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ENGLISH ROMANTIC POETRY

read by John S. Martin

SIDE |
William Wordsworth (1770-1850)

Band 1:
Composed -- Published 1807

The world is too much with us; late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:
Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon}
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;
The winds that will be howling at all hours,
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;
For this, for everything, we are out of tune;
It moves us not. -- Great God! I'd rather be
A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

So might I, standing on fhis pleasant lea,
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn.

Band 2:

Composed upon Westminster Bridge,
September 3, 1802
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!

Band 3:
Composed probably 1802, -- Published 1807

Great men have been among us; hands that penned
And tongues that uttered wisdom--better none:

The later Sidney, Marvel, Harrington,

Young Vane, and others who called Milton friend.
These moralists could act and comprehend:

They knew how genuine glory was put on;

Taught us how rightfully a nation shone

In splendour: what strength was, that would not bend
But in magnanimous meekness. France, 'tis strange,
Hath brought forth no such souls as we had then,
Perpetual emptiness! unceasing change!l

No single volume paramount, no code,

No master spirit, no determined road;

But equally a want of books and men!

Band 4:
Composed 1804, -- Published 1807

I wandered lonely as a cloud

That .loats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Caontinuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced: but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jucund company:

I gazed--and gazed--but little thought
What wealthy the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye

Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

Band 5:
Composed 1799. -- Published 1800

Three years she grew in sun and shower,
Then Nature said, "A lovelier flower
On earth was never sown;

This Child I to myself will take;

She shall be mine, and I will make

A Lady of my own.

"Myself will to my darling be

Both law and impulse: and with me

The Girl, in rock and plain,

In earth and heaven, in glade and bower,
Shall feel an overseeing power

To kindle or restrain.

"She shall be sportive as the fawn
That wild with glee across the lawn
Or up the mountain springs;

And hers shall be the breathing calm,
And hers the silence and the calm

Of mute insensate things.

"The floating clouds their state shall lend

To her; for her the willow bend;

Nor shall she fail to see

Even in the motions of the Storm

Grace that shall mould the Maiden's form

By silent sympathy.

"The stars of midnight shall be dear

To her; and she shall lean her ear

In many a secret place

Where rivulets dance their wayward round,
And beauty born of murmuring sound

Shall pass into her face.

"And vital feelings of delight

Shall rear her form to stately height,
Her virgin bosom swell;

Such thoughts to Lucy I will give
While she and I together live

Here in this happy dell."

Thus Nature spake--The work was done=-
How soon my Lucy's race was run!

She died, and left to me

This heath, this calm, and quiety scene;
The memory of what has been,

And never more will be.

ALBERIA




Band 6:
Composed 1799. -- Published 1800

A slumber did my spirit seal;

I had no human fears:

She seemed a thing that could not feel
The touch of earthly years.

No motion has she now, no force;

She neither hears nor sees;

Rolled round in earth's diurnal course,
With rocks, and stones, and trees.

Band T:
Composed 1799. -- Published 1800

Strange fits of passion have I known:
And I will dare to tell,

But in the Lover's ear alone,

What once to me befell.

When she I loved looked every day
Fresh as a Rose in June,

I to her cottage bent my way,
Beneath an evening-moon.

Upon the moon I fixed my eye,

All over the wide lea;

With quickening pace my horse drew nigh
Those paths so dear to me.

And now we reached’the orchard-plot;
And, as we climbed the hill,

The sinking moon to Lucy's cot

Came near, and nearer still.

In one of those sweet dreams I slept,
Kind Nature's gentlest boon}

And all the while my eyes I kept

On the descending moon.

My horse moved on; hoof after hoof
He raised, and never stopped:
When down behind the cottage roof,
At once, the bright moon dropped.

What fond and wayward thoughts will slide
Into a Lover's head!

"0 mercy!" to myself I cried,

"If Lucy should be dead!"

Band 8:
There Was A Boy.

