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PHILOSOPHICAL POEMS  
(author chronological order) 

Horace (65-8 BC)              
Pluck The Day 

Don't seek, my friend, we cannot say 
what end's in store for you, for me: 
don't trust in vague astrology, 
Better to shoulder what will be, 
whether you soon will die, or stay 
to watch the shore exhaust the sea.  
So drink some wine while your hours flee,  
put small trust in posterity,  
and prune your hopes; but pluck the day. 

William Wordsworth (1770-1850)               
The World Is Too Much With Us  
 
The world is too much with us; late and soon,  
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers;  
Little we see in nature that is ours;  
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!  
The Sea that bares her bosom to the moon,  
The winds that will be howling at all hours,  
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers,  
For this, for everything, we are out of tune;  
It moves us not.—Great God! I'd rather be  
A pagan suckled in a creed outworn;  
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,   
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;  
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;  
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathéd horn. 

George Gordon Lord Byron (1788-1824)              
So We'll Go no More a Roving 

So we'll go no more a roving 
So late into the night, 
Though the heart be still as loving, 
And the moon be still as bright. 
 
For the sword outwears its sheath, 
And the soul wears out the breast, 
And the heart must pause to breathe, 
And Love itself have rest. 
 
Though the night was made for loving, 
And the day returns too soon, 
Yet we'll go no more a roving 
By the light of the moon. 
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Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822)            
Time 

Unfathomable Sea! whose waves are years, 
Ocean of Time, whose waters of deep woe 
Are brackish with the salt of human tears! 
Thou shoreless flood, which in thy ebb and flow 
Claspest the limits of mortality, 
And sick of prey, yet howling on for more, 
Vomitest thy wrecks on its inhospitable shore; 
Treacherous in calm, and terrible in storm, 
Who shall put forth on thee, 
Unfathomable Sea? 
 
Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822)            
Ode To The West Wind 

I  
 
O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's being, 
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 
 
Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes: 0 thou, 
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 
 
The wingèd seeds, where they lie cold and low, 
Each like a corpse within its grave,until 
Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow 
 
Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 
With living hues and odours plain and hill: 
 
Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere; 
Destroyer and Preserver; hear, O hear! 
 
II 
 
Thou on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky's commotion, 
Loose clouds like Earth's decaying leaves are shed, 
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 
 
Angels of rain and lightning: there are spread 
On the blue surface of thine airy surge, 
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 
 
Of some fierce Maenad, even from the dim verge 
Of the horizon to the zenith's height, 
The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 
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Of the dying year, to which this closing night 
Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre 
Vaulted with all thy congregated might 
 
Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere 
Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: O hear! 
 
III 
 
Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 
Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams, 
 
Beside a pumice isle in Baiae's bay, 
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave's intenser day, 
 
All overgrown with azure moss and flowers 
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic's level powers 
 
Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 
 
Thy voice, and suddenly grow grey with fear, 
And tremble and despoil themselves: O hear! 
 
IV 
 
If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear; 
If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee; 
A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 
 
The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O Uncontrollable! If even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 
 
The comrade of thy wanderings over Heaven, 
As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed 
Scarce seemed a vision; I would ne'er have striven 
 
As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 
Oh! lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud! 
I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed! 
 
A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed 
One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud. 
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V 
 
Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is: 
What if my leaves are falling like its own! 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 
 
Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone, 
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce, 
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one! 
 
Drive my dead thoughts over the universe 
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth! 
And, by the incantation of this verse, 
 
Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind! 
Be through my lips to unawakened Earth 
 
The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind, 
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind? 
 
Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822)          
Mont Blanc 

 
1 
 
The everlasting universe of things 
Flows through the mind, and rolls its rapid waves, 
Now dark - now glittering - now reflecting gloom - 
Now lending splendor, where from secret springs 
The source of human thought its tribute brings 
Of waters, - with a sound but half its own, 
Such as a feeble brook will oft assume 
In the wild woods, amon the mountains lone, 
Where waterfalls around it leap for ever, 
Where woods and winds contend, and a vast river 
Over its rocks ceaselessly bursts and raves. 
 
