Poetry for Memorization: Spring 2000
1. Four Poems by Gelett Burgess  American (1866-1951)
The Purple Cow

The Purple Cow's Projected Feast:

Reflections on a Mythic Beast,

Who's Quite Remarkable, at Least.

I never saw a purple cow,

I never hope to see one;

But I can tell you, anyhow,

I'd rather see than be one.

Confession: and a Portrait, Too,

Upon a Background that I Rue!

Ah, Yes! I Wrote the “Purple Cow” –

I'm Sorry, now, I Wrote it!

But I can Tell you Anyhow,

I'll Kill you if you Quote it!

On Digital Extremities 

A Poem, and a Gem it Is!

I’d rather have Fingers than Toes;

I’d rather have Ears than a Nose;

  And as for my Hair,

  I’m Glad it’s All There;

I’ll be Awfully Sad when it Goes!

The Goops 
The Goops they lick their fingers,

  And the Goops they lick their knives;

They spill their broth on the tablecloth –

  Oh, they lead disgusting lives!

The Goops they talk while eating,

  And loud and fast they chew;

And that is why I'm glad that I

  Am not a Goop – are you?

2. Sometimes 
Thomas S. Jones, Jr. American (1882–?)

Across the fields of yesterday

  He sometimes comes to me,

A little lad just back from play –

  The lad I used to be.

And yet he smiles so wistfully

  Once he has crept within,

I wonder if he hopes to see

  The man I might have been.

3. Spring Night

Sara Teasdale  American (1884-1933)

The park is filled with night and fog,

    The veils are drawn about the world,

The drowsy lights along the paths

    Are dim and pearled.

Gold and gleaming the empty streets,

    Gold and gleaming the misty lake,

The mirrored lights like sunken swords,

    Glimmer and shake.

Oh, is it not enough to be

Here with this beauty over me?

My throat should ache with praise, and I

Should kneel in joy beneath the sky.

O beauty, are you not enough?

Why am I crying after love,

With youth, a singing voice, and eyes

To take earth’s wonder with surprise?

Why have I put off my pride,

Why am I unsatisfied, –

I, for whom the pensive night

Binds her cloudy hair with light, –

I, for whom all beauty burns

Like incense in a million urns?

O beauty, are you not enough?

Why am I crying after love?

4. 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.

5. Paradox

Jessie B. Rittenhouse  

I went out to the woods to-day

    To hide away from you,

From you a thousand miles away –

    But you came, too.

And yet the old dull thought would stay,

    And all my heart benumb –

If you were but a mile away

    You would not come.

6. The Little Elf

John Kendrick Bangs  American (1862-1922)

I met a little Elf-man, once,

  Down where the lilies blow.

I asked him why he was so small,

  And why he didn’t grow.

He slightly frowned, and with his eye

  He looked me through and through.

“I’m quite as big for me,” said he,

  “As you are big for you.”
7. An Old Story

Edwin Arlington Robinson  American (1869- 1935)

Strange that I did not know him then,

    That friend of mine!

I did not even show him then

    One friendly sign;

But cursed him for the ways he had

    To make me see

My envy of the praise he had

    For praising me.

 I would have rid the earth of him

     Once, in my pride!...

I never knew the worth of him

    Until he died.

8. At the Aquarium
Max Eastman  American (1883-1969)

Serene the silver fishes glide,

Stern-lipped, and pale, and wonder-eyed!

As through the aged deeps of ocean,

They glide with wan and wavy motion.

They have no pathway where they go,

They flow like water to and fro,

They watch with never-winking eyes,

They watch with staring, cold surprise,

The level people in the air,

The people peering, peering there:

Who wander also to and fro,

And know not why or where they go,

Yet have a wonder in their eyes,

Sometimes a pale and cold surprise.

9. Daisies

(William) Bliss Carman  Canadian (1861-1929)

Over the shoulders and slopes of the dune

I saw the white daisies go down to the sea,

A host in the sunshine, an army in June,

The people God sends us to set our hearts free.

The bobolinks rallied them up from the dell,

The orioles whistled them out of the wood;

And all of their singing was, “Earth, it is well!”

And all of their dancing was, “Life, thou art good!”

10. Little Boy Blue

Eugene Field  American (1850–1895)

The little toy dog is covered with dust,

    But sturdy and staunch he stands;

The little toy soldier is red with rust,

    And his musket moulds in his hands.

