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The Charge of the Light Brigade 

Alfred Tennyson 

 

Half a league, half a league,  

   Half a league onward,  

All in the valley of Death  

   Rode the six hundred.  

"Forward, the Light Brigade!  

Charge for the guns!" he said:  

Into the valley of Death  

   Rode the six hundred.  

 

"Forward, the Light Brigade!"  

Was there a man dismay'd?  

Not tho' the soldier knew  

   Some one had blunder'd:  

Theirs not to make reply,  

Theirs not to reason why.  

Theirs but to do and die:  

Into the valley of Death  

   Rode the six hundred.  

 

Cannon to right of them,  

Cannon to left of them,  

Cannon in front of them   

   Volley'd and thunder'd;  

Storm'd at with shot and shell  

Boldly they rode and well,  

Into the jaws of Death,  

Into the mouth of Hell  

   Rode the six hundred.  

 

Flash'd all their sabers bare,  

Flash'd as they turn'd in air  

Sab'ring the gunners there,  



Charging an army, while  

   All the world wonder'd:  

Plunged in the battery-smoke  

Right thro' the line they broke;  

Cossack and Russian  

Reel'd from the saber-stroke  

   Shatter'd and sunder'd.  

Then they rode back, but not  

   Not the six hundred.  

 

Cannon to right of them,  

Cannon to left of them,  

Cannon behind them  

   Volleyed and thundered:  

Stormed at with shot and shell,  

While horse and hero fell,  

They that had fought so well  

Came through the jaws of death  

Back from the mouth of hell,  

All that was left of them—  

   Left of six hundred.  

 

When can their glory fade?  

Oh, the wild charge they made!  

   All the world wondered.  

Honour the charge they made!  

Honour the Light Brigade—  

   Noble six hundred!  

 

(263 words) 

 

 

 

 

 



Drop a Pebble in the Water  

James W. Foley  

 

Drop a pebble in the water: just a splash, and it is gone;  

But there’s half-a-hundred ripples, circling on and on and on,  

Spreading, spreading from the center, flowing on out to the sea.  

And there is no way of telling where the end is going to be.  

 

Drop a pebble in the water: in a minute you forget,  

But there’s little waves a-flowing and there’s ripples circling yet,  

And those little waves a-flowing to a great big wave have grown;  

You’ve disturbed a mighty river just by dropping in a stone.  

 

Drop an unkind word, or careless: in a minute it is gone;  

But there’s half-a-hundred ripples circling on and on and on.  

They keep spreading, spreading, spreading from the center as they go,  

And there is no way to stop them, once you’ve started them to flow.  

 

Drop an unkind word, or careless: in a minute you forget;  

But there’s little waves a-flowing, and there’s ripples circling yet,  

And perhaps in some sad heart a mighty wave of tears you’ve stirred,  

And disturbed a life was happy ‘ere you dropped that unkind word.  

 

Drop a word of cheer and kindness: just a flash and it is gone;  

But there’s half-a-hundred ripples circling on and on and on,  

Bearing hope and joy and comfort on each splashing, dashing wave  

Till you wouldn’t believe the volume of the one kind word you gave.  

 

Drop a word of cheer and kindness: in a minute you forget;  

But there’s gladness still a-swelling, and there’s joy a-circling yet,  

And you’ve rolled a wave of comfort whose sweet music can be heard  

Over miles and miles of water just by dropping one kind word.  

 

(280 words) 

 



The Star-Spangled Banner  

Francis Scott Key  

 

O! say, can you see, by the dawn's early light,  

   What so proudly we hailed at the twilight's last gleaming—  

Whose broad stripes and bright stars, through the perilous fight,  

   O'er the ramparts we watched were so gallantly streaming!  

And the rocket's red glare, the bombs bursting in air,  

Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there;  

O! say, does that star-spangled banner yet wave  

O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave?  

 

On that shore dimly seen through the mists of the deep,  

   Where the foe's haughty host in dread silence reposes,  

What is that which the breeze, o'er the towering steep,  

   As it fitfully blows, now conceals, now discloses?  

Now it catches the gleam of the morning's first beam,  

In full glory reflected now shines on the stream;  

'Tis the star-spangled banner; O long may it wave  

O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave!  

 

And where is that band who so vauntingly swore  

   That the havoc of war and the battle's confusion  

A home and a country should leave us no more?  

   Their blood has washed out their foul footsteps, pollution.  

