
To Autumn 

John Keats 

 

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness! 

Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun; 

Conspiring with him how to load and bless 
With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eaves run; 
To bend with apples the mossed cottage-trees, 

And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core; 

To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 

With a sweet kernel; to set budding more, 

And still more, later flowers for the bees, 

Until they think warm days will never cease, 

For Summer has o'erbrimmed their clammy cells. 

 

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store? 

Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 

Thee sitting careless on a granary floor, 

Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind; 

Or on a half-reaped furrow sound asleep, 

Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 

Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers; 

And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 

Steady thy laden head across a brook; 

Or by a cider-press, with patient look, 

Thou watchest the last oozings, hours by hours. 

 

Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they? 

Think not of them, thou hast thy music too, -  

While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day 

And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue; 

Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 

Among the river sallows, borne aloft 

Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies; 

And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn; 

Hedge-crickets sing, and now with treble soft 

The redbreast whistles from a garden-croft; 

And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For Jane (My student, thrown by a horse) 

Theodore Roethke 

 

I remember the neckcurls, limp and damp as tendrils; 

And her quick look, a sidelong pickerel smile; 

And how, once startled into talk, the light syllables leaped for her, 

And she balanced in the delight of her thought, 

 

A wren, happy, tail into the wind, 

Her song trembling the twigs and small branches. 

The shade sang with her; 

The leaves, their whispers turned to kissing, 

And the mould sang in the bleached valleys under the rose. 

 

Oh, when she was sad, she cast herself down into such a pure depth, 

Even a father could not find her: 

Scraping her cheek against straw, 

Stirring the clearest water. 

 

My sparrow, you are not here, 

Waiting like a fern, making a spiney shadow. 

The sides of wet stones cannot console me, 

Nor the moss, wound with the last light. 

 

If only I could nudge you from this sleep, 

My maimed darling, my skittery pigeon. 

Over this damp grave I speak the words of my love: 

I, with no rights in this matter, 

Neither father nor lover. 

 



 

Love Is Not All 

Edna St. Vincent Millay 

 

Love is not all: it is not meat or drink 

Nor slumber nor a roof against the rain; 

Nor yet a floating spar to men that sink 

And rise and sink and rise and sink again; 

Love cannot fill the thickened lung with breath, 

Nor clean the blood, nor set the fractured bone; 

Yet many a man is making friends with death 

Even as I speak, for lack of love alone. 

It well may be that in a difficult hour, 

Pinned down by pain and moaning for release, 

Or nagged by want past resolution’s power, 

I might be driven to sell your love for peace, 

Or trade the memory of this night for food. 

It well may be.  I do not think I would. 

 

 

Mad Girl’s Love Song 

Sylvia Plath 

 

"I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead; 

I lift my lids and all is born again. 

(I think I made you up inside my head.) 

 

The stars go waltzing out in blue and red, 

And arbitrary blackness gallops in: 

I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead. 

 

I dreamed that you bewitched me into bed 

And sung me moon-struck, kissed me quite insane. 

(I think I made you up inside my head.) 

 

God topples from the sky, hell's fires fade: 

Exit seraphim and Satan's men: 

I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead. 

 

I fancied you'd return the way you said, 

But I grow old and I forget your name. 

(I think I made you up inside my head.) 

 

I should have loved a thunderbird instead; 

At least when spring comes they roar back again. 

I shut my eyes and all the world drops dead. 

(I think I made you up inside my head.)"

 

 

Richard Cory 

Edwin Arlington Robinson 

  

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, 

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: 

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, 

Went home and put a bullet through his head. 



Soliloquy of the Spanish Cloister 

Robert Browning 

 

Gr-r-r--there go, my heart's abhorrence!  

  Water your damned flower-pots, do!  

If hate killed men, Brother Lawrence,  

  God's blood, would not mine kill you!  

What? your myrtle-bush wants trimming?  

  Oh, that rose has prior claims--  

Needs its leaden vase filled brimming?  

  Hell dry you up with its flames!  

At the meal we sit together;  

  Salve tibi! I must hear  

Wise talk of the kind of weather,  

  Sort of season, time of year:  

Not a plenteous cork-crop: scarcely  

  Dare we hope oak-galls, I doubt:  

What's the Latin name for "parsley"?  

  What's the Greek name for "swine's snout"?  

