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Poem 1 of 100

Stars
Sara Teasdale

From Flame and Shadow | Project Gutenberg eBook #591

Alone in the night
 On a dark hill
With pines around me
 Spicy and still,

And a heaven full of stars
 Over my head,
White and topaz
 And misty red;

Myriads with beating
 Hearts of fire
That aeons
 Cannot vex or tire;

Up the dome of heaven
 Like a great hill,
I watch them marching
 Stately and still,

And I know that I
 Am honored to be
Witness
 Of so much majesty.
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Poem 2 of 100

Meadowlarks
Sara Teasdale

From Flame and Shadow | Project Gutenberg eBook #591

In the silver light after a storm,
 Under dripping boughs of bright new green,
I take the low path to hear the meadowlarks
 Alone and high-hearted as if I were a queen.

What have I to fear in life or death
 Who have known three things: the kiss in the night,
The white flying joy when a song is born,
 And meadowlarks whistling in silver light.
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Poem 3 of 100

I Have Loved Hours at Sea
Sara Teasdale

From Flame and Shadow | Project Gutenberg eBook #591

I have loved hours at sea, gray cities,
 The fragile secret of a flower,
Music, the making of a poem
 That gave me heaven for an hour;

First stars above a snowy hill,
 Voices of people kindly and wise,
And the great look of love, long hidden,
 Found at last in meeting eyes.

I have loved much and been loved deeply--
 Oh when my spirit's fire burns low,
Leave me the darkness and the stillness,
 I shall be tired and glad to go.
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Poem 4 of 100

Open Windows
Sara Teasdale

From Flame and Shadow | Project Gutenberg eBook #591

Out of the window a sea of green trees
 Lift their soft boughs like the arms of a dancer,
They beckon and call me, "Come out in the sun!"
 But I cannot answer.

I am alone with Weakness and Pain,
 Sick abed and June is going,
I cannot keep her, she hurries by
 With the silver-green of her garments blowing.

Men and women pass in the street
 Glad of the shining sapphire weather,
But we know more of it than they,
 Pain and I together.

They are the runners in the sun,
 Breathless and blinded by the race,
But we are watchers in the shade
 Who speak with Wonder face to face.
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Poem 5 of 100

The New Moon
Sara Teasdale

From Flame and Shadow | Project Gutenberg eBook #591

Day, you have bruised and beaten me,
As rain beats down the bright, proud sea,
Beaten my body, bruised my soul,
Left me nothing lovely or whole--
Yet I have wrested a gift from you,
Day that dies in dusky blue:

For suddenly over the factories
I saw a moon in the cloudy seas--
A wisp of beauty all alone
In a world as hard and gray as stone--
Oh who could be bitter and want to die
When a maiden moon wakes up in the sky?
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Poem 6 of 100

A Prayer
Sara Teasdale

From Flame and Shadow | Project Gutenberg eBook #591

When I am dying, let me know
That I loved the blowing snow
 Although it stung like whips;
That I loved all lovely things
And I tried to take their stings
 With gay unembittered lips;
That I loved with all my strength,
To my soul's full depth and length,
 Careless if my heart must break,
That I sang as children sing
Fitting tunes to everything,
 Loving life for its own sake.
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Poem 7 of 100

Lovely Chance
Sara Teasdale

From Flame and Shadow | Project Gutenberg eBook #591

O lovely chance, what can I do
To give my gratefulness to you?
You rise between myself and me
With a wise persistency;
I would have broken body and soul,
But by your grace, still I am whole.
Many a thing you did to save me,
Many a holy gift you gave me,
Music and friends and happy love
More than my dearest dreaming of;
And now in this wide twilight hour
With earth and heaven a dark, blue flower,
In a humble mood I bless
Your wisdom--and your waywardness.
You brought me even here, where I
Live on a hill against the sky
And look on mountains and the sea
And a thin white moon in the pepper tree.
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Poem 8 of 100

Debtor
Sara Teasdale

From Flame and Shadow | Project Gutenberg eBook #591

So long as my spirit still
 Is glad of breath
And lifts its plumes of pride
 In the dark face of death;
While I am curious still
 Of love and fame,
Keeping my heart too high
 For the years to tame,
How can I quarrel with fate
 Since I can see
I am a debtor to life,
 Not life to me?
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Poem 9 of 100

Red Maples
Sara Teasdale

From Flame and Shadow | Project Gutenberg eBook #591

In the last year I have learned
How few men are worth my trust;
I have seen the friend I loved
Struck by death into the dust,
And fears I never knew before
Have knocked and knocked upon my door--
"I shall hope little and ask for less,"
I said, "There is no happiness."

I have grown wise at last--but how
Can I hide the gleam on the willow-bough,
Or keep the fragrance out of the rain
Now that April is here again?
When maples stand in a haze of fire
What can I say to the old desire,
What shall I do with the joy in me
That is born out of agony?
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Poem 10 of 100

June Night
Sara Teasdale

From Flame and Shadow | Project Gutenberg eBook #591

Oh Earth, you are too dear to-night,
 How can I sleep while all around
Floats rainy fragrance and the far
 Deep voice of the ocean that talks to the ground?

Oh Earth, you gave me all I have,
 I love you, I love you,--oh what have I
That I can give you in return--
 Except my body after I die?
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Poem 11 of 100

Oh Day of Fire and Sun
Sara Teasdale

From Flame and Shadow | Project Gutenberg eBook #591

Oh day of fire and sun,
 Pure as a naked flame,
Blue sea, blue sky and dun
 Sands where he spoke my name;

Laughter and hearts so high
 That the spirit flew off free,
Lifting into the sky
 Diving into the sea;

Oh day of fire and sun
 Like a crystal burning,
Slow days go one by one,
 But you have no returning.
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Poem 12 of 100

The Treasure
Sara Teasdale

From Flame and Shadow | Project Gutenberg eBook #591

When they see my songs
 They will sigh and say,
"Poor soul, wistful soul,
 Lonely night and day."

They will never know
 All your love for me
Surer than the spring,
 Stronger than the sea;

Hidden out of sight
 Like a miser's gold
In forsaken fields
 Where the wind is cold.
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Poem 13 of 100

The Storm
Sara Teasdale

From Flame and Shadow | Project Gutenberg eBook #591

I thought of you when I was wakened
 By a wind that made me glad and afraid
Of the rushing, pouring sound of the sea
 That the great trees made.

One thought in my mind went over and over
 While the darkness shook and the leaves were thinned--
I thought it was you who had come to find me,
 You were the wind.
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Poem 14 of 100

Peace
Sara Teasdale

From Rivers to the Sea | Project Gutenberg eBook #596

PEACE flows into me
     AS the tide to the pool by the shore;
     It is mine forevermore,
It ebbs not back like the sea.

I am the pool of blue
     That worships the vivid sky;
     My hopes were heaven-high,
They are all fulfilled in you.

I am the pool of gold
     When sunset burns and dies,--
     You are my deepening skies,
Give me your stars to hold.
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Poem 15 of 100

Joy
Sara Teasdale

From Rivers to the Sea | Project Gutenberg eBook #596

I AM wild, I will sing to the trees,
   I will sing to the stars in the sky,
I love, I am loved, he is mine,
   Now at last I can die!

I am sandaled with wind and with flame,
I have heart-fire and singing to give,
I can tread on the grass or the stars,
   Now at last I can live!



