Old English/Anglo-Saxon Period

Years: 449-1066

Content:  

-strong belief in fate 

-juxtaposition of church and pagan worlds 

-admiration of heroic warriors who prevail in battle 

-express religious faith and give moral instruction through literature     

Style/Genres: 

-oral tradition of  literature 

-poetry dominant genre 

-unique verse form 

caesura 

alliteration 

repetition 

4 beat rhythm 

Effect: 

-Christianity helps literacy to spread 

- introduces Roman alphabet to Britain 

-oral tradition helps unite diverse peoples and their myths

Historical Context: 

-life centered around ancestral tribes or clans that ruled themselves 

-at first the people were warriors from invading outlying areas: Angles, Saxons, Jutes, and  Danes 

-later they were agricultural 

Key Literature/Authors: 

-Beowulf 

-Bede 

-Exeter Book 
“Get Up and Bar the Door”

(traditional ballad)

It fell about the Martinmas time,

And a gay time it was then,

When our goodwife got puddings to make,

And she ’s boil’d them in the pan.

The wind sae cauld blew south and north,

And blew into the floor;

Quoth our goodman to our goodwife,

‘Gae out and bar the door.’

‘My hand is in my hussyskap,

Goodman, as ye may see,

An’ it shou’dna be barr’d this hundred year,

It ’s no be barr’d for me.’

They made a paction ’tween them twa,

They made it firm and sure,

That the first word whae’er shou’d speak,

Shou’d rise and bar the door.

Then by there came two gentlemen,

At twelve o’ clock at night,

And they could neither see house nor hall,

Nor coal nor candle-light.

‘Now whether is this a rich man’s house,

Or whether is it a poor?’

But ne’er a word wad ane o’ them speak,

For barring of the door.

And first they ate the white puddings,

And then they ate the black.

Tho’ muckle thought the goodwife to hersel’

Yet ne’er a word she spake.

Then said the one unto the other,

‘Here, man, tak ye my knife;

Do ye tak aff the auld man’s beard,

And I’ll kiss the goodwife.’

‘But there ’s nae water in the house,

And what shall we do than?’

‘What ails ye at the pudding-broo,

That boils into the pan?’

O up then started our goodman,

An angry man was he:

‘Will ye kiss my wife before my e’en,

And sca’d me wi’ pudding-bree?’

Then up and started our goodwife,

Gied three skips on the floor:

‘Goodman, you’ve spoken the foremost word,

Get up and bar the door.’

Middle English Period

(The Medieval Period)

Years:  1066-1485

Content: 

-plays that instruct the illiterate masses in morals and religion 

-chivalric code of honor

romances 

-religious devotion

Style/Genres: 

-oral tradition continues 

-folk ballads 

-mystery and miracle plays 

-morality plays 

-stock epithets 

-kennings      

frame stories

moral tales 

Effect: 

-church instructs its people through the morality and miracle plays 

-an illiterate population is able to hear and see the literature 

Historical Context: 

-Crusades bring the development of a money economy for the first time in Britain 

-trading increases dramatically as a result of the Crusades 

-William the Conqueror crowned king in 1066 

-Henry III crowned king in 1154 brings a judicial system, royal courts, juries, and chivalry to Britain 

Key Literature/Authors: 

-Domesday Book 

-L’Morte de Arthur 

-Geoffrey Chaucer 

Canterbury Tales Synopsis
On an April day, a group of medieval pilgrims set out on a pilgrimage from London to Canterbury to pay their respects to the tomb of Saint Thomas Becket at Canterbury Cathedral. The group is described in detail, with characters from all classes, upper and lower, represented. Religious characters, such as a monk and a pardoner, travel alongside a sailor, miller, carpenter, and a knight, among others. When the group stops for the night, the host of the pilgrimage proposes that they all tell stories to each other along the way. The pilgrims agree to tell four stories each, two on the way to Canterbury, and two on the way back. The person who tells the best story, as determined by the host, will have his way paid by the rest of the group. The tale-telling begins with the knight and proceeds as the pilgrims near Canterbury, each person telling a story that reflects their social position, and some telling stories which are intended to make fun of others in the group. No winner is chosen by the host in the end, and only a few of the pilgrims have told their tales by the time the story ends because Chaucer died before he could finish it. He originally intended to write 124 tales but died with only completing 24. Chaucer begins the work with a retraction apologising for anything in the stories which may have been inappropriate.