Whew! We'll have our platter burnished,  

  Laid with care on our own shelf!  

With a fire-new spoon we're furnished,  

  And a goblet for ourself,  

Rinsed like something sacrificial  

  Ere 'tis fit to touch our chaps--  

Marked with L. for our initial!  

  (He-he! There his lily snaps!)  

Saint, forsooth! While Brown Dolores  

  Squats outside the Convent bank  

With Sanchicha, telling stories,  

  Steeping tresses in the tank,  

Blue-black, lustrous, thick like horsehairs,  

  --Can't I see his dead eye glow,  

Bright as 'twere a Barbary corsair's?  
  (That is, if he'd let it show!)  

When he finishes refection,  

  Knife and fork he never lays  

Cross-wise, to my recollection,  

  As I do, in Jesu's praise.  

I the Trinity illustrate,  

  Drinking watered orange-pulp--  

In three sips the Arian frustrate;  
  While he drains his at one gulp!  

Oh, those melons! if he's able  

  We're to have a feast; so nice!  

One goes to the Abbot's table,  

  All of us get each a slice.  

How go on your flowers? None double?  

  Not one fruit-sort can you spy?  

Strange! And I, too, at such trouble,  

  Keep them close-nipped on the sly!  

There's a great text in Galatians,  

  Once you trip on it, entails  

Twenty-nine distinct damnations,  

  One sure, if another fails;  

If I trip him just a-dying,  

  Sure of heaven as sure can be,  

Spin him round and send him flying  

  Off to hell, a Manichee?  

Or, my scrofulous French novel  

  On gray paper with blunt type!  

Simply glance at it, you grovel  

  Hand and foot in Belial's gripe;  

If I double down the pages  

  At the woeful sixteenth print,  

When he gathers his greengages,   

  Ope a sieve and slip it in't?  

Or, there's Satan! one might venture  

  Pledge one's soul to him, yet leave  

Such a flaw in the indenture  

  As he'd miss till, past retrieve,  

Blasted lay that rose-acacia  

  We're so proud of! Hy, Zy, Hine . . . .  

'St, there's Vespers! Plena gratia  

  Ave, Virgo! Gr-r-r - you swine! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



The Unknown Citizen 

W. H. Auden 

 

(To JS/07/M/378 This Marble Monument Is Erected by the State) 

 

He was found by the bureau of statistics to be 

One against whom there was no official complaint 

And all the reports on his conduct agree 

That, in the modern sense of an old fashioned word, he was a saint, 

For in everything he did he served the greater community. 

 

Except for the war till the day he retired 

He worked in the factory and never got fired, 

But satisfied his employers, Fudge Motors Inc. 

Yet he wasn't a scab or odd in his views, 

For his Union reports that he paid his dues, 

(Our report on his Union shows it was sound) 

And our Social Psychology workers found 

That he was popular with his mates and liked a drink. 

 

The Press are convinced that he bought a paper every day 

And that his reactions to poetry were normal in every way. 

Policies taken out in his name prove that he was fully insured, 

And his Health Card shows he was once in a hospital but left it cured. 

Both Producers Research and High-Grade Living declare 

He was fully sensible to the advantages of the Installment Plan 

And had everything necessary to the Modern Man, 

A gramophone, a radio, a car, and a frigidaire. 

 

Our researchers into public opinion are content 

That he held the popular opinions for the time of year. 

When there was peace, he was for peace; when there was war, he went. 

He was married and added five children to the population, 

Which our Eugenists say was the right number for a parent of his generation, 

And our teachers report that he never interfered with their education. 

Was he free? Was he Happy? The question is absurd: 

Had anything been wrong, we certainly should have heard. 

 

 

 

When I Was One-and-Twenty 

A. E. Housman 

 

 

When I was one-and-twenty 

 I heard a wise man say, 

“Give crowns and pounds and guineas 

 But not your heart away; 

Give pearls away and rubies   

 But keep your fancy free.” 

But I was one-and-twenty 

 No use to talk to me. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When I was one-and-twenty 

 I heard him say again,   

“The heart out of the bosom 

 Was never given in vain; 

'Tis paid with sighs a plenty 

 And sold for endless rue.”  

And I am two-and-twenty   

 And oh, 'tis true, 'tis true. 

 

 


