The Village Blacksmith
by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

Under a spreading chestnut-tree
The village smithy stands;

The smith, 2 mighty man is he,
With large and sinewy hands:

And the muscles of his brawny arms
Are strong as iron bands.

His hair is crisp and black and long;
His face is like the tan;

His brow is wet with honest sweat,—
He earns whate’er he can;

And looks the whole world in the face,
For he owes not any man.

Week in, week out, from morn till night,
You can hear his bellows blow;

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,
With measured beat and slow,

Like a sexton ringing the village bell
When the evening sun is low.

And children, coming home from school,
Look in at the open door;

They love to see the flaming forge,
And hear the bellows roar,

And catch the burning sparks that fly
Like chaff from a threshing-floor.

He goes on Sunday to the church,

And sits among his boys;
He hears the parson pray and preach,
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He hears his daughter’s voice,
Singing in the village choir, .
And it makes his heart rejoice.

It sounds to him like her mother’s voice
Singing in Paradise!

He needs must think of her once more,
How in the grave she lies;

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes
A tear out of his eyes.

Toiling, rejoicing, sorrowing,
Onward through life he goes;

Each morning sees some task begin,
Each evening sees it close;

Something attempted, something done,
Has earned a night’s repose.

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,
For the lesson thou hast taught!

Thus at the flaming forge of life
Our fortunes must be wrought;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped
Each burning deed and thought.

Christmas Bells
by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

I heard the bells on Christmas Day
Their old, familiar carols play,

And wild and sweet

The words repeat
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!
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And thought how, as the day had come,
The belfries of all Christendom

Had rolled along

The unbroken song
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Till, ringing, singing on its way,
The world revolved from night to day,
A voice, a chime,

A chant sublime
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Then from the black, accursed mouth
The cannon thundered in the South,
And with the sound
The carols drowned
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

It was as if an earthquake rent
The hearth stones of a continent,
And made forlorn
The households born

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

And in despair I bowed my head:;
“There is no peace on earth,” I said;
“For hate is strong,
And mocks the song
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!”

Then pealed the bells more loud and deep:

“God is not dead; nor doth He sleep!
The Wrong shall fail,
The Right prevail,

With peace on earth, good-will to men!”
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The Tide Rises, the Tide Falls
by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

The tide rises, the tide falls,

The twilight darkens, the curlew calls;
Along the sea-sands damp and brown
The traveler hastens toward the town,

And the tide rises, the tide falls.

Darkness settles on roofs and walls,
But the sea, the sea in darkness calls;
The little waves, with their soft, white hands,
Efface the footprints in the sands,
And the tide rises, the tide falls.

The morning breaks; the steeds in their stalls
Stamp and neigh, as the hostler calls;
The day returns, but nevermore
Returns the traveler to the shore.
And the tide rises, the tide falls.

Casey at the Bat
by Ernest Lawrence Thayer

It looked extremely rocky for the Mudville nine that day,
The score stood four to six with but an inning left to play.
And so, when Cooney died at first, and Burrows did the same,
A pallor wreathed the features of the patrons of the game.

A straggling few got up to go, leaving there the rest,
With the hope which springs eternal within the human breast.
For they thought if only Casey could get a whack at that,
They’d put up even money now, with Casey at the bat.
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But Flynn preceded Casey, and likewise so did Blake,

And the former was a pudding, and the latter was a fake;

So on that stricken multitude a death-like silence sat,

For there seemed but Little chance of Casey’s getting to the bat.

But Flynn let drive a single to the wonderment of all,

And the much-despised Blakey tore the cover off the ball,
And when the dust had lifted and they saw what had occurred,
There was Blakey safe on second, and Flynn a-hugging third.

Then from the gladdened multitude went up a joyous yell—
It bounded from the mountaintop and rattled in the dell,

It struck upon the hillside, and rebounded on the flat,

For Casey, mighty Casey, was advancing to the bat.

There was ease in Casey’s manner as he stepped into his place,
There was pride in Casey’s bearing and a smile on Casey’s face,
And when responding to the cheers he lightly doffed his hat,
No stranger in the crowd could doubt "twas Casey at the bat.

Ten thousand eyes were on him as he rubbed his hands with
dirt,

Five thousand tongues applauded as he wiped them on his
shirt;

And while the writhing pitcher ground the ball into his hip—

Defiance gleamed from Casey’s eye—a sneer curled Casey’s

lip.

