Bright Star, would I were stedfast as thou art 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Bright star, would I were stedfast as thou art—
Not in lone splendor hung aloft the night,
And watching, with eternal lids apart,
Like nature's patient, sleepless Eremite,
The moving waters at their priestlike task
Of pure ablution round earth's human shores,
Or gazing on the new soft-fallen masque
Of snow upon the mountains and the moors—
No—yet still stedfast, still unchangeable,
Pillow'd upon my fair love's ripening breast,
To feel for ever its soft swell and fall,
Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,
Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,
And so live ever—or else swoon to death—
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The speaker in this poem is talking to a star. Weird, huh? Well, in poetry, you can get away with anything. So what does he tell the star? Well, he starts off by saying how he wishes he were as "stedfast" as it is. Because the star he's talking about doesn't move, it's likely that Keats means the North Star (a.k.a. Polaris). The North Star, of course, is the one star that doesn't move in the sky, because it is directly above the North Pole. Thus, sailors use it as a point of navigation. 

All very interesting, but why is Keats's speaker talking to the star? Hard to say, because, then in the next line, he shifts gears, and starts talking about all the ways in which he doesn't want to be like the star. Now it seems he doesn't like the idea of spending all eternity in loneliness, watching the chill-inducing spectacle of water flowing endlessly around the earth, and snow falling on barren landscapes. Hm. 

So what was up with all that wanting to be a star business? In the ninth line, we start to get a hint. The speaker wants to be like a star in the sense that the star doesn't move, and never changes. But he wants to take that whole never moving, never changing bit, and put it in a different context. He wants to spend all eternity with his head lying on his girlfriend's breast. And if he can't spend all eternity like that, he'd rather die, by swooning. So, basically, he'd like to be like the star, but...
Line 1
Bright Star, would I were stedfast as thou art—
· The speaker begins by calling by name the person he's talking to. Or, not the person, but the thing: the "Bright Star." But he's talking to it as if it were a person.
· Then he reveals why he's talking to the star: he wishes that he were as "stedfast" as the star is. (In case you didn't catch that, "would I were stedfast as thou art" is a shortened way of saying "would [that] I were [as] stedfast as thou art," which is an old-fashioned way of saying, "I wish I were as steadfast as you are." All cool?)
· From this, we can tell that he is talking to the North Star, also known as Polaris, which is the only star that remains motionless in the sky while the other stars appear to revolve around it (source). As a result, the North Star is often used for navigation.
· Because the North Star is often used for navigation, a person looking at it would typically be a traveler, especially a traveler by sea. 
· Travelers are often homesick. If you're constantly on the move, you might start to think about settling down, becoming more "stedfast." Could this be why Keats's speaker is talking to the star, and saying he wants to be like it?
Line 2
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night,
· Now Keats surprises us – instead of throwing a fastball like we were expecting, he's thrown a changeup. (You might think the baseball metaphor doesn't fit Keats, but he was actually an occasional cricket player, as he reveals in the beginning of this famous letter to his brother and sister-in-law. If our man had grown up in America, we think he would have been a baseball player all the way.)
· So, what makes Keats's second line a changeup? Simple. He started off in the first line by telling us that he wanted to be like the star he sees in the heavens. But now, in the very second line of the poem, he starts telling us how he doesn't want to be like the star. Huh?
· On the whole, the description of the star still sounds pretty nifty, what with fancy words like "splendor" and the idea of being "aloft" (i.e., "above," or "at the highest point of") the night.
· So what's not to like? We don't know…maybe that word "lone" has something to do with it? We guess we'll just have to wait and see… 
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Line 3
And watching, with eternal lids apart,
· It looks like "waiting and seeing" is the name of the game. That's because Keats is continuing his description of what the star does: it keeps an eye on stuff.
· And yes, we said "keeps an eye" on purpose. Sure, we know that the stars you learn about in astronomy class don't have eyeballs, or eyelids, but this is a poetic star, and if Keats says that it keeps its "lids" (i.e., "eyelids") "apart," then we've just got to take his word for it.
· OK, so the star spends its time watching, what's so bad about that? Could it have something to do with that word "eternal"? What's that word "eternal" doing there? What does Keats mean by "eternal lids"? That sounds pretty weird, doesn't it?
· To explain what's going on here, we have to bring in a little bit of fancy poetry terminology (sorry). The terminology we need is "transferred epithet." Now, we know that sounds really complicated, but it's actually really simple. Here's the deal:
· An "epithet" is basically just the same as an adjective: it's a word that gets stuck onto something else to describe it. A "transferred epithet," then, is an epithet that should be attached to one word in the sentence, but gets stuck on to another word just to mix things up a bit.
· In this case, you could say that the epithet "eternal" most naturally goes with the word "apart." Let's try rewriting the line to show what we mean here: "And watching, with lids eternally apart." That makes pretty good sense, right? 
· So, the idea is that, not only does the star watch things and keep its eyelids open, but it does so eternally.
· Why did Keats transfer the epithet "eternal" from "apart" to "lids"? No one can know for sure, but we're guessing it has to do with sound. The way Keats ended up doing it works much better for technical metrical reasons (we will explain Keats's metrics in more detail in our "Form and Meter" and "Sound Check" sections). You can tell this just by sounding the two versions out: "And watching, with lids eternally apart" vs. "And watching, with eternal lids apart."
· Now, you certainly don't have to agree with us, but we're willing to bet that you will agree with us that the second version sounds better. (It's fine if you disagree, of course – after all, we didn't actually bet anything.)
· So, the way Keats ended up doing works well as far as the sound is concerned. But does it make any sense?
· If you think about it, it actually does, even if it isn't quite as clear as it would be if he had kept the epithet stuck on "apart," where it seems to belong most naturally.
· Think about it: if the star keeps its eyelids apart, and if its eyelids are eternal, doesn't that kind of add up to the same thing as saying that it will keep its eyelids apart eternally? It may be a little less clear, but we still think it works out OK, so Keats gets away with this one. 
· But let's get back to the main story. Line 3 continues the description of what the star does. Remember, that this is still in the category of stuff that the star does that the speaker of the poem doesn't want to do, following from the "Not" at the beginning of line 2. 
· Oh yeah, and one last thing. What is the star watching? We still don't know.
Line 4
Like nature's patient, sleepless Eremite,
· Here Keats continues the description of the star. Now he mixes things up a little by throwing in a simile. 
· What's that? A simile is when you explicitly compare something to something else: A is like B. 
· Here, Keats is comparing the way in which the star is watching to the way "nature's patient, sleepless Eremite" might watch something. Makes things so much clearer, right? Uh, then again, maybe not.
· We're guessing that most of these words should be familiar to you, though there are one or two pitfalls. First of all, you should be aware that "patient" is here being used as an adjective (a word describing a noun), just as in the sentence "the patient poet took time in writing her poem." It isn't being used as a noun, as it would be in the sentence, "the poet took so long writing her poem that she ended up as a patient in an insane asylum." 
· OK, so "patient" and "sleepless" are both adjectives modifying "Eremite," but this leaves a major elephant in the room. What the heck is an Eremite?
· Actually, it isn't that complicated. An "eremite" is just an old-fashioned way of saying "hermit." (If you look at the two words or say them one after the other, you can see how they are really just different ways of pronouncing the same word.)
· So why did Keats use this old-fashioned word "eremite" when he could have just said "hermit"? Was "eremite" just the normal way of saying it back in the early nineteenth century, when this poem was written?
· Actually, no. According to the Oxford English Dictionary, the pronunciation "hermit" was actually the more common pronunciation ever since the middle of the seventeenth century. After that, people who used it were being deliberately old-fashioned, using it for poetic or rhetorical effect.
· But what poetic or rhetorical effect might Keats have been going for?
· Well, one obvious one is the rhyme: "Eremite" rhymes with "night" and "hermit" doesn't. Score one for "Eremite."
· But wait – the Oxford English Dictionary actually tells us something more! It says that, after the middle of the seventeenth century, people also sometimes used the word "eremite" to emphasize the Greek origin of the word, "eremia," which means desert. That's because the first hermits were people who moved into the desert to be closer to God.
· Could this be relevant to Keats's poem? We don't know about you, but we're pretty tempted to connect up the idea of the "hermit" or "Eremite" with the description of the star in line 2 as "in LONE splendour hung aloft the night."
· So, by calling the star an "Eremite," Keats's is emphasizing the star's aloneness.
· As for the fact that he capitalizes the word "Eremite"…we're not so sure, and are open to suggestions. 
· Still, nothing says we can't try to think it through together. The description of the Eremite in the beginning of the line, "Nature's patient, sleepless" kind of singles it out as a singular, special thing. Maybe it's this idea of singling the one eremite out as the super-important one that makes Keats capitalize this word. And that kind of connects with the singular importance of the North Star as the one that doesn't move, right? 
· So, from line 4, we know that the star is like a solitary dweller in the desert, is extremely patient, and never sleeps. Keep in mind that this whole simile got introduced to explain the way in which the star is watching. What's it watching again? We still don't know. 
Line 5
The moving waters at their priestlike task
· Aha! Now Keats shows his hand! We know what the star is watching. Or…do we?
· Once we start looking at this line carefully, it seems to raise more questions than it answers. 
· The star is watching "moving waters" – but which moving waters?
· And the waters are performing a "priestlike task" – but what is this task? 
· Clearly, we're going to have to keep reading. 
Line 6
Of pure ablution round earth's human shores,
· Now we learn what the "priestlike task" of the "moving waters" is: it is a "task of pure ablution." We also learn where this task is performed "round earth's human shores." Huh?
· Let's take those parts one at a time.
· First of all: what the heck is "ablution"? The main meaning of "ablution" that Keats is using here is of a ritual cleansing. This matches up pretty well with the idea of the "priestlike" quality of the waters' task. 
· OK, but what about the "earth's human shores"? Basically, the idea is that human activity has stretched all over the globe; the shores of a continent of land are the edges of human life – when the waters flow around these landforms, they are flowing around the boundaries of the human world.
· Now, we don't know if you're going to agree with this, but doesn't it kind of seem as if the ideas of the shores' being "human" and that of "ablution" are somehow connected, as if humanity's presence were some sort of pollution that had to be washed clean? Of course, we do know from contemporary life that humans are a great source of pollution, so the idea isn't crazy.
· But does this mean that Keats has a completely negative view of humanity? We don't think it does necessarily – but we'll just have to keep reading to see what happens. 
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Line 7
Or gazing on the new soft-fallen masque
· Now we see Keats mixing things up once again. Instead of continuing with his description of the waters mysteriously cleansing or purifying the shores of the human world, he hits us up with an "Or" – we are going to learn about something else that the star does, instead of more about the first thing.
· Not to say that there aren't similarities between the first thing the star does and the second. Before, we're told that the star was "watching" something, and now we're told that it is "gazing on" something. These activities are pretty similar to each other. Did Keats just mix up the verbs to keep things interesting? What's the difference between "watching" something and "gazing on it"? We're not sure either, we just think it's worth thinking about.
· Something else is different in this second of the star's activities. The first time, when we learned that the star was "watching" something (in line 3), we had to wait until line 5 to find out what it was watching. This time, we're told immediately what it is "gazing on": the "new soft-fallen mask."
· But wait, is that any clearer? What the heck is a "new soft-fallen masque"? Don't worry about the weird spelling – "masque" here is just an old-fashioned, slightly fancy way of spelling "mask." But that's the least of our worries: the speaker still isn't really giving us much of a clue to what's going on here. It looks like Keats has cleverly forced us to keep reading once again. 
Line 8
Of snow upon the mountains and the moors—
· Now Keats lets the other shoe drop: the mask that the star "gazes upon" (line 7) is actually a "mask / Of snow" that is falling upon "the mountains and the moors."
· Learning this new detail in line 8 actually forces us to reinterpret line 7. Why? Because now we know that the mask that the star was watching wasn't a real mask, but instead a metaphorical mask. Literally speaking, the star is watching a layer of snow falling; Keats, in writing the poem, just chose to describe this layer of snow as a "mask."
· Why might he have done so? What is the effect of this image? Well, a mask is a covering, right? And in this case, the layer of snow is indeed covering something else. What's it covering? The "mountains and the moors."
· Of these two words, we're pretty sure you know what a "mountain" is, but a "moor" might be a little more unfamiliar – at least if you come from somewhere other than England. 
· A "moor," according to Merriam-Webster's Online Dictionary, is "an expanse of open rolling infertile land" or "a boggy area; especially: one that is peaty and dominated by grasses and sedges" (source). If you have read Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's Hound of the Baskervilles, or Emily Brontë's Wuthering Heights, or William Shakespeare's King Lear, you will have encountered moors before.
· The basic idea of a "moor," then, is that it is a barren, lonely, uninhabited place. And so are mountains, usually. 
· So, really, Keats is talking about one blank, cold, barren substance, "snow," landing on, and creating a mask over, two blank, cold, barren, lonely landscapes: "the mountains and the moors." This is laying it on a little thick, isn't it? 
· Either way, we don't know about you, but we're definitely getting a chilly feeling from these lines – one that echoes the mournful image of the waves washing the earth (lines 5-6) and the loneliness of the star (lines 2-4) earlier in the poem. 
· Do all these sensations help explain why Keats doesn't want to be like the star? We sure think so. But what about why he wants to be like the star? Didn't he start off the whole poem by telling the star how he wishes he "were stedfast as thou art"? What about that? Did he just forget about it? What's going on here
Line 9
No—yet still stedfast, still unchangeable
· Hm…was Keats listening to us a moment ago? Just when we thought he was forgetting what he was talking about, he shows us that he was in control all along.
· The "No" at the beginning of this line is kind of like an exclamation, the speaker's final comment on just about everything that has come before. After spinning out that whole long description of what he doesn't want (everything about the star beginning in line 2), it now looks like he's washing his hands of the whole thing…but does he?
· No: the speaker of this poem isn't an either/or kind of guy. He doesn't have to either be entirely like the star or entirely unlike the star. Instead, because it's his poem, he gets to pick and choose which aspects of the star he wants to be like and which he doesn't want to be like.
· Which aspects does he want to be like? He tells us: "still stedfast, still unchangeable." Even though the general idea of this line is probably pretty clear, to have a full understanding of it, it helps to know that Keats is using "still" in an old-fashioned way, where it means "always." So the idea is really that he will be "always steadfast, always unchangeable."
· This matches up perfectly with what we learned in line 1: "Bright star, would I were stedfast as thou art." It's starting to look like the speaker definitely admires the fact that the star is so dependable, he just doesn't like where the star hangs out (way up in the sky), and he doesn't like what the star looks at (lonely images of waters and snow falling on barren landscapes).
· OK, fair enough Mr. Poetic-Speaker-Man, you've told us what you like about the star and what you don't like about it. But do you have any constructive criticism to make things better?
Line 10
Pillow'd upon my fair love's ripening breast,
· Ahh, that does sound better. Now the speaker starts making a bit more sense: sure, he'd love to be as "stedfast" as the star, but he isn't jazzed about sitting up in the high heavens taking in all those dreary sights. Instead, he'd like to be just as "stedfast" in resting his head on his girlfriend's breast.
· Everything in this line seems pretty self-explanatory…maybe except for the word "ripening." What do you think the poet could have been going for here?
· Our best guess is that the speaker's girlfriend is still fairly young and so is still in the process of "filling out," so to speak. 
· Do you think it's possible that the word "ripening" also gives a feeling of sweetness and warmth that contrasts with the cold images of the waters and the snow falling on barren landscapes? 
· We think this is certainly possible, especially since so many poets describe the skin of their (female) objects of affection as "snow-white" or "snowy." So, the stereotypical thing for Keats to do here would be to follow suit. In fact, if you've read enough Romantic poetry, you might automatically visualize the love's breast as "snow" colored, even without Keats telling you (as in fact he doesn't). 
· Thus, you could almost say that Keats is counting on his readers having this expectation, so that they then get a surprise when he doesn't follow the playbook. This heightens the contrast between this image and the images that have come before, and might lead to an even stronger sense of sweetness and warmth at this point. 
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Line 11
To feel for ever its soft swell and fall, 
· The speaker continues his description of what he would like to be able to do. Now we learn that, while resting his head on his girlfriend's breast, he would also get to feel her breathing.
· By bringing in the idea of "for ever," Keats continues to emphasize the main aspect of the star's existence the speaker would like to have: its permanence.
· Note that, in some editions of this poem, depending on which of Keats's manuscript versions they were taking as their starting point, the words "swell" and "fall" appear in the opposite order. For an example of this, check out this version of the poem, which reproduces the text as it appeared when the poem was first printed in 1848 (27 years after Keats's death).
· What difference do you think the order of the words makes? Which order do you prefer? Why? 
Line 12
Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,
· Here the speaker spins out his description of what he'd like to do even further. 
· Even though he would be resting his face on his girlfriend's breast like a pillow, he doesn't want to fall asleep there and miss out on all the action. Instead, he would rather remain awake forever.
· This is another parallel between the speaker and the star, which keeps its eyes open forever (as we learned from Keats's reference to its "eternal lids apart" in line 3). Once again, context is everything. It's a lot better to be forever awake with your head resting on your girlfriend than in is to be high up in the barren cosmos with nothing but equally barren sights to feast your eyes on.
· This line is also interesting because it takes an idea that might normally be a bad thing ("unrest"), and makes it a good thing, by sticking the adjective "sweet" in front of it. 
Line 13
Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,
· More description of what the speaker would like to do. This description seems pretty similar to what he said back in line 11, when he said he wanted to "feel for ever its soft swell and fall." Is he just repeating himself for effect? Are we learning anything new here?
· Well, we think that, in one way, the speaker is repeating himself – and that there's kind of a point to that. After all, he is saying that he would like to do the same thing forever and ever and ever for the rest of all eternity, and so it makes sense for him to repeat words to give you a sense of that.
· But, in another way, we also think that he isn't repeating himself, but is introducing new information. That's because, the first time that he talked about his girlfriend's breathing, it was in the context of the sense of touch: he would "feel" her chest rising and falling. Now, it is in the context of the sense of hearing: he wants to "hear" her breathing, too. 
· Before we forget: one other notable thing about this line, of course, is the repetition of the word "still" at the beginning. Have we heard this word in the poem before? Yes we have, back in line 9: "yet still stedfast, still unchangeable." Why do you think he chose to emphasize the word at this point? 
· Does "still" even still (hehe) mean the same thing it did before? Could it now mean "still" in the sense of "motionless"? Could it mean both? If so, which of the two meanings is the "main" meaning here, and which is the secondary meaning? These are all things you should be thinking about here. Remember though: because this is a poem, it's perfectly possible for multiple meanings of a word to be present at the same time. 
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Line 14
And so live ever—or else swoon to death—
· Now Keats comes to the punchline, if you want to call it that, the line that takes us from the cosmic perspective to the human perspective, that says what we've been thinking all along, but haven't had the guts to say… 
· Sorry, we were just imitating Keats in taking our sweet time before coming to the point. The point? Ah yes, the point: the speaker now says that, if he can't live forever in the way he has just described, he would rather "swoon to death." 
· But here's the question: is this a real set of alternatives? Let's put it another way: let's say Keats's parents (who unfortunately died when he was a child, long before they would have had the chance to read this poem) were having a talk with him about his future, and he said, "You know, what I really want to do with my future is either (a) live forever with my head on my girlfriend's breast or (b) swoon to death." Would they think he was being very realistic?
· We would say no. Hate to break it to you, but you can't live forever with your head delicately resting on your girlfriend's rack. You would probably get a mean crick in your neck, she would end up with bruises, and one of you would have to go to the bathroom sometime. 
· As for option (b), that doesn't seem too realistic either. How many people do you know that have "swooned" to death? Probably not many, and, if they did, it was probably because they did there swooning in some inconvenient location, like, say, at the top of a really tall cliff. And even then, they probably didn't swoon to death purely because they were missing out on some bosom-pillow action. 
· So, it's clear that neither of these is a realistic option. Does that mean Keats isn't being serious? We wouldn't say so. That's because both options reflect a serious desire, even if the desire is for something completely unrealistic.
· Or is it completely unrealistic? Is it possible that, even if the process of "swooning" comes a bit out of left field, Keats's mention of death can't help but remind us of the fate of all humans? 
· Doesn't this inevitably make us realize that the speaker will, in fact die, and that his desire to lie with his beloved forever won't come true? 
· How to think about this ending is, of course, a matter of personal taste. But we at Shmoop think it's highly likely that ending with the word "death" is Keats's way of giving us the "nudge-nudge, wink-wink" that his speaker is also doomed. This draws the ultimate contrast between the frailty of human mortals and the unchanging immortality of the Bright Star from line 1. 
· One final thing: note than, in the text of the poem we're using (the Oxford World's Classics edition edited by Elizabeth Cook), the poem ends with a dash: "—". This follows the punctuation of one of Keats's own manuscript versions of the poem. Other modern editors (probably most of them) prefer to add a period at the end. Is there a different mood created by the two forms of punctuation? If so, what is it? If you were the editor, would you have followed Keats's manuscript punctuation, or would you have modernized it? Why? 
Symbol Analysis
The main theme of Keats's poem is the idea of eternity. This is the reason why the star is so important to Keats's speaker: because it lasts forever. Over the course of the poem, however, it becomes clear that the speaker doesn't just want any old eternity – especially not an eternity isolated in the top of the high heavens like the star. Instead, he wants to spend eternity with his head pressed against his girlfriend's chest. And if he can't have that, he would rather "swoon" away into another eternity: the eternity of death.
· Line 1: The first line of the poem, "Bright Star, would I were stedfast as thou art," closely links the star with the idea of eternity. Not only does Keats's speaker spell the connection out for us through the meanings of his words, he also (literally) spells it out through the sounds of the words. How so? Check out the alliteration on st sounds at the beginnings of the words "Star" and "stedfast." This makes the close connection pretty clear, right? At the same time, Keats gets some mileage here out of a pun (i.e., wordplay based on the double or multiple meanings of a word). The pun has to do with the double meaning of the word "as." Just from reading the first line of the poem, we can't tell if Keats means "as" in the sense of (1) "[as] stedfast as thou art" or (2) in the sense of "stedfast [in the same way, looking down on Earth] as thou art."