2 
 
Thus thou, Ravine of Arve - dark, deep Ravine- 
Thou many-colored, many voiced vale, 
Over whose pines, and crags, and caverns sail 
Fast cloud-shadows and sunbeams: awful scene, 
Where Power in likeness of the Arve comes down 
From the ice-gulfs that gird his secret throne, 
Bursting through these dark mountains like the flame 
Of lightning through the tempest; -thou dost lie, 
Thy giant brood of pines around thee clinging, 
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Children of elder time, in whose devotion 
The chainless winds still come and ever came 
To drink their odors, and their mighty swinging 
To hear - an old and solemn harmony; 
Thine earthly rainbows stretched across the sweep 
Of the ethereal waterfall, whose veil 
Robes some unsculptured image; the strange sleep 
Which when the voices of the desert fail 
Wraps all in its own deep eternity;- 
Thy caverns echoing to the Arve's commotion, 
A loud, lone sound no other sound can tame; 
Thou art pervaded with that ceaseless motion, 
Thou art the path of that unresting sound- 
Dizzy Ravine! and when I gaze on thee 
I seem as in a trance sublime and strange 
To muse on my own separate fantasy, 
My own, my human mind, which passively 
Now renders and receives fast influencings, 
Holding an unremitting interchange 
With the clear universe of things around; 
One legion of wild thoughts, whose wandering wings 
Now float above thy darkness, and now rest 
Where that or thou art no unbidden guest, 
In the still cave of the witch Poesy, 
Seeking among the shadows that pass by 
Ghosts of all things that are, some shade of thee, 
Some phantom, some faint image; till the breast 
From which they fled recalls them, thou art there! 
 
3 
 
Some say that gleams of a remoter world 
Visit the soul in sleep,-that death is slumber, 
And that its shapes the busy thoughts outnumber 
Of those who wake and live. -I look on high; 
Has some unknown omnipotence unfurled 
The veil of life and death? or do I lie 
In dream, and does the mightier world of sleep 
Spread far and round and inaccessibly 
Its circles? For the very spirit fails, 
Driven like a homeless cloud from steep to steep 
That vanishes amon the viewless gales! 
Far, far above, piercing the infinite sky, 
Mont Blanc appears,-still snowy and serene- 
Its subject mountains their unearthly forms 
Pile around it, ice and rock; broad vales between 
Of frozen floods, unfathomable deeps, 
Blue as the overhanging heaven, that spread 
And wind among the accumulated steeps; 
A desert peopled by the storms alone, 
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Save when the eagle brings some hunter's bone, 
And the wolf tracks her there - how hideously 
Its shapes are heaped around! rude, bare, and high, 
Ghastly, and scarred, and riven. -Is this the scene 
Where the old Earthquake-demon taught her young 
Ruin? Were these their toys? or did a sea 
Of fire envelop once this silent snow? 
None can reply - all seems eternal now. 
The wilderness has a mysterious tongue 
Which teaches awful doubt, or faith so mild, 
So solemn, so serene, that man may be, 
But for such faith, with nature reconciled; 
Thou hast a voice, great Mountain, to repeal 
Large codes of fraud and woe; not understood 
By all, but which the wise, and great, and good 
Interpret, or make felt, or deeply feel. 
 
4 
 
The fields, the lakes, the forests, and the streams, 
Ocean, and all the living things that dwell 
Within the daedal earth; lightning, and rain, 
Earthquake, and fiery flood, and hurricane, 
The torpor of the year when feeble dreams 
Visit the hidden buds, or dreamless sleep 
Holds every future leaf and flower; -the bound 
With which from that detested trance they leap; 
The works and ways of man, their death and birth, 
And that of him, and all that his may be; 
All things that move and breathe with toil and sound 
Are born and die; revolve, subside, and swell. 
Power dwells apart in its tranquility, 
Remote, serene, and inaccessible: 
And this, the naked countenance of earth, 
On which I gaze, even these primeval mountains 
Teach the adverting mind. The glaciers creep 
Like snakes that watch their prey, from their far fountains, 
Slow rolling on; there, many a precipice, 
Frost and the Sun in scorn of mortal power 
Have piled: dome, pyramid, and pinnacle, 
A city of death, distinct with many a tower 
And wall impregnable of beaming ice. 
Yet not a city, but a flood of ruin 
Is there, that from the boundaries of the sky 
Rolls its perpetual stream; vast pines are strewing 
Its destined path, or in the mangled soil 
Branchless and shattered stand; the rocks, drawn down 
From yon remotest waste, have overthrown 
The limits of the dead and living world, 
Never to be reclaimed. The dwelling-place 
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Of insects, beasts, and birds, becomes its spoil 
Their food and their retreat for ever gone, 
So much of life and joy is lost. The race 
Of man flies far in dread; his work and dwelling 
Vanish, like smoke before the tempest's stream, 
And their place is not known. Below, vast caves 
Shine in the rushing torrents' restless gleam, 
Which from those secret chasms in tumult welling 
Meet in the vale, and one majestic River, 
The breath and blood of distant lands , for ever 
Rolls its loud waters to the ocean-waves, 
Breathes its swift vapors to the circling air. 
 