And now the leather-covered sphere came hurtling through
the air, .

And Casey stood a-watching it in haughty grandeur there;

Close by the sturdy batsman the ball unheeded sped—

“That ain’t my style,” said Casey—"Strike one,” the umpire
said.
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From the bleachers black with people there went up a muffled

roar, .
Like the beating of the storm waves on a stern and distant
shore.
“Kill him! kill the umpire!” shouted some one from the
stand—

And i1t’s likely they’d have done it had not Casey raised his
hand.

With a smile of Christian charity great Casey’s visage shone,

- He stilled the rising tumult and he bade the game go on;

He signaled to the pitcher and once more the spher.oid flew,
But Casey still ignored it and the umpire said, “Strike two.
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“Fraud!” cried the maddened thousands, and the echo
answered, “Fraud,”

But one scornful look from Casey and the audience was awed;

They saw his face grow stern and cold; they saw his muscles
strain,

And they knew that Casey would not let that ball go by again.

The sneer is gone from Casey’s lip; his teeth are clenched in
hate,

He pounds with cruel violence his bat upon the plate;

And now the pitcher holds the ball, and now he lets it go,

And now the air is shattered by the force of Casey’s blow.

Oh! somewhere in this favored land the sun is shining bright,

The band is playing somewhere, and somewhere hearts are
light,

And somewhere men are laughing, and somewhere children
shout;

But there is no joy in Mudville— mighty Casey has “Struck
out.”

Old Ironsides
by Oliver Wendell Holmes

Ay, tear her tattered ensign down!
Long has it waved on high,

And many an eye has danced to see
That banner in the sky;

Beneath it rung the battle-shout,
And burst the cannon’s roar-

The meteor of the ocean air
Shall sweep the clouds no more!
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Her deck, once red with heroes’ blood,
Where knelt the vanquished foe,
When winds were hurrying o’er the flood
And waves were white below,
No more shall feel the victor’s tread,
Or know the conquered knee:
The harpies of the shore shall pluck
The eagle of the sea!

O better that her shattered hulk
Should sink beneath the wave!

Her thunders shook the mighty deep,
And there should be her grave:

Nail to the mast her holy flag,
Set every threadbare sail,

And give her to the god of storms,
The lightning and the gale!

Hiawatha’s Childhood
by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

By the shores of Gitche Gumee,
By the shining Big—Sea—Waterf
Stood the wigwam of Nokomis,
Daughter of the Moon, Nokomis.
Dark behind it rose the forest,

Rose the black and gloomy pine-trees,
Rose the firs with cones upon them;
Bright before it beat the water,

Beat the clear and sunny water,

Beat the shining Big-Sea-Water.

There the wrinkled old Nokomis
Nursed the little Hiawatha,
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Christmas Everywhere
by Phillips Brooks

Everywhere, everywhere, Christmas tonight!
Christmas in lands of the fir-tree and pine,

Christmas in lands of the palm-tree and vine,
Christmas where snow peaks stand solemn and white,
Christmas where cornfields stand sunny and bright.
Christmas where children are hopeful and gay,
Christmas where old men are patient and gray,
Christmas where peace, like a dove in his flight,
Broods o’er brave men in the thick of the fight;
Everywhere, everywhere, Christmas tonight!

For the Christ-child who comes is the Master of all;
No palace too great, no cottage too small.

The Fool’s Prayer
by Edward Rowland Sill

The royal feast was done; the King

Sought some new sport to banish care,
And to his jester cried: “Sir Fool,
Kneel now, and make for us a prayer!”

The jester doffed his cap and bells,
And stood the mocking court before;
They could not see the bitter smile
Behind the painted grin he wore.

He bowed his head, and bent his knee
Upon the monarch’s silken stool;

His pleading voice arose: “O Lord,
Be merciful to me, a fool!
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“No pity, Lord, could change t.he heart
From red with wrong to white as wool;
The rod must heal the sin: but, Lord,
Be merciful to me, a fool!

“ T is not by guilt the onward sweep
Of truth and right, O Lord, we stay;
T is by our follies that so long
We hold the earth from heaven away.

“These clumsy feet, still in the mire,
Go crushing blossoms without end;
These hard, well-meaning hands we thrust
Among the heart-strings of a friend.

“The ill-timed truth we might have kept—
Who knows how sharp it pierced and stung!
The word we had not sense to say—
Who knows how grandly it had rung!

