Poems for Memorization  Fall 1999
1.  As I was going up the stair

I met a man who wasn’t there

He wasn’t there again today–

O how I wish he’d go away!

2.  The Purist  Ogden Nash  American (1902-1971)

I give you now Professor Twist

A conscientious scientist

Trustees exclaimed, “He never bungles!”

And sent him off to distant jungles

Camped on a tropic riverside

One day he missed his loving bride.

She had, the guide informed him later

Been eaten by an alligator.

Professor Twist could not but smile,

“You mean,” he said, “a crocodile.”

3.  Little Stone  Emily Dickinson  American (1830-1886)

How happy is the little stone

That rambles in the road alone,

And doesn’t care about careers,

And exigencies never fears;

Whose coat of elemental brown

A passing universe put on;

And independent as the sun

Associates or glows alone, 

Fulfilling absolute decree

In casual simplicity.

4. 
Sorrow  Edna St. Vincent Millay

American (1892-1950) 

Sorrow like a ceaseless rain 

   Beats upon my heart. 

People twist and scream in pain,– 

Dawn will find them still again; 

This has neither wax nor wane, 

   Neither stop nor start. 

People dress and go to town; 

   I sit in my chair. 

All my thoughts are slow and brown: 

Standing up or sitting down 

Little matters, or what gown 

   Or what shoes I wear. 

5.  Yonder See the Morning Blink  A. E. Housman  English (1859-1936) 

Yonder see the morning blink:


The sun is up, and up must I,

To wash and dress and eat and drink

And look at things and talk and think


And work, and God knows why.

Oh, often have I washed and dressed


And what’s to show for all my pain?

Let me lie abed and rest:

Ten thousand times I’ve done my best


And all’s to do again.

6.  Lost  Carl Sandburg  American (1878-1967)

Desolate and lone

All night long on the lake

Where fog trails and mist creeps,

The whistle of a boat

Calls and cries unendingly,

Like some lost child

In tears and trouble

Hunting the harbor’s breast

And the harbor’s eyes

7.  She Sweeps With Many-Colored Brooms 
Emily Dickinson  American (1830-1886) 

She sweeps with many-colored brooms,

And leaves the shreds behind;

Oh Housewife in the evening west,

Come back; and dust the Pond!

You dropped a purple ravelling in,

You dropped an amber thread;

And now you’ve littered all the East

With duds of emerald!

And still she plies her spotted brooms,

And still the aprons fly,

Till brooms fade softly into stars —

And then I come away.

8.  A Dream  Stephen Phillips  English (1868-1915)

My dead love came to me, and said:

‘God gives me one hour’s rest,

To spend with thee on earth again:

How shall we spend it best?’

‘Why, as of old,” I said; and so

We quarrelled as of old:

But, when I turned to make my peace

That one short hour was told.

9.  Barter  Sara Teasdale  American (1884-1933) 

Life has loveliness to sell, 

All beautiful and splendid things; 

Blue waves whitened on a cliff, 

Soaring fire that sways and sings, 

And children's faces looking up, 

Holding wonder like a cup. 

Life has loveliness to sell; 

Music like a curve of gold, 

Scent of pine trees in the rain, 

Eyes that love you, arms that hold, 

And, for the Spirit's still delight, 

Holy thoughts that star the night. 

Give all you have for loveliness; 

Buy it, and never count the cost! 

For one white, singing hour of peace 

Count many a year of strife well lost; 

And for a breath of ecstasy, 

Give all you have been, or could be. 
10.  Cross  Langston Hughes  American (1902-1967)

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?

11.  My Father  Yehuda Amichai  German-Israeli (1924- ) 

The memory of my father is wrapped up in

white paper, like sandwiches taken for a day at work.

Just as a magician takes towers and rabbits

out of his hat, he drew love from his small body,

and the rivers of his hands

overflowed with good deeds. 

12. What We Need Is Here Wendell Berry American (1934- ) 

Geese appear high over us, 

pass, and the sky closes. Abandon, 

as in love or sleep, holds 

them to their way, clear 

in the ancient faith: what we need 

is here. And we pray, not 

for new earth or heaven, but to be 

quiet in heart, and in eye, 

clear. What we need is here. 

13.  The Hidden Law  W. H. Auden  English (1907-1973) 

The Hidden Law does not deny

Our laws of probability,

But takes the atom and the star

And human beings as they are,

And answers nothing when we lie.

It is the only reason why

No government can codify,

And verbal definitions mar


The Hidden Law.

Its utter patience will not try

To stop us if we want to die:

When we escape It in a car,

When we forget It in a bar,

These are the ways we’re punished by


The Hidden Law.

14.  Open House  Theodore Roethke American (1908-1963)

My secrets cry aloud.

I have no need for tongue.

My heart keeps open house,

My doors are widely swung.

An epic of the eyes

My love, with no disguise.

My truths are all foreknown,

This anguish self-revealed.

I’m naked to the bone,

With nakedness my shield.

Myself is what I wear;

I keep the spirit bare.

The anger will endure,

The deed will speak the truth

In language strict and pure.

I stop the lying mouth:

Rage warps my clearest cry

To witless agony. 

15.  Triple Bronze  Robert Frost  American (1874-1963)

The Infinite’s being so wide

Is the reason the Powers provide

For inner defense my hide.

