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The Patriot-Robert Browning

It was roses, roses, all the way,

With myrtle mixed in my path like mad:

The house-roofs seemed to heave and sway,
The church-spires flamed, such flags they had,
A year ago on this very day.

The air broke into a mist with bells,

The old walls rocked with the crowds and cries.
Had I said, ‘Good folks, mere noise repels -

But give me your sun from yonder skies!”

They had answered, ‘And afterward, what else?’

Alack, it was I who leaped at the sun,
To give it my loving friends to keep!
Nought man could do have I left undone:
And you see my harvest, what I reap
This very day, now a year is run.

There's nobody on the house-tops now -
Just a palsied few at the windows set -
For the best of the sight is, all allow,

At the Shambles' Gate—or, better yet,
By the very scaffold's foot, I trow.

I go in the rain, and, more than needs,

A rope cuts both my wrists behind;

And 1 think, by the feel, my forehead bleeds,
For they fling, whoever has a mind,

Stones at me for my year's misdeeds.

Thus I entered, and thus I go!

In such triumphs, people have dropped down dead.

‘Paid by the World, what dost thou owe
Me?” - God might question; now instead,
'Tis God shall repay! I am safer so.

F- fFer
The School Boy- William Blake

I love to rise in a summer morn,
When the birds sing on every tree;
The distant huntsman winds his horn,
And the sky-lark sings with me.

O! what sweet company.

But to go to school in a summer morn
O: it drives all joy away;

Under a cruel eye outworn.

The little ones spend the day.

In sighing and dismay.

Ah! then at times [ drooping sit.
And spend many an anxious hour.
Nor in my book can I take delight,
Nor sit in learnings bower.

Worn thro” with the dreary shower.

How can the bird that is born for joy,
Sit in a cage and sing.

How can a child, when fears annoy,
But droop his tender wing.

And forget his youthful spring.

O! father & mother. if buds are nip’d,
And blolsoms blown away.

And if the tender plants are strip’d
Of their joy in the springing day,

By sorrow and cares dismay.

How shall the summer arise in joy

Or the summer fruits appear,

Or how shall we gather what griefs destroy
Or bless the mellowing year.

When the blasts of winter appear.

—William Blake



