“HARLEM”: Langston Hughes
What happens to a dream deferred? 

      Does it dry up 

      like a raisin in the sun? 

      Or fester like a sore— 

      And then run? 

      Does it stink like rotten meat? 

      Or crust and sugar over— 

      like a syrupy sweet? 

      Maybe it just sags 

      like a heavy load. 

      Or does it explode?
SONG: LOVE ARMED”:  Aphra Behn
Song from Abdelazar 

Love in Fantastic Triumph sat, 

Whilst Bleeding Hearts around him flowed, 

For whom Fresh pains he did Create, 

And strange Tyrannic power he showed; 

From thy Bright Eyes he took his fire, 

Which round about, in sport he hurled; 

But ’twas from mine he took desire 

Enough to undo the Amorous World. 

From me he took his sighs and tears, 

From thee his Pride and Cruelty; 

From me his Languishments and Fears, 

And every Killing Dart from thee; 

Thus thou and I, the God have armed, 

And set him up a Deity; 

But my poor Heart alone is harmed, 

Whilst thine the Victor is, and free.
LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCI:  John Keats

	I.

O WHAT can ail thee, knight-at-arms,

	VII.

She found me roots of relish sweet,


	Alone and palely loitering?

	And honey wild, and manna dew,


	The sedge has wither’d from the lake,

	And sure in language strange she said—


	And no birds sing.

	“I love thee true.”


		
	II.

O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms!

	VIII.

She took me to her elfin grot,


	So haggard and so woe-begone?

	And there she wept, and sigh’d fill sore,


	The squirrel’s granary is full,

	And there I shut her wild wild eyes


	And the harvest’s done.

	With kisses four.


		
	III.

I see a lily on thy brow

	IX.

And there she lulled me asleep,


	With anguish moist and fever dew,

	And there I dream’d—Ah! woe betide!


	And on thy cheeks a fading rose

	The latest dream I ever dream’d


	Fast withereth too.

	On the cold hill’s side.


		
	IV.

I met a lady in the meads,

	X.

I saw pale kings and princes too,


	Full beautiful—a faery’s child,

	Pale warriors, death-pale were they all;


	Her hair was long, her foot was light,

	They cried—“La Belle Dame sans Merci


	And her eyes were wild.

	Hath thee in thrall!”


		
	V.

I made a garland for her head,

	XI.

I saw their starved lips in the gloam,


	And bracelets too, and fragrant zone;

	With horrid warning gaped wide,


	She look’d at me as she did love,

	And I awoke and found me here,


	And made sweet moan.

	On the cold hill’s side.


		
	VI.

I set her on my pacing steed,

	XII.

And this is why I sojourn here,


	And nothing else saw all day long,

	Alone and palely loitering,


	For sidelong would she bend, and sing

	Though the sedge is wither’d from the lake,


	A faery’s song.

	And no birds sing.



	


	“Sir Patrick Spens” (1765*) - traditional
	“Sir Patrick Spence”- modernized

	THE king sits in Dumferling toune,
Drinking the blude-reid wine:
"0 whar will I get guid sailor,
To sail this schip of mine?"

Up and spak an eldern knicht,
Sat at the kings richt kne:
"Sir Patrick Spens is the best sailor
That sails upon the se."

The king has written a braid [open] letter
And signed it wi' his hand,
And sent it to Sir Patrick Spens,
Was walking on the sand.

The first line that Sir Patrick red,
A loud lauch lauched he:
The next line that Sir Patrick red,
The teir blinded his ee.

"0 wha is this has don this deid,
This ill deid don to me;
To send me out this time o' the yeir
To sail upon the se?

"Mak haste, mak haste, my mirry men all,
Our guid schip sails the morne."
"0 say na sae, my master deir,
For I feir a deadlie storme.

"Late, late yestreen I saw the new moone
Wi' the auld moone in hir arme;
And I feir, I feir, my deir master,
That we will com to harme."

O our Scots nobles wer richt laith [loth]
To weet [wet] their cork-heild schoone;
Bot lang owre a' the play wer playd,
Their hats they swam aboone.

O lang, may their ladies sit
Wi' thair fans into their hand,
Or eir they se Sir Patrick Spens
Cum sailing to the land.

O lang, lang may the ladies stand
Wi' thair gold kems in their hair,
Waiting for thair ain deir lords,
For they'll se thame na mair.

Have owre, have owre to Aberdour,
It's fiftie fadom deip:
And thair lies guid Sir Patrick Spens,
Wi' the Scots lords at his feit.
	THE king sits in Dunferling town,
Drinking the blood-red wine:
"Oh where will I get good sailor,
To sail this ship of mine?"

Up and spoke an elderly knight,
Sat at the kings right knee:
"Sir Patrick Spens is the best sailor
That sails upon the sea."

The king has written an open letter
And signed it with his hand,
And sent it to Sir Patrick Spens,
Was walking on the sand.

The first line that Sir Patrick read,
A loud laugh, laughed he:
The next line that Sir Patrick read,
The tear blinded his eye.

"Oh who is this, has done this deed,
This ill deed done to me;
To send me out this time of year
To sail upon the sea?

"Make haste, make haste, my merry men all,
Our good ship sails in the morn."
"Oh say no say, my master dear,
For I fear a deadly storm.

"Late, last night I saw the new moon
With the old moon in her arm;
And I fear, I fear, my dear master,
That we will come to harm."

Oh our Scots nobles were right loath
To wet their cork heeled shoes;
But long before the play was played,
Their hats they swam about.

Oh long, may their ladies sit
With their fans into their hand,
Before they see Sir Patrick Spens
Come sailing to the land.

Oh long, long may the ladies stand
With their gold combs in their hair,
Waiting for their own dear lords,
For they'll see them no more.

Have over, have over to Aberdour,
It's fifty fathoms deep:
And there lies good Sir Patrick Spens,
With the Scots lords at his feet.


