‘Lycidas’ (1637) by John Milton

Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more,
Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never sere,

I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude,
And with forced fingers rude

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year.
Bitter constraint, and sad occasion dear,
Compels me to disturb your season due;

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime,
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer.

(Bush, 1966, p.141)



‘Felix Randal’ (between 1876 and 1889) by Gerard Manley Hopkins

Felix Randal the farrier, O is he dead then? my duty all ended,

Who have watched his mould of man, big-boned and hardy-handsome
Pining, pining, till time when reason rambled in it and some

Fatal four disorders, fleshed there, all contended?

(Gardner, 1953, p.47)





