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The Greatest Poems & Carols for Christmas Time (Illustrated Edition) collects the intimate and communal celebrations of the yuletide spirit through the diverse lenses of some of the most venerable poets and writers in English literature. This anthology brings together the rich tapestry of Christmas traditions, emotions, and reflections, offering a range of literary styles from the solemn and the sacred to the festive and jubilant. It weaves together the historic and timeless sentiments that have surrounded the Christmas season, showcasing pieces that stand as pillars of literary heritage, while also providing insightful glimpses into the eras and personal philosophies of its authors. The contributing poets and authors, including figures like Robert Louis Stevenson, Emily Dickinson, and William Butler Yeats, represent a broad spectrum of the literary movements and cultural epochs spanning several centuries. From the romanticism of Wordsworth and Coleridge to the Victorian ideals of Dickens and the nuanced reflections of Hardy and Kipling, the collection forms a dialogue between generations of writers who have shaped and been shaped by their times. These authors, with their distinct voices, collectively contribute to the anthology's exploration of Christmas, weaving together themes of joy, nostalgia, celebration, and reflection. As a collection, The Greatest Poems & Carols for Christmas Time (Illustrated Edition) presents a remarkable opportunity for readers to immerse themselves in the wealth of emotions and thoughts that the holiday season inspires. It invites educators, students, and enthusiasts of literature and Christmas alike to explore the depths and breadths of yuletide through the words of some of the English language's most celebrated poets. This anthology not only educates but also enchants, providing a unique lens through which to view the holiday season and its myriad traditions, emotions, and meanings.
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In Daniel Defoe's Ultimate Collection, readers are presented with a treasure trove of adventure classics, pirate tales, and historical novels that showcase the author's unique literary style and keen sense of storytelling. Defoe's works are known for their vivid imagery, riveting plots, and engaging characters, making them stand out in the literary context of the 18th century. This collection also includes biographies, historical works, travel sketches, poems, and essays, all complemented with illustrations that bring the narratives to life. Defoe's versatile writing transcends genres, offering a diverse and immersive reading experience for fans of historical fiction and adventure tales.
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A WRITER'S DIARY by Virginia Woolf is a compelling collection of the author's diary entries spanning from 1918 to 1941. Written in a stream-of-consciousness style, the book captures Woolf's inner thoughts, musings, and struggles as a writer, providing a rare glimpse into her creative process and personal life. The entries discuss her opinions on literature, reflections on her own work, and intimate details of her daily routines. The literary context of the book showcases Woolf's unique perspective on the role of the writer in society, highlighting her experimentation with narrative form and her exploration of female subjectivity. Woolf's exquisite prose and keen observations make A WRITER'S DIARY a must-read for fans of modernist literature and aspiring writers alike. Virginia Woolf's own experiences as a novelist, essayist, and feminist thinker undoubtedly informed the depth and complexity of this insightful work, making it a valuable resource for understanding her artistic vision and legacy. I highly recommend A WRITER'S DIARY to anyone interested in delving into the mind of one of the most influential writers of the 20th century.
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In the 'BEATRIX POTTER Ultimate Collection - 22 Children's Books With Complete Original Illustrations', readers are transported to a whimsical world filled with beloved animal characters such as Peter Rabbit, Jemima Puddle-Duck, and Squirrel Nutkin. Beatrix Potter's charming tales are presented with vivid illustrations that captivate audiences of all ages. Potter's clear and simple writing style, coupled with her attention to detail in the illustrations, make her stories timeless classics in children's literature. The themes of friendship, nature, and adventure are prevalent throughout the collection, appealing to young readers and sparking their imagination. Beatrix Potter's works continue to engage and delight generations of readers worldwide, making her a renowned figure in children's literature. Her ability to bring anthropomorphic animals to life in her stories reflects her deep connection to the natural world and her passion for storytelling. Readers will find themselves drawn into a mesmerizing realm where animals speak, explore, and learn valuable life lessons. The 'BEATRIX POTTER Ultimate Collection' is highly recommended for readers of all ages who appreciate timeless tales filled with enchantment, humor, and heartwarming moments.
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In 'Excellent Women' by Various, the reader is taken on a journey through the lives of various women in different walks of life, showcasing their strengths and vulnerabilities. The book is written in a subtle yet insightful manner, offering a deep and thought-provoking look into the complexities of female characters. Set in mid-20th century England, the novel captures the societal norms and expectations of the time while simultaneously challenging them through the lens of its female protagonists. Various employs a distinct literary style, incorporating sharp wit and nuanced character development that keeps the reader engaged from beginning to end. The book is considered a classic in feminist literature, offering a unique perspective on the role of women in society. Written by multiple authors, 'Excellent Women' sheds light on the diverse experiences and emotions of women, making it a compelling read for those interested in gender studies and literature enthusiasts alike.
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    TO