“Onuar faults no tenderness should ask,

The chastening stripes must cleanse them all;
But for our blunders—oh, in shame

Before the eyes of heaven we fall.

“Farth bears no balsam for mistakes;

Men crown the knave, and scourge the tool
That did his will; but Thou, O Lord,

Be merciful to me, a fooll”

The room was hushed; in silence rose
The King, and sought his gardens cool,

And walked apart, and murmured low,
“Be merciful to me, a fooll”
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And felt the damp of the river fog,
That rises after the sun goes down.

It was one by the village clock,

When he galloped into Lexington.

He saw the gilded weathercock

Swim in the moonlight as he passed,

And the meeting-house windows, black and bare,
Gaze at him with a spectral glare,

As if they already stood aghast

At the bloody work they would look upon.

It was two by the village clock,

When he came to the bridge in Concord town.
He heard the bleating of the flock,

And the twitter of birds among the trees,

And felt the breath of the morning breeze
Blowing over the meadow brown.

And one was safe and asleep in his bed

Who at the bridge would be first to fall,

Who that day would be lying dead,

Pierced by a British musket ball.

You know the rest. In the books you have read
How the British Regulars fired and fled,—
How the farmers gave them ball for ball,

From behind each fence and farmyard wall,
Chasing the redcoats down the lane,

Then crossing the fields to emerge again
Under the trees at the turn of the road,

And only pausing to fire and load.

So through the night rode Paul Revere;
And so through the night went his cry of alarm
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To every Middlesex village a%nfd farm,—
A cry of defiance, and not of fear,
A voice in the darkness, 2 knock at the d?or,
And a word that shall echo_for evermore!
For, borne on the night—wmi olf the Past,
, 1 t
Through all our history, to the Jast,
In the %our of darkness and Perﬂ and need,
The people will waken and listen to hear
The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed,
And the midnight message of Paul Revere.

O Captain! My Captain!
by Walt Whitman

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip 13 done;
The ship has weather'd every rack, the prize we sO ehes
The port is near, the bells T hear, the people all exultung,

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring:

ught 15 Won;

But O heart! heart! heart!
O the bleeding drops ofred,
Where on the deck my Captain hes,

Fallen cold and dead.
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gi S(éaptainf! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;

up— i ’
v Voi bozg I}lfzg ‘;Irllz ﬂe}g gs ﬂlilngwfor you the bugle trills;
) 11 ’ ,
o on’d wreaths—for you the shores

For you the WAy
y call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning
ter)

Here vCaptain! dear father!
This arm beneath your head;

It 1s some dream that on the deck
You've fallen cold and dead.

I\I\;Ily fCagtain does not answer, his lips are pale and still;
Y }z; ahti er does not feel my arm, he has no pulse or W"i]l'
}:roi ; : }f 1; anglord safe apd sound, its voyage closed anél done;
e fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object WO -
on

Exult, O shores, and ring, O bells!
But I, with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.

Sheridan’s Ride
by Thomas Buchanan Read

Up fr(?m the South at break of day,
Brmging to Winchester fresh dism’ay

The affrighted air with a shudder bor,e

Like a herald in haste, to the chieftain’; d
The' terrible grumble, and rumble, and .
Telling the battle was on once mor’e o

And Sheridan twenty miles away.
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And wider still those billows of war

Thundered along the horizon’s bar;

And louder yet 1nto Winchester rolled

The roar of that red sea uncontrolled,

Making the blood of the listener cold,

As he thought of the stake in that fiery fray,
With Sheridan twenty miles away.

But there s a road from Winchester town,
A good, broad highway leading down;
And there, through the Aush of the morning light,
A steed as black as the steeds of night
Was seen to pass, as with eagle flight;
As if he knew the terrible need,
He stretched away with his utmost speed;
Hills rose and fell; but his heartwas gy,
With Sheridan fifteen miles away.

Still sprung from those swift hoofs, thundering South,

The dust, like smoke from the cannon’s mouth;

Or the trail of a comet, sweeping faster and faster.

Foreboding to traitors the doom of disaster,

The heart of the steed and the heart of the master

Were beating like prisoners assaulting their walls,

Impatient to be where the batdefield calls;

Every nerve of the charger was strained to full play,
With Sheridan only ten miles away.