As the poem unfolds, it will become clear that Keats wants (1) but not (2). He wants to be just as eternal as the star is, but he doesn't want to spend Eternity in the same way as the star does – up in the high heavens watching barren scenes down on earth. Instead, as we will find out after line 9, he wants to spend all Eternity with his head resting on his girlfriend's chest. Finally, because the speaker uses the Bright Star as a highly resonant image brought in to illustrate what he's talking about, you could also say that line 1 of the poem introduces the star as a symbol. Of course, it's only as the poem continues that we start to get a sense of the full meaning of this powerful symbol.
· Line 3: When Keats describes the star as "watching, with eternal lids apart," he uses the literary device of personification to gives us a clearer image of what eternity might feel like. Instead of saying, "Oh yeah, you know, the star, it hangs out up there forever," he imagines the star as a person, with eyelids, who is always watching. We can picture being a star imagined in this way much more easily than we can picture being a vast sphere of seething gases. Good work, Keats.
· Line 4: The device of personification continues here, too, when Keats uses the adjectives "patient" and "sleepless" to describe the star. These also help us get a sense of the vast amount of time that passes during the star's existence.
· Line 9: This line marks the "turn" of the sonnet from talking about the star's eternity to the way the speaker would like to experience eternity on a human scale. He emphasizes the feeling of endurance that he desires through the figure of speech known as parallelism. Like it sounds, this involves the repetition of words for effect, as Keats does with the word "still" when he says "yet still stedfast, still unchangeable." It's also interesting to note that, just as Keats used alliteration to connect the "Star" with the idea of being "stedfast" in line 1, now he uses the same sound to join "still" and "stedfast." You can almost think of these alliterations joining the three words together into an unbreakable chain: "Star"-"stedfast"-"still." Can it be coincidence that these three words are all closely linked to the theme of eternity? We find it hard to believe. (Just to be clear, the word "still" is used in line 9 with its old-fashioned meaning of "always.")
· Lines 11-12: Clearly Keats knows a good thing when he sees it. In these lines, he also uses parallelism to suggest the idea of eternity. Here, what is repeated is the phrase "for ever": "To feel for ever its soft swell and fall, / Awake for ever in a sweet unrest." The idea of permanence is also emphasized by more alliteration. In line 11, you've got alliteration on f in "feel, "for," and "fall," as well as on s in "soft," and "swell." Then, in line 12, you've got an f alliterating with those of the previous line, while the sw at the beginning of "sweet" looks back to the sw at the beginning of "swell." All of these devices show how the speaker's thoughts are all flowing into one another at this point.

Also, in line 12, Keats emphasizes the intensity of his desire for eternity by using an oxymoron – i.e., the figure of speech where you combine two terms ordinarily seen as opposites. Can you see where Keats does this? That's right, in the phrase "sweet unrest." Normally, we don't think of not being able to sleep as "sweet," but Keats's description makes it sound not too shabby.
· Line 13: Did we say that Keats knows a good thing when he sees it? Are we repeating ourselves? Yes? Well, so is Keats's speaker. At the beginning of this line, we get even more parallelism to show the idea of Eternity; interestingly enough, the exact same word is being repeated here as in line 11: "Still, still." This time around, though, Keats gets extra bang for his buck. That's because it sounds to us like he is using a pun to play up a double-meaning in the word "still." Back in line 11, it was clear that "still" was being used with its old-fashioned meaning of "always" – so that what Keats was really saying was how he wanted to be "always stedfast, always unchangeable." Does that meaning of "still" still (hehe) make sense in line 13? We think so. But it seems that, in line 13, there's also a second meaning of still that creeps in, the meaning of "motionless." By bringing in this extra meaning of the word "still," Keats underlines the fact that he connects eternity with motionlessness, and that he wants to lie motionless for all eternity with his head on his girlfriend's chest.
It wouldn't make much sense to talk about eternity without talking about transience, would it? These two ideas are opposite sides of the same coin. In Keats's poem, the speaker makes clear that he actually is only interested in eternity because he is also interested in transience. That's because he wants the things that are ordinarily transient – like a moment spent with your head resting on your girlfriend's chest – to last for all eternity. The speaker makes it very clear that he isn't interested in eternity for its own sake. Spending all the time in the universe staring at barren scenes of lifeless loneliness isn't his cup of tea.
· Line 1: The theme of transience is first introduced in line 1, at the very same time that the theme of eternity is introduced. How can this be? Keats manages this neat trick thanks to the literary device known as an apostrophe. Basically, apostrophe is when an absent person, inanimate object, or abstract being is addressed directly. Can you guess what counts as an apostrophe in this line? That's right, the address to the Bright Star is a form of apostrophe. How is this connected to the idea of transience? Well, let's think about it. The speaker of Keats's poem is talking to the star and saying that he would like to be like it. Now, typically when you want to be like someone (or something) else, it's because you feel that the other person has something that you lack, or that you don't have enough of. What does the speaker feel that the Bright Star has that he lacks or doesn't have enough of at the beginning of the poem? He feels that the star is "stedfast" in a way or to a degree that he isn't or can't be. In this way, at the same time that Keats brings up the idea of the eternity of the star, he also sneakily works in the idea of the transience of the speaker. Pretty cool, huh?
· Lines 5-6: Keats brings up the idea of transience once again in these lines; once again, it seems connected with some idea of eternity. Let's try to see how this works out. Basically, these ideas get brought in through Keats's personification of the "moving waters," which become imagined as persons performing the "priestlike task / Of pure ablution round earth's human shores." We're not sure what you think about this, but we at Shmoop are tempted to say that the "moving waters" are an image of both eternity and transience. How? It boils down to a question of emphasis. If you say the waters are always moving, that shows how the personified waters are a symbol of transience. On the other hand, if you say that waters are always moving, then you could say that they are a symbol of eternity as well. But, no matter which way you slice the water image, there is one clear image of transience in these two lines: the "human shores," which are constantly washed clean by the waters of time as one generation replaces another. The "human shores" here are definitely a symbol of transience.
· Line 10: In the second half of the poem, Keats is clearly trying to create a beautiful, vivid image of transience – the transient moment that he wishes could last forever. But, if he's turned his focus away from the star in line 9, that leaves him only six lines – the "sestet" section of the sonnet-structure – to create this image. So how is going to do it? Clearly, he doesn't have space for any super-elaborate sensory description. Instead, he simply has to use the most efficient tools in his toolbox.

In terms of briefly sketching a larger scene, there are few tools handier than the figure of speech known as synecdoche. Don't worry if the term is a bit of a mouthful. Basically, it means when you use a part of something to stand-in for all of it. Thus, when the captain of a ship calls out for "all hands on deck," he is using a part of a sailor (his or her hands) to stand in for the whole person. (He isn't asking for a pile of disembodied hands to show up on deck – that would be gross.)

So, now that we've got the concept under our belts, where do you think Keats uses synecdoche in this line? That's right, you got it: "my fair love's ripening breast." Now, we admit that this is kind of a borderline case of synecdoche, since, as the word "Pillow'd" makes clear, Keats's speaker does, literally, want to rest his head on his girlfriend's breast, and it isn't true that, by putting his head on part of her, he puts his head on the whole of her. (Just because Keats had gigantic ideas doesn't mean he needed a gigantic head to contain them.) Even so, we think it makes some sort of sense to call this a synecdoche, because the speaker doesn't just want to hang out with his girlfriend's breast (at least, we hope not); he wants to hang out with her, the whole person. In this case, it might be more correct to say that the entire line is a metonymy: it's a detail that suggests a larger scene (in this case, a woman and a man lying down, with the man resting his head on the woman's chest). Of course, normally people don't use the word "metonymy" to describe an entire line of poetry. So, we're actually between a rock and a hard place with our terminology. Still, we think it's useful to bring up the term synecdoche because it is a close, but not exact, fit to describe what Keats is doing here. Anything that helps us get a deeper sense of Keats's artistry can't be all bad.
Symbol Analysis
In today's English, we typically use the word "sympathy" to describe a feeling of connection with somebody or something, often including a sense of being on that person's or that cause's side. (Thus, a typical usage of the word would be in a sentence like, "The judge's obvious sympathy for the victim made the defendant's lawyer argue for a mistrial.") This usage certainly existed in Keats's day, but so did some other meanings that we have lost.

Back in Keats's time, "sympathy" was often used with a meaning closer to its root meaning, which comes from the Greek words "syn-", meaning "with" and "-pathy," meaning "experience." So, when you put these two ideas together into one word, you get the meaning of "experience-with" – in other words, experiencing something together with somebody else, feeling a connection with somebody else, and so on. It's pretty clear how this older meaning comes up in Keats's poem: in the final image of the speaker lying with his head on his girlfriend's breast, you could definitely say that that is an image of two people "experiencing [something] with" each other (i.e., "in sympathy with" each other). What's most mysterious about the poem is what (if any) sympathy exists between the Bright Star and the moving waters and life on earth. To get a deeper sense of this brain-teasing problem, let's take a closer look at the poem's exploration of sympathy on the line-by-line level.
· Line 1: The first image of sympathy we get in the poem comes in the first line. Because the speaker says he wants to be like the star, you could say that he is "sympathetic to" the star. This is "sympathy" in the modern sense: the speaker admires the star, and is thus in some way "on its side." The speaker expresses his sympathy through the figure of speech known as apostrophe, when an absent person, inanimate object, or abstract being is addressed directly. (We also talk about this above in the section on the concept of "Transience.")
· Line 2: But then, Keats suddenly pulls the rug out from under us in the poem's second line. Now, all of a sudden, the speaker tells us that he doesn't want to be like the star. This shows that the speaker feels sympathy with the star, but only up to a point.
· Lines 3-4: In these lines, the poem's treatment of the theme of sympathy becomes more complicated. Through the device of personification (when you treat an inanimate object as if it were a person), Keats starts by creating an image of the star as a living being "watching, with eternal lids apart." Then, in the next line, he uses a simile to underline the point even more. The simile is one of the most basic tricks of the poet's toolbox: it's when you say something is like something else, or "A is like B." Nothing more to it.

What's the simile here? It's when the speaker says the star is watching "Like nature's patient, sleepless Eremite." The word "Eremite" is just an old-fashioned way of saying "hermit" – i.e., a person who lives alone, usually in the desert or some other abandoned place, and often for the purposes of spiritual devotion. So here's the question: we have this image of the star as watching for all eternity, watching like a hermit, but we still don't know what it's watching. Even though we don't know what the star is watching, it's still worth asking – does it sound like the star is watching in a sympathetic way? Or is it just watching in a cold, disinterested way? Do we even have enough information to be able to tell? Maybe not. But remember, this comes from the part of the poem when the speaker is talking about what he doesn't like about the star. If it turns out that the star doesn't have any sympathy for what it is watching, do you think that would make the speaker more sympathetic to it, or less?
· Lines 5-6: The mystery deepens. How so? This time, it's through another personification. Now we learn that, not only is the Bright Star a being that can "watch" and be "patient" and "sleepless," but the "moving waters" are beings as well, flowing around the world and performing the "priestlike task / Of pure ablution round earth's human shores." How we interpret this personification depends a lot on how we interpret what the waters are personified as: "priests."

Do priests perform their ablutions out of sympathy for what is being purified? Or is a priest performing ablutions simply doing his job, in which case the "ablutions" might start to seem pretty routine after a while, and hence lacking in sympathy. (This seems especially likely if the ablutions have to be performed for all eternity.) From Keats's poem, it really isn't that clear how we're supposed to interpret this aspect of the waters' "priestlike[ness]." In any case, you've got to wonder who benefits from the waters' ablutions. Doesn't it kind of sound like humans are a form of pollution on the shores, and the shores are being purified of them? If that's the case, then the waters' sympathy would be directed towards the earth, and not to humanity, right? And if the waters don't have sympathy, can Keats's speaker have any sympathy for them? After all, this description of what the star sees does come in the part of the poem where the speaker is explaining the ways in which he doesn't want to be like the Bright Star…
· Lines 9-13: In these lines, as the speaker turns away from the image of the star, it becomes clear that he is turning towards sympathy of a different kind – the other meaning of sympathy we talked about in the beginning of this section, where it means basically human connection. In these lines, Keats's speaker emphasizes physical closeness as a major part of this sympathy. The use of the rhetorical device known as parallelism in lines 11 and 12, with their repetition of "for ever," and in 13 with its repetition of "still," helps emphasize how the speaker wants the moment of sympathy to last forever, and the strength of his emotion. Do you think they could also sort of act out the repetitive heaving motion of his girlfriend's chest?
· Line 14: The end of the poem brings the theme of sympathy-as-human-connection to a climax. (Well, it is the end of the poem, right?) How does he pull this off? By reaching into his bag of poetic tricks and pulling out a figure of speech, that's how. In this case, Keats uses the rhetorical figure known as hyperbole. This figure of speech refers to when somebody exaggerates for effect.

The exaggerations here are pretty clear. First of all, it's obvious that nobody can spend all eternity with their head lying on their girlfriend's chest – and we're not sure anybody would really want to either. Also, even though we've sure seen some overreactions in our day, we've never seen anybody "swoon to death" when they found out they couldn't spend all eternity with their head lying on their girlfriend's chest. (Warning: if you are hearing this for the first time and begin to experience swoon-like symptoms, seek medical attention immediately.) Actually, we don't think we've ever heard of anyone dying by "swooning" period. That said, we're not convinced that the speaker of Keats's poem thinks this is likely either. Instead, we think it's possible that the speaker knows he is wishing for unrealistic things – permanent human sympathy or death by swooning. But just because these things are unrealistic doesn't mean he can't desire them, right? 
Love Theme
The clearest picture we get of love in "Bright Star" comes after line 9, when the speaker describes how he wishes he could spend all eternity with his head resting on his "fair love's ripening breast." In fact, he desires this so much that he wishes he could "swoon to death" if it can't become reality. In the beginning of the poem, however, things are more ambiguous. Depending on how you interpret the description of the star and the moving waters, they could be motivated by love too, or, if "love" is too strong a word, then devotion, or care. What they are devoted to or care for is a trickier question – whatever it is, they don't seem to be too interested in humanity. At the end of the day, the most important aspect of love for the speaker in the poem is the deep connection it creates between human beings. In this way, love stands in contrast to the cold isolation of the rest of the universe of the poem
Loyalty Theme
The theme of loyalty is a very important one in "Bright Star," because it is so closely wrapped up with the idea of "stedfastness," the quality that the speaker admires most about the star. It quickly becomes clear, however, that it isn't enough just to have the staying power of loyalty: you also have to be loyal to the right things. It might be pretty impressive and all that the star keeps watching the waters and the snow for all eternity, and that the waters keep washing the shores for all eternity, but that doesn't really interest the speaker of Keats's poem. Instead, he wants to devote his loyalty to the woman he loves – by remaining forever with his head resting on her breast. Of course, things get a little more hazy at the end of the poem, when the speaker says he would rather "swoon to death" if he can't have this desire fulfilled. Is this just a cop-out, and therefore a failure of loyalty, or is it just the ultimate expression of how profound the speaker's loyalty really is?
Isolation Theme
Isolation is a very important theme in "Bright Star" because it is the deal-breaker. How so? Well, in the first line, the speaker says he wants to be like a star. But then, in the second line, he changes course. What makes him change his mind? The star's isolation "in lone splendor hung aloft the night." The description of the star's isolation then only gets worse and worse, until it culminates in a chill-inducing image of cold, blank, barren snow landing on the cold, blank, barren mountains and moors. It's only in the second section of the poem – beginning in line 9 – that the speaker clarifies what he even likes about the star. He likes the fact that it exists forever, and he wishes that he could too – but only if he can do it with his head resting forever on his girlfriend's breast. He wants connection for all eternity: an eternity of isolation just isn't worth it.