The Renaissance

Years: 1485-1660

Content: 

-world view shifts from religion and after life to one stressing the human life on earth 

-popular theme: development of human potential 

-popular theme: many aspects of love explored 

unrequited love 

constant love 

timeless love 

courtly love 

love subject to change 

Style/Genres: 

-poetry 

sonnet 

-drama 

written in verse 

supported by royalty 

tragedies, comedies, histories 

-metaphysical poetry 

elaborate and unexpected metaphors called conceits 

Effect:   

-commoners welcomed at some play productions (like ones at the Globe) while conservatives try to close the theaters on grounds that they promote brazen behaviors 

-not all middle-class embrace the metaphysical poets and their abstract conceits 

Historical Context: 

-War of Roses ends in 1485 and political stability arrives 

-Printing press helps stabilize English as a language and allows more people to read a variety of literature 

-Economy changes from farm-based to one of international trade 

Key Literature/Authors:
-William Shakespeare, Christopher Marlowe

-Cavalier Poets - Ben Jonson, Robert Herrick

-Metaphysical Poets -  Andrew Marvell, John Donne, George Herbert

“Sonnet 30”
Edmund Spencer

My love is like to ice, and I to fire:

how comes it then that this her cold so great

is not dissolv'd through my so hot desire,

but harder grows, the more I her entreat?

Or how comes it that my exceeding heat

is not delayed by her heart frozen cold,

but that I burn much more in boiling sweat,

and feel my flames augmented manifold?

What more miraculous thing may be told

that fire, which all thing melts, should harden ice:

and ice which is congealed with senseless cold,

should kindle fire by wonderful device?

Such is the pow'r of love in gentle mind

that it can alter all the course of kind.

“Sonnet 130” 
William Shakespeare

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun; 

Coral is far more red than her lips' red; 

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 

I have seen roses damask'd, red and white, 

But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 

And in some perfumes is there more delight 

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound; 

I grant I never saw a goddess go; 

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 

As any she belied with false compare
“Holy Sonnet #10”

John Donne

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee 

Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so; 

For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow 

Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me. 

From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be, 

Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow, 

And soonest our best men with thee do go, 

Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery. 

Thou art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men, 

And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell, 

And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well 

And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then? 

One short sleep past, we wake eternally, 

And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die
“The Passionate Shepherd to His Love” 

Christopher Marlowe 

COME live with me and be my Love,   

And we will all the pleasures prove   

That hills and valleys, dale and field,   

And all the craggy mountains yield.   

There will we sit upon the rocks          5 

And see the shepherds feed their flocks,   

By shallow rivers, to whose falls   

Melodious birds sing madrigals.   

There will I make thee beds of roses   

And a thousand fragrant posies,   10 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle   

Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle.   

A gown made of the finest wool   

Which from our pretty lambs we pull,   

Fair linèd slippers for the cold,   15 

With buckles of the purest gold.   

A belt of straw and ivy buds   

With coral clasps and amber studs:   

And if these pleasures may thee move,   

Come live with me and be my Love.   20 

Thy silver dishes for thy meat   

As precious as the gods do eat,   

Shall on an ivory table be   

Prepared each day for thee and me.   

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing   25 

For thy delight each May-morning:   

If these delights thy mind may move,   

Then live with me and be my Love.   

“The Nymph's Reply to the Shepherd” 

Sir Walter Raleigh

If all the world and love were young,

And truth in every shepherd's tongue,

These pretty pleasures might me move

To live with thee and be thy love.

Time drives the flocks from field to fold

When rivers rage and rocks grow cold,

And Philomel becometh dumb;

The rest complains of cares to come.

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields

To wayward winter reckoning yields;

A honey tongue, a heart of gall,

Is fancy's spring, but sorrow's fall,

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses,

Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies

Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten--

In folly ripe, in reason rotten.

Thy belt of straw and ivy buds,

Thy coral claps and somber studs,

All these in me no means can move

To come to thee and be thy love.

But could youth last and love still breed,

Had joys no date nor age no need,

Then these delights my mind might move

To live with thee and be thy love.

“THE FLEA”
John Donne

MARK but this flea, and mark in this,

How little that which thou deniest me is ;

It suck'd me first, and now sucks thee, 

And in this flea our two bloods mingled be.

