
Morning	Poem	
Mary	Oliver	
	
Every	morning	
the	world	
is	created.	
Under	the	orange	
	
sticks	of	the	sun	
the	heaped	
ashes	of	the	night	
turn	into	leaves	again	
	
and	fasten	themselves	to	the	high	branches—	
and	the	ponds	appear	
like	black	cloth	
on	which	are	painted	islands	
	
of	summer	lilies.	
If	it	is	our	nature	
to	be	happy	
you	will	swim	away	along	the	soft	trails	
	
for	hours,	your	imagination	
alighting	everywhere.	
And	if	your	spirit	
carries	within	it	
	
the	thorn	
that	is	heavier	than	lead—	
if	it’s	all	you	can	do	
to	keep	on	trudging—	
	
there	is	still		
somewhere	deep	within	you	
a	beast	shouting	that	the	earth	
is	exactly	what	it	wanted—	
	
each	pond	with	its	blazing	lilies	
is	a	prayer	heard	and	answered	
lavishly,	
every	morning,	
	
whether	or	not	
you	have	ever	dared	to	be	happy,	
whether	or	not	
you	have	ever	dared	to	pray.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

To	a	Waterfowl	
William	Cullen	Bryant	
	
Whither,	midst	falling	dew,	
While	glow	the	heavens	with	the	last	steps	of	day,	
Far,	through	their	rosy	depths,	dost	thou	pursue	
	 Thy	solitary	way?	
	
Vainly	the	fowler’s	eye	
Might	mark	thy	distant	flight	to	do	thee	wrong,	
As	darkly	seen	against	a	crimson	sky,	
	 Thy	figure	floats	along.	
	
Seek’st	thou	the	plashy	brink	
Of	weedy	lake,	or	marge	of	river	wide,	
Or	where	the	rocking	billows	rise	and	sink	
	 On	the	chafed	ocean-side?	
	
There	is	a	Power	whose	care	
Teaches	thy	way	along	that	pathless	coast	–	
The	desert	and	illimitable	air	–	
	 Lone	wandering,	but	not	lost.	
	
All	day	thy	wings	have	fanned,	
At	that	far	height,	the	cold,	thin	atmosphere,	
Yet	stoop	not,	weary,	to	the	welcome	land,	
	 Though	the	dark	night	is	near.	
	
And	soon	shall	that	toil	end:	
Soon	shalt	thou	find	a	summer	home,	and	rest,	
And	scream	among	thy	fellows;	reeds	shall	bend	
	 Soon,	o’er	thy	sheltered	nest.	
	
Thou’rt	gone,	the	abyss	of	heaven		
Hath	swallowed	up	thy	form;	yet,	on	my	heart	
Deeply	has	sunk	the	lesson	thou	hast	given,	
	 And	soon	shall	not	depart.	
	
He	who,	from	zone	to	zone,	
Guides	through	the	boundless	sky	thy	certain	flight,	
In	the	long	way	that	I	must	tread	alone,	
	 Will	lead	my	steps	aright.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



The	Wild	Swans	at	Coole	
William	Butler	Yeats	
	
The	trees	are	in	their	autumn	beauty,	
The	woodland	paths	are	dry,	
Under	the	October	twilight	the	water	
Mirrors	a	still	sky;	
Upon	the	brimming	water	among	the	stones	
Are	nine-and-fifty	swans.	
	
The	nineteenth	autumn	has	come	upon	me	
Since	I	first	made	my	count;	
I	saw,	before	I	had	well	finished,	
All	suddenly	mount	
And	scatter	wheeling	in	great	broken	rings	
Upon	their	clamorous	wings.	
	
I	have	looked	upon	those	brilliant	creatures,	
And	now	my	heart	is	sore.	
All’s	changed	since	I,	hearing	at	twilight,	
The	First	time	on	this	shore,	
The	bell-beat	of	their	wings	above	my	head,	
Trod	with	a	lighter	tread.	
	
