Poetry for Memorization: Fall 2000

1. Limerick
I once knew a spinster of Staines,

And a spinster that lady remains;

   She’s no figure, no looks,

   Neither dances nor cooks –

And, most ghastly of all, she has brains.
A young schizophrenic named Struther,

When told of the death of his brother,

   Said, ‘Yes, it’s too bad,

   But I can’t feel too sad –

After all, I still have each other.’
2. September  John Updike

American  (1932-  )

The breezes taste

  Of apple peel.

The air is full

  Of smells to feel –

Ripe fruit, old footballs,

  Burning brush, 

New books, erasers,

  Chalk and such.

The bee, his hive


  Well-honeyed, hums,

And Mother cuts

  Chrysanthemums.

Like plates washed clean

  With suds, the days

Are polished with

  A morning haze.

3. Gone
Mary Coleridge

English (1861-1907)

About the little chambers of my heart 

Friends have been coming – going – many a year. 

The doors stand open there. 

Some, lightly stepping, enter; some depart.

Freely they come and freely go, at will. 

The walls give back their laughter; all day long 

They fill the house with song. 

One door alone is shut, one chamber still. 

4. A Decade
Amy Lowell

American (1874-1925)

When you came, you were like red wine and honey,

And the taste of you burnt my mouth with its sweetness.

Now you are like morning bread,

Smooth and pleasant.

I hardly taste you at all for I know your savor,

But I am completely nourished.

5. The Lockless Door  Robert Frost

(American 1874-1963)

It went many years,

But at last came a knock,

And I thought of the door

With no lock to lock.

I blew out the light,

I tip-toed the floor,

And raised both hands

In prayer to the door.

But the knock came again

My window was wide;

I climbed on the sill

And descended outside.

Back over the sill

I bade a ‘Come in’

To whatever the knock

At the door may have been.

So at a knock

I emptied my cage

To hide in the world

And alter with age.

6. Pied Beauty  Gerard Manley Hopkins 

English  (1844-1889)

Glory be to God for dappled things –

  For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow;

For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;

Fresh-firecoal chestnut falls; finches’ wings;

  Landscape plotted and pieced – fold, fallow and plough;

And all trades, their gear and tackle and trim.

All things counter, original, spare, strange;

  Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?)

With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim;

He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:






Praise him.

7. The Four Ages of Man  W. B. Yeats

Irish  (1865-1939)

He with body waged a fight,

But body won; it walks upright.

Then he struggled with the heart;

Innocence and peace depart.

Then he struggled with the mind;

His proud heart he left behind.

Now his wars on God begin;

At stroke of midnight God shall win.

8. Triolet  Robert Bridges

English  (1844-1930)

When we first met we did not guess 

That Love would prove so hard a master;

Of more than common friendliness

When first we met we did guess.

Who could foretell this sore distress,

This irretrievable disaster

When first we met? – We did not guess 

That Love would prove so hard a master.

9. XXIV. Evening  Emily Dickinson

American  (1830-1886)

The cricket sang,

And set the sun,

And workmen finished, one by one,

Their seam the day upon.

The low grass loaded with the dew,

The twilight stood as strangers do

With hat in hand, polite and new,

To stay as if, or go.

A vastness, as a neighbor, came,–

A wisdom without face or name,

A peace, as hemispheres at home,–

And so the night became.

10. Maid Quiet  W. B. Yeats

Irish  (1865-1939)

Where has Maid Quiet gone to,

Nodding her russet hood?

The winds that awakened the stars

Are blowing through my blood.

O how could I be so calm

When she rose up to depart?

Now words that called up the lightning 

Are hurtling through my heart.

11. Thoughts  Sara Teasdale

American  (1884-1933)

When I can make my thoughts come forth

  To walk like ladies up and down,

Each one puts on before the glass

  Her most becoming hat and gown.

But oh, the shy and eager thoughts

  That hide and will not get them dressed,

Why is it that they always seem

  So much more lovely than the rest?

12. Rain  Vachel Lindsay

American  (1879-1931)

Each storm-soaked flower has a beautiful eye.

And this is the voice of the stone-cold sky:

“Only boys keep their cheeks dry.

Only boys are afraid to cry.

Men thank God for tears,

Alone with the memory of their dead,

Alone with lost years.”
13. A Very Short Song  Dorothy Parker

American  (1893-1967)

Once, when I was young and true,

  Someone left me sad –

Broke my brittle heart in two;

  And that is very bad.

Love is for unlucky folk,

  Love is but a curse.

Once there was a heart I broke;

  And that, I think, was worse.

14.  XIII  A. E. Housman

English  (1859-1936)

I lay me down and slumber,

  And every morn revive.

Whose is the night-long breathing

  That keeps me man alive?

When I was off to dreamland

  And left my limbs forgot,

Who stayed at home to mind them,

  And breathed when I did not?

I waste my time in talking,

  No heed at all takes he,

My kind and foolish comrade

  That breathes all night for me.

15.  The Hour-Glass Whispers
W. H. Auden

English  (1907-1973)

The hour-glass whispers to the lion’s paw,

The clock-towers tell the gardens day and night,

How many errors Time has patience for,

How wrong they are in being always right.

Yet Time, however loud its chimes or deep,

However fast its falling torrent flows,

Has never put the lion off his leap

Nor shaken the assurance of the rose.

For they, it seems, care only for success:

While we choose words according to their sound

And judge a problem by its awkwardness;

And Time with us was always popular.

When have we not preferred some going round

To going straight to where we are?

16. Back  Wilfrid Gibson

English  (1878-1962)

They ask me where I’ve been,

And what I’ve done and seen.

But what can I reply

Who know it wasn’t I,

But someone just like me,

Who went across the sea

And with my head and hands

Killed men in foreign lands...

Though I must bear the blame

Because he bore my name.

