
I Wandered Lonely As Cloud 
 
I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 
 
Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 
They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 
 
The waves beside them danced; but they 

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 

A poet could not but be gay, 

In such a jocund company: 

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought: 

 
For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 
 
William Wordsworth 
1807 

  



 
Lines Composed a Few Miles above Tintern Abbey 
 

Five years have past; five summers, with the length 
Of five long winters! and again I hear 
These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs 
With a soft inland murmur.—Once again 
Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs, 
That on a wild secluded scene impress 
Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect 
The landscape with the quiet of the sky. 
The day is come when I again repose 
Here, under this dark sycamore, and view 
These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts, 
Which at this season, with their unripe fruits, 
Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves 
'Mid groves and copses. Once again I see 
These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines 
Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral farms, 
Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke 
Sent up, in silence, from among the trees! 
With some uncertain notice, as might seem 
Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods, 
Or of some Hermit's cave, where by his fire 
The Hermit sits alone.  
 
 
William Wordsworth 1798 
 
 

  



 Mist 
 
Low-anchored cloud, 
Newfoundland air, 
Fountain-head and source of rivers, 
Dew-cloth, dream-drapery, 
And napkin spread by fays; 
Drifting meadow of the air, 
Where bloom the daisied banks and violets, 
And in whose fenny labyrinth 
The bittern booms and heron wades; 
Spirit of lakes and seas and rivers,— 
Bear only perfumes and the scent 

    Of healing herbs to just men’s fields 
 

Henry David Thoreau  
 
1895 
  



 
 
A Bird, came down the Walk - (359) 
 

A Bird, came down the Walk -  
He did not know I saw - 
He bit an Angle Worm 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 abroad - 
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 
 
1891 

  



 
 

Wild Geese 
 
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 soft animal of your body 
love what it loves. 
Tell me about despair, yours, 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 you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting – 
over and over announcing your place 
in the family of things. 
 
Mary Oliver 
1986 
	 	



 The Fish 

I caught a tremendous fish 
and held him beside the boat 
half out of water, with my hook 
fast in a corner of his mouth. 
He didn't fight. 
He hadn't fought at all. 
He hung a grunting weight, 
battered and venerable 
and homely. Here and there 
his brown skin hung in strips 
like ancient wallpaper, 
and its pattern of darker brown 
was like wallpaper: 
shapes like full-blown roses 
stained and lost through age. 
He was speckled with barnacles, 
fine rosettes of lime, 
and infested 
with tiny white sea-lice, 
and underneath two or three 
rags of green weed hung down. 
While his gills were breathing in 
the terrible oxygen 
—the frightening gills, 
fresh and crisp with blood, 
that can cut so badly— 
I thought of the coarse white flesh 
packed in like feathers, 
the big bones and the little bones, 
the dramatic reds and blacks 
of his shiny entrails, 
and the pink swim-bladder 
like a big peony. 
I looked into his eyes 
which were far larger than mine 
but shallower, and yellowed, 
the irises backed and packed 
with tarnished tinfoil 



seen through the lenses 
of old scratched isinglass. 
They shifted a little, but not 
to return my stare. 
—It was more like the tipping 
of an object toward the light. 
I admired his sullen face, 
the mechanism of his jaw, 
and then I saw 
that from his lower lip 
—if you could call it a lip— 
grim, wet, and weaponlike, 
hung five old pieces of fish-line, 
or four and a wire leader 
with the swivel still attached, 
with all their five big hooks 
grown firmly in his mouth. 
A green line, frayed at the end 
where he broke it, two heavier lines, 
and a fine black thread 
still crimped from the strain and snap 
when it broke and he got away. 
Like medals with their ribbons 
frayed and wavering, 
a five-haired beard of wisdom 
trailing from his aching jaw. 
I stared and stared 
and victory filled up 
the little rented boat, 
from the pool of bilge 
where oil had spread a rainbow 
around the rusted engine 
to the bailer rusted orange, 
the sun-cracked thwarts, 
the oarlocks on their strings, 
the gunnels—until everything 
was rainbow, rainbow, rainbow! 
And I let the fish go. 

Elizabeth Bishop 1918 



Work 
 
I won't look at her. 
My body's been one 
Solid motion from sunrise, 
Leaning into the lawnmower's 
Roar through pine needles 
& crabgrass. Tiger-colored 
Bumblebees nudge pale blossoms 
Till they sway like silent bells 
Calling. But I won't look. 
Her husband's outside Oxford, 
Mississippi, bidding on miles 
of timber. I wonder if he's buying 
Faulkner's ghost, if he might run 
Into Colonel Sartoris 
Along some dusty road. 
Their teenage daughter & son sped off 
An hour ago in a red Corvette 
For the tennis courts, 
& the cook, Roberta, 
Only works a half day 
Saturdays. This antebellum house 
Looms behind oak & pine 
Like a secret, as quail 
Flash through branches. 
I won't look at her. Nude 
On a hammock among elephant ears 
& ferns, a pitcher of lemonade 
Sweating like our skin. 
Afternoon burns on the pool 
Till everything's blue, 
Till I hear Johnny Mathis 
Beside her like a whisper. 
I work all the quick hooks 
Of light, the same unbroken 
Rhythm my father taught me 
Years ago: Always give 
A man a good day's labor. 
I won't look. The engine 
Pulls me like a dare. 
Scent of honeysuckle 
Sings black sap through mystery, 
Taboo, law, creed, what kills 
A fire that is its own heart 
Burning open the mouth. 