Haimesian Poetry  •  19

Poem 16 of 100

Enough
Sara Teasdale

From Rivers to the Sea | Project Gutenberg eBook #596

IT is enough for me by day
   To walk the same bright earth with him;
Enough that over us by night
   The same great roof of stars is dim.

I have no care to bind the wind
   Or set a fetter on the sea--
It is enough to feel his love
   Blow by like music over me.
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May Night
Sara Teasdale

From Rivers to the Sea | Project Gutenberg eBook #596

THE spring is fresh and fearless
   And every leaf is new,
The world is brimmed with moonlight,
   The lilac brimmed with dew.

Here in the moving shadows
   I catch my breath and sing--
My heart is fresh and fearless
   And over-brimmed with spring.
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April Song
Sara Teasdale

From Rivers to the Sea | Project Gutenberg eBook #596

WILLOW in your April gown
   Delicate and gleaming,
Do you mind in years gone by
   All my dreaming?

Spring was like a call to me
   That I could not answer,
I was chained to loneliness,
   I, the dancer.

Willow, twinkling in the sun,
   Still your leaves and hear me,
I can answer spring at last,
   Love is near me!
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Poem 19 of 100

At the Sea-Side
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

When I was down beside the sea
A wooden spade they gave to me
     To dig the sandy shore.

My holes were empty like a cup.
In every hole the sea came up,
     Till it could come no more.
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Poem 20 of 100

Rain
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

The rain is falling all around,
     It falls on field and tree,
It rains on the umbrellas here,
     And on the ships at sea.
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Poem 21 of 100

Foreign Lands
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

Up into the cherry tree
Who should climb but little me?
I held the trunk with both my hands
And looked abroad in foreign lands.

I saw the next door garden lie,
Adorned with flowers, before my eye,
And many pleasant places more
That I had never seen before.

I saw the dimpling river pass
And be the sky's blue looking-glass;
The dusty roads go up and down
With people tramping in to town.

If I could find a higher tree
Farther and farther I should see,
To where the grown-up river slips
Into the sea among the ships,

To where the roads on either hand
Lead onward into fairy land,
Where all the children dine at five,
And all the playthings come alive.
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Poem 22 of 100

Singing
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

Of speckled eggs the birdie sings
     And nests among the trees;
The sailor sings of ropes and things
     In ships upon the seas.

The children sing in far Japan,
     The children sing in Spain;
The organ with the organ man
     Is singing in the rain.
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Poem 23 of 100

A Good Play
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

We built a ship upon the stairs
All made of the back-bedroom chairs,
And filled it full of sofa pillows
To go a-sailing on the billows.

We took a saw and several nails,
And water in the nursery pails;
And Tom said, "Let us also take
An apple and a slice of cake;"--
Which was enough for Tom and me
To go a-sailing on, till tea.

We sailed along for days and days,
And had the very best of plays;
But Tom fell out and hurt his knee,
So there was no one left but me.
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Where Go the Boats?
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

Dark brown is the river,
     Golden is the sand.
It flows along for ever,
     With trees on either hand.

Green leaves a-floating,
     Castles of the foam,
Boats of mine a-boating--
     Where will all come home?

On goes the river
     And out past the mill,
Away down the valley,
     Away down the hill.

Away down the river,
     A hundred miles or more,
Other little children
     Shall bring my boats ashore.
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The Land of Counterpane
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

When I was sick and lay a-bed,
I had two pillows at my head,
And all my toys beside me lay,
To keep me happy all the day.

And sometimes for an hour or so
I watched my leaden soldiers go,
With different uniforms and drills,
Among the bed-clothes, through the hills;

And sometimes sent my ships in fleets
All up and down among the sheets;
Or brought my trees and houses out,
And planted cities all about.

I was the giant great and still
That sits upon the pillow-hill,
And sees before him, dale and plain,
The pleasant land of counterpane.
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Poem 26 of 100

The Wind
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

I saw you toss the kites on high
And blow the birds about the sky;
And all around I heard you pass,
Like ladies' skirts across the grass--
     O wind, a-blowing all day long,
     O wind, that sings so loud a song!

I saw the different things you did,
But always you yourself you hid.
I felt you push, I heard you call,
I could not see yourself at all--
     O wind, a-blowing all day long,
     O wind, that sings so loud a song!

O you that are so strong and cold,
O blower, are you young or old?
Are you a beast of field and tree,
Or just a stronger child than me?
     O wind, a-blowing all day long,
     O wind, that sings so loud a song!
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Poem 27 of 100

The Lamplighter
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

My tea is nearly ready and the sun has left the sky.
It's time to take the window to see Leerie going by;
For every night at teatime and before you take your seat,
With lantern and with ladder he comes posting up the street.

Now Tom would be a driver and Maria go to sea,
And my papa's a banker and as rich as he can be;
But I, when I am stronger and can choose what I'm to do,
O Leerie, I'll go round at night and light the lamps with you!

For we are very lucky, with a lamp before the door,
And Leerie stops to light it as he lights so many more;
And oh! before you hurry by with ladder and with light;
O Leerie, see a little child and nod to him to-night!
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My Bed is a Boat
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

My bed is like a little boat;
     Nurse helps me in when I embark;
She girds me in my sailor's coat
     And starts me in the dark.

At night I go on board and say
     Good-night to all my friends on shore;
I shut my eyes and sail away
     And see and hear no more.

And sometimes things to bed I take,
     As prudent sailors have to do;
Perhaps a slice of wedding-cake,
     Perhaps a toy or two.

All night across the dark we steer;
     But when the day returns at last,
Safe in my room beside the pier,
     I find my vessel fast.
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The Moon
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

The moon has a face like the clock in the hall;
She shines on thieves on the garden wall,
On streets and fields and harbour quays,
And birdies asleep in the forks of the trees.

The squalling cat and the squeaking mouse,
The howling dog by the door of the house,
The bat that lies in bed at noon,
All love to be out by the light of the moon.

But all of the things that belong to the day
Cuddle to sleep to be out of her way;
And flowers and children close their eyes
Till up in the morning the sun shall arise.
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The Swing
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

How do you like to go up in a swing,
     Up in the air so blue?
Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing
     Ever a child can do!

Up in the air and over the wall,
     Till I can see so wide,
River and trees and cattle and all
     Over the countryside--

Till I look down on the garden green,
     Down on the roof so brown--
Up in the air I go flying again,
     Up in the air and down!
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Looking-Glass River
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

Smooth it glides upon its travel,
     Here a wimple, there a gleam--
        O the clean gravel!
        O the smooth stream!

Sailing blossoms, silver fishes,
     Paven pools as clear as air--
        How a child wishes
        To live down there!

We can see our colored faces
     Floating on the shaken pool
        Down in cool places,
        Dim and very cool;

Till a wind or water wrinkle,
     Dipping marten, plumping trout,
        Spreads in a twinkle
        And blots all out.

See the rings pursue each other;
     All below grows black as night,
        Just as if mother
        Had blown out the light!

Patience, children, just a minute--
     See the spreading circles die;
        The stream and all in it
        Will clear by-and-by.
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From a Railway Carriage
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

Faster than fairies, faster than witches,
Bridges and houses, hedges and ditches;
And charging along like troops in a battle
All through the meadows the horses and cattle:
All of the sights of the hill and the plain
Fly as thick as driving rain;
And ever again, in the wink of an eye,
Painted stations whistle by.