Composed November or December 1798.
Published 1800

There was a Boy; ye knew him well, ye cliffs
And islands of Winanderi--many a time,

At evening, when the earliest stars began

To move along the edges of the hills,

Rising or setting, would he stand alone,
Beneath the trees, or by the glimmering lake;
And there, with fingers interwoven, both hands
Pressed closely palm to palm and to his mouth
Uplifted, he, as through an instrument,

Blew mimic hootings to the silent owls,

That they might answer him. -- And they would shout
Across the watery vale, and shout again,
Responsive to his call, -- with quivering peals,
And long halloos, and screams, and echoes loud
Redoubled and redoubled; concourse wild

0f jocund din! And, when there came a pause
0f silence such as baffled his best skill:
Then sometimes, in that silence, while he hung
Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise

Has carried far into his heart the voice

0f mountain-torrents; or the visible scene
Would enter unawares into his mind

With all its solemn imagery, its rocks,

Its woods, and that uncertain heaven received
Into the bosom of the steady lake.

This boy was teken from his mates, and died

In childhood, ere he was full twelve years old.
Pre-eminent in beauty is the vale

Where he was born and bred: the churchyard hangs
Upon a slope above the village-school;

And through that churchyard when my way has led
On summer-evenings, I believe that there

A long half-hour together I have stood
Mute--looking at the grave in which he lies!

Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772-1834)

Band 9:
Kubla Khan
Composed 1798. Published 1816

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan

A stately pleasure-dome decree:

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran

Through caverns measureless to man

Down to a sunless sea;

So twice five miles of fertile ground

With walls and towers were girdled round:
And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills,
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree;
And here were forests ancient as the hills,
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.

But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted
Down the green hills athwart a cedarn cover!
A savege place! as holy and enchanted

As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted

By woman wailing for her demon-lovert

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething,
As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing,
A mighty fountain momently was forced:

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,
Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher's flail:
And 'mid these dancing rocks at once and ever
It flung up momently the sacred river.

Five miles meandering with a mazy motion
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,
Then reached the caverns measureless to man,
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean:

And 'mid this tumult Kubla heard from far
Ancestral voices prophesying warl

The shadow of the dome of pleasure

Floated midway on the waves;

Where was heard the mingled measure

From the fountain and the caves.

It was a miracle of rare device,

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of icel

A damsel with a dulcimer

In a vision once I saw:

It was an Abyssinian maid,

And on her dulcimer she played,
Singing of Mount Abora.

Could I revive within me

Her symphony and song,

To such a deep delight 'twould win me,
That with music loud and long,

I would build that dome in air,

That sunny dome! Those caves of icel
And all who heard should see them there,
And ell should cry, Beware! Bewarel
His flashing eyes, his floating hair!
Weave a circle round him thrice,

And close your eyes with holy dread,
For he on honey-dew hath fed,

And drunk the milk of Paradise.

Band 10:

Frost at Midnight
Composed and Published 1798

The Frost performs its secret ministry,
Unhelped by any wind. The owlet's cry
Came loud--and hark, again! loud as before.
The inmates of my cottage, all at rest,
Have left me to that solitude, which suits
Abstruser musings: save that at my side
My cradled infant slumbers peacefully.
'Tis calm indeed! so calm, that it disturbs




And vexes meditation with its strange
And extreme silentness. Sea, hill, and wood,
This populous village! Sea, and hill, and wood,
With all the numberless goings-on of life,
Inaudible as dreams! the thin blue flame
Lies on my low-burnt fire, and quivers not;
Only that film, which fluttered on the grate,
Still flutters there, the sole unquiet thing.
Methinks, its motion in this hush of nature
Gives it dim sympathies with me who live,
Making it a companionable form,
Whose puny flaps and freaks the idling Spirit
By its own moods interprets, every where
Echo or mirror seeking of itself,
And makes a toy of Thought.

But O! how oft,
How oft, at school, with most believing mind,
Presageful, have I gazed upon the bars,
To watch that fluttering stranger! and as oft
With unclosed lids, already had I dreamt
Of my sweet birth-place, and the old church-tower,
Whose bells, the poor man's only music, rang
From morn to evening, all the hot Fair-day,
So sweetly, that they stirred and haunted me
With a wild pleasure, falling on mine ear
Most like articulate sounds of things to come!
So gazed I, till the soothing things, I dreamt,
Lulled me to sleep, and sleep prolonged my dreams!
And so I brooded all the following morn,
Awed by the stern preceptor's face, mine eye
Fixed with mock study on my swimming book:
Save if the door half opened, and I snatched
A hasty glance, and st:ill my heart leaped up,
For still I hoped to see the stranger's face,
Townsman, or aunt, of sister more beloved,
My play-maete when we both were clcthed alike!l

Dear Babe, that sleepest cradled by my side,
Whose gentle breathings, heard in this deep calm,
Fill up the interspersed vacancies

And momentary pauses of the thought!

