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A Poison Tree 
William Blake, 1757 – 1827 

 

I was angry with my friend: 

I told my wrath, my wrath did end. 

I was angry with my foe: 

I told it not, my wrath did grow. 

 

And I watered it in fears 

Night and morning with my tears, 

And I sunned it with smiles 

And with soft deceitful wiles. 

 

And it grew both day and night, 

Till it bore an apple bright, 

And my foe beheld it shine, 

And he knew that it was mine,-- 

 

And into my garden stole 

When the night had veiled the pole; 

In the morning, glad, I see 

My foe outstretched beneath the tree. 

 

 

William Blake 
William Blake was born in London on November 28, 1757, to James, a hosier, and 
Catherine Blake. Two of his six siblings died in infancy. From early childhood, Blake 
spoke of having visions—at four he saw God “put his head to the window”; around 
age nine, while walking through the countryside, he saw a tree filled with angels. 
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The Solitary Reaper 
William Wordsworth, 1770 – 1850 

 

 

Behold her, single in the field,    

Yon solitary Highland Lass!    

Reaping and singing by herself;    

Stop here, or gently pass!    

Alone she cuts and binds the grain, 

And sings a melancholy strain;    

O listen! for the Vale profound    

Is overflowing with the sound.    

   

No Nightingale did ever chaunt    

More welcome notes to weary bands  

Of travellers in some shady haunt,    

Among Arabian sands:    

A voice so thrilling ne’er was heard    

In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,    

Breaking the silence of the seas 

Among the farthest Hebrides.    

   

Will no one tell me what she sings?—    

Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow    

For old, unhappy, far-off things,    

And battles long ago: 

Or is it some more humble lay,    

Familiar matter of to-day?    

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,    

That has been, and may be again?    

 

Whate’er the theme, the Maiden sang 

As if her song could have no ending;    

I saw her singing at her work,    

And o’er the sickle bending;—    

I listen’d, motionless and still;    

And, as I mounted up the hill, 

The music in my heart I bore,    

Long after it was heard no more.

 

William Wordsworth 
William Wordsworth, who rallied for “common speech” within 
poems and argued against the poetic biases of the period, wrote some 
of the most influential poetry in Western literature, including his most 
famous work, The Prelude, which is often considered to be the 
crowning achievement of English romanticism. 
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She Walks in Beauty 
George Gordon Byron, 1770 – 1850 

 

 

I. 

She walks in beauty, like the night  

   Of cloudless climes and starry skies; 

And all that’s best of dark and bright  

   Meet in her aspect and her eyes: 

Thus mellowed to that tender light  

   Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

II. 

One shade the more, one ray the less,  

   Had half impaired the nameless 
grace 

Which waves in every raven tress,  

   Or softly lightens o’er her face; 

Where thoughts serenely sweet express  

   How pure, how dear their dwelling 
place. 

 

 

 

III. 

And on that cheek, and o’er that brow,  

   So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 

The smiles that win, the tints that 
glow,  

   But tell of days in goodness spent, 

A mind at peace with all below,  

   A heart whose love is innocent.

 

 

George Gordon Byron  
George Gordon Byron was the author of Don Juan, a satirical novel-in-
verse that is considered one of the greatest epic poems in English 
written since John Milton’s Paradise Lost. 
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Love’s Philosophy 
Percy Bysshe Shelley, 1792 – 1822 

 

The fountains mingle with the river    

And the rivers with the ocean,    

The winds of heaven mix for ever    

With a sweet emotion;    

Nothing in the world is single,  

All things by a law divine    

In one another’s being mingle—    

Why not I with thine?    

    

See the mountains kiss high heaven,    

And the waves clasp one another;  

No sister-flower would be forgiven    

If it disdain’d its brother;    

And the sunlight clasps the earth,    

And the moonbeams kiss the sea—    

What is all this sweet work worth  

If thou kiss not me?  