    ORI A ORI




    Ori, my brother in the island mode,


    In every tongue and meaning much my friend,


    This story of your country and your clan,


    In your loved house, your too much honoured guest,


    I made in English. Take it, being done;


    And let me sign it with the name you gave.




    TERIITERA.
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    It fell in the days of old, as the men of Taiárapu tell,


    A youth went forth to the fishing, and fortune favoured him well.


    Támatéa his name: gullible, simple, and kind.


    Comely of countenance, nimble of body, empty of mind,


    His mother ruled him and loved him beyond the wont of a wife,


    Serving the lad for eyes and living herself in his life.


    Alone from the sea and the fishing came Támatéa the fair,


    Urging his boat to the beach, and the mother awaited him there.


    — “Long may you live!” said she. “Your fishing has sped to a wish.


    And now let us choose for the king the fairest of all your fish.


    For fear inhabits the palace and grudging grows in the land,


    Marked is the sluggardly foot and marked the niggardly hand,


    The hours and the miles are counted, the tributes numbered and weighed,


    And woe to him that comes short, and woe to him that delayed!”




    So spoke on the beach the mother, and counselled the wiser thing.


    For Rahéro stirred in the country and secretly mined the king.


    Nor were the signals wanting of how the leaven wrought,


    In the cords of obedience loosed and the tributes grudgingly brought.


    And when last to the temple of Oro the boat with the victim sped,


    And the priest uncovered the basket and looked on the face of the dead,


    Trembling fell upon all at sight of an ominous thing,


    For there was the aito dead, and he of the house of the king.


    So spake on the beach the mother, matter worthy of note,


    And wattled a basket well, and chose a fish from the boat;


    And Támatéa the pliable shouldered the basket and went,


    And travelled, and sang as he travelled, a lad that was well content.


    Still the way of his going was round by the roaring coast,


    Where the ring of the reef is broke and the trades run riot the most.


    On his left, with smoke as of battle, the billows battered the land;


    Unscalable, turreted mountains rose on the inner hand.


    And cape, and village, and river, and vale, and mountain above,


    Each had a name in the land for men to remember and love;


    And never the name of a place, but lo! a song in its praise:


    Ancient and unforgotten, songs of the earlier days


    That the elders taught to the young, and at night, in the full of the moon,


    Garlanded boys and maidens sang together in tune.




    Támatéa the placable went with a lingering foot;


    He sang as loud as a bird, he whistled hoarse as a flute;


    He broiled in the sun, he breathed in the grateful shadow of trees,


    In the icy stream of the rivers he waded over the knees;


    And still in his empty mind crowded, a thousandfold,


    The deeds of the strong and the songs of the cunning heroes of old.


    And now was he come to a place Taiárapu honoured the most,


    Where a silent valley of woods debouched on the noisy coast,


    Spewing a level river. There was a haunt of Pai.


    There, in his potent youth, when his parents drove him to die,


    Honoura lived like a beast, lacking the lamp and the fire,


    Washed by the rains of the trade and clotting his hair in the mire;


    And there, so mighty his hands, he bent the tree to his foot —


    So keen the spur of his hunger, he plucked it naked of fruit.


    There, as she pondered the clouds for the shadow of coming ills,


    Ahupu, the woman of song, walked on high on the hills.