Here is a child who clambers and scrambles,
All by himself and gathering brambles;
Here is a tramp who stands and gazes;
And here is the green for stringing the daisies!
Here is a cart run away in the road
Lumping along with man and load;
And here is a mill, and there is a river:
Each a glimpse and gone forever!



Haimesian Poetry  •  36

Poem 33 of 100

My Treasures
Robert Louis Stevenson

From A Child's Garden of Verses | Project Gutenberg eBook #136

These nuts, that I keep in the back of the nest,
Where all my tin soldiers are lying at rest,
Were gathered in Autumn by nursie and me
In a wood with a well by the side of the sea.

This whistle we made (and how clearly it sounds!)
By the side of a field at the end of the grounds.
Of a branch of a plane, with a knife of my own,
It was nursie who made it, and nursie alone!

The stone, with the white and the yellow and grey,
We discovered I cannot tell HOW far away;
And I carried it back although weary and cold,
For though father denies it, I'm sure it is gold.

But of all my treasures the last is the king,
For there's very few children possess such a thing;
And that is a chisel, both handle and blade,
Which a man who was really a carpenter made.
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The Pasture
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

I'm going out to clean the pasture spring;
I'll only stop to rake the leaves away
(And wait to watch the water clear, I may):
I shan't be gone long.--You come too.

I'm going out to fetch the little calf
That's standing by the mother. It's so young,
It totters when she licks it with her tongue.
I shan't be gone long.--You come too.
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The Cow In Apple-Time
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

Something inspires the only cow of late
To make no more of a wall than an open gate,
And think no more of wall-builders than fools.
Her face is flecked with pomace and she drools
A cider syrup. Having tasted fruit,
She scorns a pasture withering to the root.
She runs from tree to tree where lie and sweeten
The windfalls spiked with stubble and worm-eaten.
She leaves them bitten when she has to fly.
She bellows on a knoll against the sky.
Her udder shrivels and the milk goes dry.
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The Runaway
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

Once when the snow of the year was beginning to
fall,
We stopped by a mountain pasture to say "Whose
colt?"
A little Morgan had one forefoot on the wall,
The other curled at his breast. He dipped his head
And snorted at us. And then he had to bolt.
We heard the miniature thunder where he fled,
And we saw him, or thought we saw him, dim and
grey,
Like a shadow against the curtain of falling flakes.
"I think the little fellow's afraid of the snow.
He isn't winter-broken. It isn't play
With the little fellow at all. He's running away.
I doubt if even his mother could tell him, 'Sakes,
It's only weather.' He'd think she didn't know!
Where is his mother? He can't be out alone."
And now he comes again with a clatter of stone
And mounts the wall again with whited eyes
And all his tail that isn't hair up straight.
He shudders his coat as if to throw off flies.
"Whoever it is that leaves him out so late,
When other creatures have gone to stall and bin,
Ought to be told to come and take him in."
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Putting In The Seed
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

You come to fetch me from my work to-night
When supper's on the table, and we'll see
If I can leave off burying the white
Soft petals fallen from the apple tree
(Soft petals, yes, but not so barren quite,
Mingled with these, smooth bean and wrinkled
pea);
And go along with you ere you lose sight
Of what you came for and become like me,
Slave to a springtime passion for the earth.
How Love bums through the Putting in the Seed
On through the watching for that early birth
When, just as the soil tarnishes with weed,
The sturdy seedling with arched body comes
Shouldering its way and shedding the earth crumbs.
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Going For Water
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

The well was dry beside the door,
And so we went with pail and can
Across the fields behind the house
To seek the brook if still it ran;

Not loth to have excuse to go,
Because the autumn eve was fair
(Though chill), because the fields were ours,
And by the brook our woods were there.

We ran as if to meet the moon
That slowly dawned behind the trees,
The barren boughs without the leaves,
Without the birds, without the breeze.

But once within the wood, we paused
Like gnomes that hid us from the moon,
Ready to run to hiding new
With laughter when she found us soon.

Each laid on other a staying hand
To listen ere we dared to look,
And in the hush we joined to make
We heard, we knew we heard the brook.

A note as from a single place,
A slender tinkling fall that made
Now drops that floated on the pool
Like pearls, and now a silver blade.
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Mowing
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

There was never a sound beside the wood but one,
And that was my long scythe whispering to the
ground.
What was it it whispered? I knew not well myself;
Perhaps it was something about the heat of the sun,
Something, perhaps, about the lack of sound--
And that was why it whispered and did not speak.
It was no dream of the gift of idle hours,
Or easy gold at the hand of fay or elf:
Anything more than the truth would have seemed
too weak
To the earnest love that laid the swale in rows,
Not without feeble-pointed spikes of flowers
(Pale orchises), and scared a bright green snake.
The fact is the sweetest dream that labour knows.
My long scythe whispered and left the hay to make.
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After Apple-Picking
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

My long two-pointed ladder's sticking through a tree
Toward heaven still,
And there's a barrel that I didn't fill
Beside it, and there may be two or three
Apples I didn't pick upon some bough.
But I am done with apple-picking now.
Essence of winter sleep is on the night,
The scent of apples: I am drowsing off.
I cannot rub the strangeness from my sight
I got from looking through a pane of glass
I skimmed this morning from the drinking trough
And held against the world of hoary grass.
It melted, and I let it fall and break.
But I was well
Upon my way to sleep before it fell,
And I could tell
What form my dreaming was about to take.
Magnified apples appear and disappear,
Stem end and blossom end,
And every fleck of russet showing clear.
My instep arch not only keeps the ache,
It keeps the pressure of a ladder-round.
I feel the ladder sway as the boughs bend.
And I keep hearing from the cellar bin
The rumbling sound
Of load on load of apples coming in.
For I have had too much
Of apple-picking: I am overtired
Of the great harvest I myself desired.
There were ten thousand thousand fruit to touch,
Cherish in hand, lift down, and not let fall.
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For all
That struck the earth,
No matter if not bruised or spiked with stubble,
Went surely to the cider-apple heap
As of no worth.
One can see what will trouble
This sleep of mine, whatever sleep it is.
Were he not gone,
The woodchuck could say whether it's like his
Long sleep, as I describe its coming on,
Or just some human sleep.
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Birches
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

