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VII.

OZYMANDTAS.
I met a travollur fruin an nntitfue Uml
Who fwiid : T- i v.i>*t mu\ triii.k)oH8 le^s of Htone

Stand ill tlie diHurt. Nojip them on tlie Band,

Ilulf sunk, a sliatttM- d visuj^'e lius, wIkmc frnwii

And wrinkled lip and aneur of c<dd ennnnand

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read

Which yet sin-vivu, (Ht.inip'd on those lifeless things),

The hiind tli.it HKick'd them and the heart tliat fed
;

And on tlie petlestal these words appear :

*' My natno is Ozyinandias, king of kings :

Look ini my works, ye Mighty, and despair I

'

Nothing beside reniainfe. Round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare,

Tlto lone and level sanda stretch far away.
—Shelle If.

{i) Describe fully and clearly, in your own worils, the ncene

presented in this poe:n.

(/() What are "these lifeless things" (1. 7)?

{-) Whoso liand is it "that mouk'd them "
(1. 8) ?

((0 WIk.so is " the heart that fed "
(1. 8) ?

(e) State in a single phrase the main iilea exnressed in the poem.

(/) What do the final two and a half lines contrihute to this main

idea ?

VIII.

Eoen in a ]nthtre, life mdtj be lireu wHl

!

Ho spake the imperial su'^e, purest of men,
Marcus Aiirelius. But the stifling den
Of common life, where crowded up pell-mell.

Our freedom ft'r a little bread we sell,

And drudge under some foolish master's ken
Who rates ua if we peer outside our pen

—

M itch'd with a palace, is not this a liell ?

Even in a pair re! On his truth sincere.

Who spake tliu.ie words, no shadow ever came ;

And when my ill-school'd spirit ia aflamu

8ome nnbler, ampler stage of life to win,

I'll stop and say : 'There were no succor here ' 1

The aids to noble life lie all within.
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