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“Ozymandias” 
By Percy Bysshe Shelley  

 

 
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 shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed; 
And on the pedestal, these words appear: 
My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings; 
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.” 
 



“Out, out—” 
By Robert Frost 

 
The buzz-saw snarled and rattled in the yard 
And made dust and dropped stove-length sticks of wood, 
Sweet-scented stuff when the breeze drew across it. 
And from there those that lifted eyes could count 
Five mountain ranges one behind the other 
Under the sunset far into Vermont. 
And the saw snarled and rattled, snarled and rattled, 
As it ran light, or had to bear a load. 
And nothing happened: day was all but done. 
Call it a day, I wish they might have said 
To please the boy by giving him the half hour 
That a boy counts so much when saved from work. 
His sister stood beside them in her apron 
To tell them ‘Supper’. At the word, the saw, 
As if to prove saws knew what supper meant, 
Leaped out at the boy’s hand, or seemed to leap— 
He must have given the hand. However it was, 
Neither refused the meeting. But the hand! 
The boy’s first outcry was a rueful laugh. 
 



 

As he swung toward them holding up the hand 
Half in appeal, but half as if to keep 
The life from spilling. Then the boy saw all—- 
Since he was old enough to know, big boy 
Doing a man’s work, though a child at heart— 
He saw all spoiled. ‘Don’t let him cut my hand off 
The doctor, when he comes. Don’t let him, sister!’ 
So. But the hand was gone already. 
The doctor put him in the dark of ether. 
He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath. 
And then—the watcher at his pulse took fright. 
No one believed. They listened at his heart. 
Little—less—nothing!—and that ended it. 
No more to build on there. And they, since they 
Were not the one dead, turned to their affairs. 



Ernest Hemingway, “Hills Like White Elephants” (1927) 
  

The hills across the valley of the Ebro were long and white. On this side there 
was no shade and no trees and the station was between two lines of rails in the sun. 
Close against the side of the station there was the warm shadow of the building and 
a curtain, made of strings of bamboo beads, hung across the open door into the 
bar, to keep out flies. The American and the girl with him sat at a table in the 
shade, outside the building. It was very hot and the express from Barcelona would 
come in forty minutes. It stopped at this junction for two minutes and went to 
Madrid. 

‘What should we drink?’ the girl asked. She had taken off her hat and put it 
on the table. 

‘It’s pretty hot,’ the man said. 
‘Let’s drink beer.’ 
‘Dos cervezas,’ the man said into the curtain. 
‘Big ones?’ a woman asked from the doorway. 
‘Yes. Two big ones.’ 
The woman brought two glasses of beer and two felt pads. She put the felt 

pads and the beer glass on the table and looked at the man and the girl. The girl 
was looking off at the line of hills. They were white in the sun and the country was 
brown and dry. 

‘They look like white elephants,’ she said. 
‘I’ve never seen one,’ the man drank his beer. 

 



‘No, you wouldn’t have.’ 
‘I might have,’ the man said. ‘Just because you say I wouldn’t 

have doesn’t prove anything.’ 
The girl looked at the bead curtain. ‘They’ve painted 

something on it,’ she said. ‘What does it say?’ 
‘Anis del Toro. It’s a drink.’ 
‘Could we try it?’ 
The man called ‘Listen’ through the curtain. The woman came 

out from the bar. 
‘Four reales.’ ‘We want two Anis del Toro.’ 
‘With water?’ 
‘Do you want it with water?’ 
‘I don’t know,’ the girl said. ‘Is it good with water?’ 
‘It’s all right.’ 
‘You want them with water?’ asked the woman. 
‘Yes, with water.’ 
‘It tastes like liquorice,’ the girl said and put the glass down. 

 



‘That’s the way with everything.’ 
‘Yes,’ said the girl. ‘Everything tastes of liquorice. Especially all the 

things you’ve waited so long for, like absinthe.’ 
‘Oh, cut it out.’ 
‘You started it,’ the girl said. ‘I was being amused. I was having a fine 

time.’ 
‘Well, let’s try and have a fine time.’ 
‘All right. I was trying. I said the mountains looked like white 

elephants. Wasn’t that bright?’ 
‘That was bright.’ 
‘I wanted to try this new drink. That’s all we do, isn’t it – look at 

things and try new drinks?’ 
‘I guess so.’ 
The girl looked across at the hills. 
‘They’re lovely hills,’ she said. ‘They don’t really look like white 

elephants. I just meant the colouring of their skin through the trees.’ 
‘Should we have another drink?’ 
‘All right.’ 
The warm wind blew the bead curtain against the table. 
‘The beer’s nice and cool,’ the man said. 
‘It’s lovely,’ the girl said. 
 



‘It’s really an awfully simple operation, Jig,’ the man said. ‘It’s not really 
an operation at all.’ 