No refuge could save the hireling and slave  

From the terror of flight, or the gloom of the grave;  

And the star-spangled banner in triumph doth wave  

O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave.  

 

O! thus be it ever, when freemen shall stand  

   Between their loved homes and the war's desolation!  

Blest with victory and peace, may the heav'n-rescued land  

   Praise the power that hath made and preserved us a nation.  

Then conquer we must, for our cause it is just,  



And this be our motto—"In God is our trust":  

And the star-spangled banner in triumph shall wave  

O'er the land of the free, and the home of the brave.  

 

(311 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Touch of the Master’s Hand  

Myra Welch  

 

‘Twas battered and scarred, and the auctioneer  

Thought it scarcely worth his while  

To waste much time on the old violin,  

But he held it up with a smile.  

 

“What am I bidden, good folks?” he cried,  

“Who’ll start the bidding for me?  

“A dollar, one dollar”–then  

“Two! Only two! Two dollars, and who’ll make it three?”  

 

“Three dollars, once; three dollars, twice;  

And going for three”—But no,  

From the room far back, a gray-haired man  

Came forward and picked up the bow;  

 

Then wiping the dust from the old violin,  

And tightening the loosened strings,  

He played a melody pure and sweet  

As a caroling angel sings.  

 

The music ceased and the auctioneer,  

With a voice that was quiet and low,  

Said: “What am I bid for the old violin?”  

And he held it up with the bow.  

 

“A thousand dollars, and who’ll make it two?  

Two thousand! And who’ll make it three?  

Three thousand, once; three thousand, twice,  

And going and gone,” said he. 

 

The people cheered, but some of them cried, 

“We do not quite understand. 



What changed its worth?” Swift came the reply: 

“The touch of the Master’s hand.” 

And many a man with life out of tune, 

And battered and scarred with sin, 

Is auctioned cheap to the thoughtless crowd 

Much like the old violin. 

 

A “mess of pottage,” a glass of wine, 

A game – and he travels on. 

He is “going” once, and “going” twice, 

He’s “going” and almost “gone.” 

 

But the master comes, and the foolish crowd 

Never can quite understand 

The worth of a soul and the change that is wrought 

By the touch of the Master’s hand. 

 

(278 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



At Breakfast Time  

Edgar A. Guest 

 

My Pa he eats his breakfast in a funny sort of way:  

We hardly ever see him at the first meal of the day.  

Ma puts his food before him and he settles in his place  

An’ then he props the paper up and we can’t see his face;  

We hear him blow his coffee and we hear him chew his toast,  

But it’s for the morning paper that he seems to care the most.  

 

Ma says that little children mighty grateful ought to be  

To the folks that fixed the evening as the proper time for tea.  

She says if meals were only served to people once a day,  

An’ that was in the morning just before Pa goes away,  

We’d never know how father looked when he was in his place,  

‘Coz he’d always have the morning paper stuck before his face.  

 

He drinks his coffee steamin’ hot, an’ passes Ma his cup  

To have it filled a second time, an’ never once looks up.  

He never has a word to say, but just sits there an’ reads,  

An’ when she sees his hand stuck out Ma gives him what he needs.  

She guesses what it is he wants, ‘coz it’s no use to ask:  

Pa’s got to read his paper an’ sometimes that’s quite a task.  

 

One morning we had breakfast an’ his features we could see,  

But his face was long an’ solemn an’ he didn’t speak to me,  

An’ we couldn’t get him laughin’ an’ we couldn’t make him smile,  

An’ he said the toast was soggy an’ the coffee simply vile.  

Then Ma said: “What’s the matter? Why are you so cross an’ glum?”  

An’ Pa ‘most took her head off ‘coz the paper didn’t come.  

 

(292 words) 

 

 

 



The Blind Men and the Elephant 

John Godftey Sax 

 

It was six men of Indostan 

To learning much inclined, 

Who went to see the Elephant 

(Though all of them were blind) 

That each by observation 

Might satisfy his mind. 

 

The First approached the Elephant 

And happening to fall 

Against his broad and sturdy side,  

At once began to bawl:  

“God bless me! But the Elephant  

Is very like a wall!”  

 

The Second, feeling of the tusk,  

Cried “Ho! what have we here  

So very round and smooth and sharp?  

To me ‘tis mighty clear  

This wonder of an Elephant  

Is very like a spear!”  