5 
 
Mont Blanc yet gleams on high:-the power is there, 
The still and solemn power of many sights, 
And many sounds, and much of life and death. 
In the calm darkness of the moonless nights, 
In the lone glare of day, the snows descend 
Upon that mountain; none beholds them there, 
Nor when the flakes burn in the sinking sun, 
Or the star-beams dart through them:-Winds contend 
Silently there, and heap the snow with breath 
Rapid and strong, but silently! Its home 
The voiceless lightning in these solitudes 
Keeps innocently, and like vapor broods 
Over the snow. The secret Strength of things 
Which governs thought, and to the infinite dome 
Of Heaven is as a law, inhabits thee! 
And what were thou, and earth, and stars, and sea, 
If to the human mind's imaginings 
Silence and solitude were vacancy?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 8 

John Keats (1795-1821) 
A thing of beauty is a joy for ever, 
(the first stanza of "Endymion") 
 
A thing of beauty is a joy for ever: 
Its loveliness increases; it will never 
Pass into nothingness; but still will keep 
A bower quiet for us, and a sleep 
Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing. 
Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing 
A flowery band to bind us to the earth, 
Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth 
Of noble natures, of the gloomy days, 
Of all the unhealthy and o'er-darkened ways: 
Made for our searching: yes, in spite of all, 
Some shape of beauty moves away the pall 
From our dark spirits. Such the sun, the moon, 
Trees old and young, sprouting a shady boon 
For simple sheep; and such are daffodils 
With the green world they live in; and clear rills 
That for themselves a cooling covert make 
'Gainst the hot season; the mid forest brake, 
Rich with a sprinkling of fair musk-rose blooms: 
And such too is the grandeur of the dooms 
We have imagined for the mighty dead; 
All lovely tales that we have heard or read: 
An endless fountain of immortal drink, 
Pouring unto us from the heaven's brink. 
 
 
 
John Keats (1795-1821) 
Ode on a Grecian Urn  
 
Thou still unravish'd bride of quietness,  
    Thou foster-child of silence and slow time,  
Sylvan historian, who canst thou express  
    A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:  
What leaf-fring'd legend haunt about thy shape  
    Of deities or mortals, or of both,  
        In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?  
    What men or gods are these?  What maidens loth?  
What mad pursuit?  What struggle to escape?  
        What pipes and timbrels?  What wild ecstasy?  

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard  
    Are sweeter: therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;  
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear'd,  
    Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:  
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave  
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    Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;  
        Bold lover, never, never canst thou kiss,  
Though winning near the goal - yet, do not grieve;  
        She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,  
    For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair!  

Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed  
    Your leaves, nor ever bid the spring adieu;  
And, happy melodist, unwearied,  
    For ever piping songs for ever new;  
More happy love! more happy, happy love!  
    For ever warm and still to be enjoy'd,  
        For ever panting, and for ever young;  
All breathing human passion far above,  
    That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy'd,  
        A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.  

Who are these coming to the sacrifice?  
    To what green altar, O mysterious priest,  
Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,  
    And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?  
What little town by river or sea shore,  
    Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,  
        Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn?  
And, little town, thy streets for evermore  
    Will silent be; and not a soul to tell  
        Why thou art desolate, can e'er return.  

