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Poems

To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time

GATHER ye rosebuds while ye may,
 

  Old Time is still a-flying:
 

And this same flower that smiles to-day
 

  To-morrow will be dying.
 

The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun,
         5

  The higher he 's a-getting,
 

The sooner will his race be run,
 

  And nearer he 's to setting.
 

That age is best which is the first,
 

  When youth and blood are warmer;
  10

But being spent, the worse, and worst
 

  Times still succeed the former.
 

Then be not coy, but use your time,
 

  And while ye may, go marry:
 

For having lost but once your prime,
  15

  You may for ever tarry.

--Robert Herrick (1591-1674)

~~~~~~

Hyla Brook

BY June our brook’s run out of song and speed.


Sought for much after that, it will be found


Either to have gone groping underground


(And taken with it all the Hyla breed


That shouted in the mist a month ago,
        5

Like ghost of sleigh-bells in a ghost of snow)—


Or flourished and come up in jewel-weed,


Weak foliage that is blown upon and bent


Even against the way its waters went.


Its bed is left a faded paper sheet
        10

Of dead leaves stuck together by the heat—


A brook to none but who remember long.


This as it will be seen is other far


Than with brooks taken otherwhere in song.


We love the things we love for what they are.
        15

--Robert Frost (1874-1963)

~~~~~~

We'll go no more a-roving

SO, we'll go no more a-roving
 

  So late into the night,
 

Though the heart be still as loving,
 

  And the moon be still as bright.
 

For the sword outwears its sheath,
         5

  And the soul wears out the breast,
 

And the heart must pause to breathe,
 

  And love itself have rest.
 

Though the night was made for loving,
 

  And the day returns too soon,
  10

Yet we'll go no more a-roving
 

  By the light of the moon.

--Lord Byron (1788-1824)

~~~~~~

Not Waving but Drowning

Nobody heard him, the dead man,

But still he lay moaning:

I was much further out than you thought

And not waving but drowning.

Poor chap, he always loved larking

And now he's dead

It must have been too cold for him his heart gave way,

They said.

Oh, no no no, it was too cold always

(Still the dead one lay moaning)

I was much too far out all my life

And not waving but drowning.

--Stevie Smith (1902-1971)

~~~~~~

Coronach

HE is gone on the mountain,
 

  He is lost to the forest,
 

Like a summer-dried fountain,
 

  When our need was the sorest.
 

The font reappearing
         5

  From the raindrops shall borrow;
 

But to us comes no cheering,
 

  To Duncan no morrow!
 

The hand of the reaper
 

  Takes the ears that are hoary,
  10

But the voice of the weeper
 

  Wails manhood in glory.
 

The autumn winds rushing
 

  Waft the leaves that are searest,
 

But our flower was in flushing
  15

  When blighting was nearest.
 

Fleet foot on the correi,
 

  Sage counsel in cumber,
 

Red hand in the foray,
 

  How sound is thy slumber!
  20

Like the dew on the mountain,
 

  Like the foam on the river,
 

Like the bubble on the fountain,
 

  Thou art gone—and for ever!


--Sir Walter Scott (1771-1832)

~~~~~~

The Splendor Falls

The splendor falls on castle walls

And snowy summits old in story;

The long light shakes across the lakes,

And the wild cataract leaps in glory.

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O, hark, O, hear! how thin and clear,

And thinner, clearer, farther going!

O, sweet and far from cliff and scar

The horns of Elfland faintly blowing!

Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying,

Blow, bugles; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O love, they die in yon rich sky,

They faint on hill or field or river;

Our echoes roll from soul to soul,

And grow forever and forever.

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,

And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.

--Alfred Tennyson (1809-1892)

~~~~~~

The Song of Wandering Aengus

I WENT out to the hazel wood,
 

Because a fire was in my head,
 

And cut and peeled a hazel wand,
 

And hooked a berry to a thread;
 

And when white moths were on the wing,
         5

And moth-like stars were flickering out,
 

I dropped the berry in a stream
 

And caught a little silver trout.
 

When I had laid it on the floor
 

I went to blow the fire a-flame,
  10

But something rustled on the floor,
 

And someone called me by my name:
 

It had become a glimmering girl
 

With apple blossom in her hair
 

Who called me by my name and ran
  15

And faded through the brightening air.
 

Though I am old with wandering
 

Through hollow lands and hilly lands,
 

I will find out where she has gone,
 

And kiss her lips and take her hands;
  20

And walk among long dappled grass,
 

And pluck till time and times are done,
 

The silver apples of the moon,
 

The golden apples of the sun.