    Of these was Rahéro sprung, a man of a godly race;


    And inherited cunning of spirit, and beauty of body and face.


    Of yore in his youth, as an aito, Rahéro wandered the land,


    Delighting maids with his tongue, smiting men with his hand.


    Famous he was in his youth; but before the midst of his life


    Paused, and fashioned a song of farewell to glory and strife.




    House of mine (it went), house upon the sea,


    Belov’d of all my fathers, more belov’d by me!


    Vale of the strong Honoura, deep ravine of Pai,


    Again in your woody summits I hear the trade-wind cry.


    House of mine, in your walls, strong sounds the sea,


    Of all sounds on earth, dearest sound to me.


    I have heard the applause of men, I have heard it arise and die:


    Sweeter now in my house I hear the trade-wind cry.


    These were the words of his singing, other the thought of his heart;


    For secret desire of glory vexed him, dwelling apart.


    Lazy and crafty he was, and loved to lie in the sun,


    And loved the cackle of talk and the true word uttered in fun;


    Lazy he was, his roof was ragged, his table was lean,


    And the fish swam safe in his sea, and he gathered the near and the green.


    He sat in his house and laughed, but he loathed the king of the land,


    And he uttered the grudging word under the covering hand.


    Treason spread from his door; and he looked for a day to come,


    A day of the crowding people, a day of the summoning drum,


    When the vote should be taken, the king be driven forth in disgrace,


    And Rahéro, the laughing and lazy, sit and rule in his place.


    Here Támatéa came, and beheld the house on the brook;


    And Rahéro was there by the way and covered an oven to cook.




    Naked he was to the loins, but the tattoo covered the lack,


    And the sun and the shadow of palms dappled his muscular back.


    Swiftly he lifted his head at the fall of the coming feet,


    And the water sprang in his mouth with a sudden desire of meat:


    For he marked the basket carried, covered from flies and the sun;


    And Rahéro buried his fire, but the meat in his house was done.


    Forth he stepped; and took, and delayed the boy, by the hand;


    And vaunted the joys of meat and the ancient ways of the land:


    — “Our sires of old in Taiárapu, they that created the race,


    Ate ever with eager hand, nor regarded season or place,


    Ate in the boat at the oar, on the way afoot; and at night


    Arose in the midst of dreams to rummage the house for a bite.


    It is good for the youth in his turn to follow the way of the sire;


    And behold how fitting the time! for here do I cover my fire.”


    — “I see the fire for the cooking, but never the meat to cook,”


    Said Támatéa.— “Tut!” said Rahéro. “Here in the brook,


    And there in the tumbling sea, the fishes are thick as flies,


    Hungry like healthy men, and like pigs for savour and size:


    Crayfish crowding the river, sea-fish thronging the sea.”


    — “Well, it may be,” says the other, “and yet be nothing to me.


    Fain would I eat, but alas! I have needful matter in hand,


    Since I carry my tribute of fish to the jealous king of the land.”




    Now at the word a light sprang in Rahéro’s eyes.


    “I will gain me a dinner,” thought he, “and lend the king a surprise.”


    And he took the lad by the arm, as they stood by the side of the track,


    And smiled, and rallied, and flattered, and pushed him forward and back.


    It was “You that sing like a bird, I never have heard you sing,”


    And “The lads when I was a lad were none so feared of a king.


    And of what account is an hour, when the heart is empty of guile?


    But come, and sit in the house and laugh with the women awhile;


    And I will but drop my hook, and behold! the dinner made.”


    So Támatéa the pliable hung up his fish in the shade


    On a tree by the side of the way; and Rahéro carried him in,


    Smiling as smiles the fowler when flutters the bird to the gin,


    And chose him a shining hook, and viewed it with sedulous eye,


    And breathed and burnished it well on the brawn of his naked thigh,


    And set a mat for the gull, and bade him be merry and bide,


    Like a man concerned for his guest, and the fishing, and nothing beside.


    Now when Rahéro was forth, he paused and hearkened, and heard


    The gull jest in the house and the women laugh at his word;




    And stealthily crossed to the side of the way, to the shady place


    Where the basket hung on a mango; and craft transfigured his face.