Time Theme
Keats's "Bright Star" gives us the perspective of somebody on earth looking up at a single, extremely special star in the heavens. This is the North Star, the one star that stays fixed in its place for all time. All the other stars on the sky are constantly changing positions as time passes: they all rotate around the North Star. And the same goes for life on earth: the waters come and go, the seasons come and go, snow falls, and generations are born and die. But the speaker doesn't want to be like the star way up there in the heavens. He wants to take that same eternal existence of the star and enjoy it on earth, in the company of the woman he loves. He loves the things that won't last forever. But that won't stop him from wanting them to last forever.
Man and the Natural World Theme
The speaker of Keats's "Bright Star" takes a very mixed attitude toward nature. At the beginning of the poem, he says that he wants to be like a part of the natural world: the Bright Star. But the more we learn about the star, the more we get a picture of nature as bleak, cold, and lonely, culminating in the image of the snow falling on the uninhabited mountains and moors. But before that, we actually get something even more striking: the image of the "moving waters" whose act of "pure ablution round earth's human shores" sounds pretty much like they are wiping humanity off the map. And if wiping humanity off the map is an act of "ablution" – i.e., ritual purification – then that suggests that the humans don't treat nature too well either. But then things shift in the second part of the poem, when the speaker describes his girlfriend's breast as "ripening." By calling our attention to fruit, the speaker reminds us that nature can also be friendly to humankind. And yet, when the speaker says that he wishes he could live as long as the star, but with his head on his girlfriend's chest, it isn't clear if he and nature have really made any sort of truce. After all, we all know that it isn't possible for a human to live as long as a star. This means that the speaker is wishing for something supernatural. This shows that he and nature are still competing at the end of the poem.

















Remember 
Remember me when I am gone away,
Gone far away into the silent land;
When you can no more hold me by the hand,
Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay.
Remember me when no more, day by day,
You tell me of our future that you plann'd:
Only remember me; you understand
It will be late to counsel then or pray.
Yet if you should forget me for a while 
And afterwards remember, do not grieve:
For if the darkness and corruption leave 
A vestige of the thoughts that once I had,
Better by far you should forget and smile 
Than that you should remember and be sad.
Remember Summary 
"Remember" almost reads like an instruction manual. The speaker spends the first 8 lines telling her lover to remember her because, well, she'll be dead and they won't be able to chit chat anymore about their future or who hold hands. By the end of the poem, however, she changes her mind. At first she says it's okay if he forgets for a bit but then remembers her, but finally she realizes that it's probably better if he forgets her because remembering might just be too painful. 
Lines 1-2
Remember me when I am gone away,
Gone far away into the silent land;
· And… here we go. "Remember" opens with the speaker —let's just say she's a woman (since we don't have any evidence to the contrary at this point)—addressing somebody.
· She tells this mysterious person to remember her when she is gone away, "gone far away into the silent land."
· As you may have guessed, the speaker isn't talking about going to some far-away library. She's talking about death, but she's essentially using a euphemism. Death? Yikes. 
· Yes, she wants the person she's addressing to remember her after she's dead and gone. Now, so we don't have to keep writing "the person she's addressing," we're gonna go ahead and say that the speaker of this poem is addressing her lover, or boyfriend, or hubby, or whatever you wanna call it. 
· Getting back to business, or bid'ness, as we like to say, what's the deal with the "silent land" stuff?
· Do people not talk in the afterlife or something? Hmm, we're not really sure but here's some folks discussing the idea.
· It's probable that what the speaker really means here is that, after she dies, she will no longer be able to communicate with her beloved. Thus, the afterlife will be a "silent land," but in a different way. 
· Speaking of wanting to be remembered, we can't help remembering a bunch of other poems that Rossetti almost certainly read.
· To mention just one, our good buddy William Wordsworth once wrote a poem called "Lines Composed a Few Miles Above Tintern Abbey". 
· In that venerable lyrical masterpiece, Wordsworth imagines talking to his sister about his death and says, "If I should be where I can no more hear / Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams / Of past existence."
· We get lots of similarities here—death, remember me, more silent land business, etc., etc. Clearly Christina knew about the work of Willie W.
· Back to the poem: you may already know but this poem is a sonnet. Lots of sonnets are written in that most famous of English meters, iambic pentameter. From the looks of things, this poem is written in iambic pentameter as well. Head over to "Form and Meter" to read more on that stuff.
· Meanwhile, let's continue shall we?
Lines 3-4
When you can no more hold me by the hand,
Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay.
· Even though the speaker doesn't say "remember me" again, it is understood that she wants that little bit to carry over, so to speak.
· So, the speaker is telling her beloved to still remember her even when he can no longer ("no more") hold her hand.
· If we remember correctly, the repetition of the H sound there has a name. It's… wait, it's on the tip of our tongue… alliteration. What's so great about it? Check out "Sound Check" for the answer.
· The speaker also wants her pal to remember her when she can no longer start to leave, but then turn back.
· So, how did we get that out of "half turn to go yet turning stay"? It sure sounds like the speaker is recalling a common scenario. Let's say all those times when she would step out to go to the market or something. Whenever Ms. Speaker would start to leave, she would turn back. And why would she do that? To say goodbye? To catch one last glimpse of her beloved before leaving? Did she forget her car keys?
· Who knows for sure (it's probably not the car keys, since cars weren't around), but since she would always look back, it was really more like she was half-turning to go. Make sense?
· In other words, she would make to leave, but then—poof!—turn back a little bit.
· So, while half turning to leave, she would also be turning to stay.
· Part of the confusion here, obviously, has to do with the repetition of "turn": "half turn […] yet turning stay."
· It sounds all Shakespearean, with the cool alliteration the clever rhymes. 
· Wait, rhymes? We forgot to mention those. The first four lines of this poem follow this scheme: ABBA.
· Just from the looks of it, it seems we may be dealing with a sonnet of the Petrarchan variety here. 
· You can read more about this over at "Form and Meter" if you like, and if you're really curious about this Petrarch fellow, you can learn more about him here.
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Lines 5-6
Remember me when no more, day by day,
You tell me of our future that you plann'd:
· Well, just in case the speaker's beloved forgets that he's supposed to remember the speaker, she tells him again.
· She reminds him to remember when he is no longer able to tell her every day of the future he planned for them.
· Now these lines have the potential to be just a little, ahem, tricky. This is because the order of the words is just a teeny, itty, little bit funky—but only a little bit. 
· In normal conversation we would probably just say "remember me when you're no longer able to tell me day by day of the future you have planned for us." But then again, this isn't normal conversation. If this is your first foray into the wonderful world of English poetry, let us be the first to tell you that many times poets play games with the order of the words. Sometimes this is called by the oh-so-fancy term, inversion. 
· Why do they do this, because they have nothing better to do than make your life harder? No. Sometimes, it just sounds more poetic to rearrange the order of the words. Other times, words have to be fiddled with in order to make the meter work. 
· This is a very important consideration, you see. For many poets, Rossetti included, making sure the lines fit some specific metrical pattern is, well, of the utmost importance—the Utmost. You can read more about meter over at "Form and Meter."
· (Psst. If you want to see just how seriously and complicated metrical issues can be, check out this abstract of a scholarly article about Rossetti. And if you want to read just a little more about all these word order issues, go right here.)
Lines 7-8
Only remember me; you understand
It will be late to counsel then or pray.
· Well, shucks. Just in case the dude forgets, the speaker tells him to just remember her one more time. Let's see, that's 3 times now that the speaker has used the word "remember."
· We get it that the poem is called "Remember," but this is starting to seem a little funny. It's almost like the speaker is worried that the guy will not remember her if she doesn't keep telling him to do so.
· All this dude has to do is remember her because, by the time she's dead and gone, it will be too late to "counsel then or pray."
Counsel then or pray? Counsel who and pray for what?
· Let's tackle this praying business first. It sure sounds to us like what she means is this: "by the time I'm dead and gone, it will be too darn late to pray for me to come back, and to pray for whatever else you want to pray for."
· Now, as for this "counsel" stuff: 'tis a bit puzzling indeed. Still, it seems that by "counsel" she means something like "counsel me." In other words, we could paraphrase what she means like so: "after I'm dead and gone it will be too late to counsel me—to make me feel better like you always used to do, babe."
· Okay, maybe she wouldn't say "babe," but this is pretty much the gist of "late to counsel." With us so far? Great— on we go
Lines 9-10
Yet if you should forget me for a while
And afterwards remember, do not grieve:
· At long last we have arrived at line 9. Wait, is that supposed to matter?
· Well, actually yes it does. You see, this is a sonnet, and very important things tend to happen around line 9.
· Many times, the sonnet's tone or direction or overall feel or… something, will shift. This important moment is often called the turn (or volta for all you Italian scholars). 
· You can read brief blurbs about it here and here. 
· The word "yet" opens line 9, a clue that things might be shifting just a little bit. And in fact, they sure are.
· So far, the speaker has used the word "remember" three times (count 'em). All of sudden, she introduces the word "forget" into the mix, and starts to explore a slightly different idea.
· Remember earlier we mentioned that it almost seemed like the speaker was worried her hubby might forget her? Well now it seems she's giving some vent to that idea and saying, "Hey hun, it's okay if you forget about me for just a little bit but then, eventually, come to your senses and remember me. Oh and don't get too upset about it sweetheart, it's quite alright."
· The other thing we need to tell about line 9 of a sonnet is that usually the rhyme scheme of the last 6 lines (often called the sestet) is a little different.
· The rhyme scheme of the first 8 lines (called the octet) is ABBA ABBA, which is fairly typical of a Petrarchan sonnet.
· As for the sestet, the Petrarchan rhyme scheme rules there are a bit more flexible, except for the fact that they almost never, ever end with a couplet.
· In the case of "Remember," we are given the oh-so-interesting CDD ECE. Hmm, well it's not the most common type of rhyme scheme, but it is perfectly within the rules.
· To read more about just what the whole point of this poem's rhyme scheme head over to "Form and Meter." 
Lines 11-12
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For if the darkness and corruption leave
A vestige of the thoughts that once I had,
· Okay, now it looks like we're about to get an explanation for just why the speaker tells her beau not to grieve. Before we break all this down, though, let's gloss a few little thingies.
· First, "darkness and corruption" sounds really bad, even if it is a periphrasis. And guess what? It is really bad. This is a reference to death—after one dies, the body decays, or "corrupts," as they used to say back in the day.
· Darkness refers to the fact that nobody knows what happens after death—the afterlife is metaphorically "dark," you could say.
· You could also say that "darkness" loosely describes the lover's emotional state after the speaker's death.
· This makes sense when you consider that it comes, like, four words after "grief." Just think about how people often refer to difficult periods in their lives as "dark times" and the like.
· Still with us, Shmoopers? Great. So, now that we've figured out corruption and darkness, let's figure out the whole thing.
· If despite the speaker's death (and the all the grief and sadness it will cause) some "vestige," or small remnant, of her thoughts remain (in the beloved's mind, presumably), then…
· …something will happen.
· What? What?? What??? Tell us, please! 
· We can't go there just yet; we have to tell you why this word "vestige" is very important first.
· It describes something leftover. In this case, it refers to things the speaker once thought and said that her beloved may still recall after she dies.
· Hmm, well why would he forget them anyway? That's like worrying about your best friend forgetting all the cool things you said.
· That's a good point, and we've touched on it before. The speaker seems just a tad bit worried that her beloved will not remember her, and that kind of freaks her out. She's thinking about this "vestige" or leftover because, she implies, this is how she will live on, even after death.
· Okay, now we get to find out what happens...
Lines 13-14
Better by far you should forget and smile
Than that you should remember and be sad.
· At long last, the moment we've been waiting for: the summit, the coup de grace, the denouement, the big payoff—you get the idea.
· The speaker says that, even if some vestige of her thoughts survives, it is much better ("by far") that her beloved forget her and be happy rather than remember her and be sad.
· Whoa, Nelly. Now, wait just a minute. Let's get this straight. 
· This whole time she's been telling him to remember her. In fact, the sonnet starts out by talking about memory, kind of like this: "remember me, don't forget me when I finally die."
· But, then it goes "Well, if you forget me for a short time, but then remember me, don't get too upset about it, that's fine."
· And finally, we end with: "Well, even if you remember some of the thoughts I once had, it really is better that you should forget me and smile, rather than think of me and be sad."
· Okay… so, this is totally confusing. Talk about a major change of heart here. How does it work that for most of the poem the speaker is obsessed with being remembered but then changes her mind?
· It must have something to do with the speaker realizing how deep her love is. Sure, she doesn't actually say that, but think about it like this:
· She really wants her beloved to remember her, but she also realizes that remembering her might be kind of painful—thinking about fond memories of somebody who is gone can be, well, sad to the max.
· In the end, then, "Remember" isn't super-inconsistent or contradictory or anything like that.
· It is a poem in which somebody (the speaker) has a change of heart, but one that is motivated by true love, a desire to keep her beloved from suffering after she's gone. All together now: awww.
Symbol Analysis
Well, it's only natural that a poem about death would have something to say about going away forever, right? Yep, that makes sense. Sure enough, everywhere you turn in this poem, the speaker seems to be saying something about going away, leaving, or not being around anymore. Clearly, going away is the poem's metaphor for death. Yeah we know it sort of sounds like something you would tell a 5 year old ("sorry Timmy, but your turtle has left forever now"), but the reality is death is scary, and sometimes talking about it in that way can actually make it seem a little less frightening.
· Lines 1-2: In the first two lines the speaker says "gone away" and "gone far away." Clearly this is a metaphor for death. Now, the speaker never really says she will be gone forever, so the metaphor makes death seem less permanent.
· Line 3: Well, a couple can't hold hands if one of them has gone away, right? Right? Right. Here, holding hands symbolizes physical presence and life—the very things that death eliminates.
· Line 4: The speaker notes how she used to half turn to go, but also half stay. While just a narration of a past event, this little snippet is practically a metaphor for the speaker's feelings about death as well. 
· Lines 5-6: Again, the speaker talks about death without talking about death. When she talks about not being around to hear her beloved tell her about his plans for the future, we know this isn't because they've broken. This is more or less a giant periphrasis for death.
· Lines 11-12: "Darkness and corruption" stand in for death. The word "vestige" is key, as it refers to something leftover after the speaker has gone away. Here, it is more or less a symbol of life, or of anything that defies death.
We certainly expect a poem called "Remember" to have something to do with memory, no doubt about that. The speaker of this poem tells her beloved no less than three times to remember her, and for good reason. In a poem where death is pretty much a total separation, remembrance becomes a way of keeping somebody metaphorically alive. Hey—at least it's something.
· Lines 1-2: "Remember me" is juxtaposed with "gone away," which suggests that remembrance may be a metaphor for life. 
· Lines 5-6: The speaker repeats the same command as line 1 ("remember me"), and memory again appears to be a metaphor for life. It comes across as an antidote or compensation for the fact that she and her beloved can no longer hold hands and discuss a future together. 
· Lines 7-8: How about one more time for good measure? Yep, the speaker says "remember me" again, and by now we know this is a metaphor for life. A small ambiguity is worth noting. The "only" in "only remember" me could mean either "I only ask that you remember me" or "the only thing you should do is remember me." Hmm.
Hey, opposites attract right? And what of it? Well, that would explain why forgetting is a big part of a poem called "Remember." For the most part, the speaker is obsessed with being remembered, except towards the end, where she changes her mind. At first she's all "Well, I guess it's okay if you forget me, as long as you remember me later," but then she essentially says, "Yeah, actually it's better that you forget me." Why? Remembrance is associated with sadness and pain, and the speaker doesn't want this for her lover. So, she decides that she deal with being forgotten, as long as her lover will remain happy. That's pretty weird because, well, she'll be dead so it won't make any difference anyway.
· Lines 9-10: The speaker starts to change her mind a little bit here in line 9, a crucial point in any sonnet that is sometimes called the turn, or the volta. Forgetfulness here is a metaphor for death, in some ways. If the beloved doesn't remember the speaker, she will be totally and completely dead.
· Lines 13-14: The speaker ups the ante a bit from lines 9-10. Now she actually says it's better for her beloved to forget her because remembering her will cause him too much. This change of heart symbolizes the speaker's love, as she would rather sacrifice her memory, or rather metaphorically kill herself, than ask her lover to endure any pain.
Death Theme
Even though the word "death" never shows up in this poem, "Remember" is definitely a "death" poem if there ever was one. It might as well have been called "Remember me… after I'm good and dead," because that's the basic idea, concern, and preoccupation of Rossetti's sonnet. The speaker does her best to suggest that death is totally permanent—no more touching, talking, or any of that. In the end, this poem isn't really about that, but rather about different ways in which death isn't always the end. 
Memory and the Past Theme
If "Remember" is a "death" poem, it is just as much the opposite as well: a "life" poem. Remember that part in Jurassic Park where Malcolm says "life… finds a way"? Yeah, that could be totally be this poem's motto, and it is through the memory that life finds a way. It is through memory that things live on, even after they're dead and gone. The other side of the coin, however, is that that remembrance can be, well, really painful. If we have fond memories of somebody who has died, we can't remember them without also facing the fact that they are no longer with us. 
Love Theme
Romeo and Juliet this poem is not, but love is definitely in the air. Hand-holding, plans for the future, turning back for one last glance—yep, that sure sounds like love to us. "Remember" is definitely a poem spoken by one lover to another, and it's sort like a here's-what-I-want-you-to-do-if-I-die type thing. The speaker dearly loves the guy she addresses, so much so that, even though she wants him to remember her, she doesn't want him to suffer. This is why, at the end, she would rather he forget her, than remember her and be sad. 