For next defense outside

I make myself this time

Of wood or granite or lime

A wall too hard for crime

Either to breach or climb.

Then a number of us agree

On a national boundary.

And that defense makes three

Between too much and me.

16.  I Don't Know if you're Alive or Dead

Anna Akhmatova  Russian  (1889-1966)

I don't know if you're alive or dead. 

Can you on earth be sought, 

Or only when the sunsets fade 

Be mourned serenely in my thought? 

All is for you: the daily prayer, 

The sleepless heat at night, 

And of my verses, the white 

Flock, and of my eyes, the blue fire. 

No-one was more cherished, no-one tortured 

Me more, not 

Even the one who betrayed me to torture, 

Not even the one who caressed me and forgot. 

17.  Morning at the Window T. S. Eliot 

English-American (1888-1965) 

They are rattling breakfast plates in basement kitchens, 

And along the trampled edges of the street 

I am aware of the damp souls of housemaids 

Sprouting despondently at area gates. 

The brown waves of fog toss up to me 

Twisted faces from the bottom of the street, 

And tear from a passer-by with muddy skirts 

An aimless smile that hovers in the air 

And vanishes along the level of the roofs. 

18.  Forgetfulness  Hart Crane  American (1899-1932)

Forgetfulness is like a song 

That, freed from beat and measure, wanders. 

Forgetfulness is like a bird whose wings are reconciled, 

Outspread and motionless, – 

A bird that coasts the wind unwearyingly. 

Forgetfulness is rain at night, 

Or an old house in a forest, – or a child. 

Forgetfulness is white, – white as a blasted tree, 

And it may stun the sybil into prophecy, Or bury the Gods. 

I can remember much forgetfulness. 

19.  Impressions  Oscar Wilde  English (1854-1900)

I.  Les Silhouettes
The sea is flecked with bars of gray,

The dull dead wind is out of tune,

And like a withered leaf the moon

Is blown across the stormy bay.

Etched clear upon the pallid sand

The black boat lies: a sailor boy

Clambers aboard in careless joy

With laughing face and gleaming hand.

And overhead the curlews cry,

Where through the dusky upland grass

The young brown-throated reapers pass,

Like silhouettes against the sky.

20. Never Give All the Heart  W. B. Yeats Irish (1865-1939)  

Never give all the heart, for love

Will hardly seem worth thinking of

To passionate women if it seem

Certain, and they never dream

That it fades out from kiss to kiss;

For everything that’s lovely is

But a brief, dreamy, kind delight.

O never give the heart outright,

For they, for all smooth lips can say,

Have given their hearts up to the play.

And who could play it well enough

If deaf and dumb and blind with love?

He that made this knows all the cost,

For he gave all his heart and lost.

21. A Passing Glimpse  Robert Frost  American (1874-1963) 

To Ridgely Torrence, on last looking into his ‘Hesperides’
I often see flowers from a passing car

That are gone before I can tell what they are.

I want to get out of the train and go back

To see what they were beside the track.

I name all the flowers I am sure they weren’t:

Not fireweed loving where woods have burnt –

Not bluebells gracing a tunnel mouth –

Not lupine living on sand and drouth.

Was something brushed across my mind

That no one on earth will ever find?

Heaven gives its glimpses only to those

Not in position to look too close.

22.  Weathers  Thomas Hardy  English (1840-1928)

    
    (i)

This is the weather the cuckoo likes, 

        And so do I; 

When showers betumble the chestnut spikes, 

        And nestlings fly; 

And the little brown nightingale bills his best, 

And they sit outside at ‘The Traveller's Rest,’

And maids come forth sprig-muslin drest, 

And citizens dream of the south and west, 

        And so do I. 

     (ii)

This is the weather the shepherd shuns, 

        And so do I; 

When beeches drip in browns and duns, 

        And thresh and ply; 

And hill-hid tides throb, throe on throe, 

And meadow rivulets overflow, 

And drops on gate bars hang in a row, 

And rooks in families homeward go, 

        And so do I. 

23.  Picture-Show  Siegfried Sassoon  English (1886-1967)

And still they come and go: and this is all I know– 

That from the gloom I watch an endless picture-show, 

Where wild or listless faces flicker on their way, 

With glad or grievous hearts I'll never understand 

Because Time spins so fast, and they've no time to stay 

Beyond the moment's gesture of a lifted hand. 

And still, between the shadow and the blinding flame, 

The brave despair of men flings onward, ever the same 

As in those doom-lit years that wait them, and have been... 

And life is just the picture dancing on a screen. 

24.  In an Artist's Studio 

Christina Rossetti  English (1830-1894)

One face looks out from all his canvasses, 

One selfsame figure sits or walks or leans; 

We found her hidden just behind those screens, 

That mirror gave back all her loveliness. 

A queen in opal or in ruby dress, 

A nameless girl in freshest summer greens, 

A saint, an angel; – every canvass means 

The same one meaning, neither more nor less. 

He feeds upon her face by day and night, 

And she with true kind eyes looks back on him 

Fair as the moon and joyful as the light; 

Not wan with waiting, not with sorrow dim; 

Not as she is, but was when hope shone bright; 

Not as she is, but as she fills his dream.