Under his spurning feet the road

Like an arrowy Alpine river flowed,

And the landscape sped away behind

Like an ocean flying before the wind,

And the steed, like a barque fed with furnace ire,
Swept on, with his wild eye full of fire.
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Then conquer we must, when our cause it is just
And this be our motto: “In God is our trust!” ,
Al}d the star-spangled banner in triumph d(;th wa
O’er the land of the free, and the home of the bra\jee"

Solitude
by Ella Wheeler Wilcox:

Laugh, and the world laughs with you;
Weep, and you weep alone. ,
For the sad old earth must borrow its mirth
~But has trouble enough of its own ’
Sing, and the hills will answer: ‘
Sigh, it is lost on the air.
The echoes bound to a joyful sound
But shrink from voicing care. ,

Rejoice, and men will seek you;
Grieve, and they turn and go.’
They want full measure of all your pleasure
But they do not need your woe. ’
Be glad, and your friends are many;
Be sad, and you lose them all. 7
There are none to decline your nectared wine
But alone you must drink life’s gall. ’

Feast, and your halls are crowded:
Fast, and the world goes by. 7

Succeed and give, and it helps you live
But no man can help you die. 7

There is room in the halls of pleasure
For a long and lordly train,

But one by one we must all file on
Through the narrow aisles of pain.
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The Destruction of Sennacherib
by George Gordon Byron

The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold,
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold;
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea,
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee.

Like the leaves of the forest when Summer 1s green,
That host with their banners at sunset were seen;

Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown,
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown.

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast,
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed;

And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill,
And their hearts but once heaved, and forever grew stall!

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide,

But through it there rolled not the breath of his pride;
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf,
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf.

And there lay the rider distorted and pale,

With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail;
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone,
The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown.

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail,

And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal;

And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword,
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord!
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A Child’s Wish
by Abram J. Ryan

I'wish T were the little key
That locks Love’s Captive in,
And lets Him out to go and free
A sinful heart from sin.

I'wish I were the little bell
That tinkles for the Host

When God comes down each day to dwell

With hearts He loves the most.

I wish T were the chalice fair
That holds the Blood of Love,

When every flash lights holy prayer

Ubpon its way above.

I'wish I were the little flower
SQ near the Host’s sweet face,
Or like the light that half an hour

Burned on the shrine of grace.

I'wish I were the altar where
As on His mother’s breast
Christ nestles, like a child, fore’er
In Eucharistic rest.

But oh, my God, I wish the most
That my poor heart may be
A home all holy for each Host

That comes in love to me.

The Spider and the Fly
by Mary Howitt

“Will you walk into my parlor?” said the Spider to the Fly,
“Tis the prettiest little parlor that ever you did spy;

The way into my patlor is up a winding stair,

And I've many curious things to show when you are there.”
“O no, no,” said the little Fly, “to ask me is in vain,

For who goes up your winding stair can ne’er come down

ba]

“I'm sure you must be weary, dear, with soaring up so high;

Will you rest upon my little bed?” said the Spider to the Fly.

“There are pretty curtains drawn around; the sheets are fine
and thin,

And if you like to rest a2 while, I'll snugly tuck you in!”

“O no, no,” said the little Fly, “for 've often heard it said,

They neves, never wake again, who sleep upon your bed!”

Said the cunning Spider to the Fly, “Dear Friend, what can
I do,

To prove the warm affection I've always felt for you?

I have within my pantry good store of all that’s nice;

I'm sure you're very welcome—will you please to take a
slice?”

“O no, no,” said the little Fly, “kind sir, that cannot be;

I've heard what's in your pantry, and I do not wish to seel”

“Syweet creature!”’said the Spider, “you’re witty and you're
wise,

How handsome are your gauzy wings, how brilliant are your
eyes! )

I have a little looking-glass upon my parlor shelf,

If you'll step in one moment, dear, you shall behold yourself.”

T . ‘ .
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“I thank you, gentle sir,” she said, “for what you're pleased
to say,

And bidding you good-morning now, I'll call another day.”

The Spider turned him round about, and went into his den,

For well he knew the silly Fly would soon come back again:

So he wove a subtle web, in a little corner sly,

And he set his table ready to dine upon the Fly.

Then he came out to his door again, and merrily did sing,

“Come, hither, hither, pretty Fly, with the pearl and silver
wing:

Your robes are green and purple; there’s a crest upon your

head;

Your eyes are like the diamond bright, but mine are dull as
lead.”