When I see birches bend to left and right
Across the lines of straighter darker trees,
I like to think some boy's been swinging them.
But swinging doesn't bend them down to stay.
Ice-storms do that. Often you must have seen them
Loaded with ice a sunny winter morning
After a rain. They click upon themselves
As the breeze rises, and turn many-coloured
As the stir cracks and crazes their enamel.
Soon the sun's warmth makes them shed crystal
shells
Shattering and avalanching on the snow-crust--
Such heaps of broken glass to sweep away
You'd think the inner dome of heaven had fallen.
They are dragged to the withered bracken by the
load,
And they seem not to break; though once they are
bowed
So low for long, they never right themselves:
You may see their trunks arching in the woods
Years afterwards, trailing their leaves on the ground,
Like girls on hands and knees that throw their hair
Before them over their heads to dry in the sun.
But I was going to say when Truth broke in
With all her matter-of-fact about the ice-storm,
I should prefer to have some boy bend them
As he went out and in to fetch the cows--
Some boy too far from town to learn baseball,
Whose only play was what he found himself,
Summer or winter, and could play alone.
One by one he subdued his father's trees
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By riding them down over and over again
Until he took the stiffness out of them,
And not one but hung limp, not one was left
For him to conquer. He learned all there was
To learn about not launching out too soon
And so not carrying the tree away
Clear to the ground. He always kept his poise
To the top branches, climbing carefully
With the same pains you use to fill a cup
Up to the brim, and even above the brim.
Then he flung outward, feet first, with a swish,
Kicking his way down through the air to the ground.
So was I once myself a swinger of birches.
And so I dream of going back to be.
It's when I'm weary of considerations,
And life is too much like a pathless wood
Where your face burns and tickles with the cobwebs
Broken across it, and one eye is weeping
From a twig's having lashed across it open.
I'd like to get away from earth awhile
And then come back to it and begin over.
May no fate wilfully misunderstand me
And half grant what I wish and snatch me away
Not to return. Earth's the right place for love:
I don't know where it's likely to go better.
I'd like to go by climbing a birch tree,
And climb black branches up a snow-white trunk
_Toward_ heaven, till the tree could bear no more,
But dipped its top and set me down again.
That would be good both going and coming back.
One could do worse than be a swinger of birches.
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The Tuft Of Flowers
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

I went to turn the grass once after one
Who mowed it in the dew before the sun.

The dew was gone that made his blade so keen
Before I came to view the levelled scene.

I looked for him behind an isle of trees;
I listened for his whetstone on the breeze.

But he had gone his way, the grass all mown,
And I must be, as he had been--alone,

"As all must be," I said within my heart,
"Whether they work together or apart."

But as I said it, swift there passed me by
On noiseless wing a bewildered butterfly,

Seeking with memories grown dim o'er night
Some resting flower of yesterday's delight.

And once I marked his flight go round and round,
As where some flower lay withering on the ground.

And then he flew as far as eye could see,
And then on tremulous wing came back to me.

I thought of questions that have no reply,
And would have turned to toss the grass to dry;

But he turned first, and led my eye to look
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At a tall tuft of flowers beside a brook,

A leaping tongue of bloom the scythe had spared
Beside a reedy brook the scythe had bared.

I left my place to know them by their name,
Finding them butterfly weed when I came.

The mower in the dew had loved them thus,
By leaving them to flourish, not for us,

Nor yet to draw one thought of ours to him.
But from sheer morning gladness at the brim.

The butterfly and I had lit upon,
Nevertheless, a message from the dawn.

That made me hear the wakening birds around,
And hear his long scythe whispering to the ground,

And feel a spirit kindred to my own;
So that henceforth I worked no more alone;

But glad with him, I worked as with his aid,
And weary, sought at noon with him the shade;

And dreaming, as it were, held brotherly speech
With one whose thought I had not hoped to reach.

"Men work together," I told him from the heart,
"Whether they work together or apart."
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Mending Wall
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

Something there is that doesn't love a wall,
That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it,
And spills the upper boulders in the sun;
And makes gaps even two can pass abreast.
The work of hunters is another thing:
I have come after them and made repair
Where they have left not one stone on a stone,
But they would have the rabbit out of hiding,
To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean,
No one has seen them made or heard them made,
But at spring mending-time we find them there.
I let my neighbour know beyond the hill;
And on a day we meet to walk the line
And set the wall between us once again.
We keep the wall between us as we go.
To each the boulders that have fallen to each.
And some are loaves and some so nearly balls
We have to use a spell to make them balance:
"Stay where you are until our backs are turned!"
We wear our fingers rough with handling them.
Oh, just another kind of out-door game,
One on a side. It comes to little more:
There where it is we do not need the wall:
He is all pine and I am apple orchard.
My apple trees will never get across
And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him.
He only says, "Good fences make good neighbours."
Spring is the mischief in me, and I wonder
If I could put a notion in his head:
"_Why_ do they make good neighbours? Isn't it
Where there are cows? But here there are no cows.
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Before I built a wall I'd ask to know
What I was walling in or walling out,
And to whom I was like to give offence.
Something there is that doesn't love a wall,
That wants it down." I could say "Elves" to him,
But it's not elves exactly, and I'd rather
He said it for himself. I see him there
Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top
In each hand, like an old-stone savage armed.
He moves in darkness as it seems to me,
Not of woods only and the shade of trees.
He will not go behind his father's saying,
And he likes having thought of it so well
He says again, "Good fences make good
neighbours."
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The Road Not Taken
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveller, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I--
I took the one less travelled by,
And that has made all the difference.
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A Vantage Point
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

If tired of trees I seek again mankind,
Well I know where to hie me--in the dawn,
To a slope where the cattle keep the lawn.
There amid lolling juniper reclined,
Myself unseen, I see in white defined
Far off the homes of men, and farther still,
The graves of men on an opposing hill,
Living or dead, whichever are most to mind.

And if by noon I have too much of these,
I have but to turn on my arm, and lo,
The sun-burned hillside sets my face aglow
My breathing shakes the bluet like a breeze,
I smell the earth, I smell the bruised plant,
I look into the crater of the ant.
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The Sound Of Trees
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

I wonder about the trees.
Why do we wish to bear
Forever the noise of these
More than another noise
So close to our dwelling place?
We suffer them by the day
Till we lose all measure of pace,
And fixity in our joys,
And acquire a listening air.
They are that that talks of going
But never gets away;
And that talks no less for knowing,
As it grows wiser and older,
That now it means to stay.
My feet tug at the floor
And my head sways to my shoulder
Sometimes when I watch trees sway,
From the window or the door.
I shall set forth for somewhere,
I shall make the reckless choice
Some day when they are in voice
And tossing so as to scare
The white clouds over them on.
I shall have less to say,
But I shall be gone.
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Hyla Brook
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

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,
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
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.
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My November Guest
Robert Frost
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My Sorrow, when she's here with me,
Thinks these dark days of autumn rain
Are beautiful as days can be;
She loves the bare, the withered tree;
She walks the sodden pasture lane.

Her pleasure will not let me stay.
She talks and I am fain to list:
She's glad the birds are gone away,
She's glad her simple worsted grey
Is silver now with clinging mist.

The desolate, deserted trees,
The faded earth, the heavy sky,
The beauties she so truly sees,
She thinks I have no eye for these,
And vexes me for reason why.

Not yesterday I learned to know
The love of bare November days
Before the coming of the snow,
But it were vain to tell her so,
And they are better for her praise.
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A Time To Talk
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

When a friend calls to me from the road
And slows his horse to a meaning walk
I don't stand still and look around
On all the hills I haven't hoed,
And shout from where I am, What is it?
No, not as there is a time to talk.
I thrust my hoe in the mellow ground,
Blade-end up and five feet tall,
And plod: I go up to the stone wall
For a friendly visit.
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Revelation
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

We make ourselves a place apart
Behind light words that tease and flout,
But oh, the agitated heart
Till someone really find us out.

A pity if the case require
(Or so we say) that in the end
We speak the literal to inspire
The understanding of a friend.