Sailing To Byzantium
William Butler Yeats
I

That is no country for old men.  The young
In one another’s arms, birds in the trees
—Those dying generations—at their song,
The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas,
Fish, flesh, or fowl, commend all summer long
Whatever is begotten, born, and dies.
Caught in that sensual music all neglect
Monuments of unageing intellect.

                    II

An aged man is but a paltry thing,
A tattered coat upon a stick, unless
Soul clap its hands and sing, and louder sing
For every tatter in its mortal dress,
Nor is there singing school but studying
Monuments of its own magnificence;
And therefore I have sailed the seas and come
To the holy city of Byzantium.

                    III

O sages standing in God’s holy fire
As in the gold mosaic of a wall,
Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre,
And be the singing-masters of my soul.
Consume my heart away; sick with desire
And fastened to a dying animal
It knows not what it is; and gather me
Into the artifice of eternity.

                    IV

Once out of nature I shall never take
My bodily form from any natural thing,
But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
Of hammered gold and gold enamelling
To keep a drowsy Emperor awake;
Or set upon a golden bough to sing
To lords and ladies of Byzantium
Of what is past, or passing, or to come.
Summary 
·  BACK
· NEXT  
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We’re movin’ on up. (If you’ve got the theme song from The Jeffersons in your head here, you’re in the right place.) Want to know why? Well, as our speaker says, the country we were in before pretty much sucked.

It's a nice enough place to be if you're young and pretty and perfect, but once you start to show a few wrinkles or some grey hairs, things get ugly fast. In other words, it was a pretty brutal place to be. After all, who can be young and pretty and perfect all the time? Our speaker decides that the old country is for the birds. Literally. It’s obsessed with the latest trends. Whatever’s newest and prettiest gets all the attention. There’s no interest in things that might endure for generations. It’s sort of like a really bad episode of Trading Spaces, when a crummy designer pours bright orange paint all over a bookcase that had been in the family for generations. Sure, it looks pretty for a second…but orange goes out of style pretty quickly. Then it’s just plain ugly.

Luckily, our speaker’s a resourceful guy. He’s so ready to get the heck outta Dodge that Byzantium (a country nearby) starts to sound pretty appealing. It sounds so appealing, in fact, that he sails there.

Byzantium is a holy city, which works out well for our speaker. In fact, he’s expecting a revelation. Primarily, he’s hoping that the wise folk in Byzantium will consume his soul. 

Once in Byzantium, our speaker starts thinking about death. Hmm….pleasant, right? Well, yes, actually. In Byzantium, death becomes something that can be thought about realistically (which is a big improvement over our speaker’s old home). In fact, once he starts reflecting about death, he actually begins to figure out ways to commemorate life.

According to the speaker, the best way to commemorate life is art. (You had to know that one was coming. After all, this is a poem.) He finally decides that art becomes a way to lodge the soul in a new "bodily form." He’s not expecting the pictures on the walls to start talking or anything. That only happens in the Harry Potter books. Art can, however, bear witness to the past. That’s pretty cool. At least, it’s good enough for our speaker.
Line 1
That is no country for old men. 
· We’re off to a strange start here. Besides the fact that the first line of this poem reminds us of a rather gory movie that’s recently come out (see "Why Should I Care?" for more on this), it’s a bit confusing. 
· We’re told that "that" country isn’t so great for the old folks. But which country is "that" country? England? The United States? Ireland? Uzbekistan? Well, we’re not going to get any help on that one from the poem itself. 
· All we can say for sure is that it’s not "this" country: that is, it can’t be the place where the speaker is now.
· Huh? All these pronouns are getting confusing! Where the heck are we? Well, think about it this way: if you’re talking about the crummy fast food restaurant you’re eating in right now, you might say something like, "This place is a dump." If you’re cracking jokes about the restaurant across the way, you’d say that "that place" is even worse. 
· Here’s the problem, though: if all we know so far concerns that country over there, then we’re…nowhere. Like we said, this is getting confusing. 
· So, let’s focus on what we do know. "That" country sucks for old people. As far as we can tell, then, our speaker must be an old person. After all, if it’s so good over there for the young ‘uns, then why would our speaker leave?
· More importantly, the first line of the poem lets us know that our speaker seems to be a pretty opinionated sort of guy. He seems perfectly happy to let us travel down the road of his thoughts…just don’t expect too many signposts along the way!
Lines 1-3
The young
In one another's arms, birds in the trees
- Those dying generations - at their song,
· Aww. We’re talking about "that" country again. It actually seems pretty nice, right? It’s full of lovers "in one another’s arms" and birds in the trees. In other words, it’s got all the makings of a delightful romance. 
· Frankly, our speaker seems a little bit bitter right now, doesn’t he? After all, who starts hating on lovers? Seriously.
· Line three takes a bit of a sharp detour, though. 
· First we’re reading about young things and pretty birdies. Suddenly, however, our speaker tosses in a casual reference to death. 
· Not just one death: lots of death. Whole flocks of birds and generations of young lovers. 
· Sure, birds may be singing right now…but that’s just because they don’t know how crumby the winter’s going to be. Anything natural must also be mortal: you may be young now, but one day you’ll wake up with grey hairs and wrinkles. 
· It’s not all fun and games in this life, folks. At least, that’s what our speaker seems to be suggesting. 
· We want to take a quick break to insert a minor Shmoop historical analysis: Yeats’s use of the word "generations" in line three is particularly provocative. 
· Want to know why? Well, the poem was published in 1928. It’s smack in the center of a literary movement called "modernism." Here’s why that’s important to us, though: modernism was partially born out of the devastating losses and tragedy of WWI. After 1918, the world changed. Disillusioned by the senseless violence and seeming futility of war, the generation of young men and women who came back from the battlefields became pretty cynical about the whole state of their society. After all, pretty much everyone living in Britain lost somebody they knew in the war. 
· A certain group of early twentieth-century thinkers and modernist writers was even known as "The Lost Generation." The group usually included only American writers, but the term was a popular one. 
· Back to our poem, then: line 3 seems to be deliberately invoking the language of wartime losses. After all, it’s not just a couple of folks who are dying. Generations are dying. 
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Lines 4-6
The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas,
Fish, flesh, or fowl, commend all summer long
Whatever is begotten, born, and dies.
· Hmm. We’re back in nature again. Lots of fish…and then some more fish. 
· Before you start thinking about supper, though, we should point out that the same pattern that occurred in lines 1-3 repeats itself here. Things live and then they die. Got it?
· Our speaker insists upon the natural world in this stanza. Humankind (that would be "flesh" here) is sandwiched between "fish" and "fowl." We’re just like the birds and the fishies. We live, and then we die. 
· What distinguishes people from animals? Well, in "that country," at least, not much.
Lines 7-8
Caught in that sensual music all neglect
Monuments of unageing intellect.
· Here’s the zinger of this first stanza. Want to know why our speaker is so down on "that country"? Well, here we have it. Folks there live in the moment. 
· That’s a good thing, right? 
· Well, sort of. Unfortunately, they’re so caught up in all that "begetting" and living and dying that they completely forget to think about things that might outlast their own brief lives. 
· Yeats weaves a deliberate set of artistic references into this line. 
· He wants to compare living in the moment to thinking about something long-lasting (and even immortal). To do so, he compares music to sculpture. (He actually compares music to "monuments." But aren’t most monuments sculpture of some kind?) Music sounds really great…for about three minutes. Maybe even five. Sculptures, however, are around for a looooong time. 
· (Remember, Yeats lived a long time before iPods. There wasn’t any "repeat" button for him to press. If he wanted to listen to a certain song, he had to wait until his local D.J. got around to playing it on the radio. Music, in other words, wasn’t nearly as permanent as other art forms.) 
· Comparing life to "music" may sound sweet, but it’s actually a pretty damning critique. If you’re too absorbed in the here and now, you’ll never be able to think about things that might matter more than your petty little problems. How can you fight for world peace if you’re obsessed about that date you’re going on this weekend? 
· At least, that’s what our speaker thinks
Lines 9-11
An aged man is but a paltry thing,
A tattered coat upon a stick, unless
Soul clap its hands and sing,
· Remember the Scarecrow in The Wizard of Oz? That’s the image that our speaker seems to be going for here. 
· In fact, the Scarecrow’s problem reminds us a lot of what our speaker is trying to say. In The Wizard of Oz, the Scarecrow spends a whole bunch of time wandering around and muttering, "If I only had a brain…"
· Notice the similarities? Our speaker couldn’t agree more. Once you get done with all that lovin’ and livin’ that young people do, you’re nothing more than a bunch of clothes on an old, wrecked frame. It’s not a pretty picture – unless, of course, you have a brain (or, in this case, a soul). 
· Using personification to allow the soul itself to "clap its hands and sing," Yeats introduces a teeny tiny bit of distinction between the soul and the body. 
· The body, remember, is just a stick with some clothes on it. The soul, however, seems to almost have a body of its own. It’s just a figurative body at this point, of course. The soul doesn’t actually have hands to clap. That would be awkward. 
· Keep this soul-body in mind, though, as we move though the poem. It’ll come up later. We promise. 
Lines 11-12
and louder sing
For every tatter in its mortal dress,
· What do people usually sing about? 
· Well, love probably tops the list. Lost love, love gone wrong, love that hasn’t happened yet, loving somebody so much that your heart’s going to break…we’re guessing that you can continue this list on your own. Check out the top forty pop songs for some hints. 
· Our speaker, however, doesn’t seem to be interested in songs that celebrate love. 
· When he (or she) thinks about the soul and its singing, he’s focused on the way that songs come out of aging and suffering. In other words, the older you get, the louder you should sing.
· We’re guessing that this is metaphorical singing here. After all, it’d be a bit weird if everyone walked around humming all the time. Our speaker’s talking about living out loud – letting your soul stay alive and kicking, even if your body’s a "tatter," or disintegrating. 
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Lines 13-14
Nor is there singing school but studying
Monuments of its own magnificence;
· Hmm. We’ve got to admit, these lines are confusing. 
· Where exactly is there no singing school? Based on our speaker’s previous thoughts, we’re guessing that he’s still talking about "that country." 
· The overall geographical vagueness of the first lines seems to be repeating itself here. 
· Perhaps the speaker means that in his old country nobody really valued the life of the mind or the soul. Perhaps he’s trying to make a broader claim about people in general, the world over. 
· What we do know, however, is that the speaker seems pretty upset about the fact that folks spend most of their time talking and thinking about how great they are. Sculptures and monuments = good. Sculptures of yourself = bad. 
· Self-indulgence in general isn’t something that our speaker’s too keen about.
Lines 15-16
And therefore I have sailed the seas and come
To the holy city of Byzantium.
· Now we’re getting somewhere. We’re getting to Byzantium, as a matter of fact. 
· Notice how line seven starts with, "and therefore." The entire poem up until this point has been a preface to the actual heart of the action. 
· If you’re in student government (or you just happen to read congressional resolutions for fun), you know that bills tend to have lots and lots and lots of prefatory information before they actually get around to stating what the bill is actually about. 
· Here’s an example: "I think you smell nice and I like that you've helped me with my homework all year and I really like that shirt you’re wearing, and therefore I’m going to ask you out on a date." 
· Similarly, our speaker’s offered a whole lot of reasons for why he’s sailing before he even mentions the fact that he’s hopped onto a boat. Luckily, the poem’s title clues us in…otherwise, we’d be very, very confused by now.
· Now the speaker has actually arrived at Byzantium. It’s a holy city. Today we’d call it Istanbul In 1928, Yeats would have called it Constantinople. Confused yet? 
· Byzantium was once the center of Greek art and culture. 
· Interestingly, Yeats chose to use the ancient name of the city, Byzantium, instead of its Roman name, Constantinople. 
· What’s the big deal? A name’s a name, right? Well, using the Greek name for the city allows Yeats to affiliate his speaker with Greek arts and values. 
· The quick and dirty distinction between Greek and Roman cultures goes something like this: both Greeks and Romans liked bloody battles. They were both actually pretty good at fighting. The Romans, however, didn’t really have a culture of their own. They went around picking up bits and pieces of culture from all the folks that they conquered. The Greeks, on the other hand, were highbrow culture. They valued "arête," or excellence. 
· Let’s put it this way: the Romans had about as much culture as your local strip mall. The Greeks had some serious game. It’s no wonder that Yeats decided to hang his hat with the Greeks!
Lines 17-18
O sages standing in God's holy fire
As in the gold mosaic of a wall,
· Now that we’ve gotten to Byzantium, things are looking up. 
· For one thing, there are actually beings that our speaker wants to address. They happen to be sages, wise and holy folk. They also happen to be standing in a fire. That doesn’t seem so wise, but hey, what do we know?
· The whole poem seems to have shifted from nature and the body (that cycle of living and dying that we saw in stanza one) to something more mystical. The art has changed, as well. 
· If "that country" has music that only lasts for a few minutes, Byzantium has sages that appear like the "gold mosaic" of a wall. 
· Let’s pause on that for a second: gold is generally a good thing. It’s shiny and pretty and usually quite expensive. That’s because it’s a precious metal. 
· Using gold to metaphorically describe the sages allows our speaker to allude to the precious nature of the sages, as well. When we say that the sages are "precious," we don’t mean that they’re cute little five-year-olds. We mean that they’re valuable. Like gold. 
· Moreover, a mosaic is a piece of art (notice how much we’re talking about art now?). You probably made lots of them out of macaroni when you were in grade school. 
· By combining small pieces of precious metal, gemstones, and even colored stones into intricate designs, artists create complex pictures. 
· For an example of a Greek mosaic, check out our "Images" page. We’ve got to admit, the images we’ve added for you to check out are actually from a later period in Byzantine history…mostly because few Greek mosaics from the time Yeats is referencing still exist. 
· Not to worry, though: Byzantine craftsmen continued to make some pretty awesome mosaics, especially during the early periods of Christianity. It’s hard to see in these images, but if you look closely, you can see that certain sections of the mosaics are actually inlaid with gold. Sort of like in our poem. 
· So why allude to mosaics in this particular phrase? Why not painting or sculpture or macaroni art? 
· Well, the nifty thing about mosaics is that they create a beautiful picture out of lots of small parts – sort of like the way that a good society is created by the collaboration of lots of individual people. The sages aren’t the end-all and be-all of Byzantium. They’re just a small (and beautiful) part of a pretty awesome whole.
Lines 19-20
Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre,
And be the singing-masters of my soul.
· Ack. What in on earth is he talking about? Is "perne" even a word? 
· Well, yes. Yes it is. Check out our "Literary Devices" section for an analysis of circles and spirals. 
· Here’s the quick and dirty version: to "perne" is to turn in circles, like a bobbin in a sewing machine or a top. A "gyre" is a sort of swirling vortex that creates spiraling motion. Lots of circles. Lots of spiraling. It’s one of Yeats’s key moves. 
· So our speaker asks the sages to swirl around him and become the "singing masters" that he couldn’t find back in his old country. 
· In other words, he’s looking for a spiritual rebirth. It may sound a bit New Age-y, but that’s because it is a bit New Age-y. Yeats was a huge fan of mysticism. He even played a major role in an esoteric group (a.k.a. cult) called The Golden Dawn. 
· Even without the esoteric overtones, however, the concept of spiritual rebirth is a pretty popular one. Think about movies like The Freedom Writers or even Batman (and, of course The Dark Knight). Everybody’s excited about becoming new and better person these days…and most folks need a mentor in order to do it. Our speaker, for example, has the sages. 
· Let’s get technical for a second (don’t worry, we won’t bore you for too long): 
· Note the long "i" sounds in the words "fire" and "gyre." There’s a super-spiffy technical term for repeating vowel sounds in a segment of poetry. It’s called "assonance." Assonant words tend to blur together in our ears, almost as if the vowels are echoing each other. 
· Go ahead: read line three aloud. Notice how the "i" seems to carry over? 
· That’s intentional – it allows the word "fire" to extend its reach over the entire line (almost as if it’s taking the line over). It’s consuming. Just like an actual fire. Pretty cool, huh?
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Lines 21-23
Consume my heart away; sick with desire
And fastened to a dying animal
It knows not what it is;
· So the speaker’s still having a conversation with the sages. 
· If the sages come out of fire, maybe they can work like fire, consuming the speaker’s heart. That’s what he’s hoping for, at least. Total destruction (and a total make-over). In terms of total transformations, this guy would put "What Not to Wear" to shame.
· Remember how we told you to keep in mind the splitting of body and soul, which starts to happen in Stanza I? Here’s where that hint starts to pay off. 
· The problem, it seems, is that our speaker’s heart is just too attached to his body. It’s a natural reaction. We’re all pretty attached to our bodies. After all, they’re the only way that we know the world. 
· The bad part, of course, is that bodies die. If you’re trying figure out a way to stay immortal (as our friend here is), then sticking with a decaying body can be…problematic. No one likes talking corpses. Even zombies don’t tend to be so popular. 
· Attached to a body, our speaker’s heart can’t break free and exist on its own. That, my friends, is a problem. 