My babe so beautiful! it thrills my heart

With tender gladness, thus to look at thee,
And think that thou shalt learn far other lore,
And in far other scenes! For I was reared

In the great city, pent 'mid cloisters dim,
And saw nought lovely but the sky and stars.
But thou, my babe! shalt wander like a breeze
By lakes and sandy shores, beneath the crags
Of ancient mountain, and beneath the clouds,
Which image in their bulk both lakes and shores
And mountain crags: so shalt thou see and hear
The lovely shapes and sounds intelligible

Of that eternal language, which thy God
Utters, who from eternity doth teach

Himself in all, and all things in himself.
Great universal Teacher! he shall mould

Thy spirit, and by giving make it ask.

Therefore all seasons shall be sweet to thee,
Whether the summer clothe the general earth

With greenness, or the redbreast sit and sing
Betwixt the tufts of snow on the bare branch

Of mossy apple-tree, while the nigh thatch

Smokes in the sun~-thaw; whether the eave-drops fall
Heard only in the trances of the blast,

Or if the secret ministry of frost

Shall hang them up in silent icicles,

Quietly shining to the quiet Moon.

SIDE II
Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822)

Band 1:

0z ias

Composed 1817.

I met a traveller from an antique land

Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone

Stand in the desert...Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,

And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stemped .on the lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed:
And on the pedestal these words appear:

"My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despairi'
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare

The lone and level sands stretch far away.

Band 2:

Ode to the West Wind

Composed 1819.

0 wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's being,
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing,

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red,
Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou,
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed

The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low,
Each like & corpse within its grave, until
Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow

Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and fill
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air)
With living hues and odours plain and hill:

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere;
Destroyer and preserver; hear, oh, hear!

II

Thou on whose stream, mid the steep sky's commotion,
Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are shed,
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean,

Angels of rasin and lightning: there are spread
On the blue surface of thine aery surge,
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head

Of some fierce Meenad, even from the dim verge
Of the horizon to the zenith's height,
The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge

Of the dying year, to which this closing night
Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre,
Vaulted with all thy congregated might

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere
Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst:
oh, hear}

I1I

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay,
Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams,

Beside a pumice isle in Baiae's bay,
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers
Quivering within the wave's intenser day,

All overgrown with azure moss and flowers
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou
For whose path the Atlantic's level powers

Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know

Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear,
And tremble and despoil themselves: oh, hear!

v

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear;
If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee;
A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share

The impulse of thy strength, only less free
Than thou, O uncontrollasble! If even
I were as in my boyhood, and could be




The comrade of thy wanderings over Heaven,
As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed
Scarce seemed a vision; I would ne'er have striven

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need.
Oh, lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud}
I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed!

A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed
One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud.

v

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is:
What if my leaves are falling like its own!
The tumlt of thy mighty harmonies

Will take from both a deep, autummal tone,
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce,
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one!
Drive my dead thoughts over the universe
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth!
And, by the incantation of this verse,
Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind}
Be through my lips to unawakened earth

The trumpet of a prophecy! O, Wind,
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?

John Keats (1795-1821)

Band 3:

La Belle Dame Sans Merci

Composed 1819. Published 1820

O what can ail thee, Knight at arms,
Alone and paleley loitering;

The sedge is wither'd from the lake,
And no birds sing.

O what can ail thee, Knight at arms,
So haggard and so woe-begone?

The squirrel's granary is full,

And the harvest's done.

I see a lilly on thy brow,

With anguish moist and fever dew;
And on thy cheek a fading rose
Fast withereth too. ;

I met a lady in the meads

Full beautiful, a faery's child;

Her hair was long, her foot was light,
And her eyes were wild.

I set her on my pacing steed,

And nothing else saw all day long;
For sideways would she lean, and sing
A faery's song.

I made a garland for her head,

And bracelets too, and fragrant zone;
She look'd at me as she did love,
And made sweet moan.