--William Butler Yeats (1865-1939)

~~~~~~

Dream Deferred

What happens to a dream deferred?

Does it dry up

Like a raisin in the sun?

Or fester like a sore--

And then run?

Does it stink like rotten meat?

Or crust and sugar over--

Like a syrupy sweet?

Maybe it just sags

Like a heavy load.

Or does it explode?

--Langston Hughes

~~~~~~

Justice

That Justice is a blind goddess

Is a thing to which we black were wise:

Her bandage hides two festering sores

That once perhaps were eyes

--Langston Hughes

~~~~~~

My Papa’s Waltz
by Theodore Roethke

    The whiskey on your breath

    Could make a small boy dizzy;

    But I hung on like death:

    Such waltzing was not easy.

    We romped until the pans

    Slid from the kitchen shelf;

    My mother’s countenance

    Could not unfrown itself.

    The hand that held my wrist

    Was battered on one knuckle;

    At every step you missed

    My right ear scraped a buckle.

    You beat time on my head

    With a palm caked hard by dirt,

    Then waltzed me off to bed

    Still clinging to your shirt.

~~~~~~

XCIX

There is no frigate like a book

THERE is no frigate like a book


  To take us lands away,


Nor any coursers like a page


  Of prancing poetry.


This traverse may the poorest take
        5

  Without oppress of toll;


How frugal is the chariot


  That bears a human soul!


-- Emily Dickinson (1830–86).  Complete Poems.  1924.

~~~~~~

The House Was Quiet and the World Was Calm

The house was quiet and the world was calm.

The reader became the book; and summer night

Was like the conscious being of the book.

The house was quiet and the world was calm.

The words were spoken as if there was no book,

Except that the reader leaned above the page,

Wanted to lean, wanted much most to be

The scholar to whom the book is true, to whom

The summer night is like a perfection of thought.

The house was quiet because it had to be.

The quiet was part of the meaning, part of the mind:

The access of perfection to the page.

And the world was calm. The truth in a calm world,

In which there is no other meaning, itself

Is calm, itself is summer and night, itself

Is the reader leaning late and reading there.

--Wallace Stevens

~~~~~~

45. Richard Corey
WHENEVER Richard Cory went down town,
 

  We people on the pavement looked at him:
 

He was a gentleman from sole to crown,
 

  Clean favored, and imperially slim.
 

And he was always quietly arrayed,
         5

  And he was always human when he talked;
 

But still he fluttered pulses when he said,
 

  "Good-morning," and he glittered when he walked.
 

And he was rich—yes, richer than a king,
 

  And admirably schooled in every grace:
  10

In fine, we thought that he was everything
 

  To make us wish that we were in his place.
 

So on we worked, and waited for the light,
 

  And went without the meat, and cursed the bread;
 

And Richard Cory, one calm summer night,
  15

  Went home and put a bullet through his head.

--Edwin Arlington Robinson. 1869–

~~~~~~

15. Where Go the Boats?
DARK brown is the river.
 

  Golden is the sand.
 

It flows along for ever,
 

  With trees on either hand.
 

Green leaves a-floating,
         5

  Castles of the foam,
 

Boats of mine a-boating—
 

  Where will all come home?
 

On goes the river
 

  And out past the mill,
  10

Away down the valley,
 

  Away down the hill.
 

Away down the river,
 

  A hundred miles or more,
 

Other little children
  15

  Shall bring my boats ashore.

--Stevenson, Robert Louis (1850–1894).  A Child’s Garden of Verses and Underwoods.  1913.

~~~~~~

Windy Nights

WHENEVER the moon and stars are set,
 

  Whenever the wind is high,
 

All night long in the dark and wet,
 

  A man goes riding by.
 

Late in the night when the fires are out,
         5

Why does he gallop and gallop about?
 

Whenever the trees are crying aloud,
 

  And ships are tossed at sea,
 

By, on the highway, low and loud,
 

  By at the gallop goes he.
  10

By at the gallop he goes, and then
 

By he comes back at the gallop again.

--Robert Louis Stevenson

~~~~~~

The Lake Isle of Innisfree
I WILL arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,
 

And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made;
 

Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for the honey bee,
 

      And live alone in the bee-loud glade.
 

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow,
         5

Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings;
 

There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,
 

      And evening full of the linnet’s wings.
 

I will arise and go now, for always night and day
 

I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;
  10

While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements gray,
 

      I hear it in the deep heart’s core.

--William Butler Yeats

~~~~~~

A Work Of Artifice
Marge Piercy

The bonsai tree

in the attractive pot

could have grown eighty feet tall

on the side of a mountain

till split by lightning.

But a gardener

carefully pruned it.

It is nine inches high.

Every day as he

whittles back the branches

the gardener croons,

It is your nature

to be small and cozy,

domestic and weak;

how lucky, little tree,

to have a pot to grow in.

