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    The king sits in Dumferling toune,

1

Drinking the blude-reid wine:

    "O whar will I get guid sailor,

   
To sail this schip of mine?"
    Up and spak an eldern knicht,


5
 
Sat at the kings richt kne:

   "Sir Patrick Spence is the best sailor


That sails upon the se."
   The king has written a braid letter,

And signd it wi his hand,

10
   And sent it to Sir Patrick Spence,


Was walking on the sand.

   The first line that Sir Patrick red,


A loud lauch lauched he;
   The next line that Sir Patrick red,

15

The teir blinded his ee.

   "O wha is this has don this deid,

This ill deid don to me,

    To send me out this time o' the yeir,

To sail upon the se!


20
   "Mak hast, mak haste, my mirry men all,


Our guid schip sails the morne:"

   "O say na sae, my master deir,


For I feir a deadlie storme.

   "Late late yestreen I saw the new moone,
25

Wi the auld moone in hir arme,

   And I feir, I feir, my deir master,


That we will cum to harme."

   O our Scots nobles wer richt laith

To weet their cork-heild schoone;
30

   Bot lang owre a' the play wer playd,

Thair hats they swam aboone.
   O lang, lang may their ladies sit,


Wi thair fans into their hand,

   Or eir they se Sir Patrick Spence

35

Cum sailing to the land.

  O lang, lang may the ladies stand,


Wi thair gold kems in their hair,
  Waiting for thair ain deir lords,


For they'll se thame na mair.

40
   Haf owre, haf owre to Aberdour,

It's fiftie fadom deip,

   And thair lies guid Sir Patrick Spence,


Wi the Scots lords at his feit.
Notes










1 Thomas Percy obtained the poem from two manuscript copies from Scotland. There are eighteen versions, some of them fragments, and some more detailed, and in one group the voyage is to Norway, either to take the Scottish king's daughter there or to bring back the king of Norway's daughter. Owing to the discourtesy of certain Norwegians, Sir Patrick leaves abruptly and is wrecked on the return voyage. A possible historical basis is the marriage of Margaret, daughter of Alexander III of Scotland, to Eric of Norway in 1281, when many of her escort were drowned on their way home, or the death of Margaret's daughter, "the Maid of Norway," while she was being brought back to Scotland in 1290 to succeed her grandfather, who died in 1286. But there is insufficient evidence of the connection of the ballad with any historical events; and Sir Patrick Spens himself has never been identified.

Dumferling: Dumferline, a town in Fife, on the Firth of Forth. It is early a favourite residence of the Scottish kings.

9] a braid letter: a full, long letter.

14] lauch: laugh.

19] Percy cites a law of James III of Scotland, forbidding ships to be freighted out of the realm with staple goods between October 28 and February 2.

25] This saying is still quite common in Scotland; it is a popular belief that to see the crescent moon with the remainder of the disk faintly illuminated by reflected light from the earth is a sign of storm. Child suggests that the ill-omen was the sight of the new moon late yestreen.

29] Loath to wet their cork-heeled shoes.

31] Long before the whole game was over.

32] Their hats were floating on the water; they were in over their heads.

38] kems: combs.

41] half over to Aberdour, half-way from Norway to Aberdour. There are two villages of Aberdour on the east coast of Scotland, one in Aberdeenshire, the other in Fife on the north shore of the Firth of Forth. Either may be meant.

John Simpson, who spent his childhood in Aberdour, Fife, writes that "it was folklore that the ship sank in "Mortimers Deep," the narrow channel on the north side of Inchcolm island. This would put the ship on a course to make port at St. 

Davids or Inverkeithing, the landings for Dunfermline, about 5 miles inland" (personal communication, April 9, 2001).

Original Text: 

Thomas Percy, Reliques of Ancient English Poetry (London: J. Dodsley, 1763).

Publication Start Year: 

1763
Text and notes: http://rpo.library.utoronto.ca/poems/sir-patrick-spence 

Robert Burns: "A Red, Red Rose"

O my Luve is like a red, red rose

   That’s newly sprung in June;

O my Luve is like the melody

   That’s sweetly played in tune.

So fair art thou, my bonnie lass,


5
   So deep in luve am I;

And I will luve thee still, my dear,

   Till a’ the seas gang dry.

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear,

   And the rocks melt wi’ the sun;

10
I will love thee still, my dear,

   While the sands o’ life shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only luve!

   And fare thee weel awhile!