Lines 23-24
and gather me
Into the artifice of eternity.
· Why is eternity an "artifice?" And why does our speaker want to be a part of it? 
· Those are good questions. After all, "artifice" tends to sound like something that’s contrived or made-up (or, well, artificial). That’s bad, right? 
· Well, not necessarily. See, art is also a form of artifice. It’s not part of the natural world. It’s made up – and that means that it doesn’t have to participate in all those endless cycles of birth and death that our speaker hated so much, earlier in the poem. 
· A mosaic or another piece of artwork can outlast the artist who created it. What’s eternal and long lasting about the artist, then, isn’t her body. It’s her art. The art, or "artifice," becomes the way that an artist can enter the history books. 
· How would we remember Shakespeare if it weren’t for his plays? Or Picasso without his paintings? 
· Having your soul gathered up into your art might not sound like a pleasant experience, but it may just be the only way that our speaker can transcend his own body and become part of a larger whole.
Lines 25-26
Once out of nature I shall never take
My bodily form from any natural thing,
· Like we were saying just a few lines ago, nature fades. Seasons change. People die. 
· Art, however, lasts a long, long time. 
· As our speaker decides, the best way to preserve part of yourself is to lodge that part in "unnatural" things like art. 
· Once our speaker moves into a sort of speculative mood, his options seem a lot better than they were in his present. It’s almost like he’s daydreaming about his next life. ("Do I want to be a cricket? Nope. Maybe a Swiss army knife? Hmm…") 
· Right now nature’s got him locked in her claws; after death, however, he’ll be free to return as something else. 
Lines 27-29
But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
Of hammered gold and gold enamelling
To keep a drowsy Emperor awake;
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· Once he’s imagined himself as an artwork, our speaker spends these lines clarifying exactly what sort of art he’d like to be. Like the sages, he’s thinking that he’s solid "hammered" gold. 
· In case you’ve missed it, he emphasizes the gold part once more for good measure. He won’t just be hammered gold. Nope. He’ll be hammered gold and "gold enamelling." That’s some serious bling. 
· Notice at this point that he’s alluding to the gold that went into the sages’ mosaic in stanza three. Now, however, our speaker seems to be imagining himself as a sculpture of some sort. 
· Hammering gold was a technique frequently used in crafting Byzantine jewelry and sculptures. 
· Then again, maybe our guy’s imagining himself in his own mosaic, instead. We’ll leave that particular choice up to you.
· And here’s where his imagination takes over. Because art sticks around for such a long time, it can have many audiences. Think about the last museum you went to. How many people passed by one picture in the time you were there? 
· It’s a weird sort of popularity, but our speaker seems to want it. He imagines his audience as a "drowsy Emperor." Hey, if you’re daydreaming, you might as well reach for the stars.
Lines 30-32
Or set upon a golden bough to sing
To lords and ladies of Byzantium
Of what is past, or passing, or to come.
· Moving deeper into a reverie about his future form, our speaker loops back to the first stanza of the poem. 
· Envisioning himself "set upon a golden bough," our speaker seems to suggest that he’d like to be a bird. Unlike the birds of nature, however, which fall in "dying generations," he’ll be a golden bird. Nature transforms into art over the course of the poem. 
· This time, though, the birds actually have someone to listen to their song. The "lords and ladies of Byzantium" will turn to the golden bird as a touchstone, something that allows them to connect the past, present, and future. 
· Because art lasts for all time, it can be relevant to all ages. That, friends, is immortality. It’s not a bad gig if you can get it. 
Nature
Symbol Analysis
Yeats begins his poem with a description of nature in all its youthful glory. Anything that starts out this perfect, however, can’t stay that way for long. Death is the dark underbelly of all the delightful life that the speaker references. As he ages, death seems to occupy more and more of his time. Mimicking his need to escape thoughts of dying, the poem shifts from a contemplation of nature to a discussion of art as it progresses.
· Lines 2-3: Referring to the birds singing as "dying generations" seems to be a form of synecdoche. Yeats isn’t only referring only to birds (or to the "young/ In one another’s arms." He’s talking about all living creatures.
· Lines 5-6: Using lists to describe both all living creatures and the stages of their lives is a form of parallelism. The repetition of this pattern helps to create the sense that the speaker’s talking about all life forms – they all fit into the same pattern.
· Lines 9-10: Yeats deliberately uses a metonymic phrase in these lines, describing a man as a "tattered coat upon a stick." The tattered coat stands in for the human who wears it; in this case, Yeats uses metonymy to suggest that the man might actually waste away until the coat is all that’s left of him.
· Line 11: Using "Soul" as a way to represent the human as a whole, Yeats employs metonymy (again!).
· Line 29: The last stanza of this poem returns to the figure of a bird in a way that’s deliberately ironic. Now the bird isn’t "natural." It’s a form of art.
Art
·  BACK
· NEXT  
Symbol Analysis
Art’s pretty. It’s often sparkly and full of gold (in this poem, at least). Really, what’s not to like? That’s what our speaker thinks, at any rate. As old age approaches and nature becomes threatening, art starts to sound like pretty good stuff. For one thing, it doesn’t age (like his body will). For another, it doesn’t ever go out of circulation (again, like his body will). If you’ve got a pretty picture, chances are that someone will always want to look at it. That’s where our speaker’s plan comes into play. He’s figuring that, if he can concentrate his soul and his artistic sensibilities into a single work of art, he’ll turn what’s left of his spirit into something that’s eternal. Remember how your elementary school art teachers always told you to "express yourself?" That could be this guy’s motto.
· Lines 7-8: References to "sensual music" and "monuments" craft a metaphor that refers to the human experience as different forms of art. 
· Lines 13-14: The second stanza picks up the same metaphor that we’ve read about in the first. Now, however, the speaker extends the metaphor, suggesting that music (like life) remains a rough art because no one is available to teach you how to sing.
· Lines 16-17: This, folks, is a simile. The sages stand as if they were pieces of gold in a mosaic. The "as" (a comparative term) is our signal that a simile’s in action here.
· Lines 26-27: The repetition of "g"s at the beginning of several words in this line is a form of alliteration. Here, the alliterative effect is also a repetitive one: the word "gold" appears three times in the two lines cited.
· Line 29: He’s talking about a golden sculpture of a bird. Imagining that the bird can sing, the speaker employs animism to give a piece of artwork animal-like characteristics. Check out our analysis of Line 29 in "Nature" for another reading of the line. 
Regeneration
Symbol Analysis
In this poem, regeneration takes on huge spiritual overtones. The artwork and the work of human life become one and the same as our speaker tries to figure out how to break through the boundaries of human experience. What is the soul capable of? Exactly how much of the artist’s intention is reflected in the work he/she creates? Yeats is using some specialized symbols here, but the general concepts he works with are pretty commonplace. After all, nearly every superhero we’ve ever read about goes through some sort of emotional transformation. Chances are that they change their appearances, as well. That’s all our speaker is asking for. Asking to become superhuman isn’t that big of a request, is it?
· Lines 20-23: These lines are the continuation of an apostrophe: the speaker addresses the sages of Byzantium, asking them to "consume" him and "gather [him] into the artifice of eternity." The first step towards regeneration, after all, is giving up what you’ve already got.
· Lines 24-25: There aren’t really many technical terms we can throw at you for these lines. It’s useful to note, though, that here the speaker feels like he can choose the bodily form that his soul will take. Is he speaking metaphorically here, or does he really want to become a work of art? We’ll leave that up to you!
Circles and Spirals
Symbol Analysis
Let’s make this clear: circles are bad. Spirals are good. And believe us, there are major differences between the two. Think about it: if you were walking in a circle, you’d follow the same path forever. You end up right back where you started, and then you start walking again. If you walk in a spiral, however, you’re going places. You might be moving upwards (on a spiral staircase) or outwards (if you’re following a spiral path). Either way, you’re seeing new things and making new tracks. For Yeats, the cycle of natural life is an endless circle (and circles are bad, remember)? Things are born; they live; they die. Repeat. Repeat. Repeat. How do you break out of this circle? Well, that’s challenge of this poem.
· Lines 1-2: The first lines of the poem create a vivid image of two lovers encircled in each other's arms. It’s a mortal circle, of course (the arms live only as long as the lovers themselves do). In other words, it won’t last forever.
· Line 6: Ah, the circle of life. (Play Lion King music here). It’s not an actual circle, we know. It’s just a pattern that repeats itself over and over and over again.
· Line 18: Here’s the biggie for this poem: asking the sages to "perne in gyre," the speaker distinguishes between the cyclical work of nature and the spiraling work of the spirit. A gyre is a spiral. It’s moving in new directions all the time.
· Line 29: Back to the bird again! You’d think this was a cycle (or a circle), right? But it’s not. Yeats constructs a loose metaphor for the changes that have occurred over the course of the poem by comparing the "dying generations" of birds in the first lines to the everlasting golden sculpture of a bird in this line. 
Transformation Theme
Life gives way to death. Youth turns into age. Change, it seems, is always in the air. Frustrated by the cruelty of natural cycles, the speaker of "Sailing to Byzantium" tries to initiate a new dynamic by leaving his homeland in search of spiritual rebirth. For once, he’s going to control the transformations that shape his life – and sailing to Byzantium is only the first step of many. The possibility of spiritual cleansing leads into the imagined possibility of physical rebirth, as well. Though he will die just like all humans, the speaker imagines a time when he can live again in art
Old Age Theme
Growing old just isn’t all that it’s cracked up to be. "Sailing to Byzantium" begins as a meditation on the things which age leaves behind: bodily pleasure, sex, and regeneration. As death approaches, the speaker turns towards the possibility of rebirth as a potential solution for the trauma of watching his own body deteriorate. The line between spiritual and physical rebirth becomes blurred as the speaker imagines placing his soul into an art object, something that can outlast all mortal creatures
Man and the Natural World Theme
Tennyson once wrote a pretty great poem about "nature, red in tooth and claw." In other words, nature can be pretty brutal. In Yeats’s poem, that’s certainly the case. No matter who (or what) you are, if you have a body, you’re going to start decaying pretty quickly. The second we’re born we begin to die. Most importantly, this means that there’s absolutely no distinction between humankind and all the other creatures creeping, crawling, and flying around the planet. If you’re Yeats, the natural world is for the birds. Seriously. Humans have the ability to be more than just flesh…it just takes a little work.
Spirituality Theme
Art and the human spirit fuse in this poem as Yeats attempts to find some way to move outside the problems of the human body. Spirituality in this poem is strongly linked to the body: there’s a constant struggle to figure out exactly where the heart belongs. Is it part of the body? Will it die with the body? Or does it have a life and existence of its own? If so, how can the soul best express itself? Through human communication? Through art? Yeats has got loads of questions – and they don’t necessarily all get resolved here. After all, it’s a pretty short poem.




Dulce et Decorum Est
Wilfred Owen, 1893 - 1918 
Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs
And towards our distant rest began to trudge.
Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots
But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots
Of tired, outstripped Five-Nines that dropped behind.

Gas! Gas! Quick, boys!—An ecstasy of fumbling,
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time;
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
And flound’ring like a man in fire or lime...
Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light,
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.

In all my dreams, before my helpless sight,
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.

If in some smothering dreams you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,
And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a devil’s sick of sin;
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood
Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,—
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,
The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est
Pro patria mori.

Summary 
·  BACK
· NEXT  
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It's just another day on the battlefields of World War I . As our speaker lets us know right away, however, "normal" isn't a word that has any meaning for the soldiers anymore. They're all mentally and physically ravaged by the exertions of battle.

And then it gets worse. Just as the men are heading home for the night, gas shells drop beside them. The soldiers scramble for their gas masks in a frantic attempt to save their own lives. Unfortunately, they don't all get to their masks in time. Our speaker watches as a member of his crew chokes and staggers in the toxic fumes, unable to save him from an excruciating certain death.

Now fast-forward. It's some time after the battle, but our speaker just can't get the sight of his dying comrade out of his head. The soldier's image is everywhere: in the speaker's thoughts, in his dreams, in his poetry. Worst of all, our speaker can't do anything to help the dying soldier. 