But so with all, from babes that play
At hide-and-seek to God afar,
So all who hide too well away
Must speak and tell us where they are.
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Flower-Gathering
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

I left you in the morning,
And in the morning glow,
You walked a way beside me
To make me sad to go.
Do you know me in the gloaming,
Gaunt and dusty grey with roaming?
Are you dumb because you know me not,
Or dumb because you know?

All for me? And not a question
For the faded flowers gay
That could take me from beside you
For the ages of a day?
They are yours, and be the measure
Of their worth for you to treasure,
The measure of the little while
That I've been long away.
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Reluctance
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

Out through the fields and the woods
And over the walls I have wended;
I have climbed the hills of view
And looked at the world, and descended;
I have come by the highway home,
And lo, it is ended.

The leaves are all dead on the ground,
Save those that the oak is keeping
To ravel them one by one
And let them go scraping and creeping
Out over the crusted snow,
When others are sleeping.

And the dead leaves lie huddled and still,
No longer blown hither and thither;
The last lone aster is gone;
The flowers of the witch-hazel wither;
The heart is still aching to seek,
But the feet question "Whither?"

Ah, when to the heart of man
Was it ever less than a treason
To go with the drift of things,
To yield with a grace to reason,
And bow and accept the end
Of a love or a season?
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Into My Own
Robert Frost

From Selected Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #59824

One of my wishes is that those dark trees,
So old and firm they scarcely show the breeze,
Were not, as 'twere, the merest mask of gloom,
But stretched away unto the edge of doom.

I should not be withheld but that some day
Into their vastness I should steal away,
Fearless of ever finding open land,
Or highway where the slow wheel pours the sand.

I do not see why I should e'er turn back,
Or those should not set forth upon my track
To overtake me, who should miss me here
And long to know if still I held them dear.

They would not find me changed from him they
knew--
Only more sure of all I thought was true.
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Dream Variations
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

To fling my arms wide
In some place of the sun,
To whirl and to dance
Till the white day is done.
Then rest at cool evening
Beneath a tall tree
While night comes on gently,
  Dark like me,--
That is my dream!

To fling my arms wide
In the face of the sun,
Dance! whirl! whirl!
Till the quick day is done.
Rest at pale evening....
A tall, slim tree....
Night coming tenderly
  Black like me.
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Joy
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

I went to look for Joy,
Slim, dancing Joy,
Gay, laughing Joy,
Bright-eyed Joy,--
And I found her
Driving the butcher's cart
In the arms of the butcher boy!
Such company, such company,
As keeps this young nymph, Joy!
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The Negro Speaks of Rivers
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

(To W. E. B. DuBois)

I've known rivers:

I've known rivers ancient as the world and older than the
flow of
  human blood in human veins.

My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young.
I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep.
I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it.
I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln went
down to
  New Orleans, and I've seen its muddy bosom turn all golden
in the
  sunset.

I've known rivers:
Ancient, dusky rivers.

My soul has grown deep like the rivers.
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As I Grew Older
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

It was a long time ago.
I have almost forgotten my dream.
But it was there then,
In front of me,
Bright like a sun,--
My dream.

And then the wall rose,
Rose slowly,
Slowly,
Between me and my dream.
Rose slowly, slowly,
Dimming,
Hiding,
The light of my dream.
Rose until it touched the sky,--
The wall.

Shadow.
I am black.

I lie down in the shadow.
No longer the light of my dream before me,
Above me.
Only the thick wall.
Only the shadow.

My hands!
My dark hands!
Break through the wall!
Find my dream!
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Help me to shatter this darkness,
To smash this night,
To break this shadow
Into a thousand lights of sun,
Into a thousand whirling dreams
Of sun!
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Aunt Sue's Stories
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

Aunt Sue has a head full of stories.
Aunt Sue has a whole heart full of stories.
Summer nights on the front porch
Aunt Sue cuddles a brown-faced child to her bosom
And tells him stories.

Black slaves
Working in the hot sun,
And black slaves
Walking in the dewy night,
And black slaves
Singing sorrow songs on the banks of a mighty river
Mingle themselves softly
In the flow of old Aunt Sue's voice,
Mingle themselves softly
In the dark shadows that cross and recross
Aunt Sue's stories.

And the dark-faced child, listening,
Knows that Aunt Sue's stories are real stories.
He knows that Aunt Sue
Never got her stories out of any book at all,
But that they came
Right out of her own life.

And the dark-faced child is quiet
Of a summer night
Listening to Aunt Sue's stories.
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The Dream Keeper
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

Bring me all of your dreams,
You dreamers.
Bring me all of your
Heart melodies
That I may wrap them
In a blue cloud-cloth
Away from the too rough fingers
Of the world.
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Mother to Son
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

Well, son, I'll tell you:
Life for me ain't been no crystal stair.
It's had tacks in it,
And splinters,
And boards torn up,
And places with no carpet on the floor--
Bare.
But all the time
I'se been a-cimbin' on,
And reachin' landin's,
And turnin' corners,
And sometimes goin' in the dark
Where there ain't been no light.
So boy, don't you turn back.
Don't you set down on the steps
'Cause you finds it's kinder hard.
Don't you fall now--
For I'se still goin', honey,
I'se still climbin',
And life for me ain't been no crystal stair.
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Epilogue
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

I, too, sing America.

I am the darker brother.
They send me to eat in the kitchen
When company comes,
But I laugh,
And eat well,
And grow strong.

Tomorrow,
I'll sit at the table
When company comes.
Nobody'll dare
Say to me,
"Eat in the kitchen,"
Then.

Besides,
They'll see how beautiful I am
And be ashamed,--

I, too, am America.
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Our Land
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

Poem for a Decorative Panel

We should have a land of sun,
Of gorgeous sun,
And a land of fragrant water
Where the twilight
Is a soft bandanna handkerchief
Of rose and gold,
And not this land where life is cold.

We should have a land of trees,
Of tall thick trees
Bowed down with chattering parrots
Brilliant as the day,
And not this land where birds are grey.

Ah, we should have a land of joy,
Of love and joy and wine and song,
And not this land where joy is wrong.

Oh, sweet, away!
Ah, my beloved one, away!
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Harlem Night Song
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

Come,
Let us roam the night together
Singing.

I love you.

Across
The Harlem roof-tops
Moon is shining.
Night sky is blue.
Stars are great drops
Of golden dew.
In the cabaret
The jazz-band's playing.

I love you.

Come,
Let us roam the night together
Singing.
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Ardella
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

I would liken you
To a night without stars
Were it not for your eyes.
I would liken you
To a sleep without dreams
Were it not for your songs.
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When Sue Wears Red
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

When Susanna Jones wears red
Her face is like an ancient cameo
Turned brown by the ages.

Come with a blast of trumpets,
  Jesus!

When Susanna Jones wears red
A queen from some time-dead Egyptian night
Walks once again.

Blow trumpets, Jesus!

And the beauty of Susanna Jones in red
Burns in my heart a love-fire sharp like pain.

Sweet silver trumpets,
  Jesus!
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Cross
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

My old man's a white old man
And my old mother's black.
If ever I cursed my white old man
I take my curses back.

If ever I cursed my black old mother
And wished she were in hell,
I'm sorry for that evil wish
And now I wish her well.

