
Into The West, sung by Annie Lennox (http://video.aol.com/video-detail/into-the-west/54712483)

Lay down

Your sweet and weary head

Night is falling

You’ve come to journey's end

Sleep now

And dream of the ones who came before

They are calling

From across the distant shore

Why do you weep?

What are these tears upon your face?

Soon you will see

All of your fears will pass away

Safe in my arms

You're only sleeping

What can you see

On the horizon?

Why do the white gulls call?

Across the sea

A pale moon rises
The ships have come to carry you home
And all will turn

To silver glass

A light on the water

All souls pass

Hope fades

Into the world of night

Through shadows falling

Out of memory and time

Don't say: We have come now to the end

White shores are calling

You and I will meet again

And you'll be here in my arms

Just sleeping

[Chorus]

And all will turn

To silver glass

A light on the water

Grey ships pass
Into the West

Into the West: http://www.thelandofshadow.com/mordorgate/darkdownloads/movies/movie13.htm 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bilbo's_Last_Song Bilbo's Last Song is a poem by J. R. R. Tolkien. It was given by Tolkien as a gift to his secretary Joy Hill in 1966. After Tolkien's death in 1973 Hill showed the poem to Donald Swann, who liked the poem so much that he set it to music and included it in the second edition of The Road Goes Ever On in 1978. The poem was also illustrated by Pauline Baynes, and published as a poster in 1974. In 1990 the text was finally published in book form, reillustrated by Baynes.

The poem is sung by Bilbo Baggins at the Grey Havens, as he is about to leave Middle-earth forever. Chronologically this places it at the very end of The Return of the King, the last book of The Lord of the Rings, although it was written later than the books and was never included in them.

The song is included in the BBC Radio 4 adaptation of The Lord of the Rings (1981), with music by Stephen Oliver. The first verse is chanted by John Le Mesurier as Bilbo, the second omitted, and the third sung by a boy soprano. (All three verses are sung on the soundtrack recording.)

There is no direct reference to the song in Peter Jackson's The Lord of the Rings: The Return of the King (2003). The film's distributor, New Line Cinema, was not licensed to use the poem as it is a separate work from The Lord of the Rings and Christopher Tolkien, son of the author and his literary executor refused to license it as he steadfastly refused to have anything to do with the movies. The movie's closing credits are accompanied by the original song "Into the West", sung by Annie Lennox, meant to have similar emotional resonance. In addition, composer Howard Shore wrote an original composition for choir and orchestra called "Bilbo's Song", which can be heard at the end of the Extended Edition DVD Fan Credits.

http://www.geocities.com/magpie930/SOURCE_SONGS/ROTK/SSbilbos_song.htm
This beautiful and haunting piece is the last piece heard on the ROTK EE DVD Fan Credits... making it the 'last' piece of ROTK movie music. Doug Adams has identified this song, sung by a children's choir, as Bilbo's Song. I don't know what it's original purpose was. The only attachment to Bilbo we can give it as ROTK (the movie) stands today is for the ride to the Grey Havens. If you start this track when we see the wagon leaving Bag End... it ends just as Bilbo, Elrond, Galadriel and Celeborn get on the boat at the Grey Havens.

 

Douglas Adams has since stated that this music was written specifically for the ROTK Fan Credits and was never intended to be used in the film. Yes, (Howard Shore) wrote that beautiful, beautiful theme… it’s the absolutely final variation on the Shire material and it could turn a stone-hearted cynic into a poet. I remember getting a call from London during the ROTK DVD recording sessions. They had a few questions for me regarding fan scroll music, and mentioned at the time, “Oh, Howard wrote one more song for the boys.” I was shocked, because he wasn’t in the practice of writing new pieces for the credits. “He just felt like he should.” How great is that?

 

…I found a soundtrack friend, Gwen Lloyd, was more determined. She emailed David Salo and asked if he knew, or had an opinion of what these lyrics could be. He listened and thought that, although it was difficult to make out the sung words, it seemed to be a Sindarin translation of the song that starts, "I sit beside the fire and think of all that I have seen." He then provided a Sindarin translation (his?) and a translation back into English. Gwen took a listen and emailed me immediately. She thought this was it, and I agree. I don't know for sure if this is Mr. Salo's translation, or if this is the one used by the movie. But it sounds pretty close to me. I would be surprised, for multiple reasons, if they had used a translation not provided by Mr. Salo.

