
 

 

“All the world’s a stage” by William Shakespeare 
 
All the world’s a stage, 
And all the men and women merely players; 
They have their exits and their entrances; 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms; 
And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier, 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice, 
In fair round belly with good capon lin’d, 
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wise saws and modern instances; 
And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon, 

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side; 
His youthful hose, well sav’d, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history, 
Is second childishness and mere oblivion; 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Baby Song by Thom Gunn 
 
From the private ease of Mother's womb 
I fall into the lighted room. 
 
Why don't they simply put me back 
Where it is warm and wet and black? 
 
But one thing follows on another. 
Things were different inside Mother. 
 
Padded and jolly I would ride 
The perfect comfort of her inside. 
 
They tuck me in a rustling bed 
 
—I lie there, raging, small, and red. 
 
I may sleep soon, I may forget, 
But I won't forget that I regret. 
 
A rain of blood poured round her womb, 

But all time roars outside this room.  
 

 
Waking with Russell by Don Paterson 
 
Whatever the difference is, it all began 
the day we woke up face-to-face like lovers 
and his four-day-old smile dawned on him again, 
possessed him, till it would not fall or waver; 
and I pitched back not my old hard-pressed grin 
but his own smile, or one I’d rediscovered. 
Dear son, I was mezzo del cammin  
and the true path was as lost to me as ever 
when you cut in front and lit it as you ran. 
See how the true gift never leaves the giver: 



 

 

returned and redelivered, it rolled on 
until the smile poured through us like a river. 
How fine, I thought, this waking amongst men! 
I kissed your mouth and pledged myself forever. 
 
 
A Child's Sleep by Carol Ann Duffy 
 
I stood at the edge of my child's sleep 
hearing her breathe; 
although I could not enter there, 
I could not leave. 
 
Her sleep was a small wood, 
perfumed with flowers; 
dark, peaceful, sacred, 
acred in hours. 
 
And she was the spirit that lives  
in the heart of such woods; 
without time, without history, 
wordlessly good. 

 
I spoke her name, a pebble dropped 
in the still night, 
and saw her stir, both open palms 
cupping their soft light; 
 
then went to the window. The greater dark 
outside the room 
gazed back, maternal, wise, 
with its face of moon. 
 
 

 

 



 

 

 

The End by A. A. Milne 
 
When I was One, 
I had just begun. 
 
When I was Two, 
I was nearly new. 
 
When I was Three, 
I was hardly me. 
 
When I was Four, 
I was not much more. 
 
When I was Five, 
I was just alive. 
 
But now I am six,  
I'm as clever as clever 
 

So I think I'll be six now 
Forever and ever. 
 
 
Daylight Robbery by Paul Henry 
 
Silent as cut hair falling  
and elevated by cushions  
in the barber's rotating chair  
this seven-year-old begins to see  
a different boy in the mirror,  
glances up, suspiciously,  
like a painter checking for symmetry.  
The scissors round a bend  
behind a blushing ear.  
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And when the crime's done,  
when the sun lies in its ashes,  
a new child rises  
out of the blond, unswept curls,  
the suddenly serious chair  
that last year was a roundabout.  
 
All the way back to the car  
a stranger picks himself out  
in a glass-veiled identity parade.  
 
Turning a corner  
his hand slips from mine  
like a final, forgotten strand  
snipped from its lock. 
 
 
Emily Dickinson by The Child’s Faith is New 
 
The Child's faith is new— 
Whole—like His Principle— 
Wide—like the Sunrise 

On fresh Eyes— 
Never had a Doubt— 
Laughs—at a Scruple— 
Believes all sham 
But Paradise— 
 
Credits the World— 
Deems His Dominion 
Broadest of Sovereignties— 
And Caesar—mean— 
In the Comparison— 
Baseless Emperor— 
Ruler of Nought— 
Yet swaying all— 
 



 

 

Grown bye and bye 
To hold mistaken 
His pretty estimates 
Of Prickly Things 
He gains the skill 
Sorrowful—as certain— 
Men—to anticipate 
Instead of Kings—  
 
 
Walking Away by C Day-Lewis 
 
It is eighteen years ago, almost to the day – 
A sunny day with leaves just turning, 
The touch-lines new-ruled – since I watched you play 
Your first game of football, then, like a satellite 
Wrenched from its orbit, go drifting away 
Behind a scatter of boys. I can see 
You walking away from me towards the school 
With the pathos of a half-fledged thing set free 
Into a wilderness, the gait of one 
Who finds no path where the path should be. 

That hesitant figure, eddying away 
Like a winged seed loosened from its parent stem, 
Has something I never quite grasp to convey 
About nature’s give-and-take – the small, the scorching 
Ordeals which fire one’s irresolute clay. 
I have had worse partings, but none that so 
Gnaws at my mind still. Perhaps it is roughly 
Saying what God alone could perfectly show – 
How selfhood begins with a walking away, 
And love is proved in the letting go. 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

The Sun Rising by John Donne 
 
               Busy old fool, unruly sun, 
               Why dost thou thus, 
Through windows, and through curtains call on us? 
Must to thy motions lovers' seasons run? 
               Saucy pedantic wretch, go chide 
               Late school boys and sour prentices, 
         Go tell court huntsmen that the king will ride, 
         Call country ants to harvest offices, 
Love, all alike, no season knows nor clime, 
Nor hours, days, months, which are the rags of time. 
 
