That time of year thou mayst in me behold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.
In me thou seest the twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west,
Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest.
In me thou see'st the glowing of such fire
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,
As the death-bed whereon it must expire
Consumed with that which it was nourish'd by.
This thou perceivest, which makes thy love more strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.




That time/ of year/ thou mayst/ in me /behold   		Iambic pentameter
When yell/ow leaves/, or none/, or few/, do hang
Upon/ those boughs/ which shake/ against the cold,
Bare ruin/'d choirs/, where late/ the sweet/ birds sang.
In me/ thou seest/ the twi/light of such day
As af/ter sun/set fad/eth in/ the west,
Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest.
In me thou see'st the glowing of such fire
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,
As the death-bed whereon it must expire
Consumed with that which it was nourish'd by.
This thou perceivest, which makes thy love more strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.



O, well for the fisherman's boy, 
That he shouts with his sister at play! 
O, well for the sailor lad, 
That he sings in his boat on the bay! 


O, well/ for the fish/erman's boy, 	lines 1 and 3 –Iambic monometer and Anapestic dimeter
That he shouts/ with his sis/ter at play! 		lines 2 and 4 Anapestic trimeter
O, well/ for the sail/or lad, 
That he sings/ in his boat/ on the bay! 





Lives of great men all remind us     
We can make our lives sublime,  
And, departing, leave behind us    
Footprints on the sands of time;     

Footprints, that perhaps another,    
Sailing o'er life's solemn main,   
A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,   
 Seeing, shall take heart again.


[bookmark: 25]Lives of/ great men/ all re/mind us    	Lines 1 and 3 Trochaic tetrameter
[bookmark: 26] We can/ make our/ lives sub/lime, 	
[bookmark: 27] And, de/parting, /leave be/hind us    	Lines 2 and 4 Trochaic trimeter 1 extra stress 
[bookmark: 28]Footprints/ on the/ sands of/ time;     

[bookmark: 29]Footprints/, that per/haps an/other,   
[bookmark: 30] Sailing/ o'er life's /solemn/ main,  
[bookmark: 31] A for/lorn and/ shipwrecked/ brother,    
Seeing/, shall take/ heart a/gain.



Just for a handful of silver he left us,
  Just for a ribbon] to stick in his coat—
Found the one gift of which fortune bereft us,
  Lost all the others she lets us devote;


Just for a/ handful of/ silver he/ left us,		Dactylic trimeter  with a trochee at the end
  Just for a/ ribbon[4] to/ stick in his/ coat—
Found the one/ gift of which/ fortune be/reft us,
  Lost all the/ others she/ lets us de/vote;