With living creatures

one must begin very early

to dwarf their growth:

the bound feet,

the crippled brain,

the hair in curlers,

the hands you

love to touch.

~~~~~~

Incident

Once riding in old Baltimore,

Heart-filled, head-filled with glee,

I saw a Baltimorean

Keep looking straight at me.

Now I was eight and very small,

And he was no whit bigger,

And so I smiled, but he poked out

His tongue, and called me, "Nigger."

I saw the whole of Baltimore

From May until December;

Of all the things that happened there

That's all that I remember.

--Countee Cullen

~~~~~~

Life

Life, believe, is not a dream

So dark as sages say;

Oft a little morning rain

Foretells a pleasant day.

Sometimes there are clouds of gloom,

But these are transient all;

If the shower will make the roses bloom,

O why lament its fall?

Rapidly, merrily,

Life's sunny hours flit by,

Gratefully, cheerily

Enjoy them as they fly!

What though Death at times steps in,

And calls our Best away?

What though sorrow seems to win,

O'er hope, a heavy sway?

Yet Hope again elastic springs,

Unconquered, though she fell;

Still buoyant are her golden wings,

Still strong to bear us well.

Manfully, fearlessly,

The day of trial bear,

For gloriously, victoriously,

Can courage quell despair!

--Charlotte Bronte (1816 - 1855)

~~~~~~

Snow-Flakes 


by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)

Out of the bosom of the Air,

    Out of the cloud-folds of her garments shaken,

Over the woodlands brown and bare,

   Over the harvest-fields forsaken,

      Silent, and soft, and slow

      Descends the snow.

Even as our cloudy fancies take

    Suddenly shape in some divine expression,

Even as the troubled heart doth make

    In the white countenance confession,

      The troubled sky reveals

      The grief it feels.

This is the poem of the air,

    Slowly in silent syllables recorded;

This is the secret of despair,

    Long in its cloudy bosom hoarded,

      Now whispered and revealed

      To wood and field.

~~~~~~

Eldorado

by: Edgar Allen Poe

Gayly bedight,

A gallant knight,

In sunshine and in shadow,

Had journeyed long,

Singing a song,

In search of Eldorado.

But he grew old,

This knight so bold,

And o'er his heart a shadow

Fell as he found

No spot of ground

That looked like Eldorado.

And, as his strength

Failed him at length,

He met a pilgrim shadow:

``Shadow,'' says he,

``Where can it be,

This land of Eldorado?''

Over the Mountains

Of the Moon,

Down the Valley of the Shadow,

Ride, boldly ride,''

The shade replied,

``If you seek for Eldorado!''

From "Complete Tales and Poems of Edgar Allen Poe", 1849

~~~~~~

Percy Bysshe Shelley

Ozymandias    (1818)

    I met a traveler 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.

~~~~~~

"Fame is a Fickle Food"

                            Fame is a fickle food

                            Upon a shifting plate

                            Whose table once a

                            Guest but not

                            The second time is set.

                            Whose crumbs the crows inspect

                            And with ironic caw

                            Flap past it to the Farmer’s Corn--

                            Men eat of it and die. 

--Emily Dickinson (1659)

~~~~~~

Eletelephony

Once there was an elephant,

Who tried to use the telephant--

No! no! I mean an elephone

Who tried to use the telephone--

(Dear me! I am not certain quite

That even now I’ve got it right.)

Howe’er it was, he got his trunk

Entangled in the telephunk;

The more he tried to get it free,

The louder buzzed the telephee--

I fear I’d better drop the song

Of elephop and telephong!)

--Laura E. Richards

~~~~~~

O Captain! My Captain! 


by Walt Whitman


O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done, The ship has weather'd every rack,

      the prize we sought is won, The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,

      While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring; But O heart! heart! heart!

      O the bleeding drops of red, Where on the deck my Captain lies, Fallen cold and dead.

      O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells; Rise up- for you the flag is flung- for

      you the bugle trills, 

         For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths- for you the shores

             a-crowding,

          For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;

             Here Captain! dear father!

               This arm beneath your head!

                 It is some dream that on the deck,

                   You've fallen cold and dead.

          My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,

          My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,

          The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,

          From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;

               Exult O shores, and ring O bells!

                 But I with mournful tread,

                   Walk the deck my Captain lies,

                     Fallen cold and dead.

~~~~~~

“A word is dead when it is said” by Emily Dickinson

A word is dead

When it is said,

Some say.

I say it just

Begins to live

That day.

~~~~~~

If I can stop one heart from breaking

If I can stop one heart from breaking, 

I shall not live in vain; 

If I can ease one life the aching, 

Or cool one pain, 

Or help one fainting robin 

Unto his nest again, 

I shall not live in vain.

--Emily Dickinson