Thou know'st that this cannot be said

A sin, nor shame, nor loss of maidenhead ;

    Yet this enjoys before it woo,

    And pamper'd swells with one blood made of two ;

    And this, alas ! is more than we would do.

O stay, three lives in one flea spare,

Where we almost, yea, more than married are.

This flea is you and I, and this

Our marriage bed, and marriage temple is.

Though parents grudge, and you, we're met,

And cloister'd in these living walls of jet.

    Though use make you apt to kill me,

    Let not to that self-murder added be,

    And sacrilege, three sins in killing three.

Cruel and sudden, hast thou since

Purpled thy nail in blood of innocence?

Wherein could this flea guilty be,

Except in that drop which it suck'd from thee?

Yet thou triumph'st, and say'st that thou

Find'st not thyself nor me the weaker now.

'Tis true ; then learn how false fears be ;

Just so much honour, when thou yield'st to me,

Will waste, as this flea's death took life from thee.

“A VALEDICTION FORBIDDING MOURNING “
John Donne

AS virtuous men pass mildly away,  

    And whisper to their souls to go,  

Whilst some of their sad friends do say, 

    "Now his breath goes," and some say, "No."                      

So let us melt, and make no noise,                                        

    No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move ; 

'Twere profanation of our joys  

    To tell the laity our love.  

Moving of th' earth brings harms and fears ; 

    Men reckon what it did, and meant ;                              

But trepidation of the spheres,  

    Though greater far, is innocent.  

Dull sublunary lovers' love  

    —Whose soul is sense—cannot admit  

Of absence, 'cause it doth remove                                     

    The thing which elemented it.  

But we by a love so much refined, 

    That ourselves know not what it is,  

Inter-assurèd of the mind,  

    Care less, eyes, lips and hands to miss.                           

Our two souls therefore, which are one,  

    Though I must go, endure not yet  

A breach, but an expansion,  

    Like gold to aery thinness beat.  

If they be two, they are two so                                          

    As stiff twin compasses are two ;  

Thy soul, the fix'd foot, makes no show  

    To move, but doth, if th' other do.  

And though it in the centre sit,  

    Yet, when the other far doth roam,                                

It leans, and hearkens after it,  

    And grows erect, as that comes home.  

Such wilt thou be to me, who must, 

    Like th' other foot, obliquely run ; 

Thy firmness makes my circle just,                                    

    And makes me end where I begun.  
“Easter Wings” 

George Herbert

Lord, who createdst man in wealth and store,

   Though foolishly he lost the same,

      Decaying more and more,

        Till he became

           Most poore:

           With  thee

        Oh let me rise

   As larks, harmoniously,

  And sing this day  thy victories:

Then shall the fall further the flight in me.

My  tender  age  in  sorrow   did   beginne:

   And still with sicknesses and shame

      Thou  didst  so  punish  sinne,

         That  I  became

           Most thinne.

           With  thee

        Let me combine

      And feel this day thy victorie:

   For,  if  I  imp  my  wing  on  thine

Affliction shall  advance the  flight in  me.

“To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time”     

Robert Herrick  

 Gather ye rosebuds while ye may,

   Old Time is still a-flying;

And this same flower that smiles today

   Tomorrow will be dying.

The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun, 

   The higher he's a-getting,

The sooner will his race be run,

   And nearer he's to setting.

That age is best which is the first,

   When youth and blood are warmer;

But being spent, the worse, and worst

   Times still succeed the former. 

Then be not coy, but use your time,

   And while ye may, go marry;

For having lost but once your prime,

   You may forever tarry.

