
3.15 Structure: Line & Stanza 
 
To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time 
Robert Herrick 
 

Gather ye rosebuds while ye may, 
Old Time is still a-flying: 
And this same flower that smiles to-day 
To-morrow will be dying. 
 
The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun, 
The higher he's a-getting, 
The sooner will his race be run, 
And nearer he's to setting. 
 
That age is best which is the first, 
When youth and blood are warmer; 
But being spent, the worse, and worst 
Times still succeed the former. 
 
Then be not coy, but use your time, 
And while ye may, go marry: 
For having lost but once your prime, 
You may for ever tarry. 

 
 
 
Love Seeds 
Wang Wei 
 

红豆生南国，春来发几枝。 

愿君多采撷，此物最相思。 

 
 
 
The Lover in Winter Plaineth for the Spring 
Anonymous. 16th Cent. 
 
O Western wind, when wilt thou blow 
That the small rain down can rain? 
Christ, that my love were in my arms, 



And I in my bed again! 
 
Dover Beach 
Matthew Arnold 
 
 
The sea is calm to-night, 

 
The tide is full, the moon lies fair 

 
Upon the straits; -- on the French coast the light 

 
Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand, 

 
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay. 

 
 
 

Come to the window, sweet is the night-air! 
 

Only, from the long line of spray 
 

Where the sea meets the moon-blanch'd land, 
 

Listen! you hear the grating roar 
 

Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling, 
 

At their return, up the high strand, 
 

Begin, and cease, and then again begin, 
 

With tremulous cadence slow, and bring 
 

The eternal note of sadness in. 
 
 
 

Sophocles long ago 
 

Heard it on the Aegean, and it brought 
 

Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow 
 



Of human misery; we 
 

Find also in the sound a thought, 
 

Hearing it by this distant northern sea. 
 
 
 

The sea of faith 
 

Was once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore 
 

Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl'd. 
 

But now I only hear 
 

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar, 
 

Retreating, to the breath 
 

Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear 
 

And naked shingles of the world. 
 
 
 
Ah, love, let us be true 
 
To one another! for the world which seems 
 
To lie before us like a land of dreams, 
 
So various, so beautiful, so new, 
 
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light, 
 
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain; 
 
And we are here as on a darkling plain 
 
Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight, 
 
Where ignorant armies clash by night. 
 


