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Lecture Six: Scanning Exercises
Please read the following poems / parts of poems and scan their lines according to the rules of foot scansion. Shakespeare (the first four lines of his sonnet you will find scanned in my lecture outline) and Keats will pose no special problems if you know the rules and have a moderately good ear for language, but Yeats, especially in “Easter 1916,” is a different matter. Watch out for substitutions in his poems. Does metre suggest anything about the mood in which the poem was conceived? 
I will in time supply my own suggested scansion on seas3.elte.hu (course material), which you can then compare with yours. If necessary, I will make myself available for discussing metric problems. 

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer's lease hath all too short a date; 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimm’d, 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance or nature's changing course untrimmed: 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st, 
Nor shall Death brag thou wand’rest 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.
(Shakespeare, “Sonnet 18”)

Thou still unravished 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:

What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape

Of deities or mortals, or of both,

In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?

What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?

What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?

What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?
(From Keats, “Ode on a Grecian Urn”)

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. 

(From Yeats, “Sailing to Byzantium”)

I have met them at close of day

Coming with vivid faces

From counter or desk among grey

Eighteenth-century houses.
I have passed with a nod of the head

Or polite meaningless words,

Or have lingered awhile and said

Polite meaningless words,

And thought before I had done

Of a mocking tale or a gibe

To please a companion

Around the fire at the club,

Being certain that they and I

But lived where motley is worn:

All changed, changed utterly:

A terrible beauty is born.

(From Yeats, “Easter 1916”)
Now to the real challenge. The poem below is Tennyson’s “Attempts at Classic Metres in Quantity: ‘CLI Translations of Homer,’ ” the first two lines of which I scan. Complete the job. The poem is a distich and is about the unnaturalness of classic metres in English (they may be all right for the Germans). 
| ——   —— | ——u u|——  || —— |  ——    ——   |—— u  u |—— u |

These lame hexameters the strong-winged music of Homer!

|—— u  u| ——   ——| ——  ||  —— u  u |—— u u|—— |

No—but a most burlesque barbarous experiment.

When was a harsher sound ever heard, ye Muses, in England?

When did a frog coarser croak upon our Helicon?

Hexameters no worse than daring Germany gave us,

Barbarous experiment, barbarous hexameters!