Bitterly, the speaker finally addresses the people at home who rally around the youth of England, and urge them to fight for personal glory and national honor. He wonders how they can continue to call for war. If they could only witness the physical agony war creates – or even experience the emotional trauma that the speaker's going through now – the speaker thinks they might change their views. In the speaker's mind, there's noting glorious or honorable about death. Or, for that matter, war itself.
Lines 1-2
Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,
· The soldiers in this poem are crippled, mentally and physically overcome by the weight of their experiences in war. 
· Did you notice how unwilling our speaker seems to introduce himself (and his fellow soldiers)? We're almost all the way through the second line before we (the readers) hear who "we" (the subjects of the poem) actually are. 
· In fact, we get simile upon simile before we are acquainted with the subjects of this poem. 
· We hear that they're "like old beggars" and "like hags." 
· The speaker's searching for images that his reader can understand, as if he's convinced that none of his readers will be able to understand how horribly twisted and deformed the bodies of the soldiers have become. 
Lines 3-4
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs
And towards our distant rest began to trudge.
· The battle's about to end for the day. 
· The soldiers turn away from the lights and noise of war and head back in the direction of their camp. 
· There's an oh-so-subtle irony in the reference to the soldiers' "distant rest" (4). 
· Sure, he could be talking about the barracks to which we guess that they're headed. 
· Then again, they're soldiers in a war that wiped out over nine million men. Nine million. 
· The "distant rest" to which our soldiers are heading may just be death. 
· Trudging through the sludge is a pretty decent description of the trench warfare that became the battle plan for much of the First World War. 
· Check out our "Best of the Web" links for detailed analyses of how disgusting and awful the trenches were. 
Line 5
Men marched asleep.
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· Zombies. 
· Owen's opting for concise realism here: there's no need to fancy up the language of the poem.
· The horror of men walking as if they were dead (out of exhaustion, we're guessing) says it all. 
· By ending a sentence in the middle of line five, Owen creates a caesura (a pause in the line), a formal effect that underscores the terseness of the poem's language at this point. 
Lines 5-6
Many had lost their boots
But limped on, blood-shod.
· We mentioned that these guys seem a bit otherworldly before, but we'll say it again. 
· Notice how lines 5-6 collect lots of "l" sounds? Words like "lost" and "limped" and "blood" all roll on our tongues, making the experience of reading the lines seem even lllonger. 
· It's all part of Owen's technical dexterity: he's trying to get us to feel how interminable the soldiers' march seems right now.
· Also notice that the blood that has been shed seems to clothe them now, (or at least their feet). This creates a vivid image suggesting that the war – figuratively and literally – is enveloping their very beings.
Lines 6-8
All went lame; all blind;
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots
Of tired, outstripped Five-Nines that dropped behind.
· Once again, the choppiness of lines 6-7 mimics the terseness of tired men. 
· The rhythm of the lines even sounds a bit like the tramp of men marching in rhythm. 
· Plus the repetition of "l"s continues.
· Notice how we've moved beyond the elaborate similes at the beginning of this stanza. 
· Our speaker's not worried about comparing his comrades to things that the folks at home can understand. 
· Worn out by the march, he's content to speak in sweeping observations. 
· All the men are rendered disabled by the traumas that they've experienced.
· Maybe this isn't exactly an accurate historical account of a soldier's life in the war. 
· After all, all of the men can't be lame and blind, can they? Or…can they? 
· Perhaps the "drunk" and "deaf" soldiers might be temporarily overwhelmed by the never-ending strains of battle. 
· Even the shells seem "tired" and "outstripped."
· (Five-Nines are gas shells. We'll hear lots more about them later.) 
· The whole war, in other words, seems worn out. 
Lines 9-10
Gas! Gas! Quick, boys! – An ecstasy of fumbling,
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time;
· The repetition of a frantic cry, "Gas! Gas! Quick, boys!—" draws us straight into a frenzy of action. 
· We're in the midst of an "ecstasy" of fumbling for helmets and gas masks. 
· (If you're wondering just how nasty and terrifying gas attacks were, check out some of the historical links in our "Websites" section. Believe us, on a nastiness scale of 1 to 10, we put gas attacks at 10.5.) 
· Does the word "ecstasy" seem strange here? It does to us. 
· We're guessing that Owen's trying to draw upon an apocalyptic language: at the end of the world, just about anything that you're doing will probably seem ecstatic. 
· The "ecstasy of fumbling" which goes on here, however, is anything but rapturous. 
· We're back to the sort of ironic language that we've seen in the title – combining elevated language with absolute chaos makes the whole experience seem totally out of proportion. 
Lines 11-12
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime...
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· The eeriness of this line might have something to do with the fact that we don't know who the "someone" stumbling about in the night actually is. 
· Notice how the verbs here have changed: our speaker's no longer describing universal conditions that could apply to anyone. 
· He's in the moment, watching as a man is "stumbling" and "yelling" and "floundering." 
· Those "–ing" conjugations of verbs create a sense of immediacy. 
· The man's out there right now. His actions occur as we speak. 
· As we say in our "Quotes" section, lime, or quicklime, is a chemical compound that can burn through the human body (sort of like fire). 
· In other words, whatever the gas is doing to that man out there, it's awful. 
· It's so awful that our speaker can't face it head-on: he has to describe it through similes, (like those similes we talked about in the first lines).
Lines 13-14
Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light,
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.
· The repetition of the word "green" here allows our sense of the scene to fold in upon itself, almost as if the fog of green stuff is surrounding us as well. 
· The long "ee"s of green lengthen the time it takes us to read the lines, slowing our tongues down slightly. 
· It's like those scenes in horror movies that suddenly shift into slow motion: what's going on here is so awful that we have to pause in order to take it all in. 
Lines 15-16
In all my dreams, before my helpless sight,
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.
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· What's with the fact that these two lines form their own stanza? Shouldn't they be part of the second stanza? 
· We don't have a solid lock on Owen's intentions here, of course, but here's what the poem itself tells us: this stanza fits into the rhyme scheme of stanza two. 
· In fact, it's almost like Owen snapped it off of the second stanza and pushed it down the page a little ways. 
· Why? Well, for one thing, these two lines bring us out of a past experience (the experience of the gas attack) and into a horrific present. 
· In some ways, the present is a lot like the past – after all, all our speaker can think about is the gas attack. 
· In others, however, it's a marked shift in the momentum of the poem. 
· We can't think of the dying soldier as part of the past, if only because he plays such a huge role in our speaker's present. 
· "All" his dreams have been taken over by a nightmarish memory of the gas attack. 
· Notice now how the speaker seems to be directly involved in the man's suffering: in lines 14-15, watching through "dim" light as his comrade goes down. 
· By the time we get to line 16, however, the other soldier "plunges" directly at our speaker. Moreover, the helplessness of our speaker takes center stage. 
· He can't do anything. He can only replay the horrors of the scene, turning them over and over in his mind. 
· It's almost as if using the word "drowning" at the end of line 15 triggered our speaker's memory, making him re-hash the horrors that he's witnessed. 
· "Drowning" occurs again in line 17. In fact, it actually rhymes with itself.
Lines 17-18
If in some smothering dreams you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,
· Ah, now we get to the "you." 
· Are we the audience to whom Owen addresses this poem? 
· We're not quite sure. 
· Several earlier versions of this poem were explicitly addressed to "Miss Pope," or Jessie Pope, a British propagandist who printed public letters urging men to take up arms in defense of their country's honor. 
· Owen could be addressing the poem specifically to her. 
· For the sake of argument, though, let's see what happens if our speaker's "you" is supposed to be us (the readers). 
· If we accept that we're the people to whom our speaker addresses himself, something interesting happens: we're told that we can't understand what's going on in the poem…even as the speaker tells us what's going on. 
· In fact, it's like a story that your friend might tell you. They might try to describe something that happened, but then end by saying, "you just had to be there." 
· These lines actually take it a step further, though: our speaker doesn't even care whether we could actually experience the horrors of battle or not. 
· He knows that we can't share those experiences with him. 
· He's just wishing that we could share the dreams of the experiences of battle, but we can't do that.
· Such deliberate distancing of the speaker from the "you" of the poem creates a huge gap of isolation in which our speaker dwells. 
· We just can't understand how horrible his life was…and is.
Lines 19-20
And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin;
· We're still in the land of hypotheticals here. 
· Our speaker's going into detail, forcing "you" (or, well, us) to imagine just how horrible his dreams can be. 
· The body of the dream-soldier writhes in surreal agony. 
· It's almost over-the-top, unless, of course, you've read descriptions of the pain and suffering of gas victims. 
· Notice all the "s" sounds stacking up in the last line? (For starters, there's "face" and "devil's" and "sick" and "sin.") 
· When you read line 20 aloud, it's almost as if you're hissing your way through the line. 
· The fancy technical term for repeating "s" sounds is sibilance…it's what snakes do. 
· (And devils, if you take John Milton's word for it. Describing a devil by using an aural technique that forces the reader to hiss? That's pretty darn cool.)
Lines 21-24
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood
Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,–
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· This is pretty disgusting.
· And that's our speaker's point. 
· He wants to ram home just how absolutely degrading, humiliating, and surreal the destruction of the human body can be. 
· Within minutes, the body of a young man turns into a mass of aging sores – almost as a version of cancer moved through his body at warp speed. 
· Owen takes on a bitter, ceaseless realism towards the end of this stanza. 
· His speaker is deep in the memory of his own dream – and he's dragging us along for the ride.
Lines 25-27
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,
The old Lie:
· Now we get to the serious teeth of this poem: after drawing us deep into the hell of his personal experiences, our speaker lashes out at the those who helped get him into this mess. 
· As he bitterly reflects, the war efforts begin at home. 
· Lots of people are willing to convince young (and, he suggests, gullible) "children" that they can find glory on the battlefield. 
· When you compare the heightened rhetoric or ("high zest") of these "patriots" to the stark realism of the lines preceding it, the difference between the two seems almost farcical. 
· Owen sets up an implicit comparison between personal experience and national rhetoric. 
· It's almost like we see two separate versions of war being fought: the one that's full of "glory" and "honor," and the other that breaks men in to "hags" and hallucinations. 
Lines 27-28
Dulce et decorum est
Pro patria mori.
· If you haven't buffed up on Latin lately, don't worry. Your friendly Shmoop translation team is here to help. 
· These Latin lines are quoted from Horace (a Roman philosopher and poet). 
· Here's the lines in English: "It is sweet and proper to die for one's country." 
· After reading all of the stuff that our speaker (and our speaker's comrade) have gone through, it's pretty hard to believe that Horace actually knows what he's talking about. 
· We're guessing that that's Owen's point. 
· Notice how the last line of the poem doesn't have anywhere close to ten syllables? 
· For readers accustomed to seeing or hearing a line that's ten syllables long, this would sound like a huge, awkward silence. 
· Maybe like the silence of death.
Disfiguration
·  BACK
· NEXT  
Symbol Analysis
Even before the shells drop and the world turns into a living nightmare, Owen concentrates on the ways that bodies get warped by the war. Emphasizing the ways in which men break under the stresses of war, our speaker creates a battle zone peopled by the walking dead. 
· Line 1: "Bent double, like old beggars under sacks" is a simile, which compares the men marching to beggars. Starting the poem off with an image of men "doubled" creates the possibility that the soldiers really have become two people: the men they were before the war and the creatures that they are now.
· Line 2: More similes. This time the men are "Knock-kneed, coughing like hags." How do we know it's a simile? Well, it's a comparison that's created by using the word "like" to link the subject (the marching men) to another term (the hags).
· Line 5: "Men marched asleep." Line five starts out with a stark image. People don't usually walk in their sleep, unless something is seriously wrong. Making abnormality the norm seems to be one of the major functions of this war.
· Line 6: The parallel construction of the lines "All went lame; all blind;" emphasizes misery as a universal condition. No one escapes. No one. 
· Line 15: The speaker's reference to his "helpless sight" creates an almost paradoxical image: his sight works well. After all, he can see the image of the man dying – in fact, it's our speaker's all-to-active sight, which becomes the problem. What Owen is actually describing, however, is the helplessness of the speaker himself. If that's the case, then "sight" functions as a synecdoche, standing in for the speaker as a whole. 
· Line 18: The imagery created by describing "the white eyes writhing in [a soldier's] face" is horrendous. It's almost like the eyes have lives of their own: they've detached from the working of the body as a whole.
· Lines 21-24: Owen is racking up some serious imagery points here. From gargling blood to cancer-like sores, we've got it all. This poem is a true house of horrors. We get to witness as a soldier's body breaks down entirely
Allusion
Symbol Analysis
Although we don't get too many allusions, the ones we do get are central to the message of the poem. In fact, we begin and end with a shout-out to one of the founding fathers of Western literature, Horace. Why? Well, that's a good question….
· Line 2: The simile comparing soldiers to old hags has potential as an allusion as well. Think about it: literature is chock-full of nasty old hags. There's the witch in "Hansel and Gretel" and the witches of Macbeth. Even the old crone who helps the Sheriff of Nottingham in Robin Hood: Prince of Thieves could probably fall into the "hag" category. Owen probably knew that his description would carry lots of cultural weight and used it to his advantage. Why compare soldiers to witches? Well, we'll leave that up to you.
· Line 20: The devil's always a popular allusion in poems about bad stuff. Frankly, he's about as bad as it gets.
· Lines 27-28: Ah, the biggie. This is the allusion to beat all allusions. It's one of the most-quoted lines of 20th century poetry…and Owen didn't even write it himself! Referring to a popular school text allows Owen to take a swing at all the popular rhetoric about the glories of war. 
Nightmares
·  BACK
· NEXT  
Symbol Analysis
Just how "real" is this war scene that we're reading about? Well, that's a tricky question. For our speaker, it's too horrible to seem real at all. That's why we get so many descriptions of the battlefield as a bad dreamscape (you know, like one of those horrible night terrors that you had as a kid). The only difference is that you could wake up sweating and run to your parents. For this guy, the dream is the real deal. 
· Line 2: See our analysis in "Allusion" of the simile comparing hags to soldiers here. If hags are witches, then they fit pretty well into the whole nightmare vibe that's being created.
· Line 2: Check out the alliteration in this line: the repeated "k" sounds begin to have an echoing quality, like the words that bounce around in a nightmarish fog.
· Lines 13-14: The imagery of these lines is pretty intense. Murky green lights and all-encompassing fog? Sounds scary to us.
· Lines 15-16: Here's where our speaker gets serious about his dreams. The image of the dying soldier becomes a literal nightmare, one which haunts the speaker for the rest of the poem.
· Line 19: This line is all alliteration all the time. The "w"s in this line just keep stacking up.
· Line 20: More sound play. Sibilance is the name of the game in this line: repeating "s" sounds create a sort of hissing on our tongues. Oh, and did we mention the allusion to the devil in this line? He's pretty nightmarish.
Warfare Theme
As Owen describes it, war becomes a never-ending nightmare of muddy trenches and unexpected gas attacks. Interestingly, with the new-fangled technology of WWI, there doesn't even need to be a real enemy present to create the devastation and destruction. Set in the middle of a gas attack, this poem explores the intense agony of a world gone suddenly insane – and the unfortunate men who have to struggle through it. As the poem itself asks, how can anyone condone so much suffering?
Suffering Theme
Physical pain and psychological trauma blur in this searing description of a World War I battleground. Caught in the memory of a gas-attack, the poem's speaker oscillates between the pain of the past (the actual experience of battle) and the pain of the present (he can't get the image of his dying comrade out of his head). As Owen argues, war is so painful that it becomes surreal
Patriotism Theme
In this poem, dying for your country (or even fighting for your country) seems a lot less worthwhile than the trumped-up truisms of old patriotic battle cries imply. Strategically drawing his readers through the ghastly reality of life in a battle zone, Owen turns patriotic fervor into a kind of deadly life force. The people at home just can't understand how horrible life on the front actually is. The soldiers in war can't remember why they are fighting. Everyone, it seems, is lost: lost in a fog of war or in the useless ideals that sacrifice youth at the altar of national glory
Versions of Reality Theme
"Dulce et Decorum Est" creates a sharp and deeply ironic line between the civilians who prop up war efforts and the men who fight their battles. As Owen suggests, there's almost no way for either group to understand the other. Only those who have experienced the horror of battle can understand the trauma of losing a fellow soldier. Ironically, however, these soldiers don't have the ability to communicate fully with those at home who could bring the war to an end – the people who reiterate old slogans about honor, duty, and patriotism without ever having to experience the terror of battle themselves. The very word "war" begins to mean two very different things for the two populations in this poem. Tragically, these views seem increasingly irreconcilable.
Cross 
By Langston Hughes 
1926 
  
My old man's a white old man 
And my old mother's black. 
If ever I cursed my white old man 
I take my curses back. 
If ever I cursed my black old mother 
And wished she were in hell, 
I'm sorry for that evil wish 
And now I wish her well. 
My old man died in a fine big house. 
My ma died in a shack. 
I wonder where I'm gonna die, 
Being neither white nor black? 
[bookmark: Theme]Theme and Title Meanings 
.......The title of the poem contains several meanings, all of which underscore the main theme: the inner turmoil the speaker feels because of his (or her) mixed racial heritage. These meanings include the following:  
Anger: The speaker has been angry, or "cross," with his father and mother for passing on to him an amalgam of genes. After his anger subsides, he forgives them but remains in turmoil over his mixed heritage. 
Burden: The speaker "carries a cross," his mixed racial heritage. 
Crucifix: The speaker hangs nailed to a cross, like Christ, suffering persecution even though he has done no wrong.  
Traversal: The speaker "crosses over" from anger to forgiveness, leaving behind his bitterness. 
Crossroad: After forgiving his father and mother, the speaker stands at a crossroad. The road to the right is for white people. The road to the left is for black people. But he must go straight, into an uncertain future. 
Crossbreed: The speaker is a mulatto. 
[bookmark: Structure]Structure, Rhyme, and Meter 
.......The poem contains three four-line stanzas (quatrains). The first stanza has 28 syllables; the second, 30; and the third, 30. The first ten lines present declarative sentences establishing the situation; the last two sum up the conflict and theme in the form of a question. Lines 2 and 4 of each stanza contain masculine end rhyme (black, back; hell, well; shack, black). (Masculine rhyme occurs when the final syllable of one line rhymes with the final syllable of another line. Feminine rhyme, on the other hand, occurs when two final syllables of one line rhyme with two final syllables of another line. Examples of feminine rhyme are repeat, deplete; farrow, narrow; scarlet; varlet.)  
.......The meter of the poem varies, but it is dominated by iambic feet.  
[bookmark: Musicality]Musicality 
.......The poem moves along rhythmically, like a song. Stress, rhyme, and alliteration all contribute to this musical effect. Note, for example, the use of the alliterating  m and w sounds in the poem: 
My old man's a white old man 
And my old mother's black. 
If ever I cursed my white old man 
I take my curses back. 
If ever I cursed my black old mother 
And wished she were in hell, 
I'm sorry for that evil wish 
And now I wish her well. 
My old man died in a fine big house. 
My ma died in a shack. 
I wonder where I'm gonna die, 
Being neither white nor black?
[bookmark: Language]Repetition of key words and phrases also promote musicality in the poem, like the refrain of a song. For example, the word old occurs six times and the phrase if ever I cursed occurs twice.

Hughes's Language
.......The appeal of Hughes's poetry lies in large part in his ability to express profound ideas in simple language. Most of the words in the poem contain a single syllable. No word contains more than two syllables.  
[bookmark: Persona]Assuming a Persona 
.......In a novel, short story, or poem, any writer can become part of the work by assuming a persona that may or may not resemble his or her own in real life. The writer may even take the part of an animal or thing. In "Cross," Langston Hughes, the son of two black parents, assumes the persona of a person with a white father and a black mother. Doing so enables him to present with the force of first-person point of view what he believes are the thoughts and conflicts of another person. In the poem "My Last Duchess," Robert Browning assumes the persona of a proud Italian duke who may have murdered his wife. In the poem "Grass," Carl Sandburg assumes the persona of grass that grows over a battlefield. In the short story "The Black Cat," Edgar Allan Poe assumes the persona of a madman. In the novel Moby Dick, Herman Melville assumes the persona of a young seaman on a whaling ship