Unwearied	still,	lover	by	lover,	
They	paddle	in	the	cold	
Companionable	streams	or	climb	the	air;	
Their	hearts	have	not	grown	old;	
Passion	or	conquest,	wander	where	they	will,	
Attend	upon	them	still.	
	
But	now	they	drift	on	the	still	water,	
Mysterious,	beautiful;	
Among	what	rushes	will	they	build,	
By	what	lake’s	edge	or	pool	
Delight	men’s	eyes	when	I	awake	some	day	
To	find	they	have	flown	away?	
	
A	Noiseless	Patient	Spider	
Walt	Whitman	
	
A	noiseless,	patient	spider,	
I	mark’d	where	on	a	little	promontory*	it	stood	isolated,	
Mark’d	how	to	explore	the	vacant	vast	surrounding,	
It	launch’d	forth	filament,	filament,	filament,	out	of	itself,	
Ever	unreeling	them,	ever	tirelessly	speeding	them.	
	
And	you,	O	my	soul	where	you	stand,	
Surrounded,	detached,	in	measureless	oceans	of	space,	
Ceaselessly	musing,	venturing,	throwing,	seeking	the	
					spheres	to	connect	them,	
Till	the	bridge	you	wil	need	be	form’d,	till	the	ductile	anchor			
					hold,	
Till	the	gossamer	thread	you	fling	catch	somewhere,	O	my	
					soul.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

I	Saw	in	Louisiana	a	Live	Oak	Growing	
Walt	Whitman	
	
I	saw	in	Louisiana	a	live-oak	growing,	
All	alone	stood	it	and	the	moss	hung	down	from	the		
						branches,	
Without	any	companion	it	grew	there	uttering	joyous		
					leaves	of	dark	green,	
And	its	look,	rude,	unbending,	lusty,	made	me	think	of		
						myself,	
But	I	wonder’d	how	it	could	utter	joyous	leaves		
						standing	alone	there	without	its	friend	near,	for	I		
						knew	I	could	not,	
And	I	broke	off	a	twig	with	a	certain	number	of	leaves		
						upon	it,	and	twined	around	it	a	little	moss,	
And	brought	it	away,	and	I	have	placed	it	in	sight	in		
						my	room,	
It	is	not	needed	to	remind	me	as	of	my	own	dear		
						friends,	
(For	I	believe	lately	I	think	of	little	else	than	of	them,)	
Yet	it	remains	to	me	a	curious	token,	it	makes	me		
						think	of	manly	love;	
For	all	that,	and	though	the	live-oak	glistens	there	in		
						Louisiana	solitary	in	a	wide	flat	space,	
Uttering	joyous	leaves	all	its	life	without	a	friend	a		
					lover	near,	
I	know	very	well	I	could	not.	
	
	
	
Ode	to	Dirt	
Sharon	Olds	
	
Dear	dirt,	I	am	sorry	I	slighted	you,	
I	thought	you	were	only	the	background	
for	the	leading	characters—the	plants	
and	animals	and	human	animals.	
It’s	as	if	I	had	loved	only	stars	
and	not	the	sky	which	gave	them	space	
in	which	to	shine.	Subtle,	various,	
sensitive,	you	are	the	skin	of	the	earth,	
you’re	our	democracy.	When	I	understood	
I	had	never	honored	you	as	a	living	
equal,	I	was	ashamed	of	myself,	
as	if	I	could	not	recognize	
a	creature	who	looked	so	different	from	me,	
but	now	I	can	see	us	all,	made	of	the	
same	basic	materials—	
cousins	of	that	first	exploding	from	nothing—	
in	our	intricate	dance	together.	O	dirt,	
help	us	find	ways	to	serve	your	life,	
you	who	have	brought	us	forth,	and	fed	us,	
and	who	at	the	end	will	take	us	in	your	arms.	
	
	
	


