems to a Senior Class at South High 
D. C. Berry 
 
Before  
I opened my mouth  
I noticed them sitting there  
as orderly as frozen fish  
in a package.  
 
Slowly water began to fill the room  
though I did not notice it  
till it reached  
my ears  
 
and then I heard the sounds  
of fish in an aquarium  
and I knew that though I had  
tried to drown them  
with my words  
that they had only opened up  
like gills for them  
and let me in.  
 
Together we swam around the room  
like thirty tails whacking words  
till the bell rang  
 
puncturing  
a hole in the door  
 
where we all leaked out  
 
They went to another class  
I suppose and I home  
 
where Queen Elizabeth  
my cat met me  
and licked my fins  
till they were hands again. 
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Southern History 
Natasha Trethewey 
 
Before the war, they were happy, he said. 
quoting our textbook.  (This was senior-year 
 
history class.)  The slaves were clothed, fed, and better off under a 
master’s care. 
 
I watched the words blur on the page.  No one 
raised a hand, disagreed.  Not even me. 
 
It was late; we still had Reconstruction 
to cover before the test, and — luckily — 
 
three hours of watching Gone with the Wind.  
History, the teacher said, of the old South — 
 
a true account of how things were back then. 
On screen a slave stood big as life: big mouth, 
 
bucked eyes, our textbook’s grinning proof — a lie 
my teacher guarded.  Silent, so did I. 
  



	   13	  

Still I Rise 
Maya Angelou:  
 
You may write me down in history 
With your bitter, twisted lies, 
You may trod me in the very dirt 
But still, like dust, I’ll rise. 
  
Does my sassiness upset you? 
Why are you beset with gloom? 
‘Cause I walk like I’ve got oil wells 
Pumping in my living room. 
  
Just like moons and like suns, 
With the certainty of tides, 
Just like hopes springing high, 
Still I’ll rise. 
  
Did you want to see me broken? 
Bowed head and lowered eyes? 
Shoulders falling down like teardrops, 
Weakened by my soulful cries? 
  
Does my haughtiness offend you? 
Don’t you take it awful hard 
‘Cause I laugh like I’ve got gold mines 
Diggin’ in my own backyard. 
  
You may shoot me with your words, 
You may cut me with your eyes, 
You may kill me with your hatefulness, 
But still, like air, I’ll rise. 
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Does my sexiness upset you? 
Does it come as a surprise 
That I dance like I’ve got diamonds 
At the meeting of my thighs? 
  
Out of the huts of history’s shame 
I rise 
Up from a past that’s rooted in pain 
I rise 
I’m a black ocean, leaping and wide, 
Welling and swelling I bear in the tide. 
  
Leaving behind nights of terror and fear 
I rise 
Into a daybreak that’s wondrously clear 
I rise 
Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave, 
I am the dream and the hope of the slave. 
I rise 
I rise 
I rise. 
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Those Winter Sundays 
 
Robert Hayden, 1913 - 1980 
 
Sundays too my father got up early  
and put his clothes on in the blueblack cold,  
then with cracked hands that ached  
from labor in the weekday weather made  
banked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him.  
 
I’d wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking.  
When the rooms were warm, he’d call,  
and slowly I would rise and dress,  
fearing the chronic angers of that house,  
 
Speaking indifferently to him,  
who had driven out the cold  
and polished my good shoes as well.  
What did I know, what did I know  
of love’s austere and lonely offices? 