 

When it came time to create a web page for the song, I needed a title. When I hadn't known the movie name for a Tolkien piece, I would go to the song index at the back of ROTK and use the title used there. Of course, I knew the movie called it "Bilbo's Song" but I wanted to use the Tolkien name as well. I searched in index of first lines, found the page number, then went to the title index and looked for a poem entry that had that page number. I found it. The name.... Bilbo's Song.

 

I had never thought to look in this index to see if a song was called Bilbo's Song in the book. I'm pretty familiar with the songs themselves (I have the Swann versions) but don't often look at the names. Even if this song had been on our radar, I still couldn't have translated it. So I'm so grateful for Gwen's tenacity and Mr. Salo's generosity. 

 

Sung by The London Oratory School Schola.

Elements of Poetry

Imagery

Imagery...the representation to the imagination through language of sense experience…visual, sound, smell, taste, touch, tactile (cold/hot), and internal (hunger, nausea).  

~

Seamus Heaney, The Forge (1969)
All I know is a door into the dark.

Outside, old axles and iron hoops rusting;

Inside, the hammered anvil's short-pitched ring,

The unpredictable fantail of sparks

Or hiss when a new shoe toughens in water.


5
The anvil must be somewhere in the centre,

Horned as a unicorn, at one end square,

Set there immoveable: an altar

Where he expends himself in shape and music.

Sometimes, leather-aproned, hairs in his nose,

10
He leans out on the jamb, recalls a clatter

Of hoofs where traffic is flashing in rows;

Then grunts and goes in, with a slam and a flick

To beat real iron out, to work the bellows.

~

1. What does the speaker mean by “All I know is a door into the dark” in line 1?

2. How does the speaker summarize the life of a blacksmith? 

3. What lines best explain the attitude of the blacksmith?

 Elements of Poetry

Imagery

Seamus Heaney, Digging (1966)
From Death of the Naturalist (1966)

~
Between my finger and my thumb

The squat pen rests; as snug as a gun.

Under my window a clean rasping sound

When the spade sinks into gravelly ground:

My father, digging. I look down




5
Till his straining rump among the flowerbeds

Bends low, comes up twenty years away

Stooping in rhythm through potato drills

Where he was digging.

The coarse boot nestled on the lug, the shaft


10
Against the inside knee was levered firmly.

He rooted out tall tops, buried the bright edge deep

To scatter new potatoes that we picked

Loving their cool hardness in our hands.

By God, the old man could handle a spade,


15
Just like his old man.

My grandfather could cut more turf in a day

Than any other man on Toner's bog.

Once I carried him milk in a bottle

Corked sloppily with paper. He straightened up

20
To drink it, then fell to right away

Nicking and slicing neatly, heaving sods

Over his shoulder, digging down and down

For the good turf. Digging.

The cold smell of potato mold, the squelch and slap

25
Of soggy peat, the curt cuts of an edge

Through living roots awaken in my head.

But I've no spade to follow men like them.

Between my finger and my thumb

The squat pen rests.





30
I'll dig with it. 
~
1. Which sensory experiences does Heaney draw up in this poem? Highlight the words he uses to create the images.
2. What other devices does Heaney use to concentrate and organize his poem?
Seamus Heaney

Life and background

Seamus Heaney was born in 1939 on a farm called Mossbawn in Co. Derry. His father was a farmer and cattle dealer. He did well in school and went on to receive a degree in English Language and Literature from Queen's University, Belfast, becoming interested in poets such as Ted Hughes, Patrick Kavanagh and Robert Frost, whose work was rooted in their native backgrounds.

Declining an offer to do further study at Oxford, Heaney trained instead as a teacher and took up a teaching post in Belfast, while still pursuing his writing. Following the success of his early work, he was appointed lecturer in English at Queen's University, at a time when The Troubles in the North were gaining momentum.

A year lecturing at the University of California saw Heaney embracing a freer form of poetry. Shortly afterwards, finding the situation in Northern Ireland increasingly difficult, he resigned his position at Queen's and moved with his wife and their children, first to Wicklow and later to Sandymount in Dublin, where he still lives. He received the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1995, reinforcing his reputation as one of Ireland's finest and best-loved poets.

