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Poems of Nature 
 
[1] Nature, the gentlest mother, 
Impatient of no child, 
The feeblest or the waywardest, 
Her admonition mild 
 
In forest and the hill 
By traveler is heard, 
Restraining rampant squirrel 
Or too impetuous bird. 
 
How fair her conversation, 
A summer afternoon, — 
Her household, her assembly; 
And when the sun goes down 
 
Her voice among the aisles 
Incites the timid prayer 
Of the minutest cricket, 
The most unworthy flower. 
 
When all the children sleep 
She turns as long away 
As will suffice to light her lamps; 
Then, bending from the sky 
 
With infinite affection 
And infinite care, 
Her golden finger on her lip, 
Wills silence everywhere. 

Aaron Copland (1900-1990) 
 

[2] Bee! I’m expecting you! 
Was saying Yesterday 
To Somebody you know 
That you were due— 
 
The Frogs got Home last Week— 
Are settled, and at work— 
Birds, mostly back— 
The Clover warm and thick— 
 
You’ll get my Letter by 
The seventeenth; Reply 
Or better, be with me— 
Yours, Fly. 

John Duke (1899-1984) 
 

[4] The butterfly obtains 
But little sympathy, 
Though favorably mentioned 
In Entomology. 
Because he travels freely 
And wears a proper coat, 
The circumspect are certain 
That he is dissolute. 
Had he the homely scutcheon of modest Industry, 
’T were fitter certifying for Immortality. 

Arthur Farwell (1872-1952) 
 

[5] When they come back—if Blossoms do— 
I always feel a doubt 
If Blossoms can be born again 
When once the Art is out— 
 
When they begin, if Robins may, 
I always had a fear 
I did not tell, it was their last Experiment 
Last Year, 
 
When it is May, if May return, 
Had (has) nobody a pang 

Lest in (that on) a Face so beautiful 
He (we)might not look again? 
 
 If I am there—One does not know 
What Party—One may be 
Tomorrow, but if I am there 
I take back all I say— 

Aaron Copland (1900-1990) 
 

[6] Aristocracy 
The pedigree of honey 
Does not concern the bee; 
A clover, any time, to him 
Is aristocracy. 

Arthur Farwell (1872-1952) 
 

[7] To make a prairie 
It takes a clover and one bee, 
One clover, and a bee, 
And revery. 
The revery alone will do, 
If bees are few. 

Ernst Bacon (1898-1990) 
 

[8] Sleep is supposed to be 
By souls of sanity 
The shutting of the eye 
 
Sleep is the station grand 
Down which, on either hand 
The hosts of witness stand! 
 
Morn is supposed to be  
By people of degree 
The breaking of the Day. 
 
Morning has not occurred! 
That shall Aurora be— 
East of Eternity— 
One with the banner gay— 
One in the red array— 
That is the break of Day! 

Aaron Copland (1900-1990) 
 

Poems of Identity 
 
[8] It’s all I have to bring to-day, 
This, and my heart beside, 
This, and my heart, and all the fields, 
And all the meadows wide. 
Be sure you count, should I forget,— 
Someone the sum could tell,— 
This, and my heart, and all the bees 
Which in the clover dwell. 

Ernst Bacon (1898-1990) 
 

[9] I gained it so, 
By climbing slow, 
By catching at the twigs that grow 
Between the bliss and me. 
It hung so high, 
As well the sky 
Attempt by strategy 
 
I said I gained it,— 
This was all. 
Look, how I clutch it, 
Lest it fall, 
And I a pauper go; 
Unfitted by an instant’s grace 
For the contented beggar’s face 
I wore an hour ago. 

Lori Laitman (b. 1955) 
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[10] I’m nobody! Who are you? 
Are you nobody, too? 
Then there’s a pair of us—don’t tell! 
They’d advertise (banish us)—you know! 
 
How dreary to be somebody! 
How public like a frog 
To tell one’s name the livelong day 
To an admiring bog! 

Arthur Farwell (1872-1952) 
 

[11] I never saw a moor, 
I never saw the sea; 
Yet know I how the heather looks, 
And what a wave must be. 
I never spoke with God, 
Nor visited in heaven; 
Yet certain am I of the spot 
As if the chart were given. 

Richard Pearson-Thomas (b. 1957) 
 

[12] Bring me the sunset in a cup 
Reckon the morning’s flagons up 
And say how many Dew, 
Tell me how far the morning leaps— 
Tell me what time the weaver sleeps 
Who spun the breadth of blue! 
 
Write me how many notes there be 
In the new Robin’s ecstasy 
Among astonished boughs— 
How many trips the Tortoise makes— 
How many cups the Bee partakes, 
The Debauchee of Dews! 
 
Also, who laid the Rainbow’s piers, 
Also, who leads the docile spheres 
By withes of supple blue? 
Whose fingers string the stalactite— 
Who counts the wampum of the night 
To see that none is due? 
 
Who built this little Alban House 
And shut the windows down so close 
My spirit cannot see? 
Who’ll let me out some gala day 
With implements to fly away, 
Passing Pomposity? 

Scott Gendel (b. 1977) 
 

Poems of Love 
 
[13][15][26] Wild Nights! Wild Nights! 
Were I with thee, 
Wild Nights should be 
Our luxury! 
 
Futile the winds 
To a heart in port,— 
Done with the compass, 
Done with the chart! 
 
Rowing in Eden! 
Ah! the sea! 
Might I but moor 
To-night in Thee! 