    Deftly he opened the basket, and took of the fat of the fish,


    The cut of kings and chieftains, enough for a goodly dish.


    This he wrapped in a leaf, set on the fire to cook,


    And buried; and next the marred remains of the tribute he took,


    And doubled and packed them well, and covered the basket close.


    — “There is a buffet, my king,” quoth he, “and a nauseous dose!” —


    And hung the basket again in the shade, in a cloud of flies;


    — “And there is a sauce to your dinner, king of the crafty eyes!”


    Soon as the oven was open, the fish smelt excellent good.


    In the shade, by the house of Rahéro, down they sat to their food,


    And cleared the leaves, in silence, or uttered a jest and laughed


    And raising the cocoanut bowls, buried their faces and quaffed.


    But chiefly in silence they ate; and soon as the meal was done,


    Rahéro feigned to remember and measured the hour by the sun


    And “Támatéa,” quoth he, “it is time to be jogging, my lad.”


    So Támatéa arose, doing ever the thing he was bade,


    And carelessly shouldered the basket, and kindly saluted his host;


    And again the way of his going was round by the roaring coast.




    Long he went; and at length was aware of a pleasant green,


    And the stems and shadows of palms, and roofs of lodges between.


    There sate, in the door of his palace, the king on a kingly seat,


    And aitos stood armed around, and the yottowas sat at his feet.


    But fear was a worm in his heart: fear darted his eyes;


    And he probed men’s faces for treasons and pondered their speech for lies.


    To him came Támatéa, the basket slung in his hand,


    And paid him the due obeisance standing as vassals stand.


    In silence hearkened the king, and closed the eyes in his face,


    Harbouring odious thoughts and the baseless fears of the base;


    In silence accepted the gift and sent the giver away.


    So Támatéa departed, turning his back on the day.


    And lo! as the king sat brooding, a rumour rose in the crowd;


    The yottowas nudged and whispered, the commons murmured aloud;


    Tittering fell upon all at sight of the impudent thing,


    At the sight of a gift unroyal flung in the face of a king.


    And the face of the king turned white and red with anger and shame


    In their midst; and the heart in his body was water and then was flame;


    Till of a sudden, turning, he gripped an aito hard,


    A youth that stood with his ómare, one of the daily guard,


    And spat in his ear a command, and pointed and uttered a name,


    And hid in the shade of the house his impotent anger and shame.




    Now Támatéa the fool was far on his homeward way,


    The rising night in his face, behind him the dying day.


    Rahéro saw him go by, and the heart of Rahéro was glad,


    Devising shame to the king and nowise harm to the lad;


    And all that dwelt by the way saw and saluted him well,


    For he had the face of a friend and the news of the town to tell;


    And pleased with the notice of folk, and pleased that his journey was done,


    Támatéa drew homeward, turning his back to the sun.


    And now was the hour of the bath in Taiárapu: far and near


    The lovely laughter of bathers rose and delighted his ear.


    Night massed in the valleys; the sun on the mountain coast


    Struck, endlong; and above the clouds embattled their host,


    And glowed and gloomed on the heights; and the heads of the palms were gems,


    And far to the rising eve extended the shade of their stems;


    And the shadow of Támatéa hovered already at home.


    And sudden the sound of one coming and running light as the foam


    Struck on his ear; and he turned, and lo! a man on his track,


    Girded and armed with an ómare, following hard at his back.


    At a bound the man was upon him; — and, or ever a word was said,


    The loaded end of the ómare fell and laid him dead.
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    Thus was Rahéro’s treason; thus and no further it sped.


    The king sat safe in his place and a kindly fool was dead.


    But the mother of Támatéa arose with death in her eyes.


    All night long, and the next, Taiárapu rang with her cries.


    As when a babe in the wood turns with a chill of doubt


    And perceives nor home, nor friends, for the trees have closed her about,


    The mountain rings and her breast is torn with the voice of despair:


    So the lion-like woman idly wearied the air


    For a while, and pierced men’s hearing in vain, and wounded their hearts.