The girl looked at the ground the table legs rested on. 
‘I know you wouldn’t mind it, Jig. It’s really not anything. It’s just to let 

the air in.’ 
The girl did not say anything. 
‘I’ll go with you and I’ll stay with you all the time. They just let the air 

in and then it’s all perfectly natural.’ 
‘Then what will we do afterwards?’ 
‘We’ll be fine afterwards. Just like we were before.’ 
‘What makes you think so?’ 
‘That’s the only thing that bothers us. It’s the only thing that’s made 

us unhappy.’ 
The girl looked at the bead curtain, put her hand out and took hold of 

two of the strings of beads. 
‘And you think then we’ll be all right and be happy.’ 
‘I know we will. You don’t have to be afraid. I’ve known lots of people 

that have done it.’ 
‘So have I,’ said the girl. ‘And afterwards they were all so happy.’ 
‘Well,’ the man said, ‘if you don’t want to you don’t have to. I wouldn’t 

have you do it if you didn’t want to. But I know it’s perfectly simple.’ 



‘And you really want to?’ 
‘I think it’s the best thing to do. But I don’t want you to do it if you 

don’t really want to.’ 
‘And if I do it you’ll be happy and things will be like they were and 

you’ll love me?’ 
‘I love you now. You know I love you.’ 
‘I know. But if I do it, then it will be nice again if I say things are like 

white elephants, and you’ll like it?’ 
‘I’ll love it. I love it now but I just can’t think about it. You know how I 

get when I worry.’ 
‘If I do it you won’t ever worry?’ 
‘I won’t worry about that because it’s perfectly simple.’ 
‘Then I’ll do it. Because I don’t care about me.’ 
‘What do you mean?’ 
‘I don’t care about me.’ 
‘Well, I care about you.’ 
‘Oh, yes. But I don’t care about me. And I’ll do it and then everything 

will be fine.’ 
‘I don’t want you to do it if you feel that way.’ 



The girl stood up and walked to the end of the station. Across, on the other 
side, were fields of grain and trees along the banks of the Ebro. Far away, beyond 
the river, were mountains. The shadow of a cloud moved across the field of grain 
and she saw the river through the trees. 

‘And we could have all this,’ she said. ‘And we could have everything and 
every day we make it more impossible.’ 

‘What did you say?’ 
‘I said we could have everything.’ 
‘We can have everything.’ 
‘No, we can’t.’ 
‘We can have the whole world.’ 
‘No, we can’t.’ 
‘We can go everywhere.’ 
‘No, we can’t. It isn’t ours anymore.’ 
‘It’s ours.’ 
‘No, it isn’t. And once they take it away, you never get it back.’ 
‘But they haven’t taken it away.’ 
‘We’ll wait and see.’ 
‘Come on back in the shade,’ he said. ‘You mustn’t feel that way.’ 
‘I don’t feel any way,’ the girl said. ‘I just know things.’ 
‘I don’t want you to do anything that you don’t want to do -’ 
‘Nor that isn’t good for me,’ she said. ‘I know. Could we have another beer?’ 



‘All right. But you’ve got to realize – ‘ 
‘I realize,’ the girl said. ‘Can’t we maybe stop talking?’ 
They sat down at the table and the girl looked across at the hills on 

the dry side of the valley and the man looked at her and at the table. 
‘You’ve got to realize,’ he said, ‘that I don’t want you to do it if you 

don’t want to. I’m perfectly willing to go through with it if it means 
anything to you.’ 

‘Doesn’t it mean anything to you? We could get along.’ 
‘Of course it does. But I don’t want anybody but you. I don’t want 

anyone else. And I know it’s perfectly simple.’ 
‘Yes, you know it’s perfectly simple.’ 
‘It’s all right for you to say that, but I do know it.’ 
‘Would you do something for me now?’ 
‘I’d do anything for you.’ 
‘Would you please please please please please please please stop 

talking?’ 
He did not say anything but looked at the bags against the wall of the 

station. There were labels on them from all the hotels where they had 
spent nights. 



‘But I don’t want you to,’ he said, ‘I don’t care anything about it.’ 
‘I’ll scream,’ the girl said. 
The woman came out through the curtains with two glasses of beer 

and put them down on the damp felt pads. ‘The train comes in five 
minutes,’ she said. 

‘What did she say?’ asked the girl. 
‘That the train is coming in five minutes.’ 
The girl smiled brightly at the woman, to thank her. 
‘I’d better take the bags over to the other side of the station,’ the man 

said. She smiled at him. 
‘All right. Then come back and we’ll finish the beer.’ 
He picked up the two heavy bags and carried them around the 

station to the other tracks. He looked up the tracks but could not see the 
train. Coming back, he walked through the bar-room, where people 
waiting for the train were drinking. He drank an Anis at the bar and 
looked at the people. They were all waiting reasonably for the train. He 
went out through the bead curtain. She was sitting at the table and smiled 
at him. 

‘Do you feel better?’ he asked. 
‘I feel fine,’ she said. ‘There’s nothing wrong with me. I feel fine.’ 