Adrienne Rich, "Aunt Jennifer's Tigers" 
Aunt Jennifer's tigers prance across a screen,
Bright topaz denizens of a world of green.
They do not fear the men beneath the tree;
They pace in sleek chivalric certainty.
Aunt Jennifer's finger fluttering through her wool
Find even the ivory needle hard to pull.
The massive weight of Uncle's wedding band
Sits heavily upon Aunt Jennifer's hand.
When Aunt is dead, her terrified hands will lie
Still ringed with ordeals she was mastered by.
The tigers in the panel that she made
Will go on prancing, proud and unafraid. 
Summary 
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The speaker tells us about her Aunt Jennifer's needlework tapestry, which features beautiful bright tigers prancing. Snazzy! The tigers are strong and have no fears, so they've got that going for them. Aunt Jennifer, though, is not so free. The speaker tells us about the metaphorical weight of Aunt Jennifer's wedding band, and implies that her marriage was unhappy and held her back from the life that she wanted to live. The speaker then tells us that, when Aunt Jennifer is dead, she will still wear the ring that symbolizes the marriage that trapped her. Major bummer. But, the speaker says, silver lining alert! The tigers will keep prancing in her needlework, and Aunt Jennifer will be immortalized through her art. 
Lines 1-2
Aunt Jennifer's tigers prance across a screen,
Bright topaz denizens of a world of green. 
· Okay, everybody. We're going to take our time with this. Let's begin with the first two words, shall we? "Aunt Jennifer." What do we learn from these two words? Well, we learn a couple of things: we have a speaker who has an aunt named Jennifer. (Duh.) Also, the speaker speaks to us in a pretty familiar way—it's almost like she assumes that we already know who Aunt Jennifer is. She doesn't say, for example "my Aunt Jennifer." She just says the more intimate "Aunt Jennifer." This makes us think that the speaker is young, maybe even a child.
· (By the way, the poem never indicates that the speaker is female, but we are going to go ahead and refer to her as "she" throughout, just to make everyone's lives easier.) 
· So, we've got a speaker, and we've got an Aunt Jennifer, and we feel pretty close to them already, don't you? The next word of the poem is "tigers." Lions and tigers and bears, oh my! Aunt Jennifer has tigers? We need to find out more about this woman…
· We keep find out that these tigers "prance across a screen." Total bummer. The tigers aren't real. Maybe they're on TV. Or maybe they're part of some art project. Either way, we now know that these tigers aren't in iron cages, just scattered throughout the house (that would be… wild). We'll need to keep reading to find out more.
· The tigers don't seem particularly fierce—they're "prancing" across the tapestry, and "prancing" is a pretty lighthearted word. (Think about it: nobody "prances" through the line at the DMV, do they?) So to sum up: we have some happy, chill tigers on our hands.
· Know what else we have here? Personification. In other words, the speaker is ascribing a human attribute like "prancing" to a non-human thing like an animal, or a representation of an animal, 
· Then in the next line, the speaker describes the prancing tigers even more. They are "bright topaz denizens of a world of green." Ooh, shiny.
· A few vocab words are in order here. First: a topaz is a shiny crystal, and denizen means an inhabitant. So, to rephrase the poem a bit: the tigers are bright, crystalline animals that prance around their "world of green." What world might this be? We're guessing it's a forest, where tigers like to do their tiger-ly thing.
· Though they only appear on some screen, these tigers seem pretty alive to us. They are bright and crystal-like, and they prance. Rich's colorful imagery is really vivid here. 
· One other thing to note: Have no fear, and be of cheer, for we've got rhyming happening here! These first two lines rhyme with each other ("screen" with "green"). When two lines rhyme one after the other, we call this a couplet. This poem is actually a poem of couplets: it's twelve lines long, and those twelve lines are made up of six couplets. 
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Lines 3-4
They do not fear the men beneath the tree:
They pace in sleek chivalric certainty. 
· In these lines, we get to know more about these tigers. (And hey, remember: they're not real.) The speaker further personifies the tigers, imagining that they have human feelings, like fear. 
· Except, like those awesome stickers, they have no fear. These tigers are brave tigers! They are not afraid of the men, even though they are right underneath the tigers. 
· The tigers are so brave that they "pace in sleek chivalric certainty."
· A quick vocab lesson for those of you who don't love good ol' tales of lords and ladies, knights, and kings and queens (Game of Thrones, anyone?): chivalry was the code of honor of knights back in the day. So, "chivalric" connotes all those things that a true knight represents: loyalty, courtesy, and bravery. 
· These tigers, then, are sleek and stately, chivalric animals who pace with style. Once again, they're personified. Last time we checked, knights were generally humans, not tigers. Though, a tiger-knight would be super-rad. 
· But wait: what about these men beneath the tree on the tapestry? Well, the only thing we know is that they don't scare the tigers. The tigers are awesome bright topaz denizens of the forest who pace with honor and braveness. The men are just… well, men. The tigers have nothing to fear.
· Finally, notice something about the rhythm of these two lines? Read them out loud and you should hear "da-DUM da-DUM da-DUM da-DUM da-DUM."
Lines 5-6
Aunt Jennifer's fingers fluttering through her wool
Find even the ivory needle hard to pull. 
· In the previous stanza, we've heard a whole lot about those awesome tigers. Now, here comes more info on Aunt Jennifer. 
· The first image of this stanza is of Aunt Jennifer's hands "fluttering" as she works on her wool. "Fluttering" is a verb often used to describe birds. Aunt Jennifer's hands move swiftly and daintily—maybe even nervously?—through the air. This contrasts with the tigers, who pace "in chivalric certainty." The movement of the tigers is definitive, while Aunt Jennifer's movements are less so. 
· And we soon find out that Aunt J is struggling. It's hard for her to pull the needle through the wool that makes the tapestry. So, we have her at work sewing something, but she's not very certain of her work and it seems to be giving her difficulty.
· Let's go back to line 1 for a hot second. This is probably not a TV we're dealing with. If Aunt Jennifer is sewing, then "screen" might mean some kind of tapestry or quilt. 
· We often think of needlework like as a diversion, as something fun for little old ladies to do. But in the poem, Aunt Jennifer's needlework seems like actual work, or labor. 
· We have a really distinct contrast, then, between Aunt Jennifer's tigers, who are brave and stately, and Aunt Jennifer herself, who struggles with her craft.
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Lines 7-8
The massive weight of Uncle's wedding band
Sits heavily upon Aunt Jennifer's hand. 
· Now we find out why Aunt Jennifer struggles with the needle. She is being weighed down by her wedding band from her husband, called "Uncle" by the poem. 
· Symbol alert! Is Aunt Jennifer literally being dragged down by a gold band? We're going to go ahead and say: no, not at all. The wedding band is acting as a symbol for Aunt and Uncle's marriage itself. 
· Need another great literary term? Sure you do. By representing marriage with just the wedding band, Rich is employing metonymy, or representing something by using an object that's associated with it (like saying "the White House" when meaning the president).
· And, let's look carefully at the language. The wedding band is "Uncle's wedding band." Even though Aunt J herself wears it, the speaker still describes it as belonging to her uncle; it's not "Aunt Jennifer's wedding band." Aunt J's property is defined by her relationship with her husband, and it's starting to seem like Aunt J is as well. 
· We don't have too many details yet, but this does not sound like a happy or fulfilling marriage to us. Aunt Jennifer is defined by her husband, and the symbolic "massive weight" of the wedding band is holding her back from her needlework. Not good.
· Let's pause here for a moment and think about the needlework itself. Needlepoint, sewing, crocheting—these are all historically feminized types of craftwork, often considered as "lower" art forms than painting and sculpture. It's interesting, then, that Aunt Jennifer is stalled even in her needlework—an area of life where we might expect that she could express her feminine self. The only thing Aunt J seems to have in this poem is her needlework, and she even struggles with that because of the weight of her marriage. Sheesh.
· Once again, we can compare Aunt J to her tigers. The tigers are prancing and pacing bravely, while she is sadly weighed down by a wedding band
· 
· STANZA 1
· STANZA 2
· STANZA 3
· ANALYSIS 
· THEMES 
· QUOTES 
· STUDY QUESTIONS 
· QUIZZES 
· BEST OF THE WEB 
· HOW TO READ A POEM 
· LIT GLOSSARY 
Stanza 3 Summary
Lines 9-10
When Aunt is dead, her terrified hands will lie
Still ringed with ordeals she was mastered by. 
· Whoa. The poem takes a morbid turn here. The speaker starts imagining what will happen when Aunt Jennifer dies, and it's not pretty. 
· When Aunt J is dead, the speaker tells us, her hands will still be "terrified." (Of course, it's impossible for hands to be literally afraid. This is synechdoche, or using a part—Aunt J's hands—to represent the whole, or Aunt J's terrified self.) 
· Poor Aunt Jennifer will also be "ringed with ordeals she was mastered by" in death, as she was in life. The symbol of the wedding band reappears here with the word "ringed."
· Again, the speaker doesn't mean that all of Aunt J's ordeals will sit around her in a circle and play some perverse game of Duck, Duck, Goose. Nope, this is figurative language that suggests that, even in death, there is no escape from her troubles. 
· We are also getting a bit more detail here about Aunt J's marriage. We can tell from Rich's diction (or word choice) that her marriage wasn't just unhappy. It was terrifying, and filled with ordeals. Sounds like some kind of horror movie.
· For example, Aunt Jennifer is "mastered by" her ordeals. The word "master" suggests that Aunt J is in a slavery-type relationship. The poem figures her as a slave. The master is "the ordeals" that she suffers, presumably at the hand of her husband. Though the poem is not explicit here, it still suggests that Uncle is the master and Aunt Jennifer is the slave in the relationship. Now that is not a good formula for wedded bliss. 
· Rich's syntax here is really interesting, too. Aunt Jennifer's hands are "mastered by" her ordeals. Aunt J is in the passive position in this sentence. Her ordeals "master" her, and she is the actually the grammatical object in this sentence. Now, don't run away at the mention of grammar. What we mean is that she's not the subject who acts. She is made powerless both by her husband, but also by the poem's diction and syntax. 
· On a related note: do you know the word "patriarchy"? It's not in the poem, but it's a pretty important word for understanding Rich's work. Patriarchy refers to a male-dominated society in which men hold authority and power and women are subordinated to them. One of the interesting questions about the poem is whether Aunt J's struggles are due to her relationship with her husband, or because of the lack of power for women in the patriarchal society in which Aunt J lives. In other words, is her problem her husband's fault, or is it the problem of an entire culture that subordinates women to men? Play the blame game with us. Where would you place it?
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Lines 11-12
The tigers in the panel that she made
Will go on prancing, proud and unafraid. 
· Now we've got a final switcheroo. This stanza began super-morbidly, as the speaker anticipated her aunt's death. We also learned about how, even in death, Aunt Jennifer will be experiencing bad times. But now, the speaker imagines what will happen to the tigers when her aunt dies. 
· And, guess what? Those tigers keep on truckin'. They "prance, proud and unafraid," as ever. (Again, to say that a tiger, especially a needlework tiger, would prance, or feel proud, of be unafraid is an example of personification.) Aunt J may die one day with "terrified hands," but her tigers will be just the opposite of those hands. No, they won't be feet. What we mean is that they'll keep up their bravery, chivalry, and fearlessness. 
· Obviously, we see a contrast between the future of Aunt Jennifer and the tigers. But what's interesting to think about is what the tigers say about Aunt J's life.
· Did Aunt Jennifer imagine herself as a tiger? We might say that the tigers are a symbol of her inner life that she couldn't express. Rowr! Or we could argue that the tigers are representations of all the qualities that she herself wanted to have, but couldn't, because of her husband. Option C: we could argue that Aunt J seems pretty lame compared to her awesome tigers. 
· Or, we could think about the poem a little differently. Even if she was unsatisfied by her marriage, Aunt J found a life for herself in her art. The wedding ring will be buried with Aunt J's body, but the tapestry and Aunt Jennifer's tigers will live forever. Even if her husband held her back in life (boo!), Aunt J will live forever through her tigers, "prancing, proud and unafraid" (yay!).
· And, we should just note one more time that what allows Aunt Jennifer to live on through her art is not some crazy huge painting or sculpture—it's a delicate, and historically feminized, tapestry of animals in the forest. The speaker finds a distinctly feminine art form through which Aunt J can become immortal. And you know what? We like it
The Tigers
Symbol Analysis
Clearly, Aunt Jennifer's tigers are a pretty important part of this poem. Heck, they're right up there in the title. But determining the meaning of the tigers can be a bit tricky. We think that the tigers actually raise more questions than they answer. Are they alter-egos for Aunt Jennifer? Does she wish that she were like them? Are they symbols of the life she wished she had? Does she live life through them? We can all agree that the tigers are everything that Aunt J is not, but there are still a whole lot of ways to interpret these furry, fierce friends. 
· Lines 1-2: The (needlework) tigers are beautiful and active—they "prance," and they're "bright topaz" inhabitants of a beautiful forest-y world. These tigers have a pretty sweet life, but they also exude joy and peace. 
· Lines 3-4: The tigers are also brave. They're not afraid of anything. They pace back and forth in a way that's confident and chivalric (which means that they're like knights in shining armor). Aunt Jennifer has created some awesome creatures, even though we find out in the next stanza that Aunt Jennifer herself has had a tough life. She's incredibly capable in her art, even if she isn't in her own life. 
· Lines 11-12: The speaker imagines the future, in which Aunt J is dead but her tigers live on in her beautiful tapestry. Aunt J can be brought down by death, but the cool thing about art (and these tapestry tigers) is that they can live forever! A little piece of Aunt J will become immortal via her prancing creations.
The Wedding Band
Symbol Analysis
The wedding band is pretty much the opposite of Aunt J's tigers. The tigers are prancing and free, while the wedding band is heavy and holds Aunt J back from the life she'd like to lead. There's a push-and-pull effect in this poem between the freedom of the tigers and the limitations of the wedding band. And, of course, the wedding band itself isn't what's holding Aunt Jennifer back from life. The wedding band represents Aunt J's unhappy marriage, and, on a larger scale, the patriarchal (male-dominated) society that she lives in. 
· Lines 5-8: The speaker tells us that "the massive weight of Uncle's wedding band" makes Aunt Jennifer's needlework difficult to complete. It's hard for her to pull the needle, and her hands flutter in fear or hesitation. Of course, it's not the actual band that's making her afraid, but everything that the band symbolizes: her marriage, her husband, and the patriarchal society that limits the freedoms of women.
· Lines 9-10: Even in death, the speaker imagines that Aunt Jennifer will experience the pain that the symbolic wedding band has caused. She will be "ringed with ordeals she was mastered by." Though the poem isn't explicit about the difficulties of Aunt J's life, it does describe them with the vocabulary of marriage (i.e., the wedding ring). We can thus infer that Aunt J has been terrified by the reality of her marriage, which has "mastered" her, and probably taken away her agency (her ability to control her own life and make her own decisions). 
Needlework
Symbol Analysis
No, Aunt Jennifer is not a phlebotomist (you know, those wonderful folks who take blood from you at the hospital). When we say "needlework," we mean the stitching, or crocheting, or sewing that Aunt J does to create her compelling tapestry. Any time you come across an act of creation in a piece of literature, your antennae should perk up. In this case, Aunt J is engaged in a creative process, much like Rich was when she wrote this poem. Both ladies have created something of value. Aunt Jennifer's tigers are made all the more impressive because she creates them in spite of her oppressive circumstances. They are a testament to her creative spirit, and her needlework symbolizes the power of art in overcoming, or at least outlasting, repression.
· Line 1: We're alerted from the get-go to the vitality of Aunt Jennifer's creation, which "prance across the screen." She injects (get it? needles? inject?) her work with a triumphant vitality.
· Lines 5-6: We know that sewing sounds like a laugh riot, but it's not all fun and games—at least for poor Aunt J. She's having difficulty in performing her craft. 
· Lines 7-8: Who's to blame for her trouble? Well, it could have something to do with that gigantic ring that she's got on. Of course, it's not really a cartoon-sized piece of jewelry. The ring here is a symbol of the oppression that Aunt J must overcome in order to express herself through her creation.
· Lines 11-12: Despite her struggles, Aunt Jennifer's creations will surpass her own troubled life. In that way, she's achieved a kind of triumph—over death, over repression. Her craft allows her to create something that will remain a testament to her spirit, long after she's gone.
Women and Femininity Theme
"Aunt Jennifer's Tigers" sounds like a ball of good times, or at least some big cat-themed excitement. In reality, though, it's about a woman whose life has been restricted by the patriarchal (male-dominated) society in which she lives. Now, the poem doesn't give us any facts about this—it doesn't tell us, for example, that Aunt Jennifer wasn't allowed to go college, or that Aunt Jennifer's husband didn't give her any say in financial matters. But the poem does strongly suggest that Aunt J's opportunities in life have been limited by her gender, and also by her marriage, which left her "terrified." Bad times. Her wedding band's "massive weight," the ordeals that mastered her—Aunt J has suffered because of her gender. 
Art and Culture Theme
In "Aunt Jennifer's Tigers," the limitations that bind Aunt Jennifer in life don't bind her in art. So, at least she's got that going for her. Aunt J's needlework allows her to experience a world of deep green forests and prancing brave tigers (oh my!) that is incredibly different from the real life that she leads—the one that is weighed down by the sadness and strictures of her marriage and her gender. Art in this poem is a kind of freedom, a freedom accessible to everyone, even the disempowered
Immortality Theme
When it comes to poetry, immortality is pretty much right up there with love on the cliché-ometer. A lot of poets seem to be obsessed with the idea of their immortality. So it's really no surprise that the theme of immortality—of life after death—shows up in "Aunt Jennifer's Tigers," too. The speaker imagines that the tigers will continue prancing after Aunt J's death, and thus Aunt J will be able to live on through her art. Sweet. Even though Aunt Jennifer's tapestry might not be as famous as those sonnets by that immortality-seeker Shakespeare, Aunt J still gets to be immortal in her own way. Also, let's see Willy Shakespeare try to sew a tapestry. We didn't think so, Bill












Lines 1-3
The bed we loved in was a spinning world 
Of forests, castles, torchlight, clifftops, seas
Where he would dive for pearls […]
· Duffy gets right into here, having the speaker, Anne Hathaway, address the issue of the bed immediately. Instead of talking about "the second best bed," Anne refers to it as "the bed we loved in." This undoes our assumptions about Shakespeare's will very quickly. It may be second best, but this bed has seen a lot of love.
· So, what do we know about this bed? Well, Anne describes it as "a spinning world" that's filled with all sorts of beautiful and romantic things – "forests, castles, torchlight, clifftops, seas." 
· Wow, sounds like quite a bed. The important thing to know about this bed is that it's not literally piled high with these too-big-for-a-bed things. Anne is speaking metaphorically; her experiences in bed are so wonderful that she feels as if it's filled with these beautiful sights. The forests and clifftops may be imaginary, but they feel real emotionally. 
· So, what's with the deep sea diving? Apparently Anne imagines that Shakespeare went diving for pearls in bed. Now, this could just be an extension of the previous fanciful metaphors, but it could also be a metaphor for something more sexual.
Lines 3-5
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[…] My lover's words
were shooting stars which fell to earth as kisses
on these lips; […]
· Anne continues being super-romantic here with a lovely double metaphor. First, her husband's words are described as shooting stars. Then, these same shooting stars (which are metaphors to begin with) fall to earth like kisses. This is some complex poetic language! 
· Is it possible that Anne might be competing with her dead husband here? She's talking about Shakespeare's words (which we all know are pretty amazing), but, in the meantime, she does some pretty fancy word footwork of her own. It seems that Shakespeare isn't the only one in the family with a talent for words. 
· While we're at it, let's take a second to think a little more about Shakespeare. You might remember him best for his plays, but he's also a sonnet guy. Actually, he wrote an extended sequence of sonnets (154 in all). A sonnet is a 14-line poem, often about big themes (and we really mean big themes: Shakespeare's sonnets take on issues such as love, death, immortality, and the power of writing). 
· What's interesting about Duffy's poem, then, is that it's spoken by Shakespeare's wife, in sonnet form. Duffy appropriates (or borrows/steals) Shakespeare's favorite form for his wife's words. Is this a way of competing with Shakespeare? Or is his wife just honoring him by writing in his favorite form of poetry? It's up for debate. 
· This poem has a lot of repeated sounds, and it's particularly striking in these lines: we get tons of s's, which makes it sound almost like a whisper. There is also noticeable assonance (repeated vowel sounds) in words like "words" and "earth." There aren't a lot of full rhymes (words that rhyme perfectly, like "eye" and "sky") in this poem, but the whole thing is held together by these other types of repeated sounds.
Lines 5-7
[…] my body now a softer rhyme
to his, now echo, assonance; his touch
a verb dancing in the centre of a noun.
· Here, Anne starts using poetic and linguistic terms to talk about her relationship with Shakespeare. We get some fancy terms like "assonance" (a repetition of vowel sounds in words), and also some more basic stuff, like "rhyme" (a repetition of sounds at the ends of words), "verb" (an action word), and "noun" (which names a person, place or thing). 
· More specifically, she uses all of these poetic terms to describe her and her husband's bodies, and what they do with them in bed. (Things just keep heating up in this poem!) 
· Their bodies rhyme with each other. They echo each other. Shakespeare's touch is like a verb dancing in a noun. Is that noun Anne's body? We certainly think so. 
· By using the vocabulary of poetry and writing, Anne links writing with the body, and more specifically, with sex. In this poem, writing is like sex, and sex is like writing: both involve repetitions, forms, nouns, and verbs. 
· Interestingly, Anne characterizes her body as "softer" than her husband's, embracing a kind of stereotypical femininity. Also in these lines, Shakespeare is more active (he's doing the touching) and Anne, the woman, is more passive (she's the one being touched). 
Lines 8-9
Some nights, I dreamed he'd written me, the bed
a page beneath his writer's hands […]
· Get ready for even more writing metaphors. Anne tells us that she has dreamed that her husband had "written" her. 
· Maybe she means that he's written about her in one of his sonnets or plays. Or maybe the metaphor is more extreme. Maybe she dreams that he's created her entirely, that she was called into existence by Shakespeare. 
· In this metaphor, the bed becomes a page upon which Shakespeare writes Anne. The writing/sex metaphor is extended (the bed is a page, and Anne is the writing on it). 
· Once again, we have some more stereotypical femininity. Anne imagines that she's the product of someone else's imagination, and not a self-created or self-determined being. 
· Is Anne a bad feminist? By attempting to set the record straight on her relationship with Shakespeare, she seems to give Shakespeare a whole lot of control. Then again, setting the record straight is a pretty strong and important act in and of itself. 
· Basically, this poem has a pretty tangled view of the relationship between men and women. 
Lines 9-10 
[…] Romance
and drama played by touch, by scent, by taste.
· Surprise, surprise: more references to writing! Anne mentions two genres of playwriting – romance and drama – both of which Shakespeare knew well.
· Here's the thing: unlike Shakespeare's plays, which are artificial works of art, Anne's relationship with Shakespeare is real. It's sensuous: their relationship consists of touch, smell, and taste. Other people get to read Shakespeare's words and see his plays, but Anne gets to touch, smell, and taste the man himself. Lucky lady.
· While writing and sex seemed pretty much equivalent earlier, here Anne declares that sex is better. Period. Romance and drama (i.e., plays) are fun to see, but in their bed, Anne and Shakespeare get to experience these things for themselves. 
· Life is better than art, she seems to say. 
Lines 11-12
In the other bed, the best, our guests dozed on,
dribbling their prose. […]
· Now that Anne has said her piece on the issue of sex and writing, the second best bed returns to center stage. Anne tells us that their best bed was reserved for guests.
· (We already know that she and Shakespeare slept in the second best bed. This seems like a pretty good explanation of what Shakespeare said in his will: the second best bed was their bed, after all.)
· To be honest, The best bed seems pretty mundane compared to the second best one. In the best bed, the guests "dozed on / dribbling their prose." Compare this to the drama and romance in Anne and Shakespeare's bed, or to the clifftops and deep sea diving. Which bed would you rather be in?
· Anne also continues with her writing metaphors. In the second best bed, there's poetry, drama, and romance. In the best bed, the guests are "dribbling their prose."
· Prose is your everyday typical written language. It's what you read and write all the time, in newspapers and novels, in textbooks and in emails (and on Shmoop!). It has no form, the line breaks don't matter, and there's no rhythm. It's the opposite of poetry, which has form, meaningful line breaks and (sometimes) regular rhythms. 
· Who wants prose when you could have poetry? Amen, Anne.
· Since writing is so often a metaphor for sex in this poem, Anne seems to be saying that she and Shakespeare have better sex in their second best bed than the guests do in the best bed. Take that, haters!
Lines 12-14
[…] My living laughing love –
I hold him in the casket of my widow's head
as he held me upon that next best bed.
· We know from the epigraph of the poem that Shakespeare is dead when this poem is written – the fuss is over his will, after all. In these lines, though, Anne imagines him as if he's still alive. He's her "living laughing love."
· These lovely lines quickly become terribly sad because of the deathly words that follow: casket and widow. Still, even though her husband may be dead, her imagination keeps him alive.
· And guess what? More metaphors. Here, she compares her mind to that second best bed. She holds on to the memory of her "living laughing love" just as strongly as her husband held her (physically) while lying in bed. 
· While there have been a lot slant rhymes (close-but-no-cigar rhymes) and repeated sounds earlier in the poem, there is no formal rhyme scheme. Nothing rhymes perfectly – until these final two lines, that is. 
· In the last two lines of the poem, we have a wonderfully strong and dramatic rhyme of "head" with "bed." This final couplet provides a beautiful sense of closure to the poem. 
· Bonus fact: all of Shakespeare's sonnets end with a strong full rhyme like this one. Is Anne referencing her husband's sonnets here? Or has she become empowered over the course of the poem and wants to show off? That's up for debate. Either way, this poem goes out with a bang
Epigraph
'Item I gyve unto my wife my second best bed ...'
(from Shakespeare's will)
· The epigraph is the key to understanding this poem. It's actually a line from Shakespeare's will (how cool is that?). It turns out the only thing he has left for his wife is their second best bed. This may seem like a major insult (couldn't Shakespeare have left her some cash, or maybe even their best bed?), but the poem aims to change all that. 
Title
Anne Hathaway
· The title is pretty important in this poem: it tells us that Anne Hathaway, Shakespeare's wife, is the speaker. For more context on Anne Hathaway, check out our discussion in "In a Nutshell."
Summary 
The title of this poem is crucial because it lets us know that the poem is spoken by Shakespeare's wife, Anne Hathaway. The epigraph, then, is a little piece of history: it's from Shakespeare's will, and tells us that the only item that he left for his wife in his will was their "second best bed." Score.
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Anne Hathaway begins the poem by describing that second best bed mentioned the epigraph. She imagines that the bed is a "spinning world," filled with fanciful and beautiful things, like castles and clifftops. She describes Shakespeare's words as shooting stars, and then compares her and her husband's bodies to a whole bunch of poetic words like rhymes and echoes. And just to make it a little weirder, she tells us that she sometimes dreamed that he had written her, the same way he had written his plays. They had real romance and drama, though. 
Finally, to clear things up, Anne says that their guests slept in their best bed, while she and her husband used second best one. (How generous.) Now, her husband lives on in her memory: she holds him in her mind, the same way he held her on their second best bed. Aw

