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Tasks:

I Choose one of the poems and copy it. Illustrate the poem.

II Answer the following questions in, all together, 250 words:

1. What is the poem about? (What is the subject? How does the author describe it? Which metaphors does he use?)

2. Why did you choose this poem?

3. What are your thoughts about youth and old age? (Would you like to stay young forever? Are you afraid of getting old? Which period of life do you consider the best?)

Poems:

1. 

	Growing Old

	by Matthew Arnold
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	What is it to grow old?
Is it to lose the glory of the form,
The lustre of the eye?                                (gleam, shine)
Is it for beauty to forego her wreath?        (give up)
Yes, but not for this alone.

Is it to feel our strength - 
Not our bloom only, but our strength -decay?
Is it to feel each limb
Grow stiffer, every function less exact,
Each nerve more weakly strung?

Yes, this, and more! but not,
Ah, 'tis not what in youth we dreamed 'twould be!
'Tis not to have our life
Mellowed and softened as with sunset-glow,        (smooth)
A golden day's decline!

'Tis not to see the world
As from a height, with rapt prophetic eyes,            (spellbound, gripped)
And heart profoundly stirred;                                  (moved)
And weep, and feel the fulness of the past,
The years that are no more!

It is to spend long days
And not once feel that we were ever young.
It is to add, immured                                                  (to imprison)
In the hot prison of the present, month
To month with weary pain.                                       (tired, exhausted)
It is to suffer this,
And feel but half, and feebly, what we feel:
Deep in our hidden heart
Festers the dull remembrance of a change,                (worsens, aggravates)
But no emotion -none.

It is -last stage of all - 
When we are frozen up within, and quite
The phantom of ourselves,
To hear the world applaud the hollow ghost
Which blamed the living man.


2.

Beautiful Old Age

By D H Lawrence

It ought to be lovely to be old

to be full of the peace that comes of experience

and wrinkled ripe fulfilment.

The wrinkled smile of completeness that follows a life

lived undaunted and unsoured with accepted lies

they would ripen like apples, and be scented like pippins

in their old age.

Soothing, old people should be, like apples

when one is tired of love.

Fragrant like yellowing leaves, and dim with the soft

stillness and satisfaction of autumn.

And a girl should say:

It must be wonderful to live and grow old.

Look at my mother, how rich and still she is! -

And a young man should think: By Jove

my father has faced all weathers, but it's been a life! 

3.

A Madrigal

By W.Shakespeare

Crabbed Age and Youth

Cannot live together:

Youth is full of pleasance,

Age is full of care;

Youth like summer morn,

Age like winter weather;

Youth like summer brave,

Age like winter bare:

Youth is full of sports,

Age's breath is short,

Youth is nimble, Age is lame:

Youth is hot and bold,

Age is weak and cold,

Youth is wild, and Age is tame:-

Age, I do abhor thee;

Youth, I do adore thee;

O! my Love, my Love is young!

Age, I do defy thee-

O sweet shepherd, hie thee,

For methinks thou stay'st too long. 

4.

When You are Old

By W.B.Yeats

When you are old and grey and full of sleep, 

And nodding by the fire, take down this book, 

And slowly read, and dream of the soft look 

	


Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep; 

How many loved your moments of glad grace, 

And loved your beauty with love false or true, 

But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you, 

And loved the sorrows of your changing face; 

And bending down beside the glowing bars, 

Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled 

And paced upon the mountains overhead 

And hid his face amid a crowd of stars. 

5.

The Human Seasons


By John Keats

Four Seasons fill the measure of the year;

There are four seasons in the mind of man:

He has his lusty Spring, when fancy clear     (vigorous, strong)

Takes in all beauty with an easy span:

He has his Summer, when luxuriously

Spring's honeyed cud of youthful thought he loves  

To ruminate, and by such dreaming high        (ponder, think over)
Is nearest unto Heaven: quiet coves           (bay)

His soul has in its Autumn, when his wings

He furleth close; contented so to look       (fluttering wings)

On mists in idleness—to let fair things

Pass by unheeded as a threshold brook:   (unnoticed; stream under the sand )

He has his Winter too of pale misfeature,     (abnormalities)

Or else he would forego his mortal nature.

6.

Youth and Age

By Vance Palmer

 Youth that rides the wildest horse, 

Youth that throws the deadliest steer,    (castrated bull)
Spending strength without remorse, 

Grappling with the ghosts of fear,    (struggle) 

Knows it only holds to-day 

All it freely flings away.   (toss)
Youth that rides a race with Death 

When the frightened cattle break, 

Living in the moment’s breath, 

Risking all for honour’s sake, 

Lightly knows it holds in fee    (absolute possession)
Life and immortality. 

Age that rides the spavined grey,   (old, ruined)

Age that seeks the safest track, 

Scenting perils by the way,    (dangers)
Dreaming of the journey back, 

Leaves behind it all the truth 

Known to the wild heart of youth. 

7.

old age sticks 

e e cummings
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8. 

Brown Penny

By W.B.Yeats

I whispered, 'I am too young,'
And then, 'I am old enough';
Wherefore I threw a penny
To find out if I might love.
'Go and love, go and love, young man,
If the lady be young and fair.'
Ah, penny, brown penny, brown penny,
I am looped in the loops of her hair.

O love is the crooked thing,
There is nobody wise enough
To find out all that is in it,
For he would be thinking of love
Till the stars had run away
And the shadows eaten the moon.
Ah, penny, brown penny, brown penny,
One cannot begin it too soon. 

