- Do Not Go Gentle into
| That Good Night

Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had forked no lightning they
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 10

And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, -
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,
, Rage, rage against the dying of the light. . | 5|

And you, my father, there on the sad 'hgigh’f;
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray,
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. N
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ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON
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Matched with an aged wife,

Unequal laws unto a savage race,
That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me.

[ cannot rest from travel; I will drink

Life to the lees. All times I have en_]oyed
Greatly, have suffered areatly, both with those
That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when
Through scudding drifts the rainy Hyades®
Vexed the dim sea. ] am become a name;

For always roaming with a hungry heart
Much have I seen and known—cities of men

And manners, climates, councils, governments,

Myself not least, but honored of them a]l—

And drunk delight of battle with my peers, |

Far on the ringing plains of mndy Troy

I am a part of all that I have met;.

Yet all experience is an arch wherethrough

Gleams that untraveled world whose margin fades

For ever and for ever when I move, '

How dull it is to pause, to make an end,

To rust unburnished, hot to shine in use!

As though to breathe weré life! Life p11ed on life

Were all too little, and of one to me -

Little remains; but every hour is saved -

From that eternal silence, something more, o

A bringer of new things; and vile it ‘were - .
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wgll-loved of me, discerning to fulfill

This 1abor, by slow prudence to make mild

A rugged people, and through soft degrees

cubdue them to the useful and the good

Most blameless is he, centered in the Sp}.le.re

of common duties, decent not to fail

In offices of tenderness, and pay

Meet adoration to my household gods,

when I am gone. He works his work, I mine.
There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail;

There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners,

souls that have toiled, and wrought, and thought with me,

That ever with a frolic welcome took

The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed

Free hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old,;

0ld age hath yet his honor and his toil.

Death closes all; but something ere the end,

some work of noble note, may yet be done,

Not unbecoming men that strove with gods.

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks;

The long day wanes; the low moon climbs; the deep
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends,
Tis not too late to seek a newer world.

Push off and sitting well in order smite

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths

Of all the western stars, until I die.

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down;

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,”

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew. -
Though much is taken, much Jbides; and though
We are not now that strength which in old days

Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we arc,

One equal temper of heroic hearts,
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will

Tostrive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.
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Sonnet 73

That time of year thou mayst in me behold

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang

Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.
In me thou see’st the twilight of such day

As after sunset fadeth in the west;

Which by and by black night doth take away,

Death’s second self, that seals up all in rest.

In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire,

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,

As the deathbed whereon it must expire,

Consumed with that which it was nourished by.

This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy loveé more strong
To love that well which thou must leave ere long. ,
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