Neoclassical Period

(The Restoration)

Years: 1660-1798

Content: 

-emphasis on reason and logic 

-stresses harmony, stability, wisdom 

-Locke: a social contract exists between the government and the people. The government governs guaranteeing “natural rights” of life, liberty, and property 

Style/Genres: 

-satire:  uses irony and exaggeration to poke fun at human faults  and foolishness in order to

correct human behavior 

-poetry 

-essays 

-letters, diaries, biographies 

-novels 

Effect:

-emphasis on the individual 

-belief that man is basically evil 

-approach to life: “the world as it should be” 

Historical Context: 

-50% of the men are functionally literate (a dramatic rise) 

-Fenced enclosures of land cause demise of traditional village life 
-Factories begin to spring up as industrial revolution begins 

-Impoverished masses begin to grow as farming life declines and factories build 

-Coffee houses—where educated men spend evenings with literary and political associates 

Key Literature/Authors:

Alexander Pope, Daniel Defoe, Jonathan Swift, Samuel Johnson, John Bunyan   

Romanticism

Years:  1798 – 1832

Content:

-human knowledge consists of impressions and ideas formed in the  individual’s mind    

-introduction of gothic  elements and terror/horror stories and novels  

-in nature one can find comfort and peace that the man-made urbanized towns and factory environments  cannot offer 

Style/Genres: 

-poetry 

           
lyrical ballads 

Effects: 

-evil attributed to society not to human nature  

-human beings are basically good

-movement of protest: a desire for personal freedom

 -children seen as hapless victims of  poverty and exploitation 

Historical Context: 

-Napoleon rises to power in France and opposes England militarily and economically 

-gas lamps developed 

-Tory philosophy that government should NOT interfere with private enterprise

-middle class gains representation in the British parliament

-Railroads begin to run 

Key Literature/Authors: 
Novelists: Jane Austen, Mary Shelley 
Poets: Robert Burns, William Blake, William Wordsworth, Samuel Taylor Coleridge, Lord Byron, Percy Shelley, John Keats, 

“The Lamb”     

William Blake  

Little lamb, who made thee?

Dost thou know who made thee,

Gave thee life, and bid thee feed

By the stream and o'er the mead;

Gave thee clothing of delight,

Softest clothing, woolly, bright;

Gave thee such a tender voice,

Making all the vales rejoice? 

    Little lamb, who made thee? 

    Dost thou know who made thee?

    Little lamb, I'll tell thee;

    Little lamb, I'll tell thee:

He is called by thy name,

For He calls Himself a Lamb.

He is meek, and He is mild,

He became a little child.

I a child, and thou a lamb,

We are called by His name. 

    Little lamb, God bless thee! 

    Little lamb, God bless thee!

“The Tyger”     

William Blake  

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies

Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?

What the hand, dare sieze the fire?

And what shoulder, & what art,

Could twist the sinews of thy heart?

And when thy heart began to beat,

What dread hand? & what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain?

In what furnace was thy brain?

What the anvil? what dread grasp

Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears,

And water'd heaven with their tears,

Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

“The World is Too Much With Us”

William Wordsworth  

The world is too much with us; late and soon,

Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers;

Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!

This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;

The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers,

For this, for everything, we are out of tune;

It moves us not.--Great God!  I'd rather be

A pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;

Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathèd horn.

“Ozymandias”     

Percy Bysshe Shelley  

I met a traveller from an antique land

Who said: "Two vast and trunkless legs of stone

Stand in the desert . . . Near them, on the sand,

Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,

And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read

Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,

The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed:

And on the pedestal these words appear:

'My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!'

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare

The lone and level sands stretch far away."

“Bright Star”     

John Keats  

Bright star! would I were steadfast as thou art--

   Not in lone splendour 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 mask

   Of snow upon the mountains and the moors--

No--yet still steadfast, still unchangeable,

   Pillow'd upon my fair love's ripening breast,

To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,

   Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,

And so live ever--or else swoon to death.
“The Sick Rose” 
William Blake

O Rose, thou art sick!

The invisible worm

That flies in the night,

In the howling storm,

Has found out thy bed

Of crimson joy,

And his dark secret love

Does thy life destroy.

Victorian Period

Years:  1832-1900

  Content:

-conflict between those in power and the common masses of laborers and the poor

-shocking life of sweatshops and urban poor is highlighted in literature to insist on reform

-country versus city life

-sexual discretion (or lack of it)  

-strained coincidences

-romantic triangles

-heroines in physical danger

-aristocratic villains

-misdirected letters

-bigamous marriages 

Genres/Styles:
-novel becomes popular for first time; mass produced for the first time
-bildungsroman: “coming of age”
-political novels

-detective novels: (Sherlock Holmes)

            serialized novels
-elegies 

-poetry: easier to understand  

-dramatic monologues

-drama: comedies of manners

-magazines offer stories to the masses

Effect:

-literature begins to reach the masses 

Historical Context:

-paper becomes cheap; magazines and novels cheap to mass produce  

-unprecedented growth of industry and business in Britain

-unparalleled dominance of  nations, economies and trade abroad 

Key Literature/Authors:

Charles Dickens, Thomas Hardy , Rudyard Kipling, Robert Louis Stevenson, George Eliot, Oscar Wilde,  Alfred Lord Tennyson, Darwin, Charlotte Bronte, Robert Browning 

“How Do I Love Thee?” (Sonnet 43)     

Elizabeth Barrett Browning  

How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height

My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight

For the ends of being and ideal grace.