 

 

 

 

 

Percy Bysshe Shelley 
Percy Bysshe Shelley, whose literary career was marked with 
controversy due to his views on religion, atheism, socialism, and free 
love, is known as a talented lyrical poet and one of the major figures of 
English romanticism. 
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To Autumn  
John Keats, 1795 – 1821 

 

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-eves run; 

To bend with apples the moss’d 
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’er-brimm’d 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-reap’d 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. 
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John Keats 
Born in 1795, John Keats was an English Romantic poet and author of 
three poems considered to be among the finest in the English 
language. 
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My Last Duchess 
Robert Browning, 1812 – 1889 

 

That’s my last Duchess painted on the wall, 

Looking as if she were alive. I call 

That piece a wonder, now: Frà Pandolf’s hands 

Worked busily a day, and there she stands. 

Will ‘t please you sit and look at her? I said 

‘Frà Pandolf’ by design, for never read 

Strangers like you that pictured countenance, 

The depth and passion of its earnest glance, 

But to myself they turned (since none puts by 

The curtain I have drawn for you, but I) 

And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst, 

How such a glance came there; so, not the first 

Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, ‘t was not 

Her husband’s presence only, called that spot 

Of joy into the Duchess’ cheek: perhaps 

Frà Pandolf chanced to say, ‘Her mantle laps 

Over my lady’s wrist too much,' or ‘Paint 

Must never hope to reproduce the faint 

Half-flush that dies along her throat:' such stuff 

Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough 

For calling up that spot of joy. She had 

A heart—how shall I say?—too soon made glad, 

Too easily impressed; she liked whate’er 

She looked on, and her looks went everywhere. 

Sir, ‘t was all one! My favour at her breast, 

The dropping of the daylight in the West, 

The bough of cherries some officious fool 
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Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule 

She rode with round the terrace—all and each 

Would draw from her alike the approving speech,   

Or blush, at least. She thanked men,—good! but thanked 

Somehow—I know not how—as if she ranked 

My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name 

With anybody’s gift. Who’d stoop to blame 

This sort of trifling? Even had you skill 

In speech—(which I have not)—to make your will 

Quite clear to such an one, and say, ‘Just this 

Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss, 

Or there exceed the mark’—and if she let 

Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set 

Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse, 

—E’en then would be some stooping; and I choose 

Never to stoop. Oh, sir, she smiled, no doubt, 

Whene’er I passed her; but who passed without 

Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands; 

Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands 

As if alive. Will ‘t please you rise? We’ll meet 

The company below then. I repeat, 

The Count your master’s known munificence 

Is ample warrant that no just pretence 

Of mine for dowry will be disallowed; 

Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed 

At starting, is my object. Nay, we’ll go 

Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though, 

Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity, 

Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me! 
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A Bird came down the walk (328) 
Emily Dickinson, 1830 – 1886 

 

A Bird came down the Walk— 

He did not know I saw— 

He bit an Angleworm in halves 

And ate the fellow, raw, 

 

And then he drank a Dew 

From a convenient Grass— 

And then hopped sidewise to the Wall 

To let a Beetle pass— 

 

He glanced with rapid eyes 

That hurried all around— 

They looked like frightened Beads, I 
thought— 

He stirred his Velvet Head 

 

Like one in danger, Cautious, 

I offered him a Crumb 

And he unrolled his feathers 

And rowed him softer home— 

 

Than Oars divide the Ocean, 

Too silver for a seam— 

Or Butterflies, off Banks of Noon 

Leap, plashless as they swim. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Emily Dickinson 
Born in 1830 in Massachusetts, Emily Dickinson lived in almost total 
physical isolation from the outside world and is now considered, along 
with Walt Whitman, the founder of a uniquely American poetic voice. 
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When You Are Old 
W. B. Yeats, 1865 – 1939 

 

When you are old and grey and full of sleep, 

And nodding by the fire, take down this book, 

And slowly read, and dream of the soft look 

Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep; 

 

How many loved your moments of glad grace, 

And loved your beauty with love false or true, 

But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you, 

And loved the sorrows of your changing face; 

 

And bending down beside the glowing bars, 

Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled 

And paced upon the mountains overhead 

And hid his face amid a crowd of stars. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

W. B. Yeats 
William Butler Yeats, widely considered one of the greatest 
poets of the English language, received the 1923 Nobel Prize 
for Literature. His work was greatly influenced by the heritage 
and politics of Ireland. 
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Mending Wall 
Robert Frost, 1874 – 1963 

 

Something there is that doesn’t love a wall, 

That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it, 

And spills the upper boulders in the sun; 

And makes gaps even two can pass abreast. 

