Poems for Memorization   Fall 1997

1. Limerick
There was a young fellow named Hall,

Who fell in the spring in the fall.


’Twould have been a sad thing


If he died in the spring,

But he didn’t – he died in the fall.

2. Résumé



Dorothy Parker (US 1893-1967)

Razors pain you;

Rivers are damp;

Acids stain you;

And drugs cause cramp.

Guns aren’t lawful;

Nooses give;

Gas smells awful;

You might as well live.

3. In Her Only Way Robert Graves  (English 1895-  )

When her need for you dies

  And she wanders apart,

Never rhetoricize

  On the faithless heart.

But with manlier virtue

  Be content to say

She both loved you and hurt you

  In her only way.

4. Travel  Edna St. Vincent Millay  (US 1892-1950)

The railroad track is miles away

  And the day is loud with voices speaking,

Yet there isn’t a train goes by all day

  But I hear its whistle shrieking.

All night there isn’t a train goes by,

  Though the night is still for sleep and dreaming

But I see its cinders red on the sky,

  And hear its engine steaming.

My heart is warm with the friends I make,

  And better friends I’ll not be knowing,

Yet there isn’t a train I wouldn’t take,

  No matter where it’s going.

5. Flower In The Crannied Wall Alfred, Lord Tennyson 

(English 1809-1892)

Flower in the crannied wall,

I pluck you out of the crannies,

I hold you here, root and all, in my hand,

Little flower – but if I could understand

What you are, root and all, and all in all,

I should know what God and man is.

6. He Resigns  John Berryman  (US 1914-1972)

Age, and the deaths, and the ghosts.

Her having gone away

in spirit from me. Hosts

of regrets come & find me empty.

I don’t feel this will change.

I don’t want any thing

or person, familiar or strange.

I don’t think I will sing

and more just now,

or ever. I must start

to sit with a blind brow

above an empty heart.

7. Pitcher  Robert Francis  (US 1901- )

His art is eccentricity, his aim 

How not to hit the mark he seems to aim at,

His passion how to avoid the obvious,

His technique how to vary the avoidance.

The others throw to be comprehended. He

Throws to be a moment misunderstood.

Yet not too much. Not errant, arrant, wild,

But every seeming aberration willed.

Not, to, yet still, still to communicate

Making the batter understand too late.

8. Frog Autumn
 Sylvia Plath  (US 1932-1963)

Summer grow old, cold-blooded mother.

The insects are scant, skinny.

In these palustrial homes we only

Croak and wither.

Mornings dissipate in somnolence.

The sun brightens tardily

Among the pithless reeds. Flies fail us

The fen sickens.

Frost drops even the spider. Clearly

The genius of plenitude

Houses himself elsewhere. Our folk thin

Lamentably.

9. House Fear
Robert Frost  (US 1874-1963)

Always – I tell you this they learned –

Always at night when they returned

To the lonely house from far away

To lamps unlighted and fire gone gray,

They learned to rattle the lock and key

To give whatever might chance to be

Warning and time to be off in flight:

And preferring the out- to the in-door night,

They learned to leave the house-door wide

Until they had lit the lamp inside.
10. The Leaden-Eyed  Vachel Lindsay (US 1879-1931)

Let not young souls be smothered out before

They do quaint deeds and fully flaunt their pride.

It is the world’s one crime its babes grow dull,

Its poor are oxlike, limp and leaded-eyed.

Not that they starve, but starve so dreamlessly;

Not that they sow, but that they seldom reap;

Not that they serve, but have no gods to serve;

Not that they die, but that they die like sheep.

11. Leave Them Alone Patrick Kavanagh 

(English 1906-1967)

There’s nothing happening that you hate

That’s really worthwhile slamming;

Be patient. If you only wait

You’ll see time gently damning.

Newspaper bedlamites who raised 

Each day the devil’s howl,

Versifiers who had seized

The poet’s begging bowl;

The whole hysterical passing show

The hour apotheosised

Into a cul-de-sac will go

And be not even despised.

12. Home Is So Sad  Philip Larkin  (English 1922-1985)

Home is so sad. It stays as it was left,

Shaped to the comfort of the last to go

As if to win them back. Instead, bereft

Of anyone to please, it withers so,

Having no heart to put aside the theft.

And turn again to what it started as,

A joyous shot at how things ought to be,

Long fallen wide. You can see how it was:

Look at the pictures and the cutlery.

The music in the piano stool. That vase.

13. Be Frugal Richard Church  (English 1893-1972)

Be frugal in the gift of love,

Lest you should kindle in return

Love like your own, that may survive

Long after yours has ceased to burn.

For in life’s later years you may

Meet with the ghost of what you woke

And shattered at a second stroke

God help you on that fatal day.

14. Pet Panther
A.R. Ammons (US 1926- )

My attention is a wild

animal: it will idle

make trouble where there

was no harm: it will

sniff and scratch at the 

breath’s sills:

it will wind itself tight 

around the pulse

or, undistracted by

verbal toys, pommel the

heart frantic: it will

pounce on a stalled riddle

and wrestle the mind numb:

attention, fierce animal

I cry, as it coughs in my

face, dislodges boulders

in my belly, lie down, be

still, have mercy, here

is song, coils of song, play

it out, run with it.

15. To Spend Uncounted Years of Pain
Arthur Hugh Clough  (English 1819-1861)

To spend uncounted years of pain,

Again, again, and yet again.

In working out in heart and brain

  The problem of our being here;

To gather facts from far and near,

Upon the mind to hold them clear,

And, knowing more may yet appear,

Unton one’s latest breath to fear

The premature result to draw –

Is this the object, end, and law, 

  And purpose of our being here?

16. Postscript to a Pettiness  A. S. J. Tessimond 

(English  1902-1962)

Though you’ll forgive, I think, my sweet,

My larger sins of haste and heat

And lust and fear, can you forgive

My inabilities to live?

Can you despise me not too much

When most I lack the human touch?

Promise to keep no diary of

Days when I fail, dear love, to love!

17. A Sort of Song William Carlos Williams (US 1883-1963)

Let the snake wait under

his weed

and the writing 

be of words, slow and quick, sharp

to strike, quiet to wait, 

sleepless.

– through metaphor to reconcile

the people and the stones.

Compose. (No ideas

but in things) Invent!

Saxifrage is my flower that splits

the rocks.

18. Limerick

There once was an old man of Lyme

Who married three wives at a time.


When asked, “Why a third?”


He replied, “One’s absurd!

And bigamy, sir, is a crime.”