But I won't look 
At the insinuation of buds 
Tipped with cinnabar. 
I'm here, as if I never left, 
Stopped in this garden, 
Drawn to some Lotus-eater. Pollen 
Explodes, but I only smell 
Gasoline & oil on my hands, 
& can't say why there's this bed 
Of crushed narcissus 
As if gods wrestled here. 
 
Yusef Komunyakaa 

1988 
  



Blackberries 
 
They left my hands like a printer’s 
Or thief’s before a police blotter 
& pulled me into early morning’s 
Terrestrial sweetness, so thick 
The damp ground was consecrated 
Where they fell among a garland of thorns. 
Although I could smell old lime-covered 
History, at ten I’d still hold out my hands 
& berries fell into them. Eating from one 
& filling a half gallon with the other, 
I ate the mythology & dreamt 
Of pies & cobbler, almost 
Needful as forgiveness. My bird dog Spot 
Eyed blue jays & thrashers. The mud frogs 
In rich blackness, hid from daylight. 
An hour later, beside City Limits Road 
I balanced a gleaming can in each hand, 
Limboed between worlds, repeating one dollar. 
The big blue car made me sweat. 
Wintertime crawled out of the windows. 
When I leaned closer I saw the boy 
& girl my age, in the wide back seat 
Smirking, & it was then I remembered my fingers 
Burning with thorns among berries too ripe to touch. 
 
-Yusef Komunyakaa 
1992 
 



Strange Fruit  

Southern trees bear a strange fruit 
Blood on the leaves and blood at the root Black bodies swingin' in the Southern breeze 
Strange fruit hangin' from the poplar trees  

Pastoral scene of the gallant South 
The bulgin' eyes and the twisted mouth Scent of magnolias sweet and fresh Then the 
sudden smell of burnin' flesh  

Here is a fruit for the crows to pluck 
For the rain to gather, for the wind to suck For the sun to rot, for the tree to drop Here is a 
strange and bitter crop 

Abel Meeropol  

1937 

 

  



Mississippi Garden 
 
slaves, she answers, as I sink 

my fingers beneath the roots. 

the knees of that blue housedress are threadbare. 

she wears it on Tuesdays and Fridays when we tend the flowers. 

pullin’ weeds ain’t a time for talk she chides. 

I watch her uproot the creeping charlie. 

the fragrant blossoms we protect, hug our whole house. 

sweet peas were my choice. 

we rarely buy those things for sale in the garden aisle. 

don’t make sense to work the earth and not feel it. 

I wanted those thick cotton gloves, but they stayed on the shelf. 

you gotta learn the difference between dirt and soil. 

sometime I notice how the ground changes. 

denser, darker, moister, a little more red in some places. 

in social studies class I learned about crop rotation 

and how it keeps the land fertile. 

Mama, what did they used to grow here? 

 

Stephanie Pruitt 
2012 
	  



at last we killed the roaches 

at last we killed the roaches. 
mama and me. she sprayed, 
i swept the ceiling and they fell 
dying onto our shoulders, in our hair 
covering us with red. the tribe was broken, 
the cooking pots were ours again 
and we were glad, such cleanliness was grace 
when i was twelve. only for a few nights, 
and then not much, my dreams were blood 
my hands were blades and it was murder murder 
all over the place. 

Lucille Clifton  

2009 



Thank You 
 

If you find yourself half naked 
and barefoot in the frosty grass, hearing, 
again, the earth's great, sonorous moan that says 
you are the air of the now and gone, that says 
all you love will turn to dust, 
and will meet you there, do not 
raise your fist. Do not raise 
your small voice against it. And do not 
take cover. Instead, curl your toes 
into the grass, watch the cloud 
ascending from your lips. Walk 
through the garden's dormant splendor. 
Say only, thank you. 
Thank you. 
 
Ross Gay 
2006 

  



 the earth is a living thing  
 

is a black shambling bear 
ruffling its wild back and tossing 
mountains into the sea 

is a black hawk circling 
the burying ground circling the bones 
picked clean and discarded 

is a fish black blind in the belly of water 
is a diamond blind in the black belly of coal 

is a black and living thing 
is a favorite child 
of the universe 
feel her rolling her hand 
in its kinky hair 
feel her brushing it clean 

lucille Clifton 

1991 
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