I love thee to the level of every day's

Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.

I love thee freely, as men strive for right.

I love thee purely, as they turn from praise.

I love thee with the passion put to use

In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith.

I love thee with a love I seemed to lose

With my lost saints. I love thee with the breath,

Smiles, tears, of all my life; and, if God choose,

I shall but love thee better after death.

“Break, Break, Break”     

Lord Alfred Tennyson  

Break, break, break,

    On thy cold gray stones, O sea!

And I would that my tongue could utter

    The thoughts that arise in me.

O, well for the fisherman's boy,

    That he shouts with his sister at play!

O, well for the sailor lad,

    That he sings in his boat on the bay!

And the stately ships go on

    To their haven under the hill;

But O for the touch of a vanished hand,

    And the sound of a voice that is still!

Break, break, break,

    At the foot of thy crags, O sea!

But the tender grace of a day that is dead

    Will never come back to me.

“The Eagle”     

Lord Alfred Tennyson  

He clasps the crag with crooked hands;

Close to the sun in lonely lands,

Ringed with the azure world, he stands. 

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;

He watches from his mountain walls, 

And like a thunderbolt he falls.
Modern/Post Modern Period of Literature

Years: 1900-1980

Content:

-lonely individual fighting to find peace and comfort in a world that has lost its absolute values and traditions  

-man is nothing except what he makes of himself  -a belief in situational ethics—no absolute values. Decisions are based on the situation one is involved in at the moment  

-mixing of fantasy with nonfiction; blurs lines of reality for reader 

-loss of the hero in literature

-destruction made possible by technology 

Genres/Styles: 

 -poetry: free verse

 -epiphanies begin to appear in literature  

 -speeches  

 -memoir  

 -novels  
-stream of consciousness 

-detached, unemotional, humorless

-present tense

-magic realism     

Effect:

-an approach to life: “Seize life for the moment and get all you can out of it.” 

Historical Context: 

-British Empire loses 1 million soldiers to World War I 

-Winston Churchill leads Britain through WW II, and the Germans bomb England directly 

-British colonies  demand independence 

Key Literature/Authors:

James Joyce, Joseph Conrad, D.H. Lawrence,  Graham Greene, Dylan Thomas, Nadine Gordimer,  George Orwell, William Butler Yeats, Bernard Shaw

“The Man He Killed”
Thomas Hardy  

   "Had he and I but met

   By some old ancient inn,

We should have sat us down to wet

   Right many a nipperkin!

   "But ranged as infantry,

   And staring face to face,

I shot at him as he at me,

   And killed him in his place.

   "I shot him dead because--

   Because he was my foe,

Just so: my foe of course he was;

   That's clear enough; although

   "He thought he'd 'list, perhaps,

   Off-hand like--just as I--

Was out of work--had sold his traps--

   No other reason why.

   "Yes; quaint and curious war is!

   You shoot a fellow down

You'd treat if met where any bar is,

   Or help to half-a-crown."

“Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night”     

Dylan Thomas  

Do not go gentle into that good night,

Old age should burn and rave at close of day;

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,

Because their words had forked no lightning they

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright

Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,

And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight

Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

And you, my father, there on the sad height,

Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.  

“Leda and the Swan”
W. B. Yeats  

A sudden blow: the great wings beating still

Above the staggering girl, her thighs caressed

By the dark webs, her nape caught in his bill,

He holds her helpless breast upon his breast.

How can those terrified vague fingers push

The feathered glory from her loosening thighs?

And how can body, laid in that white rush,

But feel the strange heart beating where it lies?

A shudder in the loins engenders there

The broken wall, the burning roof and tower

And Agamemnon dead.