    But as when the weather changes at sea, in dangerous parts,


    And sudden the hurricane wrack unrolls up the front of the sky,


    At once the ship lies idle, the sails hang silent on high,


    The breath of the wind that blew is blown out like the flame of a lamp,


    And the silent armies of death draw near with inaudible tramp:


    So sudden, the voice of her weeping ceased; in silence she rose


    And passed from the house of her sorrow, a woman clothed with repose,


    Carrying death in her breast and sharpening death in her hand.


    Hither she went and thither in all the coasts of the land.


    They tell that she feared not to slumber alone, in the dead of night,


    In accursed places; beheld, unblenched, the ribbon of light




    Spin from temple to temple; guided the perilous skiff,


    Abhorred not the paths of the mountain and trod the verge of the cliff;


    From end to end of the island, thought not the distance long,


    But forth from king to king carried the tale of her wrong.


    To king after king, as they sat in the palace door, she came,


    Claiming kinship, declaiming verses, naming her name


    And the names of all of her fathers; and still, with a heart on the rack,


    Jested to capture a hearing and laughed when they jested back;


    So would deceive them a while, and change and return in a breath,


    And on all the men of Vaiau imprecate instant death;


    And tempt her kings — for Vaiau was a rich and prosperous land,


    And flatter — for who would attempt it but warriors mighty of hand?


    And change in a breath again and rise in a strain of song,


    Invoking the beaten drums, beholding the fall of the strong,


    Calling the fowls of the air to come and feast on the dead.


    And they held the chin in silence, and heard her, and shook the head;


    For they knew the men of Taiárapu famous in battle and feast,


    Marvellous eaters and smiters: the men of Vaiau not least.


    To the land of the Námunu-úra, to Paea, at length she came,


    To men who were foes to the Tevas and hated their race and name.


    There was she well received, and spoke with Hiopa the king.


    And Hiopa listened, and weighed, and wisely considered the thing.




    “Here in the back of the isle we dwell in a sheltered place,”


    Quoth he to the woman, “in quiet, a weak and peaceable race.


    But far in the teeth of the wind lofty Taiárapu lies;


    Strong blows the wind of the trade on its seaward face, and cries


    Aloud in the top of arduous mountains, and utters its song


    In green continuous forests. Strong is the wind, and strong


    And fruitful and hardy the race, famous in battle and feast,


    Marvellous eaters and smiters: the men of Vaiau not least.


    Now hearken to me, my daughter, and hear a word of the wise:


    How a strength goes linked with a weakness, two by two, like the eyes.


    They can wield the ómare well and cast the javelin far;


    Yet are they greedy and weak as the swine and the children are.


    Plant we, then, here at Paea a garden of excellent fruits;


    Plant we bananas and kava and taro, the king of roots;


    Let the pigs in Paea be tapu and no man fish for a year;


    And of all the meat in Tahiti gather we threefold here.


    So shall the fame of our plenty fill the island and so,


    At last, on the tongue of rumour, go where we wish it to go.


    Then shall the pigs of Taiárapu raise their snouts in the air;


    But we sit quiet and wait, as the fowler sits by the snare,


    And tranquilly fold our hands, till the pigs come nosing the food:


    But meanwhile build us a house of Trotéa, the stubborn wood,




    Bind it with incombustible thongs, set a roof to the room,


    Too strong for the hands of a man to dissever or fire to consume;


    And there, when the pigs come trotting, there shall the feast be spread,


    There shall the eye of the morn enlighten the feasters dead.


    So be it done; for I have a heart that pities your state,


    And Nateva and Námunu-úra are fire and water for hate.”


    All was done as he said, and the gardens prospered; and now


    The fame of their plenty went out, and word of it came to Vaiau.


    For the men of Námunu-úra sailed, to the windward far,


    Lay in the offing by south where the towns of the Tevas are,


    And cast overboard of their plenty; and lo! at the Tevas’ feet


    The surf on all the beaches tumbled treasures of meat.