Alas, alas! how very soon this silly little Fly,

Hearing his wily flattering words, came slowly flitting by.
With buzzing wings she hung aloft, then near and nearer

drew, '

Thinking only of her brilliant eyes, and green and purple hue;
Thinking only of her crested head—poor foolish thing! At last,
Up jumped the cunning Spider, and fiercely held her fast.

He dragged her up his winding stair, into his dismal den,
Within his little parlor; but she ne’er came out again!

And now, dear little children, who may this story read,
To idle, silly, flattering words, I pray you ne’er give heed;
Unto an evil counselor close heart, and ear, and eye,
And take a lesson from this tale of the Spider and the Fly.
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The Ride of Collins Graves
(May 16, 1874)
by John Boyle O’Reilly

No song of a soldier riding down .
To the raging fight from Winchester town;
No song of a time that shook the e’a\rth .
\With the nations’ throe ata nation’s birth;
But the song of a brave man, free from fear
As Sheridan’s self or Paul Revere; .
Who risked what they risked, free fl"Ol’I"l strife
And its promise of glorious pay,—his life!

The peaceful valley has Wakedvand stirred, .
And the answering echoes of life are heard;
The dew still clings to thi trees and grass,
e early toilers stiling pass,
ﬁ?fhte}; glanZe aside at the White~waﬂed homes,
Or up the valley, where mer_rlly comes
The brook that sparkles in diamond rills
As the sun comes over the Hampshire hills.

What was it passed like an ominous breath—
Like a shiver of fear, or a touch of degth?
What was it? The valley 1s peaceful st111_,
And the leaves are afire on tofp of the hill;

d, nor a thing of sense,—
EXZS ;asi(r):,l?ike the pang of the short suspense
That thrills the being of those who see
At their feet the gulf of Eternity.

i chill;
The air of the valley has felt the chull; ‘
The workers pause at the door of the mill;
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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.

Be Strong!
by Maltbie Davenport Babcock

Be strong!
We are not here to play, to dream, to drift:
We have hard work to do and loads to lift;’
Shun not the struggle—face it; ’tis God’s gift.

Be strong!

Say not, “The days are evil. Who's to bl 7

, . ame?
And fold the hands and acquiesce—oh, shamel!
Stand up, speak out, and bravely, in God’s name.

Be strong

%_tl matters not how deep intrenched the wrong
: ow hard the battle goes, the day how long;
aint not—fight on! Tomorrow comes the song.
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Jabberwocky
by Lewis Carroll

"Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;

All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.

“Beware the Jabberwock, my son!

The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun

The frumious Bandersnatch!”

He took his vorpal sword in hand:

Long time the manxome foe he sought—
So rested he by the Tumtum tree,

And stood awhile in thought.

And, as in uffish thought he stood,
The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,
And burbled as it came!

One, two! One, two! And through and through
The vorpal blade went snicker-snack!

He left it dead, and with its head
He went galumphing back.

“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?
Come to my arms, my beamish boy!
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!”
He chortled in his joy.

"Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;

All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.
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Matilda
Wheo Told Lies, and Was Burned to Death
" by Hilaire Belloc

Matilda told such Dreadful Lies,

It made one Gasp and Stretch one’s Eyes;
Her Aunt, who, from her Earliest Youth,
Had kept a Strict Regard for Truth,
Attempted to Believe Matilda:

The effort very nearly killed her,

And would have done so, had not She
Discovered this Infirmity.

For once, towards the Close of Day,
Matilda, growing tired of play,

And finding she was left alone,

Went tiptoe to the Telephone

And summoned the Immediate Aid

Of London’s Noble Fire-Brigade.
Within an hour the Gallant Band

Were pouring in on every hand,

From Putney, Hackney Downs and Bow,
With Courage high and Hearts a-glow
They galloped, roaring through the Town,
“Matilda’s House 1s Burning Down!”
Inspired by British Cheers and Loud
Proceeding from the Frenzied Crowd,
They ran their ladders through a score
Of windows on the Ball Room Floor;
And took Peculiar Pains to souse

The Pictures up and down the House,
Until Matilda’s Aunt succeeded

In showing them they were not needed
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And even then she had to pay
To get the Men to go away!

It happened-that a few Weeks later

Her Aunt was off to the Theatre

To see that Interesting Play

The Second Mys. Tanqueray .

She had refused to take her Niece

To hear this Entertaining Piece:

A deprivation Just and Wise

To Punish her for Telling Lies.

