R is for Rubaiyat:

(from Edward Fitzgerald’s translation of the Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam)

How sweet is mortal Sovranty – think some

Others-How blest the Paradise to come!

Ah, take the Cash in hand and waive the Rest;

Oh, the brave music of a distant Drum!

And those who husbanded the Golden Grain,

And those who flung it to the Winds like Rain,

Alike to no such aureate Earth are turned

As, buried once, Men want dug up again.

Think in the battered Caravanserai

Whoose Doorways alternate Night and Day,

How Sultan after Sultan with his pomp

Abode his Hour or Two, and went his way.

Oh, come with old Khayyam and leave the Wise

To talk; one thing is certain, that life flies.

One thing is certain, and the Rest is lies:

The Flower that once has blown for ever dies.

X is for Xanadu:

(from Kubla Khan, by Samuel Taylor Coleridge)

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan

A stately pleasure dome decree:

Where Alph the sacred river ran 

Through caverns measureless to man

Down to a sunless sea….

…The shadow of the dome of pleasure

Floated mid way on the waves;

Where was heard the mingled measure

From the fountain and the caves

It was a miracle of rare device,

A sunny pleasure dome with caves of ice!

…I would build that dome in air

That sunny dome!  Those caves of ice!

And all who hear should see them there,

And all should cry, Beware! Beware!

His flashing eyes, his floating hair!

Weave a circle round him thrice

And close your eyes with holy dread,

For he on honey-dew hath fed

And drunk the milk of Paradise.

