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First day poems, September 3, 2008

1. William Cullen Bryant. 1794-1878

"To a Waterfowl"

     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
         5

 Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong,
 

 As, darkly seen against the crimson sky,
 

     Thy figure floats along.
 

     Seek'st thou the plashy brink
 

 Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide,
  10

 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--
  15

     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.
  20

     And soon that toil shall 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
  25

 Hath swallowed up thy form; yet, on my heart
 

 Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given,
 

     And shall not soon depart.
 

     He who, from zone to zone,
 

 Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight, 30

 In the long way that I must tread alone,
 

    Will lead my steps aright.

2. Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. 1807-1882

"Nature"

    AS a fond mother, when the day is o’er,


    Leads by the hand her little child to bed,


    Half willing, half reluctant to be led,


    And leave his broken playthings on the floor,


    Still gazing at them through the open door,         5

    Nor wholly reassured and comforted


    By promises of others in their stead,


    Which, though more splendid, may not please him more;


    So Nature deals with us, and takes away


    Our playthings one by one, and by the hand       10

    Leads us to rest so gently, that we go


    Scarce knowing if we wish to go or stay,


    Being too full of sleep to understand


    How far the unknown transcends the what we know.

3. Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. 1807-1882

"A Psalm of Life"

What the Heart of the Young Man Said to the Psalmist

TELL me not, in mournful numbers,
 

  Life is but an empty dream!--
 

For the soul is dead that slumbers,
 

  And things are not what they seem.
 

Life is real! Life is earnest!
         5

  And the grave is not its goal;
 

Dust thou art, to dust returnest,
 

  Was not spoken of the soul.
 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
 

  Is our destined end or way;
  10

But to act, that each to-morrow
 

  Find us farther than to-day.
 

Art is long, and Time is fleeting,
 

  And our hearts, though stout and brave,
 

Still, like muffled drums, are beating
  15

  Funeral marches to the grave.
 

In the world's broad field of battle,
 

  In the bivouac of Life,
 

Be not like dumb, driven cattle!
 

  Be a hero in the strife!
  20

Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant!
 

  Let the dead Past bury its dead!
 

Act,--act in the living Present!
 

  Heart within, and God o'erhead!
 

Lives of great men all remind us
  25

  We can make our lives sublime,
 

And, departing, leave behind us
 

  Footprints on the sands of time;
 

Footprints, that perhaps another,
 

  Sailing o'er life's solemn main,
  30

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,
 

  Seeing, shall take heart again.
 

Let us, then, be up and doing,
 

  With a heart for any fate;
 

Still achieving, still pursuing,
  35

  Learn to labor and to wait.
 