CONTENT
ANNE HATHAWAY is one of three poems here taken from THE WORLD’S WIFE. Anne Hathaway was Shakespeare’s wife. She was born at Shottery near Stratford-on-Avon in 1556 and died in 1623. Shakespeare had married Anne, who was pregnant, when he was 18. They had three children together. Although she was seven years older than him, William Shakespeare died before her in 1616. In his will, despite being a man of considerable property, he specified that Anne was to receive only his “second best bed”. This has generally been perceived as a deliberate insult, a way of demonstrating that Shakespeare had been unhappy in the marriage.
In this sonnet, I am taking the opposite view of the instruction in Shakespeare’s will, and imagining that the second best bed was a place of passionate love and delight. On a simple level, the poem is a tribute to Shakespeare and in particular his sonnets. Although the poem is “in the voice” of Anne Hathaway, it also draws on my own experience of sexual and romantic love. The woman in the sonnet is recalling the joys of lovemaking, which took place in the “next best” bed when her husband was alive. The poem asserts the timelessness of great love- how even death can’t erase the living memory of love.
FORM
ANNE HATHAWAY is in sonnet form- fourteen lines, using regular metre and a more relaxed rhyme scheme than a strict Shakesperean sonnet- sometimes assonance (“world/words”; “kisses/seas”), sometimes no rhyme, and a full rhyme in the closing couplet (“head/bed”). There is occasional use of alliteration (“living, laughing, love”) or buried rhymes (“taste/best”; “dozed/prose”) which is intended to suggest the random touching of lovemaking- the words, as it were, touching each other within the poem! The sonnet form, or a variation of it, is one I like to use when wriiting love poems or elegies- ie poems with a universal theme. The sonnet reminds me of a prayer- something short and easy to memorise.
LANGUAGE
Obviously the language here is not Elizabethan, it is the language of now, so the “Anne Hathaway” of my poem is a more contemporary woman than the real Anne Hathaway. I have tried to keep the language of the poem sensual- “pearls, stars, kisses, lips, softer, assonance, touch, romance, scent, taste.” In the sonnet, the woman compares her lover’s lovemaking to the art of writing or poetry. Her body is “a softer rhyme” to his body; her body is an ”echo” or assonance” to his. Literary or linguistic terms become sexual acts- so the lover’s hand on an erotic part of her body is “a verb dancing in the centre of a noun”. She imagines he has “written” her- perhaps it is as his beloved that she feels most full alive? In the “best bed”, commonly then as now given to the visitors, their guests are described as “dribbling their prose”- that is to say, the guests are not experiencing the superior poetry of the lovemaking in the second best bed. In one way, the whole poems is a metaphor comparing love and poetic creativity. Anne’s memories of their love are held in “the casket” of her “widow’s head”- more alive than the ashes of a dead body in a cremation urn or casket














City Johannesburg - Mongane Wally Serote

This way I salute you:
My hand pulses to my back trousers pocket
Or into my inner jacket pocket
For my pass, my life,
Jo'burg City.
My hand like a starved snake rears my pockets
For my thin, ever lean wallet,
While my stomach groans a friendly smile to hunger,
Jo'burg City.
My stomach also devours coppers and papers
Don't you know?
Jo'burg City, I salute you;
When I run out, or roar in a bus to you,
I leave behind me, my love,
My comic houses and people, my dongas and my ever whirling dust,
My death
That's so related to me as a wink to the eye.
Jo'burg City
I travel on your black and white and roboted roads
Through your thick iron breath that you inhale
At six in the morning and exhale from five noon.
Jo'burg City
That is the time when I come to you,
When your neon flowers flaunt from your electrical wind,
That is the time when I leave you,
When your neon flowers flaunt their way through the falling darkness
On your cement trees.
And as I go back, to my love,
My dongas, my dust, my people, my death,
Where death lurks in the dark like a blade in the flesh,
I can feel your roots, anchoring your might, my feebleness
In my flesh, in my mind, in my blood,
And everything about you says it, That, that is all you need of me.
Jo'burg City, Johannesburg,
Listen when I tell you,
There is no fun, nothing, in it,
When you leave the women and men with such frozen expressions,
Expressions that have tears like furrows of soil erosion,
Jo'burg City, you are dry like death,
Jo'burg City, Johannesburg, Jo'burg City.
Analysis of the metaphorical language in “City Johannesburg”
The title of the poem could be seen as the central Tenor, metaphorically specified by a number of underlying vehicle and/or metaphorical constructions, which all serve to illustrate the ambiguous relationship the lyrical subject has with the city Johannesburg. The title may also suggest a central Vehicle referring to the conditions black people were subjected to during the apartheid era. In other words, as a central Tenor in the poem the title refers to the city only, but as a Vehicle, the title alludes to a deeper meaning that characterizes the oppressive nature of apartheid. Regardless of the reading one would prefer, “City Johannesburg” is about Johannesburg during the apartheid era and the lyrical subject vividly describes how s/he experiences the city in this era of ethnic oppression.
Line 1 introduces the lyrical subject’s purpose in the poem by stating “This way I salute you”. This, then, is a poem that pays a form of tribute to Johannesburg (the personification of Johannesburg as “you”) as if the city is remarkable in some way and is deserving of praise. However, the irony of this salutation is immediately overshadowed by lines 2 to 4 when the speaker states “My hand pulses to my back trousers pocket/Or into my inner jacket pocket/For my pass, my life,”. We realise that the Tenor in this metaphorical construction “My hand” and the verbal focus “pulses” constitute a metaphorical construction because it is language that has been deliberately made different. However, the objects “my pass” and “my life” are related to the subject and main verb because the connective word “Or” and the linking word “For” in lines 3 and 4 respectively extend the construction past line 2. So, to understand the hidden metaphor included in these lines we can read line 4 as, “My hand pulses for my pass [and] my life”. The objects “my pass, my life” are linked to the subject “My hand” by the verbal focus “pulses”. So, because of our understanding and knowledge of the world, we know that this constitutes an extended metaphorical construction as it is illogical and impossible for one’s hand to “pulse” for one’s pass and/or life. In addition, the verbal focus “pulses” makes one think of a heartbeat – or more specifically an indication of life, as we are considered “alive” as long as we have a pulse rate. One’s heart beats faster when one is nervous or threatened in some way and the lyrical subject beautifully expresses the nervous condition caused by and attributed to black people having to carry passes during the apartheid era. The reading that “City Johannesburg” is a central Vehicle in the text is plausible here as this city is responsible for creating a nervous condition within the lyrical subject.
Other metaphors are presented in the poem that further highlight black people’s physical and psychological conditions of being removed from their homes in the countryside and sent to work in the cities. Johannesburg is then an example of one of these cities where blacks were foced to work (in the mines for instance). Lines 20 to 27 are noteworthy because the lyrical subject describes his/her experience of traveling to and from work:
20 Through your thick iron breath that you inhale
21 At six in the morning and exhale from five noon.
22 Jo’burg City.
23 That is the time when I come to you,
24 When your neon flowers flaunt from your electrical wind,
25 That is the time when I leave you,
26 When your neon flowers flaunt their way through the falling darkness
27 On your cement trees.
The city is described as a cold, lifeless entity ironically personified and given “natural” attributes. For example, the adjectival and verbal foci in line 20:
20 Through your thick iron breath that you inhale
Nom. focus Adj. focus Nom. focus Verbal focus
(Implying Jo’burg City)
(Vehicle)
The underlying tenor vehicle relation in this construction could be read then as “Jo’burg City inhales an iron breath”. Furthermore, in the construction in line 24, “When your neon flowers flaunt from your electrical wind,” the metaphor is used to personify the cityscape using natural phenomena such as flowers and the wind. The irony here is that cities usually lack these forms of natural phenomena and it is as if the speaker wishes to foreground the man-made features of Johannesburg’s urban landscape. To illustrate, the adjectival focus “neon” qualifies “flowers” and is also figurative because “neon” is usually associated with things like lights and not flowers. As “neon flowers” is the thing which is being possessed by the possessive pronoun “your” (Jo’burg City), we can also say that the adjectival phrase “neon flowers” qualifies the subject/Tenor “Jo’burg City”. The adjectival focus “electrical” qualifies “wind” and is also used figuratively. The word “electrical” is usually associated with man-made features that require electricity for functioning. In line 24, “wind” is used metaphorically because “wind” is a natural phenomenon. The effect of this personification of the city serves primarily to drive the global Tenor-Vehicle relationship and highlights the inescapable relationship the lyrical subject has with the city, irrespective of how cruel the city may be.
The global Tenor-Vehicle relationship is used to embed metaphorical constructions that illustrate an ironic relationship to a city which is without life and meaning for the speaker. Line 40 is exemplary and the lyrical subject exclaims:
40 Jo’burg City, you are dry like death,
(Nom. Focus Adj. Focus Nom. Focus)
This metaphorical construction equates “Jo’burg City” with death by means of the vehicle “dry”. Johannesburg, then, is a city which is empty of water (suggesting nourishment and/or life) and so lifeless; a place where the lyrical subject starves.
In conclusion, the metaphors in the poem combine with the global metaphorical construction to conjure up images of suffering, oppression, and as Johannesburg is known is known for its riches attributed to gold mining, the way it is described in this poem portrays the “feebleness/In [the] flesh, in [the] mind, [and] in [the] blood.” (lines 31 – 32) experienced by migrant workers during apartheid. As a global Tenor “City Johannesburg” describes how this is a place where the lyrical subject has to live, yet despises. And as a global Vehicle, “City Johannesburg” offers us a glimpse of the irony of being alive was like during the apartheid era.

























To Whom it may Concern 
by 
Sipho Sepamla                

 Bearer 
Bare of everything but particulars 
Is a Bantu 
The language of a people in Southern Africa 
He seeks to proceed from here to there 
Please pass him on 
Subject to these particulars 
He lives 
Subject to the provisions 
Of the Urban Act of 1925 
Amended often 
To update it to his sophistication 
Subject to the provisions of the said Act 
He may roam freely within a prescribed area 
Free only from the anxiety of conscription 
In terms of the Abolition of Passes Act 
A latter-day amendment 
In keeping with the moon-age naming 
Bearer's designation is Reference number 417181 
And (he) acquires a niche in the said area 
As a temporary sojourner 
To which he must betake himself 
At all times 
When his services are dispensed with for the day 
As a permanent measure of law and order 
Please note 
The remains of R/N 417181 
Will be laid to rest in peace 
On a plot 
Set aside for Methodist Xhosas 
A measure also adopted 
At the express request of the Bantu 
In anticipation of any faction fight 
Before the Day of Judgement.














In detention-Chris van Wyk

He fell from the ninth floor
He hanged himself
He slipped on a piece of soap while washing
He hanged himself
He slipped on a piece of soap while washing
He fell from the ninth floor
He hanged himself while washing
He slipped from the ninth floor
He hung from the ninth floor
He slipped on the ninth floor while washing
He fell from a piece of soap while slipping
He hung from the ninth floor
He washed from the ninth floor while slipping
He hung from a piece of soap while washing.

Author biography and socio-political setting

Van Wyk was born in 1957 and lived for a few years in Johannesburg’s Newclare area (adjacent to Sophiatown) before his family relocated to Riverlea, a mainly working-class ‘coloured’ suburb. He published poems in the literary magazine Staffrider (an outlet for many black writers after 1976), and his collection of poetry It’s Time to Go Home (1979) won the Olive Schreiner award in 1980. Since then he has widened the scope of his writing to include children’s books, short stories and, more recently, two very well-received memoirs (autobiographies) — the best-selling Shirley, Goodness and Mercy (2005), and Eggs to Lay, Chickens to Hatch (2010). He was strongly influenced by political events (particularly the Soweto uprising of 1976), and this is reflected in his writing.

Content

The title immediately places the poem in apartheid South Africa, and comments indirectly on the number of deaths in detention of political activists during these years (at least 67 people died in detention).

The poet’s intention

In order to expose and attack a horrifying practice, Van Wyk uses the kind of explanations typically offered by the security police for deaths in detention in South Africa. During the apartheid era, laws were passed which allowed the security police to detain people indefinitely without having to give any reason. Many people were tortured, some committed suicide, and some (like Steve Biko) died at the hands of their interrogators (those who were questioning them).

Structure

The basic technique used in this poem is repetition and variation. By taking this to ridiculous extremes, the poet pours scorn on the shallow ‘explanations’ offered by the security police for deaths in detention. One of these was the claim that the detainee ‘fell’ out of a high window. The poem explores the likelihood of the three standard explanations of that time being true: (1) the detainee ‘fell’ from a ninth-floor window; (2) the detainee ‘slipped on a bar of soap while washing’ (in the shower); and (3) the detainee ‘hanged himself’.

All these ‘explanations’ point to a grim reality: at least 67 detainees died while in the custody of the security police — and the explanations offered often bordered on the ridiculous. How could someone accidentally ‘fall’ from a ninth-story window? How could someone ‘slip’ on a bar of soap while washing, and die as a result? How likely is it that someone would ‘hang himself’?

Lines 1, 2 and 13

Throughout the poem the poet experiments or ‘plays around’ with these standard ‘explanations’, in order to reveal how absurd (senseless) they were. Look, for example, at what happens to the opening statement (line 1), and at the way this becomes mixed up with the other explanations, until we have the ridiculous and impossible ‘He washed from the ninth floor while slipping’ (line 13). In the last line, ‘he hanged himself’ (line 2) becomes ‘He hung from a piece of soap while washing’!

The writer’s comments are indirect, because he never actually tells us what he thinks of detention without trial. It is left to the reader to conclude that it was a cruel and inhuman practice, and that the explanations offered by the security police were often cynical (in someone’s own selfish interest) in the extreme. In this way the poem makes a very powerful protest at this gross violation of human rights.

Because the poet bases the poem on the words used by the security police themselves, it is also an example of satire. (Satire is defined in your glossary as ‘harsh or critical mockery’ which is intended to ‘show up an evil or a vice’.)
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