Commentary

Heaney was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature "for works of lyrical beauty and ethical depth, which exalt everyday miracles and the living past."

His writing is very much rooted in his Irishness, celebrating native, traditional skills, exploring Ireland's past and identity and trying to find language and imagery with which to speak of Northern Ireland's troubled past and ambiguous present.

Many of his themes, however, are more universal and deal with the development of self, the nature of love and death, the creative process and the importance of the poetic imagination.

Throughout his work, Heaney often returns to aspects of his childhood, honouring the traditional skills and customs that surrounded him growing up. In The Forge, the craft of the blacksmith is portrayed as something mythical, sacred and "immovable". The work of the smith, carried on in the darkness of the forge, acts as a metaphor for the creative process itself, mysterious to outsiders and reliant upon moments of unexpected inspiration - "The unpredictable fantail of sparks".

Although Heaney has broken with these rural traditions by becoming a poet, he acknowledges a continuity between these crafts and his own. In The Harvest Bow, he sees his father's "throwaway love-knot of straw" as a work of art that illuminates and inspires. Despite the lack of communication that distances them, this shared creative impulse connects them.

He returns to the stability and contentment of his rural childhood at Mossbawn in Sunlight. The daily routines and simple domestic tasks of his aunt in her "floury apron" are imbued with a sense of warmth and security. But, as we learn in A Constable Calls, even the child soon internalises the fear and guilt of the community in which they live, in this case the community of Catholics living in a Unionist state.

If the child's observations are drawn to images of security in Sunlight, they become riveted to images of threat in A Constable Calls. The aunt's "floury apron" is replaced here with the policeman's intimidating uniform and the child's fear and inherited guilt are palpable as he imagines the legendary "black hole in the barracks", where his father might disappear for having made false returns.

Another folkloric dark hole appears in Bogland. To discourage the children from playing in the bog, the adults told them, "The wet centre is bottomless". For the adult Heaney, this image of the bog, with its infinite strata is suggestive of the Irish consciousness. The Irish identity, like the bog, is constituted by layers of mystery and memory and is shrouded in superstition and magic. The bog is the Irish version of the American Prairie but its frontiers draw one "inwards and downwards", in a "bottomless" excavation, each layer yielding secrets which tell us something new about ourselves.

This idea is reflected also in The Tollund Man, inspired by the preserved body of a prehistoric man, put to death as part of a sacrificial rite, which was discovered in a bog in Denmark. The discovery gives us insight into the customs and rituals of the past but, for Heaney, this body that the earth has yielded also becomes a symbol for the acts of violence that are part of the customs and rituals of present day Northern Ireland.

Heaney often draws on stories and legends of the past, allowing them to shed new light on things. In St. Kevin and the Blackbird and in Lightenings VIII, he blurs the lines between reality and illusion and challenges our ideas about life.

In St. Kevin and the Blackbird he takes the stereotypical image of the saint, engaged in an act of extreme piety, and humorously explores the nature of mysticism and the interdependence of all life. Through a light-hearted adaptation of a story from the 'Annals of Clonmacnoise', he challenges our ideas about what is mundane and what is "marvellous" in Lightenings VIII.

This impetus to see things in a new way is reiterated in Field of Vision, where the woman in the wheelchair represents a way of seeing the world which results in things losing their banality and becoming "more distinctly strange".

Frequently, Heaney takes those things which are most familiar in his life and examines them in a way which makes them more strange in this way. He explores his relationship with his wife, from its tension-filled and yet exciting beginnings in Twice Shy through its rough times in Valediction to its place as something at once familiar yet startlingly new in The Skunk. In this last poem, Heaney makes the unusual comparison between his wife, engaged in a "tail-up hunt in a bottom drawer", and a skunk. The image, surprisingly, takes on sensuous, appealing and erotic qualities as the senses are treated to an array of smells, sights and sounds, all celebrating the primitive nature of sex and demonstrating how the familiar can be exciting when, perhaps, we alter our "field of vision".

Detailed notes on three of Seamus Heaney's poems are available on the following webpages:

    * A Constable Calls

    * The Skunk

    * Field of Vision 
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Thomas Hardy, The Darkling Thrush, Dec. 31, 1900
I leant upon a coppice gate

When Frost was spectre-gray,

And Winter's dregs made desolate

The weakening eye of day.

