POETIC VOCABULARY 

Nouns

array

babe

bane

billow

bliss

bower

brine

brow

chanticleer

charger

dale

foe/foeman

glebe

goblet

gore

grot

guile

ire

ken

maid

main

marge

mead

meed

might

morn

number

nuptials

poesy

quest

realm

scribe

sire

spouse

steed

swain

sward

thrall

tilth

troth

vale
victor 

weal

woe

yeoman

1.
Alas! by some degree of woe 

We every bliss must gain; 

The heart can ne'er a transport know 

That never feels a pain (Lord Lyttleton).
2. Wide o'er the foaming billows 

She cast a wistful look. (Gay)
3.
I cannot come; I must not come;

I dare not come to thee; 

On the eve of St. John I must wander alone:

In thy bower I may not be.’ —

“Now, out on thee, fainthearted knight!

Thou shouldst not say me nay;

For the eve is sweet, and when lovers meet 
Is worth the whole summer’s day  (Scott).
4. With thee, my bark, I'll swiftly go 

Athwart the foaming brine (Byron).
5.
His valiant peers were placed around, 
Their brows with roses and with myrtle bound (Dryden).
6.
Hill and dale, doth boast thy blessing (Milton).
7.

Within Love's foes, his greatest foes abide, 


Malice, Inconstancy and Pride (Cowley).
8. Their furrow off the stubborn glebe was broke (Gray).
9. The Ancram Moor is red with gore
For many a southron fell (Scott).
10. One morn I missed him on the custom'd hill (Gray).
11. Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow for old, unhappy, far-off things (Wordsworth).
12. That lady sat in mournful mood, Look'd over hill and vale (Scott).
13. My silks and fine array, 

My smiles and languish'd air,

By love are driv'n away; 

         And mournful lean Despair 

Brings me yew to deck my grave: 

Such end true lovers have (Blake). 

14.
O, good old man, how well in thee appears
The constant service of the antique world.
When service sweat for duty, not for meed!
Thou art not for the fashion of these times,

Where none will sweat but for promotion (Shakespeare)

Adjectives
(a)weary 

baleful 

beauteous 

bootless 
bosky

clamant

comely 

darksome 

dauntless

dire
dread

drear
fair
fond

forlorn

hallowed

hapless 

in-grate 

intrepid

jocund

joyless

lone

lovesome

lowly

murky

mute

quenchless

rapt

recreant

sequestered

stilly
sylvan

uncouth

wrathful

1.
What dire offence from amorous causes springs!

What mighty contests rise from trivial things! (Alexander Pope). 

2. 
Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 

Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain-tops (Shakespeare). 

3. 
The wing trails like a banner in defeat, 

No more to use the sky for ever but live with

famine and pain a few days. 

He is strong and pain is worse to the strong incapacity is worse.

■

No one but death the redeemer will humble that head, 

The intrepid readiness, the terrible eyes (Robinson Jeffers). 

4. 
Within the oyster's shell uncouth 

The purest pearl may hide, 

Trust me you'll find a heart of truth 

Within that rough inside (Osgood). 

5.
This hand, to tyrants ever sworn the foe, 

For Freedom only deals the deadly blow; 

Then sheathes in calm repose the vengeful blade, 

For gentle peace in Freedom's hallowed shade (John Quincy Adams).
6.
The Baron return’d in three days space,

And his looks were sad and sour;

And weary was his courser’s pace, 

As he reach’d his rocky tower (Scott).

7.
Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife,  
Their sober wishes never learn'd to stray; 
Along the cool sequester'd vale of life 
They kept the noiseless tenor of their way (Gray).
8.
She only said, 'The night is dreary,


He cometh not,' she said;


She said, 'I am aweary, aweary,


I would that I were dead!' (Tennyson)
Adverbs
amain 

anon 

erst 

full 

haply

hard by 
natheless

nigh

of yore/old

oft

right

scantly

scarce

sore

whilom

1. Haply some hoary-headed swain may say,
Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn 
Brushing with hasty steps the dews away 
To meet the sun upon the upland lawn (Gray).
2. Hard by, a cottage-chimney smokes (Milton).
3. It was near the ringing of matin-bell, 

The night was well nigh done.
When a heavy sleep on that Baron fell,
On the eve of good St. John (Scott).
4. Then also shall this emblematic pile,
By magic whilom fram’d to sympathise
With all the fortunes of this changeful isle…. (West).
Verbs
behold
brook 

cleave 

cumber 

deem 

fare   

hearken 

hie 

ken

list
methink 

obscure 

quaff 

quoth 

slay
smite 

sojorn 

speed 

tarry

trow 

vanquish

wax 

1.
The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem
For that sweet odour which doth in it live (Shakespeare).
2.  Behold her, single in the field…
Reaping and singing by herself;
 
Stop here, or gently pass!
(Wordsworth).
3. Oh! quickly string 

The harp I yet can brook to hear… (Byron).
4. Let not the dark thee cumber (Herrick).
5. Him have we seen the greenwood side along. 

While o'er the heath we hied (Gray).
6. And then methought it did appear a violet dropping dew (Byron).
7. Then changed, I trow, was that bold Baron's brow (Scott).
Pronouns
aught
naught
thou/thee 

thy/ thine 
ye
yonder/ yon
1. Tell me, thou star, whose wings of light 

Speed thee in thy fiery flight (Shelley).
2. I saw thee weep – the big bright tear

Came o’er that eye of blue (Byron).
3. Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn,
Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove,
Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn,
Or craz'd with care, or cross'd in hopeless love (Gray).
4. They love their land because it is their own,
And scorn to give aught other reason why; 
Would shake hands with a king upon his throne, 
And think it kindness to his Majesty (Fitz-Greene Halleck).
5. Sweet was the sound, when, oft at ev'ning' s close ,


Up yonder hill the village murmur rose. (Goldsmith)

Conjunctions
albeit                         ere
1. When in one night, ere glimpse of morn,

His shadowy flail hath threshed the corn… (Milton).
2. How should he love thee? or how deem thee wise,
  Who wouldst not leave him in his wandering
To seek for treasure in the jewelled skies,
  Albeit he soared with an undaunted wing! (E.A.Poe).
Prepositions
anent 
amidst/ amid

athwart 
betwixt

1.
After the flitting of the bats,


When thickest dark did trance the sky,


She drew her casement-curtain by,


And glanced athwart the glooming flats (Tennyson).
2. Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 

Through the sad heart of Ruth, when sick for home
She stood in tears amid the alien corn;

The same that oft-times hath

Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn (John Keats).
3. Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took, 
And each doth good turns now unto the other… (Shakespeare).
Interjections
Alas!
1.
Alas, away! away!” she cried,

“For the holy Virgin’s sake!” —

“Lady, I know who sleeps by thy side;

But, lady, he will not awake (Scott).
2.
Alas, poor Yorick! I knew him, Horatio: a fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy. He hath borne me on his back a thousand times, and now, how abhorred in my imagination it is! (Shakespeare).