Time was when the little toy dog was new,

    And the soldier was passing fair;

And that was the time when our Little Boy Blue

    Kissed them and put them there.

“Now don’t you go till I come,” he said,

    “And don’t you make any noise!”

So, toddling off to his trundle bed,

    He dreamt of the pretty toys;
And, as he was dreaming, an angel song

    Awakened our Little Boy Blue –

Oh! the years are many, the years are long,

    But the little toy friends are true!

Ay, faithful to Little Boy Blue they stand,

    Each in the same old place,

Awaiting the touch of a little hand,

    The smile of a little face;

And they wonder, as waiting the long years through

    In the dust of that little chair,

What has become of our Little Boy Blue,

    Since he kissed them and put them there.

11. The Skaters

John Gould Fletcher  American (1886-1950)

Black swallows swooping or gliding

In a flurry of entangled loops and curves;

The skaters skim over the frozen river.

And the grinding click of their skates as they impinge upon the 

  surface,

Is like the brushing together of thin wing-tips of silver.

12. Going and Staying

Thomas Hardy  English (1840-1928)

The moving sun-shapes on the spray,

The sparkles where the brook was flowing,

Pink faces, plightings, moonlit May, –

These were the things we wished would stay;

    But they were going.

Seasons of blankness as of snow,

The silent bleed of a world decaying,

The moan of multitudes in woe,–

These were the things we wished would go;

    But they were staying.

13. Silence Sings

T. Sturge Moore  English (1870- 1944)

So faint, no ear is sure it hears,

So faint and far;

So vast that very near appears

My voice, both here and in each star

Unmeasured leagues do bridge between; 

Like that which on a face is seen

Where secrets are;

Sweeping, like veils of lofty balm,

Tresses unbound

O'er desert sand, o'er ocean calm,

I am wherever is not sound;

And, goddess of the truthful face,

My beauty doth instill its grace

That joy abound.

14. Night Song at Amalfi

Sara Teasdale  American (1884-1933)

I asked the heaven of stars

  What I should give my love –

It answered me with silence,

  Silence above.

I asked the darkened sea

  Down where the fishes go –

It answered me with silence,

  Silence below.

Oh, I could give him weeping,

  Or I could give him song –

But how can I give silence

  My whole life long?

15. Is Love, then, so Simple
Irene Rutherford McLeod (1891- ?)

Is love, then, so simple my dear?

  The opening of a door,

And seeing all things clear?

  I did not know before.

I had thought it unrest and desire

  Soaring only to fall,

Annihilation and fire:

  It is not so at all.

I feel no desperate will,

  But I think I understand

Many things, as I sit quite still,

  With Eternity in my hand.

16. Tired Tim

Walter de la Mare  English (1873-1956)

Poor tired Tim! It's sad for him. 

He lags the long bright morning through,

Ever so tired of nothing to do;

He moons and mopes the livelong day,

Nothing to think about, nothing to say;

Up to bed with his candle to creep,

Too tired to yawn; too tired to sleep:

Poor tired Tim! It's sad for him.

17. Vision

Siegfried Sassoon  English (1886–1967)

I love all things that pass: their briefness is

Music that fades on transient silences.

Winds, birds, and glittering leaves that flare and fall—

They fling delight across the world; they call

To rhythmic-flashing limbs that rove and race...

A moment in the dawn for Youth’s lit face;

A moment’s passion, closing on the cry—

‘O Beauty, born of lovely things that die!’

18. Oh, when I was in love with you

A.E. Housman  English (1859–1936)

Oh, when I was in love with you,

Then I was clean and brave,

And miles around the wonder grew

How well did I behave.

And now the fancy passes by,

And nothing will remain,

And miles around they’ll say that I

Am quite myself again.
19. Never More Will The Wind

Hilda Doolittle (H.D.) American (1886-1961)

Never more will the wind

cherish you again,

never more will the rain.

Never more

shall we find you bright

in the snow and wind.

The snow is melted,

the snow is gone,

and you are flown:

Like a bird out of our hand,

like a light out of our heart,

you are gone.

20. Song

Anna Wickham  English (1884-?)

I was so chill, and overworn, and sad,

To be a lady was the only joy I had.

I walked the street as silent as a mouse,

Buying fine clothes, and fittings for the house.