The work of hunters is another thing: 

I have come after them and made repair 

Where they have left not one stone on a stone, 

But they would have the rabbit out of hiding, 

To please the yelping dogs.  The gaps I mean, 

No one has seen them made or heard them made, 

But at spring mending-time we find them there. 

I let my neighbor know beyond the hill; 

And on a day we meet to walk the line 

And set the wall between us once again. 

We keep the wall between us as we go. 

To each the boulders that have fallen to each. 

And some are loaves and some so nearly balls 

We have to use a spell to make them balance: 

‘Stay where you are until our backs are turned!' 

We wear our fingers rough with handling them. 

Oh, just another kind of outdoor game, 

One on a side.  It comes to little more: 

There where it is we do not need the wall: 

He is all pine and I am apple orchard. 

My apple trees will never get across 

And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him. 

He only says, ‘Good fences make good neighbors.' 
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Spring is the mischief in me, and I wonder 

If I could put a notion in his head: 

'Why do they make good neighbors?  Isn’t it 

Where there are cows?  But here there are no cows. 

Before I built a wall I’d ask to know 

What I was walling in or walling out, 

And to whom I was like to give offense. 

Something there is that doesn’t love a wall, 

That wants it down.'  I could say ‘Elves’ to him, 

But it’s not elves exactly, and I’d rather 

He said it for himself.  I see him there 

Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top 

In each hand, like an old-stone savage armed. 

He moves in darkness as it seems to me, 

Not of woods only and the shade of trees. 

He will not go behind his father’s saying, 

And he likes having thought of it so well 

He says again, ‘Good fences make good neighbors.' 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Robert Frost 
One of the most celebrated poets in America, Robert Frost was an 
author of searching and often dark meditations on universal themes 
and a quintessentially modern poet in his adherence to language as it 
is actually spoken, in the psychological complexity of his portraits, 
and in the degree to which his work is infused with layers of 
ambiguity and irony. 
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After Apple-Picking 
Robert Frost, 1874 – 1963 

 

My long two-pointed ladder’s sticking through a tree 

Toward heaven still, 

And there’s a barrel that I didn’t fill 

Beside it, and there may be two or three 

Apples I didn’t pick upon some bough. 

But I am done with apple-picking now. 

Essence of winter sleep is on the night, 

The scent of apples: I am drowsing off. 

I cannot rub the strangeness from my sight 

I got from looking through a pane of glass 

I skimmed this morning from the drinking trough 

And held against the world of hoary grass. 

It melted, and I let it fall and break. 

But I was well 

Upon my way to sleep before it fell, 

And I could tell 

What form my dreaming was about to take. 

Magnified apples appear and disappear, 

Stem end and blossom end, 

And every fleck of russet showing clear. 

My instep arch not only keeps the ache, 

It keeps the pressure of a ladder-round. 

I feel the ladder sway as the boughs bend. 

And I keep hearing from the cellar bin 

The rumbling sound 

Of load on load of apples coming in. 

For I have had too much 
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Of apple-picking: I am overtired 

Of the great harvest I myself desired. 

There were ten thousand thousand fruit to touch, 

Cherish in hand, lift down, and not let fall. 

For all 

That struck the earth, 

No matter if not bruised or spiked with stubble, 

Went surely to the cider-apple heap 

As of no worth. 

One can see what will trouble 

This sleep of mine, whatever sleep it is. 