My old man died in a fine big house.
My ma died in a shack.
I wonder where I'm gonna die,
Being neither white nor black?
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Long Trip
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

The sea is a wilderness of waves,
A desert of water.
We dip and dive,
Rise and roll,
Hide and are hidden
On the sea.
  Day, night,
  Night, day,
The sea is a desert of waves,
A wilderness of water.
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Death of an Old Seaman
Langston Hughes

From The Weary Blues | Project Gutenberg eBook #74745

We buried him high on a windy hill,
But his soul went out to sea.
I know, for I heard, when all was still,
His sea-soul say to me:

Put no tombstone at my head,
For here I do not make my bed.
Strew no flowers on my grave,
I've gone back to the wind and wave.
Do not, do not weep for me,
For I am happy with my sea.
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Sea Shell
Amy Lowell

From A Dome of Many-Coloured Glass | Project Gutenberg eBook #261

Sea Shell, Sea Shell,
 Sing me a song, O Please!
A song of ships, and sailor men,
 And parrots, and tropical trees,

Of islands lost in the Spanish Main
Which no man ever may find again,
Of fishes and corals under the waves,
And seahorses stabled in great green caves.

Sea Shell, Sea Shell,
Sing of the things you know so well.
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Fringed Gentians
Amy Lowell

From A Dome of Many-Coloured Glass | Project Gutenberg eBook #261

Near where I live there is a lake
As blue as blue can be, winds make
It dance as they go blowing by.
I think it curtseys to the sky.

It's just a lake of lovely flowers
And my Mamma says they are ours;
But they are not like those we grow
To be our very own, you know.

We have a splendid garden, there
Are lots of flowers everywhere;
Roses, and pinks, and four o'clocks
And hollyhocks, and evening stocks.

Mamma lets us pick them, but never
Must we pick any gentians -- ever!
For if we carried them away
They'd die of homesickness that day.
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The Painted Ceiling
Amy Lowell

From A Dome of Many-Coloured Glass | Project Gutenberg eBook #261

My Grandpapa lives in a wonderful house
 With a great many windows and doors,
There are stairs that go up, and stairs that go down,
 And such beautiful, slippery floors.

But of all of the rooms, even mother's and mine,
 And the bookroom, and parlour and all,
I like the green dining-room so much the best
 Because of its ceiling and wall.

Right over your head is a funny round hole
 With apples and pears falling through;
There's a big bunch of grapes all purply and sweet,
 And melons and pineapples too.

They tumble and tumble, but never come down
 Though I've stood underneath a long while
With my mouth open wide, for I always have hoped
 Just a cherry would drop from the pile.

No matter how early I run there to look
 It has always begun to fall through;
And one night when at bedtime I crept in to see,
 It was falling by candle-light too.

I am sure they are magical fruits, and each one
 Makes you hear things, or see things, or go
Forever invisible; but it's no use,
 And of course I shall just never know.

For the ladder's too heavy to lift, and the chairs



Haimesian Poetry  •  80

 Are not nearly so tall as I need.
I've given up hope, and I feel I shall die
 Without having accomplished the deed.

It's a little bit sad, when you seem very near
 To adventures and things of that sort,
Which nearly begin, and then don't; and you know
 It is only because you are short.
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The Crescent Moon
Amy Lowell

From A Dome of Many-Coloured Glass | Project Gutenberg eBook #261

Slipping softly through the sky
 Little horned, happy moon,
Can you hear me up so high?
 Will you come down soon?

On my nursery window-sill
 Will you stay your steady flight?
And then float away with me
 Through the summer night?

Brushing over tops of trees,
 Playing hide and seek with stars,
Peeping up through shiny clouds
 At Jupiter or Mars.

I shall fill my lap with roses
 Gathered in the milky way,
All to carry home to mother.
 Oh! what will she say!

Little rocking, sailing moon,
 Do you hear me shout -- Ahoy!
Just a little nearer, moon,
 To please a little boy.
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Climbing
Amy Lowell
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High up in the apple tree climbing I go,
With the sky above me, the earth below.
Each branch is the step of a wonderful stair
Which leads to the town I see shining up there.

Climbing, climbing, higher and higher,
The branches blow and I see a spire,
The gleam of a turret, the glint of a dome,
All sparkling and bright, like white sea foam.

On and on, from bough to bough,
The leaves are thick, but I push my way through;
Before, I have always had to stop,
But to-day I am sure I shall reach the top.

Today to the end of the marvelous stair,
Where those glittering pinacles flash in the air!
Climbing, climbing, higher I go,
With the sky close above me, the earth far below.
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The Trout
Amy Lowell

From A Dome of Many-Coloured Glass | Project Gutenberg eBook #261

Naughty little speckled trout,
Can't I coax you to come out?
Is it such great fun to play
In the water every day?

Do you pull the Naiads' hair
Hiding in the lilies there?
Do you hunt for fishes' eggs,
Or watch tadpoles grow their legs?

Do the little trouts have school
In some deep sun-glinted pool,
And in recess play at tag
Round that bed of purple flag?

I have tried so hard to catch you,
Hours and hours I've sat to watch you;
But you never will come out,
Naughty little speckled trout!
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Wind
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He shouts in the sails of the ships at sea,
He steals the down from the honeybee,
He makes the forest trees rustle and sing,
He twirls my kite till it breaks its string.
   Laughing, dancing, sunny wind,
   Whistling, howling, rainy wind,
   North, South, East and West,
   Each is the wind I like the best.

He calls up the fog and hides the hills,
He whirls the wings of the great windmills,
The weathercocks love him and turn to discover
His whereabouts -- but he's gone, the rover!
   Laughing, dancing, sunny wind,
   Whistling, howling, rainy wind,
   North, South, East and West,
   Each is the wind I like the best.

The pine trees toss him their cones with glee,
The flowers bend low in courtesy,
Each wave flings up a shower of pearls,
The flag in front of the school unfurls.
   Laughing, dancing, sunny wind,
   Whistling, howling, rainy wind,
   North, South, East and West,
   Each is the wind I like the best.
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Petals
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Life is a stream
On which we strew
Petal by petal the flower of our heart;
The end lost in dream,
They float past our view,
We only watch their glad, early start.

Freighted with hope,
Crimsoned with joy,
We scatter the leaves of our opening rose;
Their widening scope,
Their distant employ,
We never shall know. And the stream as it flows
Sweeps them away,
Each one is gone
Ever beyond into infinite ways.
We alone stay
While years hurry on,
The flower fared forth, though its fragrance still stays.
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The Green Bowl
Amy Lowell
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This little bowl is like a mossy pool
In a Spring wood, where dogtooth violets grow
Nodding in chequered sunshine of the trees;
A quiet place, still, with the sound of birds,
Where, though unseen, is heard the endless song
And murmur of the never resting sea.
'T was winter, Roger, when you made this cup,
But coming Spring guided your eager hand
And round the edge you fashioned young green leaves,
A proper chalice made to hold the shy
And little flowers of the woods. And here
They will forget their sad uprooting, lost
In pleasure that this circle of bright leaves
Should be their setting; once more they will dream
They hear winds wandering through lofty trees
And see the sun smiling between the leaves.