                    Being so caught up,

So mastered by the brute blood of the air,

Did she put on his knowledge with his power

Before the indifferent beak could let her drop?

“Terence, This is Stupid Stuff”
By A. E. Housman

 "Terence, this is stupid stuff:

You eat your victuals fast enough;

There can't be much amiss, 'tis clear,

To see the rate you drink your beer.

But oh, good Lord, the verse you make,

It gives a chap the belly-ache.

The cow, the old cow, she is dead;

It sleeps well, the horned head:

We poor lads, 'tis our turn now

To hear such tunes as killed the cow.

Pretty friendship 'tis to rhyme

Your friends to death before their time

Moping melancholy mad:

Come, pipe a tune to dance to, lad."

 Why, if 'tis dancing you would be

There's brisker pipes than poetry.

Say, for what were hop-yards meant,

Or why was Burton built on Trent?

Oh, many a peer of England brews

Livelier liquor than the Muse,

And malt does more than Milton can

To justify God's ways to man.

Ale, man, ale's the stuff to drink

For fellows whom it hurts to think:

Look into the pewter pot

To see the world as the world's not.

And faith, 'tis pleasant till 'tis past:

The mischief is that 'twill not last.

Oh I have been to Ludlow fair

And left my necktie god knows where,

And carried half-way home, or near,

Pints and quarts of Ludlow beer:

Then the world seemed none so bad,

And I myself a sterling lad;

And down in lovely muck I've lain,

Happy till I woke again.

Then I saw the morning sky:

Heigho, the tale was all a lie;

The world, it was the old world yet,

I was I, my things were wet,

And nothing now remained to do

But begin the game anew.

 Therefore, since the world has still

Much good, but much less good than ill,

And while the sun and moon endure

Luck's a chance, but trouble's sure,

I'd face it as a wise man would,

And train for ill and not for good.

'Tis true, the stuff I bring for sale

Is not so brisk a brew as ale:

Out of a stem that scored the hand

I wrung it in a weary land.

But take it: if the smack is sour,

The better for the embittered hour;

It should do good to heart and head

When your soul is in my soul's stead;

And I will friend you, if I may,

In the dark and cloudy day.

 There was a king reigned in the East:

There, when kings will sit to feast,

They get their fill before they think

With poisoned meat and poisoned drink.

He gathered all that springs to birth

From the many-venomed earth;

First a little, thence to more,

He sampled all her killing store;

And easy, smiling, seasoned sound,

Sate the king when healths went round.

They put arsenic in his meat

And stared aghast to watch him eat;

They poured strychnine in his cup

And shook to see him drink it up:

They shook, they stared as white's their shirt:

Them it was their poison hurt


- I tell the tale that I heard told.

Mithridates, he died old.

Contemporary Period of Literature

(Post Modern Period Continued)

1980-Present
Content:
-concern with connections  between people  

-exploring interpretations of the past

-open-mindedness and  courage that comes from being an outsider

-escaping those ways of living that blind and dull the human spirit 

Genres/Styles:

 -all genres represented

 -fictional confessional/diaries  

 -50% of contemporary fiction is written in the first person  

-narratives: both fiction and nonfiction  
-emotion-provoking
-humorous irony

-storytelling emphasized

-autobiographical essays

-mixing of fantasy with nonfiction; blurs lines of reality for reader 

Effect: 

-too soon to tell 

Historical Context: 

-a world growing smaller due to ease of communications between societies 

-a world launching a new beginning of a century and a millennium 

-media culture interprets values and events for individuals 
somewhere i have never travelled,gladly beyond     

by E. E. Cummings  

 somewhere i have never travelled,gladly beyond

any experience,your eyes have their silence:

in your most frail gesture are things which enclose me,

or which i cannot touch because they are too near

your slightest look will easily unclose me

though i have closed myself as fingers,

you open always petal by petal myself as Spring opens

(touching skilfully,mysteriously)her first rose

or if your wish be to close me, i and

my life will shut very beautifully ,suddenly,

as when the heart of this flower imagines

the snow carefully everywhere descending;

nothing which we are to perceive in this world equals

the power of your intense fragility:whose texture

compels me with the color of its countries,

rendering death and forever with each breathing

(i do not know what it is about you that closes

and opens;only something in me understands

the voice of your eyes is deeper than all roses)

nobody,not even the rain,has such small hands