 

The Third approached the animal,  

And happening to take  

The squirming trunk within his hands,  

Thus boldly up and spake;  

“I see,” quoth he, “the Elephant  

Is very like a snake!”  

 

The Fourth reached out an eager hand  

And felt about the knee.  

“What most this wondrous beast is like  

Is mighty plain,” quoth he;  



‘Tis clear enough the Elephant  

Is very like a tree!”  

 

The Fifth, who chanced to touch the ear,  

Said: “E’en the blindest man  

Can tell what this resembles most;  

Deny the fact who can,  

This marvel of an Elephant  

Is very like a fan!”  

 

The Sixth no sooner had begun  

About the beast to grope,  

Than, seizing on the swinging tail  

That fell within his scope,  

“I see,” quoth he, “the Elephant  

Is very like a rope!”  

 

And so these men of Indostan  

Disputed loud and long,  

Each in his own opinion  

Exceeding stiff and strong,  

Though each was partly in the right  

And all were in the wrong!  

 

(259 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Chambered Nautilus  

Oliver Wendell Holmes  

 

This is the ship of pearl, which, poets feign,  

Sails the unshadowed main,  

The venturous bark that flings  

On the sweet summer wind its purpled wings  

In gulfs enchanted, where the Siren sings,  

And coral reefs lie bare,  

Where the cold sea-maids rise to sun their streaming hair.  

 

Its webs of living gauze no more unfurl;  

Wrecked is the ship of pearl!  

And every chambered cell,  

Where its dim dreaming life was wont to dwell,  

As the frail tenant shaped his growing shell,  

Before thee lies revealed,  

Its irised ceiling rent, its sunless crypt unsealed!  

 

Year after year beheld the silent toil  

That spread his lustrous coil;  

Still, as the spiral grew,  

He left the past year's dwelling for the new,  

Stole with soft steps its shining archway through,  

Built up its idle door,  

Stretched in his last-found home, and knew the old no more.  

 

Thanks for the heavenly message brought by thee,  

Child of the wandering sea,  

Cast from her lap, forlorn!  

From thy dead lips a clearer note is born  

Than ever Triton blew from wreathèd horn!  

While on mine ear it rings,  

Through the deep caves of thought I hear a voice that sings:  

 



Build thee more stately mansions, O my soul,  

As the swift seasons roll!  

Leave thy low-vaulted past!  

Let each new temple, nobler than the last,  

Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast,  

Till thou at length art free,  

Leaving thine outgrown shell by life's unresting sea!  

 

(245 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Children’s Hour 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

 

Between the dark and the daylight, 

When the night is beginning to lower,  

Comes a pause in the day’s occupations,  

That is known as the Children’s Hour.  

 

I hear in the chamber above me  

The patter of little feet,  

The sound of a door that is opened  

And voices soft and sweet.  

 

From my study I see in the lamplight,  

Descending the broad hall stair,  

Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra,  

And Edith with golden hair.  

 

A whisper, and then a silence;  

Yet I know by their merry eyes  

They are plotting and planning together  

To take me by surprise.  

 

A sudden rush from the stairway,  

A sudden raid from the hall!  

By three doors left unguarded  

They enter my castle wall!  

 

They climb up into my turret  

O’er the arms and back of my chair;  

If I try to escape, they surround me;  

They seem to be everywhere.  

 

They almost devour me with kisses,  

Their arms about me entwine,  



Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen  

In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine!  

 

Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti  

Because you have scaled the wall,  

Such an old mustache as I am  

Is not a match for you all!  

 

I have you fast in my fortress  

And will not let you depart,  

But put you down into the dungeon  

In the round-tower of my heart.  

 

And there I will keep you forever,  

Yes, forever and a day,  

Till the walls shall crumble to ruin,  

And moulder in dust away!  

 

 

(249 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Country Mouse and the City Mouse  

Richard Scrafton Sharpe  

 

In a snug little cot lived a fat little mouse,  

Who enjoyed, unmolested, the range of the house;  

With plain food content, she would breakfast on cheese,  

She dined upon bacon, and supped on grey peas.  

 

A friend from the town to the cottage did stray,  

And he said he was come a short visit to pay;  

So the mouse spread her table as gay as you please,  

And brought the nice bacon and charming grey peas.  

 

The visitor frowned, and he thought to be witty:  

Cried he, “You must know, I am come from the city,  

Where we all should be shocked at provisions like these,  

For we never eat bacon and horrid grey peas.  

 

“To town come with me, I will give you a treat:  

Some excellent food, most delightful to eat.  