Haimesian Poetry  •  87

Poem 78 of 100

To a Friend
Amy Lowell
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I ask but one thing of you, only one,
 That always you will be my dream of you;
 That never shall I wake to find untrue
All this I have believed and rested on,
Forever vanished, like a vision gone
 Out into the night. Alas, how few
 There are who strike in us a chord we knew
Existed, but so seldom heard its tone
 We tremble at the half-forgotten sound.
The world is full of rude awakenings
 And heaven-born castles shattered to the ground,
Yet still our human longing vainly clings
 To a belief in beauty through all wrongs.
 O stay your hand, and leave my heart its songs!
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The Easter Flower
Claude McKay
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Far from this foreign Easter damp and chilly
  My soul steals to a pear-shaped plot of ground,
Where gleamed the lilac-tinted Easter lily
  Soft-scented in the air for yards around;

Alone, without a hint of guardian leaf!
  Just like a fragile bell of silver rime,
It burst the tomb for freedom sweet and brief
  In the young pregnant year at Eastertime;

And many thought it was a sacred sign,
  And some called it the resurrection flower;
And I, a pagan, worshiped at its shrine,
  Yielding my heart unto its perfumed power.
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To One Coming North
Claude McKay
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At first you'll joy to see the playful snow,
  Like white moths trembling on the tropic air,
Or waters of the hills that softly flow
  Gracefully falling down a shining stair.

And when the fields and streets are covered white
  And the wind-worried void is chilly, raw,
Or underneath a spell of heat and light
  The cheerless frozen spots begin to thaw,

Like me you'll long for home, where birds' glad song
  Means flowering lanes and leas and spaces dry,
And tender thoughts and feelings fine and strong,
  Beneath a vivid silver-flecked blue sky.

But oh! more than the changeless southern isles,
  When Spring has shed upon the earth her charm,
You'll love the Northland wreathed in golden smiles
  By the miraculous sun turned glad and warm.
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After The Winter
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Some day, when trees have shed their leaves
  And against the morning's white
The shivering birds beneath the eaves
  Have sheltered for the night,
We'll turn our faces southward, love,
  Toward the summer isle
Where bamboos spire to shafted grove
  And wide-mouthed orchids smile.

And we will seek the quiet hill
  Where towers the cotton tree,
And leaps the laughing crystal rill,
  And works the droning bee.
And we will build a cottage there
  Beside an open glade,
With black-ribbed blue-bells blowing near,
  And ferns that never fade.
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I Shall Return
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I shall return again; I shall return
To laugh and love and watch with wonder-eyes
At golden noon the forest fires burn,
Wafting their blue-black smoke to sapphire skies.
I shall return to loiter by the streams
That bathe the brown blades of the bending grasses,
And realize once more my thousand dreams
Of waters rushing down the mountain passes.
I shall return to hear the fiddle and fife
Of village dances, dear delicious tunes
That stir the hidden depths of native life,
Stray melodies of dim remembered runes.
I shall return, I shall return again,
To ease my mind of long, long years of pain.
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At night the wide and level stretch of wold,
Which at high noon had basked in quiet gold,
Far as the eye could see was ghostly white;
Dark was the night save for the snow's weird light.

I drew the shades far down, crept into bed;
Hearing the cold wind moaning overhead
Through the sad pines, my soul, catching its pain,
Went sorrowing with it across the plain.

At dawn, behold! the pall of night was gone,
Save where a few shrubs melancholy, lone,
Detained a fragile shadow. Golden-lipped
The laughing grasses heaven's sweet wine sipped.

The sun rose smiling o'er the river's breast,
And my soul, by his happy spirit blest,
Soared like a bird to greet him in the sky,
And drew out of his heart Eternity.
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Spring In New Hampshire
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(_To J. L. J. F. E._)

    Too green the springing April grass,
      Too blue the silver-speckled sky,
    For me to linger here, alas,
      While happy winds go laughing by,
    Wasting the golden hours indoors,
    Washing windows and scrubbing floors.

    Too wonderful the April night,
      Too faintly sweet the first May flowers,
    The stars too gloriously bright,
      For me to spend the evening hours,
    When fields are fresh and streams are leaping,
    Wearied, exhausted, dully sleeping.
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Summer Morn In New Hampshire
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From Harlem Shadows | Project Gutenberg eBook #64989

All yesterday it poured, and all night long
  I could not sleep; the rain unceasing beat
Upon the shingled roof like a weird song,
  Upon the grass like running children's feet.
And down the mountains by the dark cloud kissed,
  Like a strange shape in filmy veiling dressed,
Slid slowly, silently, the wraith-like mist,
  And nestled soft against the earth's wet breast.

But lo, there was a miracle at dawn!
  The still air stirred at touch of the faint breeze,
The sun a sheet of gold bequeathed the lawn,
  The songsters twittered in the rustling trees.
And all things were transfigured in the day,
  But me whom radiant beauty could not move;
For you, more wonderful, were far away,
  And I was blind with hunger for your love.
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To A Poet
Claude McKay
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There is a lovely noise about your name,
  Above the shoutings of the city clear,
More than a moment's merriment, whose claim
  Will greater grow with every mellowed year.

The people will not bear you down the street,
  Dancing to the strong rhythm of your words,
The modern kings will throttle you to greet
  The piping voice of artificial birds.

But the rare lonely spirits, even mine,
  Who love the immortal music of all days,
Will see the glory of your trailing line,
  The bedded beauty of your haunting lays.
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I Know My Soul
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I plucked my soul out of its secret place,
And held it to the mirror of my eye,
To see it like a star against the sky,
A twitching body quivering in space,
A spark of passion shining on my face.
And I explored it to determine why
This awful key to my infinity
Conspires to rob me of sweet joy and grace.
And if the sign may not be fully read,
If I can comprehend but not control,
I need not gloom my days with futile dread,
Because I see a part and not the whole.
Contemplating the strange, I'm comforted
By this narcotic thought: I know my soul.
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Winter In The Country
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Sweet life! how lovely to be here
  And feel the soft sea-laden breeze
Strike my flushed face, the spruce's fair
  Free limbs to see, the lesser trees'

Bare hands to touch, the sparrow's cheep
  To heed, and watch his nimble flight
Above the short brown grass asleep.
  Love glorious in his friendly might,

Music that every heart could bless,
  And thoughts of life serene, divine,
Beyond my power to express,
  Crowd round this lifted heart of mine!

But oh! to leave this paradise
  For the city's dirty basement room,
Where, beauty hidden from the eyes,
  A table, bed, bureau and broom

In corner set, two crippled chairs
  All covered up with dust and grim
With hideousness and scars of years,
  And gaslight burning weird and dim,

Will welcome me.... And yet, and yet
  This very wind, the winter birds,
The glory of the soft sunset,
  Come there to me in words.
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Trees
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(For Mrs. Henry Mills Alden)

I think that I shall never see
A poem lovely as a tree.

A tree whose hungry mouth is prest
Against the earth's sweet flowing breast;

A tree that looks at God all day,
And lifts her leafy arms to pray;

A tree that may in Summer wear
A nest of robins in her hair;

Upon whose bosom snow has lain;
Who intimately lives with rain.

Poems are made by fools like me,
But only God can make a tree.
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Martin
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When I am tired of earnest men,
 Intense and keen and sharp and clever,
Pursuing fame with brush or pen
 Or counting metal disks forever,
Then from the halls of Shadowland
 Beyond the trackless purple sea
Old Martin's ghost comes back to stand
 Beside my desk and talk to me.