Were he not gone, 

The woodchuck could say whether it’s like his 

Long sleep, as I describe its coming on, 

Or just some human sleep. 
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Piano 
D. H. Lawrence, 1885 – 1930 

 

Softly, in the dusk, a woman is singing to me;    

Taking me back down the vista of years, till I see    

A child sitting under the piano, in the boom of the tingling strings    

And pressing the small, poised feet of a mother who smiles as she sings.    

    

In spite of myself, the insidious mastery of song 

Betrays me back, till the heart of me weeps to belong    

To the old Sunday evenings at home, with winter outside    

And hymns in the cosy parlour, the tinkling piano our guide.    

    

So now it is vain for the singer to burst into clamour    

With the great black piano appassionato. The glamour  

Of childish days is upon me, my manhood is cast    

Down in the flood of remembrance, I weep like a child for the past.  

 

 

D. H. Lawrence 
David Herbert Lawrence, novelist, short-story writer, poet, and 
essayist, was born in Eastwood, Nottinghamshire, England, on 
September 11, 1885. Though better known as a novelist, Lawrence’s 
first-published works (in 1909) were poems, and his poetry, 
especially his evocations of the natural world, have since had a 
significant influence on many poets on both sides of the Atlantic. 
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Sonnet 73  

William Shakespeare, 1564 – 1616 

 

That time of year thou mayst in me behold, 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few do hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold, 
Bare ruined choirs where late the sweet birds sang. 
In me thou seest the twilight of such day 
As after sunset fadeth in the west, 
Which by and by black night doth take away, 
Death's second self that seals up all in rest. 
In me thou seest the glowing of such fire 
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie 
As the death-bed whereon it must expire, 
Consumed with that which it was nourished by. 
This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love more strong, 
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.  

 

Sonnet 75 
Edmund Spenser, 1552 – 1599 

 

One day I wrote her name upon the strand, 
But came the waves and washed it away: 
Agayne I wrote it with a second hand, 
But came the tyde, and made my paynes his pray. 
"Vayne man," sayd she, "that doest in vaine assay. 
A mortall thing so to immortalize, 
For I my selve shall lyke to this decay, 
and eek my name bee wyped out lykewize." 
"Not so," quod I, "let baser things devize, 
To dy in dust, but you shall live by fame: 
My verse your vertues rare shall eternize, 
And in the heavens wryte your glorious name. 
Where whenas death shall all the world subdew, 
Our love shall live, and later life renew."  
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A look into my glass 
Thomas Hardy, 1840 – 1928 

 

I LOOK into my glass, 
And view my wasting skin, 
And say, "Would God it came to pass 
My heart had shrunk as thin!" 
 
For then, I, undistrest 
By hearts grown cold to me, 
Could lonely wait my endless rest 
With equanimity. 
 
But Time, to make me grieve, 
Part steals, lets part abide; 
And shakes this fragile frame at eve 
With throbbings of noontide.  

 

Magpies 
Judith Wright, 1915 – 2000 

 

Along the road the magpies walk 
with hands in pockets, left and right. 
They tilt their heads, and stroll and talk. 
In their well-fitted black and white. 
 
They look like certain gentlemen  
who seem most nonchalant and wise 
until their meal is served - and then 
what clashing beaks, what greedy eyes! 
 
But not one man that I have heard  
throws back his head in such a song 
of grace and praise - no man nor bird.  
Their greed is brief; their joy is long. 
For each is born with such a throat  
as thanks his God with every note.  
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Snake 
David Herbert Lawrence, 1885 – 1930 

 

A snake came to my water-trough 
On a hot, hot day, and I in pyjamas for the heat,  
To drink there. 
In the deep, strange-scented shade of the great dark carob-tree 
I came down the steps with my pitcher 
And must wait, must stand and wait, for there he was at the trough before 
me. 
 
He reached down from a fissure in the earth-wall in the gloom 
And trailed his yellow-brown slackness soft-bellied down, over the edge of 
the stone trough 
And rested his throat upon the stone bottom, 
And where the water had dripped from the tap, in a small clearness, 
He sipped with his straight mouth, 
Softly drank through his straight gums, into his slack long body,  
Silently. 
 