O Attic shape!  Fair attitude! with brede  
    Of marble men and maidens overwrought,  
With forest branches and the trodden weed;  
    Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought  
As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral!  
    When old age shall this generation waste,  
        Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe  
    Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,  
"Beauty is truth, truth beauty," - that is all  
        Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 
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John Keats (1795-1821) 
The Human Seasons 
 
Four Seasons fill the measure of the year; 
There are four seasons in the mind of man: 
He has his lusty Spring, when fancy clear 
Takes in all beauty with an easy span: 
He has his Summer, when luxuriously 
Spring's honied cud of youthful thought he loves 
To ruminate, and by such dreaming high 
Is nearest unto heaven: quiet coves 
His soul has in its Autumn, when his wings 
He furleth close; contented so to look 
On mists in idleness--to let fair things 
Pass by unheeded as a threshold brook. 
He has his Winter too of pale misfeature, 
Or else he would forego his mortal nature. 
 
Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809-1892) 
Ulysses 
 
It little profits that an idle king, 
By this still hearth, among these barren crags, 
Matched with an agèd wife, I mete and dole 
Unequal laws unto a savage race, 
That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me. 
 
I cannot rest from travel: I will drink 
Life to the lees: all times I have enjoyed 
Greatly, have suffered greatly, both with those 
That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when 
Through scudding drifts the rainy Hyades 
Vexed the dim sea: I am become a name; 
For always roaming with a hungry heart 
Much have I seen and known; cities of men 
And manners, climates, councils, governments, 
Myself not least, but honoured of them all; 
And drunk delight of battle with my peers, 
Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy. 
I am a part of all that I have met; 
Yet all experience is an arch wherethrough 
Gleams that untravelled world, whose margin fades 
For ever and for ever when I move. 
How dull it is to pause, to make an end, 
To rust unburnished, not to shine in use! 
As though to breathe were life. Life piled on life 
Were all too little, and of one to me 
Little remains: but every hour is saved 
From that eternal silence, something more, 
A bringer of new things; and vile it were 
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For some three suns to store and hoard myself, 
And this grey spirit yearning in desire 
To follow knowledge like a sinking star, 
Beyond the utmost bound of human thought. 
 
 This my son, mine own Telemachus, 
To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle— 
Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil 
This labour, by slow prudence to make mild 
A rugged people, and through soft degrees 
Subdue them to the useful and the good. 
Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere 
Of common duties, decent not to fail 
In offices of tenderness, and pay 
Meet adoration to my household gods, 
When I am gone. He works his work, I mine. 
 
 There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail: 
There gloom the dark broad seas. My mariners, 
Souls that have toiled, and wrought, and thought 
 with me— 
That ever with a frolic welcome took 
The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed 
Free hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old; 
Old age hath yet his honour and his toil; 
Death closes all: but something ere the end, 
Some work of noble note, may yet be done, 
Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods. 
The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks: 
The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep 
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends, 
'Tis not too late to seek a newer world. 
Push off, and sitting well in order smite 
The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds 
To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths 
Of all the western stars, until I die. 
It may be that the gulfs will wash us down: 
It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles, 
And see the great Achilles, whom we knew 
Though much is taken, much abides; and though 
We are not now that strength which in old days 
Moved earth and heaven; that which we are, we are; 
One equal temper of heroic hearts, 
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will 
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield. 
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Fernando Pessoa (1888-1935)             
Tobacco Shop 

I am nothing  
I shall always be nothing 
I cannot wish to be anything.  
Aside from that, I have within me all the dreams of the world.  

Windows of my room,  
The room of one of the world's millions nobody knows about  
(And if they knew about me, what would they know?)  
Open onto the mystery of a street continually crossed by people,  
To a street inaccessible to any thought,  
Real, impossibly real, certain, unknowingly certain,  
With the mystery of things beneath the stones and beings,  
With death making the walls damp and men's hair white,  
With the Destiny driving the wagon of everything down the road of nothing.  

Today I am defeated, as if I knew the truth.  
Today I am clear-minded, as if I were about to die  
And had no more kinship with things  
Than a goodbye, this building and this side of the street becoming 
A long row of train carriages, and a whistle departing 
From inside my head,  
And a jolt of my nerves and a creak of bones as we go. 