    In the salt of the sea, a harvest tossed with the refluent foam;


    And the children gleaned it in playing, and ate and carried it home;


    And the elders stared and debated, and wondered and passed the jest,


    But whenever a guest came by eagerly questioned the guest;


    And little by little, from one to another, the word went round:


    “In all the borders of Paea the victual rots on the ground,


    And swine are plenty as rats. And now, when they fare to the sea,


    The men of the Námunu-úra glean from under the tree


    And load the canoe to the gunwale with all that is toothsome to eat;


    And all day long on the sea the jaws are crushing the meat,




    The steersman eats at the helm, the rowers munch at the oar,


    And at length, when their bellies are full, overboard with the store!”


    Now was the word made true, and soon as the bait was bare,


    All the pigs of Taiárapu raised their snouts in the air.


    Songs were recited, and kinship was counted, and tales were told


    How war had severed of late but peace had cemented of old


    The clans of the island. “To war,” said they, “now set we an end,


    And hie to the Námunu-úra even as a friend to a friend.”


    So judged, and a day was named; and soon as the morning broke,


    Canoes were thrust in the sea, and the houses emptied of folk.


    Strong blew the wind of the south, the wind that gathers the clan;


    Along all the line of the reef the clamorous surges ran;


    And the clouds were piled on the top of the island mountain-high,


    A mountain throned on a mountain. The fleet of canoes swept by


    In the midst, on the green lagoon, with a crew released from care,


    Sailing an even water, breathing a summer air,


    Cheered by a cloudless sun; and ever to left and right,


    Bursting surge on the reef, drenching storms on the height.


    So the folk of Vaiau sailed and were glad all day,


    Coasting the palm-tree cape and crossing the populous bay


    By all the towns of the Tevas; and still as they bowled along,


    Boat would answer to boat with jest and laughter and song,




    And the people of all the towns trooped to the sides of the sea,


    And gazed from under the hand or sprang aloft on the tree


    Hailing and cheering. Time failed them for more to do;


    The holiday village careened to the wind, and was gone from view


    Swift as a passing bird; and ever as onward it bore,


    Like the cry of the passing bird, bequeathed its song to the shore —


    Desirable laughter of maids and the cry of delight of the child.


    And the gazer, left behind, stared at the wake and smiled.


    By all the towns of the Tevas they went, and Pápara last,


    The home of the chief, the place of muster in war; and passed


    The march of the lands of the clan, to the lands of an alien folk.


    And there, from the dusk of the shoreside palms, a column of smoke


    Mounted and wavered and died in the gold of the setting sun,


    “Paea!” they cried. “It is Paea.” And so was the voyage done.


    In the early fall of the night Hiopa came to the shore,


    And beheld and counted the comers, and lo, they were forty score;


    The pelting feet of the babes that ran already and played,


    The clean-lipped smile of the boy, the slender breasts of the maid,


    And mighty limbs of women, stalwart mothers of men.


    The sires stood forth unabashed; but a little back from his ken




    Clustered the scarcely nubile, the lads and maids, in a ring,


    Fain of each other, afraid of themselves, aware of the king


    And aping behaviour, but clinging together with hands and eyes,


    With looks that were kind like kisses, and laughter tender as sighs.


    There, too, the grandsire stood, raising his silver crest,


    And the impotent hands of a suckling groped in his barren breast.


    The childhood of love, the pair well married, the innocent brood,


    The tale of the generations repeated and ever renewed —


    Hiopa beheld them together, all the ages of man,


    And a moment shook in his purpose.


    But these were the foes of his clan,


    And he trod upon pity, and came, and civilly greeted the king,


    And gravely entreated Rahéro; and for all that could fight or sing,


    And claimed a name in the land, had fitting phrases of praise:


    But with all who were well-descended he spoke of the ancient days.


    And “’Tis true,” said he, “that in Paea the victual rots on the ground;


    But, friends, your number is many; and pigs must be hunted and found,


    And the lads must troop to the mountains to bring the féis down,


    And around the bowls of the kava cluster the maids of the town.


    So, for tonight, sleep here; but king, common, and priest


    Tomorrow, in order due, shall sit with me in the feast.”
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