               Thy beams, so reverend and strong 
               Why shouldst thou think? 
I could eclipse and cloud them with a wink, 
But that I would not lose her sight so long; 
               If her eyes have not blinded thine, 
               Look, and tomorrow late, tell me 
                 Whether both th’ Indias of spice and mine 
         Be where thou leftst them, or lie here with me. 
Ask for those kings whom thou saw'st yesterday, 

And thou shalt hear, All here in one bed lay. 
 
               She's all states, and all princes, I, 
               Nothing else is. 
Princes do but play us; compared to this, 
All honor's mimic, all wealth alchemy. 
               Thou, sun, art half as happy as we, 
               In that the world's contracted thus. 
         Thine age asks ease, and since thy duties be 
         To warm the world, that's done in warming us. 
Shine here to us, and thou art everywhere; 
This bed thy center is, these walls, thy sphere. 
 
 
 



 

 

Atlas by U. A. Fanthorpe 
 
There is a kind of love called maintenance 
Which stores the WD40 and knows when to use it; 
Which checks the insurance, and doesn’t forget 
The milkman; which remembers to plant bulbs; 
Which answers letters; which knows the way 
The money goes; which deals with dentists 
And Road Fund Tax and meeting trains, 
And postcards to the lonely; which upholds 
The permanently rickety elaborate 
Structures of living, which is Atlas. 
And maintenance is the sensible side of love, 
Which knows what time and weather are doing 
To my brickwork; insulates my faulty wiring; 
Laughs at my dryrotten jokes; remembers 
My need for gloss and grouting; which keeps 
My suspect edifice upright in air, 
As Atlas did the sky. 
 
Sonnet 109: O! never say that I was false of heart by William Shakespeare 
 

O! never say that I was false of heart,  
Though absence seemed my flame to qualify.  
As easy might I from myself depart  
As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie:  
That is my home of love; if I have ranged,  
Like him that travels, I return again,  
Just to the time, not with the time exchanged,  
So that myself bring water for my stain.  
Never believe, though in my nature reigned  
All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood,  
That it could so preposterously be stained,  
To leave for nothing all thy sum of good;  
   For nothing this wide universe I call,  
   Save thou, my rose; in it thou art my all. 
 



 

 

———————  Interval ————————— 
 
 
PROLOGUE from Henry V by William Shakespeare  
 

[Enter Chorus] 

O for a Muse of fire, that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention, 
A kingdom for a stage, princes to act 
And monarchs to behold the swelling scene! 
Then should the warlike Harry, like himself, 
Assume the port of Mars; and at his heels, 
Leash'd in like hounds, should famine, sword and fire 
Crouch for employment. But pardon, and gentles all, 
The flat unraised spirits that have dared 
On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth 
So great an object: can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of France? or may we cram 
Within this wooden O the very casques 
That did affright the air at Agincourt? 
O, pardon! since a crooked figure may 

Attest in little place a million; 
And let us, ciphers to this great accompt, 
On your imaginary forces work. 
Suppose within the girdle of these walls 
Are now confined two mighty monarchies, 
Whose high upreared and abutting fronts 
The perilous narrow ocean parts asunder: 
Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts; 
Into a thousand parts divide on man, 
And make imaginary puissance; 
Think when we talk of horses, that you see them 
Printing their proud hoofs i' the receiving earth; 
For 'tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings, 
Carry them here and there; jumping o'er times, 
Turning the accomplishment of many years 
Into an hour-glass: for the which supply, 



 

 

Admit me Chorus to this history; 
Who prologue-like your humble patience pray, 
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play. 
 
An Irish Airman foresees his Death by W B Yeats 
 
I know that I shall meet my fate  
Somewhere among the clouds above;  
Those that I fight I do not hate,  
Those that I guard I do not love;  
My country is Kiltartan Cross,  
My countrymen Kiltartan’s poor,  
No likely end could bring them loss  
Or leave them happier than before.  
Nor law, nor duty bade me fight,  
Nor public men, nor cheering crowds,  
A lonely impulse of delight  
Drove to this tumult in the clouds;  
I balanced all, brought all to mind,  
The years to come seemed waste of breath,  
A waste of breath the years behind  
In balance with this life, this death. 