Today I am bewildered, as one who wondered and discovered and forgot.  
Today I am divided between the loyalty I owe  
To the outward reality of the Tobacco Shop of the other side of the street  
And to the inward real feeling that everything is but a dream. 
I have missed everything. 
And since I had no aims, maybe everything was indeed nothing. 
 
What I was taught,  
I go down from the window at the back of the house.  
I went to the countryside with grand plans,  
But all I found in it was grass and trees,  
And when there were people, they were just like other people 
I step back from the window and sit in a chair. What should I think about now?  

(…) 
I have dreamed more than Napoleon did. 
I have held against the hypothetical heart more humanities than Christ. 
I have secretly created philosophies no Kant has ever written. 
But I am, and perhaps always should be, the one from the attic 
Although I don't live in it; 
I shall always be someone not born for this; 
I shall always be the one who just had qualities; 
I shall always be the one who has waited for a gate to open next a wall without a door 
And sang the song of the infinite in a poultry-yard, 
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And heard God's voice in a blocked-up well. 
Believe in myself? No, not in me and not in nothing. 
May Nature be dissolved on my feverish head 
Her sun, her rain, the wind that ruffles my hair, 
And the rest, let it come if it must, it doesn't matter. 
Hearts in thrall to the stars, 
We have conquered the whole world before leaving our beds. 
But we were awakened and it was opaque, 
We rose and he was strange to us 
We left the house and it was the whole world, 
And also the Solar System, the Milky Way and the Indefinite... 

(Eat your chocolates, little one! 
Eat chocolates! 
Know there are no metaphysics in the world but chocolates. 
Know that all the faiths don't teach more than confectionery. 
Eat, dirty one, eat! 
If only I could eat chocolates with the same veracity you do! 
But I think, and when I lift the silver paper of a leaf of tin-foil 
I let everything fall to the ground, as I have done to my life.) 

(…) 
Musical essence of my useless verses,  
If only I could face you as something I had created  
Instead of always facing the Tobacco Shop across the street,  
Forcing underfoot the consciousness of existing,  
Like a carpet a drunkard stumbles on 
Or a straw mat stolen by gypsies and  worth nothing.  

But the Tobacco Shop owner has come to the door and is standing there.  
I look at him with the discomfort of an half-turned head  
And the discomfort of an half-grasping soul.  
He shall die and I shall die.  
He shall leave his signboard and I shall leave my poems.  
His sign will die, and so will my poems.  
And soon the street where the sign is, will die too,  
And so will the language in which my poems are written.  
And so will the whirling planet where all of this happened.  
On other satellites of other systems something like people  
Will go on making something like poems and living under things like signboards,  
Always one thing facing the other,  
Always one thing as useless as the other,  
Always the impossible as stupid as reality,  
Always the mystery of the bottom as powerful as the mysterious dream of the top.  
Always this or always some other thing, or neither one nor the other.  

 But a man has entered the Tobacco Shop (to buy tobacco?),  
And plausible reality suddenly hits me.  
I half rouse myself, energetic, convinced, human, 
And I will try to write these verses in which I say the opposite.  
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I light a cigarette as I think about writing them,  
And in that cigarette I savour liberation from all thoughts.  
I follow the smoke as if it were my personal itinerary 
And enjoy, in a sensitive and capable moment  
The liberation of all the speculations  
With the conscience that metaphysics is a consequence of not feeling well.  

Afterwards I throw myself on the chair  
And continue smoking.  
As long as Destiny allows, I will keep smoking.  

(If I married my washwoman's daughter  
Maybe I should be happy.)  
Upon that, I rise. And I go to the window.  

The man has come out of the Tobacco Shop (putting change in his trousers?).  
Ah, I know him: he is Esteves without metaphysics.  
(The Tobacco Shop owner has come to the door.)  
As if by a divine instinct, Esteves turned around and saw me.  
He waved hello, I greet him "Hello there, Esteves!", and the universe  
Reconstructed itself for me, without ideal or hope, and the owner of the Tobacco Shop 
smiled. 
 