Still on his delicate pale face
 A quizzical thin smile is showing,
His cheeks are wrinkled like fine lace,
 His kind blue eyes are gay and glowing.
He wears a brilliant-hued cravat,
 A suit to match his soft grey hair,
A rakish stick, a knowing hat,
 A manner blithe and debonair.

How good that he who always knew
 That being lovely was a duty,
Should have gold halls to wander through
 And should himself inhabit beauty.
How like his old unselfish way
 To leave those halls of splendid mirth
And comfort those condemned to stay
 Upon the dull and sombre earth.

Some people ask: "What cruel chance
 Made Martin's life so sad a story?"
Martin? Why, he exhaled romance,
 And wore an overcoat of glory.
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A fleck of sunlight in the street,
 A horse, a book, a girl who smiled,
Such visions made each moment sweet
 For this receptive ancient child.

Because it was old Martin's lot
 To be, not make, a decoration,
Shall we then scorn him, having not
 His genius of appreciation?
Rich joy and love he got and gave;
 His heart was merry as his dress;
Pile laurel wreaths upon his grave
 Who did not gain, but was, success!
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The Apartment House
Joyce Kilmer
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Severe against the pleasant arc of sky
 The great stone box is cruelly displayed.
 The street becomes more dreary from its shade,
And vagrant breezes touch its walls and die.
Here sullen convicts in their chains might lie,
 Or slaves toil dumbly at some dreary trade.
 How worse than folly is their labor made
Who cleft the rocks that this might rise on high!

Yet, as I look, I see a woman's face
 Gleam from a window far above the street.
This is a house of homes, a sacred place,
 By human passion made divinely sweet.
How all the building thrills with sudden grace
 Beneath the magic of Love's golden feet!
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As Winds That Blow Against A Star
Joyce Kilmer
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(For Aline)

Now by what whim of wanton chance
 Do radiant eyes know sombre days?
And feet that shod in light should dance
 Walk weary and laborious ways?

But rays from Heaven, white and whole,
 May penetrate the gloom of earth;
And tears but nourish, in your soul,
 The glory of celestial mirth.

The darts of toil and sorrow, sent
 Against your peaceful beauty, are
As foolish and as impotent
 As winds that blow against a star.
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Love's Lantern
Joyce Kilmer
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(For Aline)

Because the road was steep and long
 And through a dark and lonely land,
God set upon my lips a song
 And put a lantern in my hand.

Through miles on weary miles of night
 That stretch relentless in my way
My lantern burns serene and white,
 An unexhausted cup of day.

O golden lights and lights like wine,
 How dim your boasted splendors are.
Behold this little lamp of mine;
 It is more starlike than a star!
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The House with Nobody in It
Joyce Kilmer
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Whenever I walk to Suffern along the Erie track
I go by a poor old farmhouse with its shingles broken and
black.
I suppose I've passed it a hundred times, but I always stop
for a minute
And look at the house, the tragic house, the house with
nobody in it.

I never have seen a haunted house, but I hear there are such
things;
That they hold the talk of spirits, their mirth and sorrowings.
I know this house isn't haunted, and I wish it were, I do;
For it wouldn't be so lonely if it had a ghost or two.

This house on the road to Suffern needs a dozen panes of
glass,
And somebody ought to weed the walk and take a scythe to
the grass.
It needs new paint and shingles, and the vines should be
trimmed and tied;
But what it needs the most of all is some people living inside.

If I had a lot of money and all my debts were paid
I'd put a gang of men to work with brush and saw and spade.
I'd buy that place and fix it up the way it used to be
And I'd find some people who wanted a home and give it to
them free.

Now, a new house standing empty, with staring window and
door,
Looks idle, perhaps, and foolish, like a hat on its block in the
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store.
But there's nothing mournful about it; it cannot be sad and
lone
For the lack of something within it that it has never known.

But a house that has done what a house should do,
  a house that has sheltered life,
That has put its loving wooden arms around a man and his
wife,
A house that has echoed a baby's laugh and held up his
stumbling feet,
Is the saddest sight, when it's left alone, that ever your eyes
could meet.

So whenever I go to Suffern along the Erie track
I never go by the empty house without stopping and looking
back,
Yet it hurts me to look at the crumbling roof and the shutters
fallen apart,
For I can't help thinking the poor old house is a house with a
broken heart.
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Easter
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The air is like a butterfly
 With frail blue wings.
The happy earth looks at the sky
 And sings.
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Afternoon on a Hill
Edna St. Vincent Millay

From Renascence, and Other Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #109

I will be the gladdest thing
  Under the sun!
I will touch a hundred flowers
  And not pick one.

I will look at cliffs and clouds
  With quiet eyes,
Watch the wind bow down the grass,
  And the grass rise.

And when lights begin to show
  Up from the town,
I will mark which must be mine,
  And then start down!
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Tavern
Edna St. Vincent Millay

From Renascence, and Other Poems | Project Gutenberg eBook #109

I'll keep a little tavern
  Below the high hill's crest,
Wherein all grey-eyed people
  May set them down and rest.

There shall be plates a-plenty,
  And mugs to melt the chill
Of all the grey-eyed people
  Who happen up the hill.

There sound will sleep the traveller,
  And dream his journey's end,
But I will rouse at midnight
  The falling fire to tend.

Aye, 'tis a curious fancy--
  But all the good I know
Was taught me out of two grey eyes
  A long time ago.
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The Little Ghost
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I knew her for a little ghost
  That in my garden walked;
The wall is high--higher than most--
  And the green gate was locked.

And yet I did not think of that
  Till after she was gone--
I knew her by the broad white hat,
  All ruffled, she had on.

By the dear ruffles round her feet,
  By her small hands that hung
In their lace mitts, austere and sweet,
  Her gown's white folds among.

I watched to see if she would stay,
  What she would do--and oh!
She looked as if she liked the way
  I let my garden grow!

She bent above my favourite mint
  With conscious garden grace,
She smiled and smiled--there was no hint
  Of sadness in her face.

She held her gown on either side
  To let her slippers show,
And up the walk she went with pride,
  The way great ladies go.

And where the wall is built in new



Haimesian Poetry  •  110

  And is of ivy bare
She paused--then opened and passed through
  A gate that once was there.
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Witch-Wife
Edna St. Vincent Millay
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She is neither pink nor pale,
  And she never will be all mine;
She learned her hands in a fairy-tale,
  And her mouth on a valentine.

She has more hair than she needs;
  In the sun 'tis a woe to me!
And her voice is a string of colored beads,
 Or steps leading into the sea.

She loves me all that she can,
  And her ways to my ways resign;
But she was not made for any man,
  And she never will be all mine.
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When the Year Grows Old
Edna St. Vincent Millay
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I cannot but remember
  When the year grows old--
October--November--
  How she disliked the cold!

She used to watch the swallows
  Go down across the sky,
And turn from the window
  With a little sharp sigh.

And often when the brown leaves
  Were brittle on the ground,
And the wind in the chimney
  Made a melancholy sound,

She had a look about her
  That I wish I could forget--
The look of a scared thing
  Sitting in a net!

Oh, beautiful at nightfall
  The soft spitting snow!
And beautiful the bare boughs
  Rubbing to and fro!

But the roaring of the fire,
  And the warmth of fur,
And the boiling of the kettle
  Were beautiful to her!

I cannot but remember
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  When the year grows old--
October--November--
  How she disliked the cold!
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