The tangled bine-stems scored the sky

5
Like strings of broken lyres,

And all mankind that haunted nigh

Had sought their household fires.

The land's sharp features seemed to be

The Century's corpse outleant,


10
His crypt the cloudy canopy,

The wind his death-lament.

The ancient pulse of germ and birth

Was shrunken hard and dry,

And every spirit upon earth


15
Seemed fervorless as I.

At once a voice arose among

The bleak twigs overhead

In a full-hearted evensong

Of joy illimited;




20
An aged thrush, frail, gaunt, and small

In blast-beruffled plume,

Had chosen thus to fling his soul

Upon the growing gloom.

So little cause for carolings


25
Of such ecstatic sound

Was written on terrestrial things

Afar or nigh around,

That I could think there trembled through

His happy good-night air



30
Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew

And I was unaware.

~

1. What is Hardy’s motivation for writing this poem?

2. How is the poem organized? How is the language concentrated?
Elements of Poetry

Imagery

"Ozymandias" was written in December 1817 during a writing contest, and first published in Leigh Hunt's Examiner of January 11, 1818. Percy Shelley apparently wrote this sonnet in competition with his friend Horace Smith, as Smith published a sonnet a month after Shelley's, in the same magazine, which takes the same subject, tells the same story, and makes the same moral point. It was originally published under the same title as Shelley's verse. (wikipedia.org/wiki/Ozymandias)
Which poem is more effective, and why?

P. B. Shelley

Ozymandias of Egypt

I MET a traveller from an antique land

Who said:—Two vast and trunkless legs of stone

Stand in the desert. Near them on the sand,

Half sunk, a shatter'd visage lies, whose frown

And wrinkled lip and sneer of cold command
         

5

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read

Which yet survive, stamp'd on these lifeless things,

The hand that mock'd them and the heart that fed.

And on the pedestal these words appear:

"My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:
  

10

Look on my works, ye mighty, and despair!"

Nothing beside remains: round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare,

The lone and level sands stretch far away.

Horace Smith
Ozymandias of Egypt

In Egypt's sandy silence, all alone,
Stands a gigantic Leg, which far off throws
The only shadow that the Desert knows:
"I am great OZYMANDIAS," saith the stone,
"The King of Kings; this mighty City shows


5
"The wonders of my hand." The City's gone,
Nought but the Leg remaining to disclose
The site of this forgotten Babylon.
We wonder, and some Hunter may express
Wonder like ours, when thro' the wilderness


10
Where London stood, holding the Wolf in chace,
He meets some fragments huge, and stops to guess
What powerful but unrecorded race
Once dwelt in that annihilated place.
JRR Tolkien, I Sit and Think





I sit beside the fire 


  and think of all that I have seen,


of meadow-flowers and butterflies 


  in summers that have been;


Of yellow leaves and gossamer


  in autumns that there were,


with morning mist and silver sun 


  and wind upon my hair.


I sit beside the fire


  and think of how the world will be


when winter comes without a spring  


  that I shall ever see.





For still there are so many things 


  that I have never seen:


in every wood in every spring 


  there is a different green.


I sit beside the fire 


  and think of people long ago,


and people who will see a world 


  that I shall never know.


But all the while I sit and think 


of times there were before,


I listen for returning feet  


  and voices at the door.





JRR. Tolkien, Bilbo's Last Song





Day is ended, dim my eyes,


but journey long before me lies.


Farewell, friends! I hear the call.


The ship's beside the stony wall.


Foam is white and waves are grey;


beyond the sunset leads my way.


Foam is salt, the wind is free;


I hear the rising of the Sea.





Farewell, friends! The sails are set,


the wind is east, the moorings fret.


Shadows long before me lie,


beneath the ever-bending sky,


but islands lie behind the Sun


that I shall raise ere all is done;


lands there are to west of West,


where night is quiet and sleep is rest.





Guided by the Lonely Star,


beyond the utmost harbour-bar,


I'll find the heavens fair and free,


and beaches of the Starlit Sea.


Ship, my ship! I seek the West,


and fields and mountains ever blest.


Farewell to Middle-earth at last.


I see the Star above my mast!