 

Pablo Neruda (1904-1973) 
Water 
 
Everything on the earth bristled, the bramble 
pricked and the green thread 
nibbled away, the petal fell, falling 
until the only flower was the falling itself. 
Water is another matter, 
has no direction but its own bright grace, 
runs through all imaginable colors, 
takes limpid lessons 
from stone, 
and in those functionings plays out 
the unrealized ambitions of the foam 
 
 
Pablo Neruda (1904-1973) 
Enigmas 
 
You've asked me what the lobster is weaving there with  
his golden feet? 
I reply, the ocean knows this. 
You say, what is the ascidia waiting for in its transparent  
bell? What is it waiting for? 
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I tell you it is waiting for time, like you. 
You ask me whom the Macrocystis alga hugs in its arms? 
Study, study it, at a certain hour, in a certain sea I know. 
You question me about the wicked tusk of the narwhal,  
and I reply by describing 
how the sea unicorn with the harpoon in it dies. 
You enquire about the kingfisher's feathers, 
which tremble in the pure springs of the southern tides? 
Or you've found in the cards a new question touching on  
the crystal architecture 
of the sea anemone, and you'll deal that to me now? 
You want to understand the electric nature of the ocean  
spines? 
The armored stalactite that breaks as it walks? 
The hook of the angler fish, the music stretched out 
in the deep places like a thread in the water? 
 
I want to tell you the ocean knows this, that life in its  
jewel boxes 
is endless as the sand, impossible to count, pure, 
and among the blood-colored grapes time has made the  
petal 
hard and shiny, made the jellyfish full of light 
and untied its knot, letting its musical threads fall 
from a horn of plenty made of infinite mother-of-pearl. 
 
I am nothing but the empty net which has gone on ahead 
of human eyes, dead in those darknesses, 
of fingers accustomed to the triangle, longitudes 
on the timid globe of an orange. 
 
I walked around as you do, investigating 
the endless star, 
and in my net, during the night, I woke up naked, 
the only thing caught, a fish trapped inside the wind. 
 

Dylan Thomas (1914-1953)                 
Fern Hill 

 
     Now as I was young and easy under the apple boughs 
     About the lilting house and happy as the grass was green, 
       The night above the dingle starry, 
         Time let me hail and climb 
       Golden in the heydays of his eyes, 
     And honoured among wagons I was prince of the apple towns 
     And once below a time I lordly had the trees and leaves 
         Trail with daisies and barley 
       Down the rivers of the windfall light. 
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     And as I was green and carefree, famous among the barns 
     About the happy yard and singing as the farm was home, 
       In the sun that is young once only, 
         Time let me play and be 
       Golden in the mercy of his means, 
     And green and golden I was huntsman and herdsman, the calves 
     Sang to my horn, the foxes on the hills barked clear and cold, 
         And the sabbath rang slowly 
       In the pebbles of the holy streams. 
 
     All the sun long it was running, it was lovely, the hay 
     Fields high as the house, the tunes from the chimneys, it was air 
       And playing, lovely and watery 
         And fire green as grass. 
       And nightly under the simple stars 
     As I rode to sleep the owls were bearing the farm away, 
     All the moon long I heard, blessed among stables, the nightjars 
       Flying with the ricks, and the horses 
         Flashing into the dark. 
 
     And then to awake, and the farm, like a wanderer white 
     With the dew, come back, the cock on his shoulder: it was all 
       Shining, it was Adam and maiden, 
         The sky gathered again 
       And the sun grew round that very day. 
     So it must have been after the birth of the simple light 
     In the first, spinning place, the spellbound horses walking warm 
       Out of the whinnying green stable 
         On to the fields of praise. 
 
     And honoured among foxes and pheasants by the gay house 
     Under the new made clouds and happy as the heart was long, 
       In the sun born over and over, 
         I ran my heedless ways, 
       My wishes raced through the house high hay 
     And nothing I cared, at my sky blue trades, that time allows 
     In all his tuneful turning so few and such morning songs 
       Before the children green and golden 
         Follow him out of grace. 
 
     Nothing I cared, in the lamb white days, that time would take me 
     Up to the swallow thronged loft by the shadow of my hand, 
       In the moon that is always rising, 
         Nor that riding to sleep 
       I should hear him fly with the high fields 
     And wake to the farm forever fled from the childless land. 
     Oh as I was young and easy in the mercy of his means, 
         Time held me green and dying 
       Though I sang in my chains like the sea. 


