
Swell me a bowl with lusty wine,

Till I may see the plump Lyaeus swim

    Above the brim;

I drink as I would write,

In flowing measure, filled with flame and sprite.  

— Ben Jonson
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So we’ll go no more a-roving 

     So late into the night,

Though the heart be still as loving,

     And the moon be still as bright.

For the sword outwears its sheath,

     And the soul wears out the breast,

And the heart must pause to breathe,

     And Love itself have rest.

Though the night was made for loving,

     And the day returns too soon,

Yet we’ll go no more a-roving

     By the light of the moon. 

— George Gordon, Lord Byron
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The Emperor of Ice-Cream

Call the roller of big cigars, 

The muscular one, and bid him whip 

In kitchen cups concupiscent curds. 

Let the wenches dawdle in such dress 

As they are used to wear, and let the boys 

Bring flowers in last month’s newspapers. 

Let be be finale of seem. 

The only emperor is the emperor of ice-cream. 

Take from the dresser of deal, 

Lacking the three glass knobs, that sheet 

On which she embroidered fantails once 

And spread it so as to cover her face. 

If her horny feet protrude, they come 

To show how cold she is, and dumb. 

Let the lamp affix its beam 

The only emperor is the emperor of ice-cream.

— Wallace Stevens 
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Introduction to Poetry

I ask them to take a poem

and hold it up to the light

like a color slide

or press an ear against its hive.

I say drop a mouse into a poem

and watch him probe his way out,

or walk inside the poem’s room

and feel the walls for a light switch.

I want them to water-ski

across the surface of a poem

waving at the author’s name on the shore.

But all they want to do

is tie the poem to a chair with rope

and torture a confession out of it.

They begin beating it with a hose

to find out what it really means. 

— Billy Collins
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