Someone was before me at my water-trough, 
And I, like a second comer, waiting. 
 
He lifted his head from his drinking, as cattle do, 
And looked at me vaguely, as drinking cattle do, 
And flickered his two-forked tongue from his lips, and mused a moment,  
And stooped and drank a little more, 
Being earth-brown, earth-golden from the burning bowels of the earth  
On the day of Sicilian July, with Etna smoking. 
The voice of my education said to me 
He must be killed, 
For in Sicily the black, black snakes are innocent, the gold are venomous. 
 
And voices in me said, If you were a man 
You would take a stick and break him now, and finish him off. 
 
But must I confess how I liked him, 
How glad I was he had come like a guest in quiet, to drink at my water-trough 
And depart peaceful, pacified, and thankless, 
Into the burning bowels of this earth? 
 
Was it cowardice, that I dared not kill him? Was it perversity, that I longed to talk to 
him? Was it humility, to feel so honoured? 
I felt so honoured. 
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And yet those voices: 
If you were not afraid, you would kill him! 
 
And truly I was afraid, I was most afraid, But even so, honoured still more 
That he should seek my hospitality 
From out the dark door of the secret earth. 
 
He drank enough  
And lifted his head, dreamily, as one who has drunken,  
And flickered his tongue like a forked night on the air, so black,  
Seeming to lick his lips, 
And looked around like a god, unseeing, into the air, 
And slowly turned his head, 
And slowly, very slowly, as if thrice adream, 
Proceeded to draw his slow length curving round 
And climb again the broken bank of my wall-face. 
 
And as he put his head into that dreadful hole, 
And as he slowly drew up, snake-easing his shoulders, and entered farther,  
A sort of horror, a sort of protest against his withdrawing into that horrid black hole, 
Deliberately going into the blackness, and slowly drawing himself after, 
Overcame me now his back was turned. 
 
I looked round, I put down my pitcher,  
I picked up a clumsy log 
And threw it at the water-trough with a clatter. 
 
I think it did not hit him, 
But suddenly that part of him that was left behind convulsed in undignified haste. 
Writhed like lightning, and was gone  
Into the black hole, the earth-lipped fissure in the wall-front,  
At which, in the intense still noon, I stared with fascination. 
 
And immediately I regretted it. 
I thought how paltry, how vulgar, what a mean act! 
I despised myself and the voices of my accursed human education. 
 
And I thought of the albatross 
And I wished he would come back, my snake. 
 
For he seemed to me again like a king, 
Like a king in exile, uncrowned in the underworld, 
Now due to be crowned again. 
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And so, I missed my chance with one of the lords 
Of life. 
And I have something to expiate: 
A pettiness.  

 

At Tea 
Thomas Hardy, 1840 – 1928 

 

The kettle descants in a cosy drone, 
And the young wife looks in her husband's face, 
And then at her guest's, and shows in her own 
Her sense that she fills an envied place; 
And the visiting lady is all abloom, 
And says there was never so sweet a room. 
 
And the happy young housewife does not know 
That the woman beside her was first his choice, 
Till the fates ordained it could not be so.... 
Betraying nothing in look or voice 
The guest sits smiling and sips her tea, 
And he throws her a stray glance yearningly. 
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Warning 
Jenny Joseph, 1932 –  

 

When I am an old woman I shall wear purple 
With a red hat which doesn't go, and doesn't suit me. 
And I shall spend my pension on brandy and summer gloves 
And satin sandals, and say we've no money for butter. 
I shall sit down on the pavement when I'm tired 
And gobble up samples in shops and press alarm bells 
And run my stick along the public railings 
And make up for the sobriety of my youth. 
I shall go out in my slippers in the rain 
And pick flowers in other people's gardens 
And learn to spit. 
 
You can wear terrible shirts and grow more fat 
And eat three pounds of sausages at a go 
Or only bread and pickle for a week 
And hoard pens and pencils and beermats and things in boxes. 
 
But now we must have clothes that keep us dry 
And pay our rent and not swear in the street 
And set a good example for the children. 
We must have friends to dinner and read the papers. 
 