She found me roots of relish sweet,
And honey wild, and manna dew;

And sure in language strange she sald,
I love thee true,

She took me to her elfin grot,

And there she gaz'd and sighed deep,
And there I shut her wild sad eyes--
So kiss'd to sleep.

And there we slumber'd on the moss,
And there I dream'd, ah woe betide,
The latest dream I ever dream'd

On the cold hill side,

I saw pale kings, and princes too ’

Pale warriors, death-pale were they all;
Who cry'd--"La belle Dame sans merci
Hath thee in thralli"

I saw their starv'd lips in the gloam
With horrid warning gaped wide,

And I awoke, and found me here

On the cold hill side.

And this is why I sojourn here

Alone and palely loitering,

Though the sedge is wither'd from the lake,
And no birds sing.

Band k:
Ode on Melancholy
Published 1820,

No, no, go not to Lethe, neither twist
Wolf's-bane, tight-rooted, for its poisonous wine;
Nor suffer thy pale forehead to be kiss'd

By nightshade, ruby grape of Proserpine;

Make not your rosary of yew-berries,

Nor let the beetle, nor the death-moth be

Your mournful Psyche, nor the downy oil

A partner in your sorrow'd mysteries;

For shade to shade will come too drowsily,

And drown the wakeful anguish of the soul.

But when the melancholy fit shall fall
Sudden from heaven like a weeping cloud,
That fosters the droop-headed flowers all,
And hides the green hill in an April shroud;
Then glut thy sorrow on a morning rose,

Or on the rainbow of the salt sand-wave,

Or on the wealthy of globed peonies;

Or if thy mistress some rich anger shows,
Emprison her soft hand, and let her rave,
And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes.

She dwells with Beauty--Beauty that must die;

And Joy, whose hand is ever at his lips

Bidding adieu and aching Pleasure nigh )

Turning to Poison while the bee-mouth sips:

Ay, in the very temple of delight

Veil'd Melancholy has her sovran shrine,

Though seen of none save him whose strenuous tongue
Can burst Joy's grape against his palate fine;

His soul shall taste the sadness of her might,

And be among her cloudy trophies hung.

Band 5:

Ode to a Nightingale
Composed 1819. Published 1820

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains
My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains
One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:
'Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,
But being too happy in thine happiness, --
That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees,
In some melodious plot

Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,
Singest of summer in full-throated ease.

0, for a draught of vintage! that hath been
Cool'd a long age in the deep-delved earth,
Testing of Flora and the country green,

Dance, and Provencal song, and sunburnt mirth}
0 for a beaker full of the warm South,

Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,
With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,

And purple-stained mouth;

That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,
And with thee fade awaey into the forest dim:




Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget

What thou among the leaves hast never known,

The weariness, the fever, and the fret

Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs,
Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow

And leaden-eyed despairs,

Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,

Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.

Away! away! for I will fly to thee,

Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,

But on the viewless wings of Poesy,

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:
Already with thee! tender is the night,

And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,
Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays;

But here there is no light,

Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown
Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways.

I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,

Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,
But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet
Wherewith the seasonable month endows

The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild;
White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;
Fast fading violets cover'd up in leaves;

And mid-May's eldest child,

The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,

The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.

Darkling I listen; and, for many a time

I have been half’ in love. with easeful Death,
Call'd him soft names in many a mused rhyme,

To take into the air my quiet breath;

Now more than ever seems it rich to die,

To cease upon the midnight with no pain,

While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad

In such an ecstasy!

Still wouldst thou sing, end I have ears in vain --
To thy high requiem become a sod.

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Birdl

No hungry generations tread thee down;

The voice I hear this passing night was heard

In ancient days by emperor and clown:

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home,
She stood in tears amid the alien corn;

The same that oft-times hath

Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam

Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorm.

Forlorn! the very word is like a bell

To toll me back from thee to my sole selfl
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well

As she is fam'd to do, deceiving elf.

Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades
Past the near meadows, over the still stream,
Up the hill-side; and now ‘tis buried deep
In the next valley-glades:

Was it a vision, or a waking dream?

Fled is that music:--Do I wake or sleep?

Band 6:

Fragment of an Ode to Maia

Composed 1818. Published 1848

Mother of Hermes! and still youthful Maial
May I sing to thee

As thou wast hymmed on the shores of Baiae?
Or may I woo thee

In earlier Sicilian? or thy smiles

Seek as they once were sought, in Grecian isles,
By bards who died content on pleasant sward,
Leaving great verse unto a little clan?