And I will come again, my luve,


15
   Though it were ten thousand mile.

Carol Ann Duffy: Sung

Now only words in a rhyme,

no more than a name

on a stone,

and that well overgrown –

MAR-       -ORIS—;

and wind through a ruined croft,

the door an appalled mouth,

the window's eye put out;

hours and wishes and trysts

less than the shadows of clouds on grass,

ghosts that did dance, did dance…

and those who would gladly die for love lang deid-

a skull for a bonnie head-

and love itself a metaphor, rose, red.
from Addressing the Bard: Twelve contemporary poets respond to Robert Burns, edited by Douglas Gifford (Scottish Poetry Library, 2009)
William Shakespeare: Sonnet  18

"Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?"
Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate:

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,

And summer’s lease hath all too short a date;

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

5

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;

And every fair from fair sometime declines,

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

But thy eternal summer shall not fade,

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st;

10
Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his shade,

When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st:

   So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

  So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.
Carol Ann Duffy: Anne Hathaway
· 

Poem
‘Item I gyve unto my wief my second best bed…’
(from Shakespeare’s will)

The bed we loved in was a spinning world

of forests, castles, torchlight, cliff-tops, seas

where he would dive for pearls. My lover’s words

were shooting stars which fell to earth as kisses

on these lips; my body now a softer rhyme

to his, now echo, assonance; his touch

a verb dancing in the centre of a noun.

Some nights I dreamed he’d written me, the bed

a page beneath his writer’s hands. Romance

and drama played by touch, by scent, by taste.

In the other bed, the best, our guests dozed on,

dribbling their prose. My living laughing love – 

I hold him in the casket of my widow’s head

as he held me upon that next best bed.

Texts: Poetry Foundation and Scottish Poetry Library websites 
John Keats: Ode on a Grecian Urn 

1
Thou still unravish'd bride of quietness,
    

Thou foster-child of silence and slow time,


Sylvan historian, who canst thus express

     

A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:

5
What leaf-fring'd legend haunts about thy shape

     

Of deities or mortals, or of both,

7          
     In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?
     
What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?



What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?

10      
 
     What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?


Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard



 Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;


Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear'd,

     

 Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:

15
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave



 Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;


          
      Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss,


Though winning near the goal yet, do not grieve;

     

 She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,

20      
                For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair!


Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed

      

Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;


And, happy melodist, unwearied,

      

For ever piping songs for ever new;

25
More happy love! more happy, happy love!

      

For ever warm and still to be enjoy'd,

           
     For ever panting, and for ever young;


All breathing human passion far above,

      

That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy'd,

30           
     A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.


Who are these coming to the sacrifice?

      

To what green altar, O mysterious priest,


Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,

      

And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?

35
What little town by river or sea shore,

      

Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,

           
    Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn?


And, little town, thy streets for evermore

      

Will silent be; and not a soul to tell

40           
    Why thou art desolate, can e'er return.

41
O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede
     

Of marble men and maidens overwrought,


With forest branches and the trodden weed;

44      

Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought
45
As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral!

      

When old age shall this generation waste,

           
    Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe


Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,

49      

"Beauty is truth, truth beauty,--that is all
50           
    Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know."
Notes

1] No Greek vase has been found which corresponds to Keats's description; it is supposed to be based rather on his general recollection of various works of Greek art as found in the British Museum and as depicted in engravings.

7] Tempe: a valley in Thessaly famous for its beauty.

Arcady: Arcadia, a district of the Peloponnesus, a pastoral country; associated with pastoral poetry.

41] brede: a variant of "braid," an interweaving.

44] tease us out of thought: draw us out beyond the limits of thought. This phrase occurs also in Keats's Epistle to Reynolds, written in March 1818: "Things cannot to the will/Be settled, but they tease us out of thought."

49] Beauty and truth are associated several times in Keats's letters: "What the imagination seizes as Beauty must be truth" (Nov. 22, 1817); ". . . in close relationship of Beauty and Truth" (Dec. 21, 1817); "I can never feel certain of a truth but from a clear perception of its Beauty" (Dec. 31, 1818). When the poem was first published in Annals of the Fine Arts, the last two lines were without quotation marks. In Lamia, etc., "Beauty is truth, truth beauty" was set in quotation marks as words of the urn, the rest being comment by the poet. This reading has caused unnecessary grammatical confusion. Keats was ill when Lamia, etc., was being prepared for the press, and we do not know who introduced the limited quotation. Our text follows the example of the Riverside edition (Douglas Bush, ed.) in putting the last two lines in quotation marks.

Original Text: 

Annals of the Fine Arts, 15 (Dec. (?) 1819). Reprinted with minor changes in John Keats, Lamia, Isabella, The Eve of St. Agnes, and Other Poems (1820). Facs. edn.: Scolar Press, 1970. PR 4830 E20AB Fisher Rare Book Library (Toronto).

Publication Start Year: 

1820
Text and notes: http://rpo.library.utoronto.ca/poems/ode-grecian-urn
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