That Night a Fire did break out—

You should have heard Matilda Shout!
You should have heard her Scream and Bawl,
And throw the window up and call

To People passing 1n the Street—

(The rapidly increasing Heat
Encouraging her to obtain

Their confidence)—but all in vain!

For every time She shouted “Fire!”
They only answered “Little Liar!”

And therefore when her Aunt returned,
Matilda, and the House, were Burned.

Study Questions

1. From which of Aesop’s fables is this poem taken?

2. What is the rhyme scheme?

3. Why do you think Mr. Belloc chose to capitalize the words he
did?
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Strictly Germ-Proof
by Arthur Guiterman

The Antiseptic Baby and the Prophylactic Pup

Were playing in the garden when the Bunny gamboled up;

They looked upon the Creature with a loathing undis-
guised;—

It wasn’t Disinfected and it wasn’t Sterilized.

They said it was a Microbe and a Hotbed of Disease;
They steamed it in a vapor of a thousand~odd degrees;
They froze it in a freezer that was cold as Banished Hope
And washed it in permanganate with carbolated soap.

In sulphurated hydrogen they steeped its wiggly ears;

They trimmed its frisky whiskers with a pair of hard-boiled
shears;

They donned their rubber mittens and they took it by the
hand

And ’lected it a member of the Fumigated Band.

There’s not a Micrococcus in the garden where they play;
They bathe in pure iodoform a dozen times a day;

And each imbibes his rations from a Hygienic Cup—
The Bunny and the Baby and the Prophylactic Pup.

Study Questions

1. Find an example of assonance in this poem.
Find a simile.
Find an example of alliteration.

[
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4. Look up the following words: antiseptic, prophylactic, perman-
ganate, carbolated, sulphurated, fumigated, micrococcus, 1odo-

form, and hygenic.
What kind of humor is this?

A
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The Sycophantic Fox and the Gullible Raven
by Guy Wetmore Carryl
A raven sat upon a tree,
And not a word he spoke, for
His beak contained a piece of Brie,
Or, maybe, it was Roquefort:
We’'ll make it any kind you please—
At all events, it was a cheese.

Beneath the tree’s umbrageous limb
A hungry fox sat smiling;
He saw the raven watching him,
And spoke in words beguiling:
“Jadmire,” said he, “ton beau plumage.”

(The which was simply persiflage.)

Two things there are, no doubt you know,
To which a fox is used:
A rooster that is bound to crow,
A crow that’s bound to roost;
And whichsoever he espies,
He tells the most unblushing les.

“Sweet fowl,” he said, “I understand
You’'re more than merely natty,
I hear you sing to beat the band
And Adelina Patt1.
Pray render with your liquid tongue
A bit from Gotterdammerung!”

This subtle speech was aimed to.please

The crow, and it succeeded;
He thought no bird in all the trees
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Could sing as well as he did.
In flattery completely doused,
He gave the “Jewel Song” from Faust.

But gravitation’s law, of course,
As Isaac Newton showed it,
Exerted on the cheese its force,
And elsewhere soon bestowed it.
In fact, there is no need to tell
What happened when to earth it fell.

I blush to add that when the bird
Took in the situation,
He said one brief, emphatic word,
Unfit for publication.
The fox was greatly startled, but
He only sighed and answered “Tut.”

The Moral is: A fox is bound
To be a shameless sinner.
And also: When the cheese comes round
You know it’s after dinner.
But (what is only known to few)
The fox 1s after dinner, too.

Study Questions

. Which fable is the source of this story?
2. What is the rhyme scheme?

3. Find an example of alliteration.

4. Can you find an example of a pun?
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The Purple Cow
Reflections on a Mythic Beast,
Who’s Quite Remarkable, at Least
by Gelett Burgess

I never saw a Purple Cow;
I never Hope to See One;
But I can Tell you, Anyhow,
I'd rather See than Be One.

Cing Ans Apres
Confession: and a Portrait, Too,
Upon a Background That I Rue!

by Gelett Buigess

Ah, yes, I wrote the “Purple Cow”—
I'm sorry, now, I Wrote it!

But I can Tell you, Anyhow,
I'll Kill you if you Quote it!

Study Questions

1. Why do you think Mr. Burgess wrote “Cing Ans Apres” (Five
Years Later)? i

2. What is the rhyme scheme in each poem?
3. What is the reason for the capitalizations in the poems?
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