But since I saw my love

I wear a simple dress,

And happily I move

Forgetting weariness.

21. Regret
Richard Le Gallienne  English (1866-1947)

One asked of regret,

  And I made reply:

To have held the bird,

  And let it fly;

To have seen the star

  For a moment nigh,

And lost it

  Through a slothful eye;

To have plucked the flower

  And cast it by;

To have one only hope –

  To die.

22. Wise

Lizette Woodworth Reese  American (1856- 935)

An apple orchard smells like wine;

  A succory flower is blue;

Until Grief touched these eyes of mine,

  Such things I never knew.

And now indeed I know so plain

  Why one would like to cry

When spouts are full of April rain –

  Such lonely folk go by!

So wise, so wise – that my tears fall

  Each breaking of the dawn;

That I do long to tell you all –

  But you are dead and gone.
23. De Profundis
Christina Georgina Rossetti  English (1830-1894)

Oh why is heaven built so far,

  Oh why is earth set so remote?

I cannot reach the nearest star

  That hangs afloat.

I would not care to reach the moon,

  One round monotonous of change;

Yet even she repeats her tune

  Beyond my range.

I never watch the scatter’d fire

  Of stars, or sun's far-trailing train,

But all my heart is one desire,

  And all in vain:

For I am bound with fleshly bands,

  Joy, beauty, lie beyond my scope;

I strain my heart, I stretch my hands,

  And catch at hope.

24. Searchlights

Alter Brody American (1895- ?)

Tingling shafts of light,

Like gigantic staffs

Brandished by blind, invisible hands,

Cross and recross each other in the sky,

Frantically–

Groping among the stars – stubbing themselves against the bloated clouds –

Tapping desperately for a sure foothold

In the fluctuating mists.

Calm-eyed and inaccessible

The stars peer through the blue fissures of the sky,

Unperturbed among the panic of scurrying beams;

Twinkling with a cold, acrid merriment.

25. On the Birth of a Child

Louis Untermeyer  American (1885-1977)

Lo, to the battle-ground of Life,

    Child, you have come, like a conquering shout,

Out of a struggle – into strife;

    Out of a darkness – into doubt.

Girt with the fragile armor of youth,

    Child, you must ride into endless wars,

With the sword of protest, the buckler of truth,

    And a banner of love to sweep the stars.

About you the world’s despair will surge;

    Into defeat you must plunge and grope.

Be to the faltering an urge;

    Be to the hopeless years a hope!

Be to the darkened world a flame;

    Be to its unconcern a blow—

For out of its pain and tumult you came,

    And into its tumult and pain you go.

26. To a Post-Office Inkwell

Christopher Morley  English (1890- 1957)

How many humble hearts have dipped

In you, and scrawled their manuscript!

Have shared their secrets, told their cares,

Their curious and quaint affairs!

Your pool of ink, your scratchy pen,

Have moved the lives of unborn men,

And watched young people, breathing hard,

Put Heaven on a postal card.

27. I Shall Not Care

Sara Teasdale  American (1884-1933)

When I am dead and over me bright April

  Shakes out her rain-drenched hair,

Though you should lean above me broken-hearted,

  I shall not care.

I shall have peace, as leafy trees are peaceful

  When rain bends down the bough;

And I shall be more silent and cold-hearted

  Than you are now.

28. The Elf and the Dormouse

Oliver Herford. (1863- ?)

Under a toadstool crept a wee Elf,

Out of the rain to shelter himself.

Under the toadstool, sound asleep,

Sat a big Dormouse all in a heap.

Trembled the wee Elf, frightened and yet

Fearing to fly away lest he get wet.

To the next shelter – maybe a mile!

Sudden the wee Elf smiled a wee smile.

Tugged till the toadstool toppled in two.

Holding it over him, gaily he flew.

Soon he was safe home, dry as could be.

Soon woke the Dormouse – “Good gracious me!”

“Where is my toadstool?” loud he lamented.

– And that’s how umbrellas first were invented.

29. Nocturne in a Deserted Brickyard

Carl Sandburg  American (1878-1967) 
Stuff of the moon

Runs on the lapping sand

Out to the longest shadows.

Under the curving willows,

And round the creep of the wave line,

Fluxions of yellow and dusk on the waters

Make a wide dreaming pansy of an old pond in the night.