With me shall you feast just as long as you please;  

Come, leave this fat bacon and shocking grey peas.”  

 

This kind invitation she could not refuse,  

And the city mouse wished not a moment to lose;  

Reluctant she quitted the fields and the trees,  

The delicious fat bacon and charming grey peas.  

 

They slyly crept under a gay parlor door,  

Where a feast had been given the evening before;  

And it must be confessed they on dainties did seize,  

Far better than bacon, or even grey peas.  

 



Here were custard and trifle, and cheesecakes good store,  

Nice sweetmeats and jellies, and twenty things more;  

All that art had invented the palate to please,  

Except some fat bacon and smoking grey peas.  

 

They were nicely regaling, when into the room  

Came the dog and the cat, and the maid with a broom:  

They jumped in a custard both up to their knees;  

The country mouse sighed for her bacon and peas.  

 

Cried she to her friend, “Get me safely away,  

I can venture no longer in London to stay;  

For if oft you receive interruptions like these,  

Give me my nice bacon and charming grey peas.”  

 

 

 
(330 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



How Do You Tackle Your Work?  

Edgar A. Guest  

 

How do you tackle your work each day?  

Are you scared of the job you find?  

Do you grapple the task that comes your way  

With a confident, easy mind?  

Do you stand right up to the work ahead  

Or fearfully pause to view it?  

Do you start to toil with a sense of dread  

Or feel that you’re going to do it?  

 

You can do as much as you think you can,  

But you’ll never accomplish more;  

If you’re afraid of yourself, young man,  

There’s little for you in store.  

For failure comes from the inside first,  

It’s there if we only knew it,  

And you can win, though you face the worst,  

If you feel that you’re going to do it.  

 

Success! It’s found in the soul of you,  

And not in the realm of luck!  

The world will furnish the work to do,  

But you must provide the pluck.  

You can do whatever you think you can,  

It’s all in the way you view it.  

It’s all in the start that you make, young man:  

You must feel that you’re going to do it.  

 

How do you tackle your work each day?  

With confidence clear, or dread?  

What to yourself do you stop and say  

When a new task lies ahead?  

What is the thought that is in your mind?  



Is fear ever running through it?  

If so, just tackle the next you find  

By thinking you’re going to do it.  
 

(244 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



If  

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 away 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 imposters 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 to build ‘em up with wornout 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 say 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,  

   And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son! (289 words) 



 

In Times Like These 

Helen Steiner Rice 

 

We read the headlines daily, 

   And listen to the news, 

We shake our heads despairingly  

   and glumly sin g t h e blues —  

We are restless and dissatisfied 

   And we do not feel secure, 

We are vaguely discontented  

   with the things we must endure …  

 

This violent age we live in 

   is filled with nameless fears  

As we listen to the newscasts 

   That come daily to our ears, 

And we view the threatening future 

   With sad sobriety 

As we’re surrounded daily 

   By increased anxiety… 

 

How can we find security 

   Or stand on solid ground 

When there’s violence and dissension 

   And confusion all around; 

Where can we go for refuge  

   from the rising tides of hate,  

Where can we find a haven 

   to escape this shameful fate...  

 

So instead of reading headlines  

   that disturb the heart and mind,  

Let us open up the BIBLE  



   and in doing so we’ll find  

That this age is no different  

   from the millions gone before,  

But in every hour of crisis    

   God has opened up a door  

For all who seek His guidance  

   and trust His all-wise plan,  

For God provides protection  

   beyond that devised by man...  

 

And we learn that each TOMORROW  

   is not ours to understand,  

But lies safely in the keeping    

   of the great Creator’s Hand,  

And to have the steadfast knowledge  

    that WE NEVER WALK ALONE  

And to rest in the assurance  

   that our EVERY NEED IS KNOWN  

Will help dispel our worries,  

   our anxieties and care,  

For doubt and fear are vanquished  

   in THE PEACEFULNESS OF PRAYER  

 
(257 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Naming Of Cats  

T. S. Eliot  

 

The Naming of Cats is a difficult matter,  

It isn't just one of your holiday games;  

You may think at first I'm as mad as a hatter  

When I tell you, a cat must have THREE DIFFERENT NAMES.  

First of all, there's the name that the family use daily,  

Such as Peter, Augustus, Alonzo or James,  

Such as Victor or Jonathan, George or Bill Bailey— 

All of them sensible everyday names.  

