Dante Gabriel Rossetti

Sonnet 1 from the Willowwood sequence, in The House of Life
I sat with Love upon a woodside well, 

   Leaning across the water, I and he; 

   Nor ever did he speak nor looked at me,

But touched his lute wherein was audible 

The certain secret thing he had to tell. 

   Only our mirrored eyes met silently

   In the low wave; and that sound came to be 

The passionate voice I knew; and my tears fell.

And at their fall, his eyes beneath grew hers; 

And with his foot and with his wing feathers

   He swept the spring that watered my heart’s drouth. 

Then the dark ripples spread to waving hair, 

And as I stooped, her own lips rising there

   Bubbled with brimming kisses at my mouth.

Emily Dickinson

‘What mystery pervades a well!’

What mystery pervades a well! 

That water lives so far – 

A neighbor from another world 

Residing in a jar

Whose limit none has ever seen, 

But just his lid of glass – 

Like looking every time you please 

In an abyss's face!

The grass does not appear afraid, 

I often wonder he 

Can stand so close and look so bold 

At what is awe to me.

Related somehow they may be, 

The sedge stands near the sea – 

Where he is floorless 

And does no timidity betray

But nature is a stranger yet: 

The ones that cite her most 

Have never passed her haunted house, 

Nor simplified her ghost.

To pity those that know her not 

Is helped by the regret 

That those who know her, know her less 

The nearer her they get.
Robert Frost

For Once, Then, Something
Others taunt me with having knelt at well-curbs

Always wrong to the light, so never seeing

Deeper down in the well than where the water

Gives me back in a shining surface picture

Me myself in the summer heaven godlike

Looking out of a wreath of fern and cloud puffs.

Once, when trying with chin against a well-curb,

I discerned, as I thought, beyond the picture,

Through the picture, a something white, uncertain,

Something more of the depths—and then I lost it.

Water came to rebuke the too clear water.

One drop fell from a fern, and lo, a ripple

Shook whatever it was lay there at bottom,

Blurred it, blotted it out. What was that whiteness?

Truth? A pebble of quartz? For once, then, something.

Seamus Heaney

Personal Helicon

For Michael Longley
As a child, they could not keep me from wells 

And old pumps with buckets and windlasses. 

I loved the dark drop, the trapped sky, the smells 

Of waterweed, fungus and dank moss. 

One, in a brickyard, with a rotted board top. 

I savoured the rich crash when a bucket 

Plummeted down at the end of a rope. 

So deep you saw no reflection in it. 

A shallow one under a dry stone ditch 

Fructified like any aquarium. 

When you dragged out long roots from the soft mulch 

A white face hovered over the bottom. 

Others had echoes, gave back your own call 

With a clean new music in it. And one 

Was scaresome, for there, out of ferns and tall 

Foxgloves, a rat slapped across my reflection. 

Now, to pry into roots, to finger slime, 

To stare, big-eyed Narcissus, into some spring 

Is beneath all adult dignity. I rhyme 

To see myself, to set the darkness echoing. 

