	William Shakespeare, SONNET 30, 

	When to the sessions of sweet silent thought

	I summon up remembrance of things past,

	I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,

	And with old woes new wail my dear time's waste:

	Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow,

	For precious friends hid in death's dateless night,

	And weep afresh love's long since cancell'd woe,

	And moan the expense of many a vanish'd sight:

	Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,

	And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er

	The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,

	Which I new pay as if not paid before.

	But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,

	All losses are restored and sorrows end.


Sonnet for Marcel
When to the sessions of sweet silent thought

I summon up remembrance of things past,

I wonder: Were there days when Proust got out of sorts?

When with furrowed brow he new wailed dear Time’s waste,

Or, heading for the bathroom, stubbed his big toe in haste?

In truth I think there were.

Man cannot live by Madeleine cake alone

And the best of us suffer days when the tears do flow.

For these reasons to Marcel I raise a glass

And remember a Normandy farmer who 

Knew him in the past:

‘Marcel thought so much ‘ee missed zee truth,

That’s when I said, zee chickens

‘Ave come ‘ome to Proust’.

‘Straphanger’, Poems not on the Underground
William Shakespeare, SONNET 18 

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 

And summer's lease hath all too short a date: 

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd; 

And every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd; 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest; 

Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade, 

When in eternal lines to time thou growest: 

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 

So long lives this and this gives life to thee.
Sonnet at Journey’s End

Shall I compare thee to a ticket collector?

Thou art more lovely and more even tempered

(‘T would not be hard!)

Rough hands do take the darling tickets of May

And one’s yearly Season hath all to short a date.

Sometimes my photocard is checked

Other times I am waved through at the gate:

This inconsistency doth leave me perplex’d

But ‘tis not the traveller’s place to question why,

For I know that at my journey’s end – 

(Despite snow that doth have some error and

Leaves that lieth where they shouldst not) –

I shall find thee waiting by our fire’s grate,

And thy eternal summer shall never fade

Even though Knapp’s boys often make me late.

‘Straphanger’, Poems not on the Underground
Composed Upon Westminster Bridge, September 3, 1802

William Wordsworth
Earth has not anything to show more fair:
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by

A sight so touching in its majesty:

This City now doth, like a garment, wear

The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,

Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie

Open unto the fields, and to the sky;

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.

Never did sun more beautifully steep

In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill;

Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!

The river glideth at his own sweet will:

Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;

And all that mighty heart is lying still!
 
-- William Wordsworth
Composed upon Oxford Street
Earth has plenty to show more fair:

Dull would he be of soul who could enjoy

Sights so grating in their commerciality:

This Street now doth, like an old rag, defile

The beauty of the morning; noisy, full,

Shops, department stores, burger bars and boutiques lie

Open unto the pavement, and to the sky;

All tacky and glittering in the fume-filled air.

Often did sun more beautifully bless

In his first splendour valley, rock or hill;

Ne’er saw I, and felt, a cacophony so deep!

The buses do charge at their own sweet will:

Dear God! The very pigeons seem tawdry and cheep;

And beneath the Street Londoners on the Central feel ill!

‘Straphanger’, Poems not on the Underground

Old and New Impressions of America: Compare the two poems to the sonnets “Composed upon Westminster Bridge” and the “Tube Sonnet”. Then choose one and paint it. Try to capture the atmosphere. Your painting may be concrete or abstract, or you may make a collage or use the computer. Choose your colors consciously to capture the mood of the poem.
I Hear America Singing
I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear,
Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe and strong,
The carpenter singing as he measures his plank or beam,
The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off work,
The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the deckhand singing on the steamboat deck,
The showmaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing as he stands,
The wood-cutter's song, the ploughboy's on his way in the morning, or at noon intermission or at sundown,
The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at work, or of the girl sewing or washing,
Each singing what belongs to him or her or to none else,
The day what belongs to the day--at night the party of young fellows, robust, friendly,
Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs. From Leaves of Grass, Walt Whitman (1900)

	A Supermarket in California


What thoughts I have of you tonight, Walt Whitman, for I walked down the

streets under the trees with a headache self-conscious looking at the full moon.

In my hungry fatigue, and shopping for images, I went into the neon fruit

supermarket, dreaming of your enumerations!

What peaches and what penumbras! Whole families shopping at night! Aisles

full of husbands! Wives in the avocados, babies in the tomatoes! --- and you,

Garcia Lorca, what were you doing down by the watermelons?

I saw you, Walt Whitman, childless, lonely old grubber, poking among the

meats in the refrigerator and eyeing the grocery boys.

I heard you asking questions of each: Who killed the pork chops? What price

bananas? Are you my Angel?

I wandered in and out of the brilliant stacks of cans following you, and

followed in my imagination by the store detective.

We strode down the open corridors together in our solitary fancy tasting

artichokes, possessing every frozen delicacy, and never passing the cashier.

Where are we going, Walt Whitman? The doors close in an hour. Which way does

your beard point tonight?

(I touch your book and dream of our odyssey in the supermarket and feel absurd.)

Will we walk all night through solitary streets? The trees add shade to

shade, lights out in the houses, we'll both be lonely.

Will we stroll dreaming of the lost America of love past blue automobiles in

driveways, home to our silent cottage?

Ah, dear father, graybeard, lonely old courage-teacher, what America did you

have when Charon quit poling his ferry and you got out on a smoking bank and

stood watching the boat disappear on the black waters of Lethe?

    -- Allen Ginsberg
Sonnet XLIII 

By Edna St Vincent Millay, 1923

What lips my lips have kissed, and where, and why, 

I have forgotten, and what arms have lain 

Under my head till morning; but the rain 

Is full of ghosts tonight, that tap and sigh 

Upon the glass and listen for reply, 

And in my heart there stirs a quiet pain 

For unremembered lads that not again 

Will turn to me at midnight with a cry. 

Thus in winter stands the lonely tree, 

Nor knows what birds have vanished one by one, 

Yet knows its boughs more silent than before: 

I cannot say what loves have come and gone, 

I only know that summer sang in me 

A little while, that in me sings no more.

Tube Sonnet
What seats my trousers have kissed, and where, and shy,

I have forgotten, and what arm rests have lain

Under my elbow till Holborn; but the tunnel

Is full of ghosts tonight, that tap and sigh

Uponthe glass and listen for reply.

What shall I tell them as we rattle along,

Through Bank and Chancery and Tottenham Court?

That the journey is tiresome more often than not?

That the commuter’s lot is a sorry one, not worth a jot?

No, I shall tell them the rails sing with joy,

That the air is like wine and the staff deserve a clap.

Then I’ll point to my head and say ‘Mind the gap’.

‘Straphanger’, Poems not on the Underground
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