There are fancier names if you think they sound sweeter,  

Some for the gentlemen, some for the dames:  

Such as Plato, Admetus, Electra, Demeter— 

But all of them sensible everyday names.  

But I tell you, a cat needs a name that's particular,  

A name that's peculiar, and more dignified,  

Else how can he keep up his tail perpendicular,  

Or spread out his whiskers, or cherish his pride?  

Of names of this kind, I can give you a quorum,  

Such as Munkustrap, Quaxo, or Coricopat,  

Such as Bombalurina, or else Jellylorum 

Names that never belong to more than one cat.  

But above and beyond there's still one name left over,  

And that is the name that you never will guess;  

The name that no human research can discover 

But THE CAT HIMSELF KNOWS, and will never confess.  

When you notice a cat in profound meditation,  

The reason, I tell you, is always the same:  

His mind is engaged in a rapt contemplation  

Of the thought, of the thought, of the thought of his name:  

His ineffable effable Effanineffable  

Deep and inscrutable singular Name. 
 

(253 words) 



One, Two, Three 

Harry C. Bunner 

 

It was an old, old, old lady 

And a boy that was half-past three; 

And the way that they played together  

Was beautiful to see. 

  

She couldn’t go running and jumping,  

And the boy, no more could he,  

For he was a thin little fellow,  

With a thin little twisted knee.  

 

They sat in the yellow sunlight  

Out under the maple trees,  

And the game that they played I’ll tell you  

Just as it was told to me. 

 

It was hide-and-go-seek they were playing,  

Though you’d never have known it to be—  

With an old, old, old, old lady,  

And a boy with a twisted knee.  

 

The boy would bend his face down  

On his one little sound right knee,  

And he’d guess where she was hiding,  

In guesses One, Two, Three.  

 

“You are in the china closet,”  

He would cry, and laugh with glee—  

It wasn’t the china closet,  

But he still had Two and Three.  

 

“You are up in Papa’s big bedroom,  



In the chest with the queer old key,”  

And she said; “You are wann and warmer  

But you’re not quite right,” said she.  

 

“It can’t be the little cupboard  

Where Mama’s things used to be;  

So it must be the clothes press, Grandma.”  

And he found her with his Three.  

 

Then she covered her face with her fingers,  

That were wrinkled and white and wee  

And she guessed where the boy was hiding,  

With a One and a Two and a Three.  

 

And they never had stirred from their places,  

Out under the maple tree—  

This old, old, old, old lady  

And the boy with the lame little knee  

This dear, dear, dear old lady  

And the boy who was half-past three.  
 

(286 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Real Successes 

Edgar A Guest 

 

You that the failures are many, 

   You think the successes are few,  

But you judge by the rule of the penny,  

   And not by the good that men do.  

You judge men by standards of treasure  

   That merely obtain upon earth, 

When the brother you’re snubbing may measure 

   Full-length to God’s standard of worth. 

 

The failures are not in the ditches,  

   The failures are not in the ranks,  

They have missed the acquirement of riches,  

   Their fortunes are not in the banks.  

Their virtues are never paraded,  

   Their worth is not always in view, 

But they’re fighting their battles unaided,  

   And fighting them honestly, too.  

 

There are failures today in high places  

   The failures aren’t all in the low;  

There are rich men with scorn in their faces  

   Whose homes are but castles of woe.  

The homes that are happy are many,  

   And numberless fathers are true;  

And this is the standard, if any,  

   By which we must judge what men do.  

 

Wherever loved ones are awaiting  

   The toiler to kiss and caress,  

Though in Bradstreet’s he hasn’t a rating,  

   He still is a splendid success.  

If the dear ones who gather about him  



   And know what he’s striving to do  

Have never a reason to doubt him,  

   Is he less successful than you?  

 

You think that the failures are many,  

   You judge by men’s profits in gold;  

You judge by the rule of the penny- 

   In this true success isn’t told.  

This falsely man’s story is telling,  

   For wealth often brings on distress,  

But wherever love brightens a dwelling,  

   There lives, rich or poor, a success.  

 
(267 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Village Blacksmith 

 Henry W. Longfellow 

 

Under a spreading chestnut tree 

The village smithy stands; 

Th smith, a 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 ‘til 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 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,  

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 hands he wipes  

A tear out of his eyes.  

 

Toiling—rejoicing—sorrowing,  

Onward through life he goes;  

Each morning sees some task begun,  

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. 
 

(287 words) 


