


The Mower

EY PHILIP LARKIN

The mower stalled, twice: kneeling, | found
A hedgehog jammed up against the blades,
Killed. It had been in the long grass.

I had seen it before, and even fed it, once.

Now [ had mauled its unobtrusive world
Unmendably. Burial was no help:

Next morning I got up and it did not.

The tirst day after a death, the new absence
Is always the same; we should be caretul

Of each other, we should be kind
While there is still time.

Philip Larkin, "The Mower" from Collected Poems. Copyright © Estate of Philip Larkin. Reprinted by
permission of Faber and Faber, Ltd.

Source: Collected Poems (Farrar Straus and Giroux, 2001)
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| Am!

EY JOHN CLARE

I am—yet what [ am none cares or knows;
My triends forsake me like a memory lost:

I am the self-consumer of my woes—

They rise and vanish in oblivious host,

Like shadows in love’s frenzied stifled throes

And vet [ am, and live—like vapours tossed

Into the nothingness of scorn and noise,
Into the living sea of waking dreams,
Where there is neither sense of life or joys,
But the vast shipwreck of my life’s esteems;

Even the dearest that I loved the best

Are strange—nay, rather, stranger than the rest.

I long tor scenes where man hath never trod
A place where woman never smiled or wept

There to abide with my Creator, God,

And sleep as | in childhood sweetly slepr,

Untroubling and untroubled where I lie

The grass below—above the vaulted sky.
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Strawberries

by Edwin Morgan

There were never strawberries
like the ones we had

that sultry afternoon
sitting on the step

of the open french window
facing each other

yvour kKnees held in mine
the blue plates in our laps
the strawberries glistening
in the hot sunlight

we dipped them In sugar
looking at each other

not hurrying the feast

for one to come

the empty plates

laid on the stone together
with the two forks crossed
and | bent towards you
sweet in that air

INn My arms

abandoned like a child
from your eager mouth
the taste of strawberries
In my memaory

lean back again
let me love you

let the sun beat

on our forgetfulness
one hour of all

the heat intense

and summer lightning
on the Kilpatrick hills

let the storm wash the plates

by Edwin Morgan

from The Second Life (Edinburgh University Press, 1968)
also published in Collected Poems (Carcanet, 1990)

Reprinted by permission of Carcanet Press.



Wild Geese

by Mary Oliver

You do not have to be good.

You do not have to walk on vour knees

tor a hundred miles through the desert repenting.
You only have to let the soft animal of your bedy
love what it loves.

Tell me about despair, vours, and I will tell you mine.
Meanwhile the world goes on.

Meanwhile the sun and the clear pebbles of the rain
are moving across the landscapes,

over the prairies and the deep trees,

the mountains and the rivers.

Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clean blue air,
are heading home again.

Whoever you are, no matter how lonely,

the world offers itself to your imagination,

calls to vou like the wild geese, harsh and exciting
over and over announcing yvour place

in the family of things.

Frivacy polcy

From: Dream Work

Copyright ©: Atlantic Monthly Press & Mary Oliver
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Wild Geese poem

You do not have to be good. You do not have to
walk on your knees for a hundred miles through
the desert repenting. You only have to let the sof...
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And The Days Are Not Full Enough

And the days are not full enough

And the nights are not full enough

And life slips by like a field mouse
Mot shaking the grass

© by owner. provided at no charge for educational purposes B @ B

Analysis (ai): Ezra Pound's "And the Days Are Not Full Encugh” explores the
passing of time and the dissatisfaction it brings. The poem's brevity and repetitive
structure emphasize the fleeting nature of existence and the speaker's sense of
inadequacy.

Compared to Pound's other works, this poem exhibits a shift towards concision
and ambiguity. Gone are the complex imagery and obscure allusions of his earlier

work. Instead, the language here is straightforward and direct.

The poem's style aligns with the Imagist movement of the early 20th century,
which emphasized clarity, precision, and the use of concrete images. Pound's
focus on the natural world, particularly the field mouse, reflects the Imagists'

commitment to depicting objective reality.

"And the Days Are Not Full Enough” expresses a sense of loss and regret
comman in the post-World War | era. The speaker's dissatisfaction with the

present is mirrored in the fragmented and incomplete nature of the poem itself.

And The Days Are Not Full Enough by
Ezra Pound

Comments & analysis: And the days are not full
enough / And the nights are not full enough
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Invictus (»)

BY WILLIAM ERNEST HENLEY

Out of the night that covers me,
Black as the pit tfrom pole to pole,
[ thank whatever gods may be

For my unconquerable soul.

Invictus by William Ernest Henley

In the fell clutch of circumstance
Out of the night that covers me,

[ have not winced nor cried aloud. .

Under the bludgeonings of chance

My head is bloody, but unbowed.

Beyond this place of wrath and tears
[.ooms but the Horror of the shade,
And yet the menace of the years

Finds and shall find me unafraid.

[t matters not how strait the gate,
How charged with punishments the scroll,
[ am the master of my fate,

[ am the captain of my soul.



Clenched Soul Clenched Soul by Pablo Neruda

Comments & analysis: We have lost even this
twilight. / No one saw us this evening hand in hand

We have lost even this twilight.
MNo one saw us this evening hand in hand " M allpoetry.com
while the blue night dropped on the world.

| have seen from my window
the fiesta of sunset in the distant mountain tops.

Sometimes a piece of sun
burned like a coin in my hand.

| remembered you with my soul clenched
in that sadness of mine that you know.

Where were you then?

Who else was there?

Saying what?

Why will the whole of love come on me suddenly
when | am sad and feel you are far away?

The book fell that always closed at twilight
and my blue sweater rolled like a hurt dog at my feet.