 

 

Elegy by Chidiock Tichborne 
 
My prime of youth is but a frost of cares; 
My feast of joy is but a dish of pain, 
My crop of corn is but a field of tares, 
And all my good is but vain hope of gain: 
The day is past, and yet I saw no sun, 
And now I live, and now my life is done. 
My tale was heard, and yet it was not told, 
My fruit is fallen, and yet my leaves are green, 
My youth is spent, and yet I am not old, 
I saw the world, and yet I was not seen: 
My thread is cut, and yet it is not spun, 
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And now I live, and now my life is done. 
I sought my death, and found it in my womb, 
I looked for life, and saw it was a shade, 
I trod the earth, and knew it was my tomb, 
And now I die, and now I was but made; 
The glass is full, and now the glass is run, 
And now I live, and now my life is done 
 
 
Ithaka by Constantine Cavafy (translated by Edmund Keeley) 
 
As you set out for Ithaka 
hope your road is a long one, 
full of adventure, full of discovery. 
Laistrygonians, Cyclops, 
angry Poseidon—don’t be afraid of them: 
you’ll never find things like that on your way 
as long as you keep your thoughts raised high, 
as long as a rare excitement 
stirs your spirit and your body. 
Laistrygonians, Cyclops, 
wild Poseidon—you won’t encounter them 

unless you bring them along inside your soul, 
unless your soul sets them up in front of you. 
 
Hope your road is a long one. 
May there be many summer mornings when, 
with what pleasure, what joy, 
you enter harbors you’re seeing for the first time; 
may you stop at Phoenician trading stations 
to buy fine things, 
mother of pearl and coral, amber and ebony, 
sensual perfume of every kind— 
as many sensual perfumes as you can; 
and may you visit many Egyptian cities 
to learn and go on learning from their scholars. 
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Keep Ithaka always in your mind. 
Arriving there is what you’re destined for. 
But don’t hurry the journey at all. 
Better if it lasts for years, 
so you’re old by the time you reach the island, 
wealthy with all you’ve gained on the way, 
not expecting Ithaka to make you rich. 
 
Ithaka gave you the marvelous journey. 
Without her you wouldn't have set out. 
She has nothing left to give you now. 
 
And if you find her poor, Ithaka won’t have fooled you. 
Wise as you will have become, so full of experience, 
you’ll have understood by then what these Ithakas mean. 
 
 
Old Man Travelling by Wordsworth 
 
The little hedge-row birds, 
That peck along the road, regard him not. 
He travels on, and in his face, his step, 

His gait, is one expression; every limb, 
His look and bending figure, all bespeak 
A man who does not move with pain, but moves 
With thought—He is insensibly subdued 
To settled quiet: he is one by whom 
All effort seems forgotten, one to whom 
Long patience has such mild composure given, 
That patience now doth seem a thing, of which 
He hath no need. He is by nature led 
To peace so perfect, that the young behold 
With envy, what the old man hardly feels. 
—I asked him whither he was bound, and what 
The object of his journey; he replied 
"Sir! I am going many miles to take 
A last leave of my son, a mariner, 



 

 

Who from a sea-fight has been brought to Falmouth, 
And there is dying in an hospital." 
 
 
Those Winter Sundays by Robert Hayden 
 
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? 

 
 
Po Chu-I by On his Baldness 
 
At dawn I sighed to see my hairs fall; 
At dusk I sighed to see my hairs fall. 
For I dreaded the time when the last lock should go… 
They are all gone and I do not mind at all! 
I have done with that cumbrous washing and getting dry; 
My tiresome comb for ever is laid aside. 
Best of all, when the weather is hot and wet, 
To have no top-knot weighing down on one's head! 
I put aside my messy cloth wrap; 
I have got rid of my dusty tasselled fringe. 
In a silver jar I have stored a cold stream, 



 

 

On my bald pate I trickle a ladle-full. 
Like one baptized with the Water of Buddha's Law, 
I sit and receive this cool, cleansing joy. 
Now I know why the priest who seeks Repose 
Frees his heart by first shaving his head. 
 
 
The Bean Eaters by Gwendolyn Brooks 
 
They eat beans mostly, this old yellow pair.    
Dinner is a casual affair. 
Plain chipware on a plain and creaking wood,    
Tin flatware. 
 
Two who are Mostly Good. 
Two who have lived their day, 
But keep on putting on their clothes    
And putting things away. 
 
And remembering ... 
Remembering, with twinklings and twinges, 
As they lean over the beans in their rented back room that is full of beads 

and receipts and dolls and cloths, tobacco crumbs, vases and fringes. 
 
 
Candles by Constantine Cavafy 
 
The days of the future stand in front of us 
Like a line of candles all alight---- 
Golden and warm and lively little candles. 
The days that are past are left behind, 
A mournful row of candles that are out; 
The nearer ones are still smoking, 
Candles cold, and melted, candles bent., 
I don’t want to see them; their shapes hurt me, 
It hurts me to remember the light of them at first. 
I look before me at my lighted candles, 



 

 

I don’t want to turn around and see with horror 
How quickly the dark line is lengthening, 
How quickly the candles multiply that have been put out.   
 
 
Late Fragment by Raymond Carver 
 
And did you get what 
you wanted from this life, even so? 
I did. 
And what did you want? 
To call myself beloved, to feel myself 
beloved on the earth. 
 
 
 
 