Scott Gendel (b. 1977) 
 

[14] And this of all my Hopes 
This, is the silent end 
Bountiful colored, my Morning rose 
Early and sere, its end 
 

Never Bud from a Stem 
Stepped with so gay a Foot 
Never a Worm so confident 
Bored at so brave a Root 

Ernst Bacon (1898-1990) 
 

[16] Heart, we will forget him! 
You and I, tonight! 
You may forget the warmth he gave, 
I will forget the light. 
 
When you have done, pray tell me 
That I my thoughts may dim; 
Haste! lest while you’re lagging. 
I may remember him! 

Aaron Copland (1900-1990) 
 

Poems of Death 
Aaron Copland (1900-1990) 
 
[17] The World—feels Dusty 
When We stop to Die— 
We want the Dew—then 
Honors—taste dry— 
 
Flags—vex a Dying face— 
But the least Fan 
Stirred by a friend’s Hand— 
Cools —like the Rain— 
 
Mine be the Ministry 
When they Thirst comes— 
And Hybla Balms—(dews of thyself to fetch) 
Dews of Thessaly, to fetch—(and holy balms) 
 
[18] I felt a funeral in my brain, 
And mourners, to and fro, 
Kept treading, treading, till it seemed 
That sense was breaking through. 
 
And when they all were seated, 
A service like a drum 
Kept beating, beating, till I thought 
My mind was going numb 
 
And then I heard them lift a box, 
And creak across my sould 
With those same boots of lead, again. 
Then space began to toll 
 
As all the heavens were a bell, 
And being, but an ear, 
And I and Silence some strange Race 
Wrecked, solitary, here. 
 
[19] Because I could (would) not stop for Death—(The Chariot) 
He kindly stopped for me— 
The Carriage held but just Ourselves— 
And Immortality. 
 
We slowly drove—He knew no haste 
And I had put away 
My labor and my leisure too, 
For His Civility— 
 
We passed the School, where Children strove (played) 
At Recess—in the Ring—(their lessons scarcely done) 
We passed the fields of Gazing Grain— 
We passed the Setting Sun— 
We paused before a House that seemed 
A Swelling of the Ground— 
The Roof was scarcely visible— 
The Cornice—in the Ground—(but a mound) 
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Since then—’tis Centuries—and yet 
Feels shorter than the Day 
I first surmised the Horses’ Heads 
Were toward Eternity— 
 
Poems of Immortality 
 
[20] Why—do they shut Me out of Heaven? 
Did I sing—too loud? 
But—I can say a little “Minor” 
Timid as a Bird! 
 
Wouldn’t the Angels try me— 
Just—once—more— 
Just—see—if I troubled them— 
But don’t—shut the door! 
 
Oh, if I—were the Gentleman 
In the “White Robe”— 
And they—were the little Hand—that knocked— 
Could—I—forbid? 

Aaron Copland (1900-1990) 
 
[21] Some keep the Sabbath going to Church—(The Sabbath) 
I keep it, staying at Home— 
With a Bobolink for a Chorister— 
And an Orchard, for a Dome— 
 
Some keep the Sabbath in Surplice— 
I just wear my Wings— 
And instead of tolling the Bell, for Church, 
Our little Sexton—sings. 
 
God preaches, a noted Clergyman— 
And the sermon is never long, 
So instead of getting to Heaven, at last— 
I’m going, all along. 

Arthur Farwell (1872-1952) 
[22] Going to heaven! 
I don’t know when, 
Pray do not ask me how, 
Indeed, I’m too astonished 
To think of answering you! 
Going to heaven! 
How dim it sounds! 
And yet it will be done 
As sure as flocks go home at night 
Into the shepherd’s arm! 

Aaron Copland (1900-1990) 
 
The Shining Place 
Lee Hoiby (1926-2011) 
 
[23] Me! Come! My dazzled face (The Shining Place) 
In such a shining place! 
 
Me! Hear! My foreign ear 
The sounds of welcome near! 
 
The saints shall meet 
Our bashful feet. 
 
My holiday shall be 
That they remember me; 
 
My paradise, the fame 
That they pronounce my name. 
 
[24] A letter 
You ask of my companions. 
Hills, sir, and the sundown, 
And a dog large as myself, 

That my father bought me. 
They are better than beings 
Because they know, 
But do not tell; 
And the noise in the pool at noon 
Excels my piano. 
I have a brother and a sister; 
My mother does not care for thought, 
And father, too busy with his briefs 
To notice what we do. 
He buys me many books, 
But begs me not to read them, 
Because he fears they joggle the mind. 
They are religious—except me, 
And address an eclipse every morning 
Whom they call their “father.” 
 
[25] How the Waters closed above Him 
We shall never know— 
How He stretched His Anguish to us 
That—is covered too— 
 
Spreads the Pond Her Base of Lilies 
Bold above the Boy 
Whose unclaimed Hat and Jacket 
Sum the History— 
 
[27] There came a wind like a bugle 
It quivered through the grass, 
And a green chill upon the heat 
 
So ominous did pass 
We barred the windows and the doors 
As from an emerald ghost. 
The doom’s electric moccasin 
That very instant passed. 
 
On a strange mob of panting trees, 
And fences fled away, and rivers where 
The houses ran the living looked that day. 
The bell within the steeple wild 
The flying tidings whirled. 
How much can come 
And much can go, 
And yet abide the world 
 
* Words in parentheses were altered by the composer 