Always. always you recede through the evenings
toward the twilight erasing statues.

© by owner. provided at no charge for educational purposes Bl B B




Words, Wide Night by Carol Ann Duffy

somewhere on the other side of this wide night
and the distance between us, | am thinking of you.
The room is turning slowly away from the moon.

This is pleasurable. Or shall | cross that out and say
it is sad? In one of the tenses | singing
an impossible song of desire that you cannot hear.

La lala la. See? | close my eyes and imagine the dark hills | would have to
Cross
to reach you. For | am in love with you

and this is what it is like or what it is like in words.



"The Road Not Taken" by Robert Frost

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could

To where it bent in the undergrowth;

The Road Not Taken by Robert Frost

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,

Then took the other, as just as fair, .
And having perhaps the better claim,

Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there

Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—
I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.



Diving into the Wreck
Adrienne Rich 1929 -2012

First having read the book of myths,
and loaded the camera,
and checked the edge of the knife-blade,
I put on
the body-armor of black rubber
the absurd flippers
the grave and awkward mask.
I am having to do this
not like Cousteau with his
assiduous team
aboard the sun-flooded schooner
but here alone.
There is a ladder.
The ladder is always there
hanging innocently
close to the side of the schooner.
We know what it is for,
we who have used it.
Otherwise
it is a piece of maritime floss
some sundry equipment.
I go down.
Rung after rung and still
the oxygen immerses me
the blue light
the clear atoms
of our human air.
I go down.

My flippers cripple me,

I crawl like an insect down the ladder

and there is no one
to tell me when the ocean
will begin.
First the air is blue and then
it is bluer and then green and then
black I am blacking out and yet
my mask is powerful
it pumps my blood with power
the sea is another story
the sea is not a question of power
I have to learn alone
to turn my body without force
in the deep element.
And now: it is easy to forget
what I came for
among so many who have always
lived here
swaying their crenellated fans
between the reefs
and besides

you breathe differently down here.

I came to explore the wreck.
The words are purposes.
The words are maps.

I came to see the damage that was done

and the treasures that prevail.
I stroke the beam of my lamp
slowly along the flank
of something more permanent
than fish or weed
the thing I came for:

the wreck and not the story of the wreck
the thing itself and not the myth
the drowned face always staring
toward the sun
the evidence of damage
worn by salt and sway into this threadbare beauty
the ribs of the disaster
curving their assertion
among the tentative haunters.
This is the place.

And I am here, the mermaid whose dark hair
streams black, the merman in his armored body.
We circle silently
about the wreck
we dive into the hold.

I am she: I am he
whose drowned face sleeps with open eyes
whose breasts still bear the stress
whose silver, copper, vermeil cargo lies
obscurely inside barrels
half-wedged and left to rot
we are the half-destroyed instruments
that once held to a course
the water-eaten log
the fouled compass
We are, I am, you are
by cowardice or courage
the one who find our way
back to this scene
carrying a knife, a camera
a book of myths
in which
our names do not appear.

Diving into the Wreck
First having read the book of myths,
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Do Not Go Gentle into That Good Night

BY DYLAN THOMAS
Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had forked no lightning they
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

And you, my father, there on the sad height,
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.
Do not go gentle into that good night.
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Poetry Foundation
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Dylan Thomas, “Do Not Go Gentle into That Good Night”
from The Poems of Dylan Thomas. Copyright 1939, 1946
by New Directions Publishing Corporation. Reprinted
with the permission of New Directions Publishing
Corporation.

Source: The Collected Poems of Dylan Thomas (New
Directions Publishing Corporation, 1957)



The Love Song of ]. Alfred Prufrock

BY 1. S. ELIOT

Sio credesse che mia risposta fosse

A persona che mai tornasse al mondo,
Questa fiamma staria senza piu scosse.
Ma percioche giammai di questo fondo
Non torno vive alcun, siodo il vero,

Senza tema d'infamia ti rispondo.

Let us go then, you and [,

When the evening is spread out against the sky
Like a patient etherized upon a table;

Let us go, through certain halt-deserted streets,
The muttering retreats

Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels
And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells:
Streets that follow like a tedious argument

Of insidious intent

To lead you to an overwhelming question ...
Oh, do not ask, “Whart is it?”

Let us go and make our visit.

In the room the women come and go

Talking of Michelangelo.

The vellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes,
The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes,
Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening,

Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains,

Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys,
Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap,

And secing that it was a soft October night,

Curled once about the house, and fell asleep.

And indeed there will be time

For the yellow smoke that slides along the street,
Rubbing its back upon the window-panes;
There will be time, there will be time

To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet;
There will be time to murder and create,

And time for all the works and days of hands
That lift and drop a question on your plate;
Time for you and time for me,

And time yet tor a hundred indecisions,

And for a hundred visions and revisions,

Before the taking of a toast and tea.

In the room the women come and go

Talking of Michelangelo.

The Love Song of ). Alfred Prufrock by T. 5. Eliot
Let us go then, you and |,
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And indeed there will be time

To wonder, “Do [ dare?” and, “Do I dare?”

Time to turn back and descend the stair,

With a bald spot in the middle of my hair —

(They will say: “"How his hair is growing thin!”)

My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin,
My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin —
(They will say: “But how his arms and legs are thin!”)

Do I dare

Disturb the universe?

In a minute there is time

For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse.

For I have known them all already, known them all:
Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons,

I have measured out my life with coffee spoons;

[ know the voices dying with a dying fall

Beneath the music from a farther room.

So how should I presume?

And [ have known the eyes already, known them all—
The eyes that fix vou in a formulated phrase,

And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin,
When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall,

Then how should I begin

To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways?

And how should I presume?
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