0, give me their old vigour, and unheard
Save of the quiet Primrose, and the span

Of heaven and few ears,

Rounded by thee, my song should die away
Content as theirs,-

Rich in the simple worship of a day.

The Reader:
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FL9733 DERRY DOWN DERRY by R.
FROST, Read by Lesley Frost
FLO738 ANTH CONTEMPORARY AMERI-
POETRY. Read by George Abbe
FLO736 WORIE FOR THE WIND, Theodore
Roethke poetry, self-read
FLO740 BRET HARTE.Roaring Camp,
(98/4) Poker Flat read by D. Kurlan
FL9745 STEPHEN CRANE: Red Badge of
Courage, others. Jared Ree
FL9750 LEAVES OF GRASS BY WHITMAN
(98/5) Read by Wallace House, others
FLITS9 AMERICAN ESSAYS: F.J. Turner,
stler. Read H. Peterson
FL9760 GEORGE JEAN NATHAN, New Ame}
Credo, read by Julie Haydon
FL9769 MARK TWAIN‘I:lcerpu of his
work read by Will Geer
FL9771 BENJAMIN FRANKLIN AUTOBIOG-
RAPHY, Read by L.J. Lemisch
FLQ‘IT‘ STEAMBOAT 'ROUND THE ‘BEND
(4

" Read by author Lucien Berman
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AS T ead by the author
(97/'\ John Ciardi.
FLO780 BEST OF SIMPLE read by Meivin
t from Langston Hughes
FLOTO0 LANGSTON HUGHES, STERLING
BROWN read (rom their poctry
ruml ANTHOLOGY OF NEGRO POETS
91) Reading from lhelr own works.
FLOT® ANTHOLOGY OF NEGRO POETS
91) Read by Arna Bontemps.
FL9805 SIX MONTREAL POETS: read (rom
own works, Klein, Layton, etc.
FL9806 SIX TORONTO POETS: read (rom
n works, Reany, Macpherson, etc.
FL9825 lmsu LITERARY TRADITION
Lecture & Examples. O'Conner
FLUZG BRENDAN BEHAN ON JOYCE:
witty lecture for Joyce Society
FLYBI4 JAMES JOYCE readings by
Frank O'Connor
FLOG3T D.H. LAWRENCE, poetry, prose,
d by Harry Moore
FL9840 ;YRO NE GUTHRIE: Directing a
lay, lecture
FLYBAT DEAR AUDIENCE Dramatic
readings by Blanche Yurka
FLUSAZ DEAR AUDIENCE Vol. 2. Scenes
performed by Blanche Yur!
FLUSST EARLY ENGLISH POETRY.Old &
Middle English. Chas. W, Dunn
FLUST THE CHANGING ENGLISH LAN-
y GUAGE. Language developmnt,
FLOBST ANTIGONE TN ENGLISH Pert. by
students of McGill Univeraity
FLOSET OEDIPUS REX IN ENGLISH:Peri.

(97/1)  Read by Translator J. Ciardi
FLOSTT Pox-:)g & LETTERS OF ROBERT

FLUSBI EARLY 3
(98/1)  ballads read by K.D. Read
FLU8BZ ENGLISH L‘!RIC POEMS Early
(98/2)  poets read by
FLI8EE ANTHOI.DGY OF 100! CEN‘I‘UI\Y
ENGLISH POETRY. Many readers
FLOGET ANTH ZOTH CENTURY ENGLISH
Vol * ross-section
FL088E CONTEMP ENG, LIT., v.1, Lewis,
Jennings, Graves, Sitwell, self-read
FL9889 CONTEMP, ENG. LIT,, v.2, Lee,
Logue, Parkinson, self-read
"FLUBYT ANTHOLOGY OF ENG. VERSE
_______ VOL.1.Many poets, readers
FL9892 ANTHOLOFY OF ENG. VERSE
VOL. 2. Muny poets, readers
"FLJ803 CHRISTIAN POETRY AND PROSE
Read by Alec Guinness
“FLUB9Y SAM SMALL, ALBERT RAMSBTM
& UTHERS. Read by W, House

et
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