But maybe I ought to practice a little now? 
So people who know me are not too shocked and surprised 
When suddenly I am old, and start to wear purple.  
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Digging 
Seamus Heaney, 1939 – 2013 

 

Between my finger and my thumb 
The squat pen rests; snug as a gun. 
 
Under my window, a clean rasping sound 
When the spade sinks into gravelly ground: 
My father, digging. I look down 
 
Till his straining rump among the flowerbeds 
Bends low, comes up twenty years away 
Stooping in rhythm through potato drills 
Where he was digging. 
 
The coarse boot nestled on the lug, the shaft 
Against the inside knee was levered firmly. 
He rooted out tall tops, buried the bright edge deep 
To scatter new potatoes that we picked, 
Loving their cool hardness in our hands. 
 
By God, the old man could handle a spade. 
Just like his old man. 
 
My grandfather cut more turf in a day 
Than any other man on Toner's bog. 
Once I carried him milk in a bottle 
Corked sloppily with paper. He straightened up 
To drink it, then fell to right away 
Nicking and slicing neatly, heaving sods 
Over his shoulder, going down and down 
For the good turf. Digging. 
 
The cold smell of potato mould, the squelch and slap 
Of soggy peat, the curt cuts of an edge 
Through living roots awaken in my head. 
But I've no spade to follow men like them. 
 
Between my finger and my thumb 
The squat pen rests. 
I'll dig with it.  
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On Growing Old 
John Masefield, 1878 – 1967 

 

Be with me, Beauty, for the fire is dying; 
My dog and I are old, too old for roving. 
Man, whose young passion sets the spindrift flying, 
Is soon too lame to march, too cold for loving. 
I take the book and gather to the fire, 
Turning old yellow leaves; minute by minute 
The clock ticks to my heart. A withered wire, 
Moves a thin ghost of music in the spinet. 
I cannot sail your seas, I cannot wander 
Your cornland, nor your hill-land, nor your valleys 
Ever again, nor share the battle yonder 
Where the young knight the broken squadron rallies. 
Only stay quiet while my mind remembers 
The beauty of fire from the beauty of embers. 
 
Beauty, have pity! for the strong have power, 
The rich their wealth, the beautiful their grace, 
Summer of man its sunlight and its flower. 
Spring-time of man, all April in a face. 
Only, as in the jostling in the Strand, 
Where the mob thrusts, or loiters, or is loud, 
The beggar with the saucer in his hand 
Asks only a penny from the passing crowd, 
So, from this glittering world with all its fashion, 
Its fire, and play of men, its stir, its march, 
Let me have wisdom, Beauty, wisdom and passion, 
Bread to the soul, rain when the summers parch. 
Give me but these, and though the darkness close 
Even the night will blossom as the rose. 
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i thank you God for most this amazing 
e.e cummings, 1894 – 1962 

 

i thank You God for most this amazing 
day:for the leaping greenly spirits of trees 
and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything 
which is natural which is infinite which is yes 

(i who have died am alive again today, 
and this is the sun’s birthday; this is the birth 
day of life and of love and wings: and of the gay 
great happening illimitably earth) 

how should tasting touching hearing seeing 
breathing any–lifted from the no 
of all nothing–human merely being 
doubt unimaginable You? 

(now the ears of my ears awake and 
now the eyes of my eyes are opened) 

 

Aunt Jennifer’s Tigers 
Adrienne Rich, 1929 – 2012 

 

Aunt Jennifer's tigers prance across a screen, 
Bright topaz denizens of a world of green. 
They do not fear the men beneath the tree; 
They pace in sleek chivalric certainty. 

 

Aunt Jennifer's finger fluttering through her wool 
Find even the ivory needle hard to pull. 
The massive weight of Uncle's wedding band 
Sits heavily upon Aunt Jennifer's hand. 

 

When Aunt is dead, her terrified hands will lie 
Still ringed with ordeals she was mastered by. 
The tigers in the panel that she made 
Will go on prancing, proud and unafraid. 

 


