
‘Tell me not here, it needs not saying’

Tell me not here, it needs not saying, 

   What tune the enchantress plays 

In aftermaths of soft September 

   Or under blanching mays, 

For she and I were long acquainted 

   And I knew all her ways.

On russet floors, by waters idle, 

   The pine lets fall its cone; 

The cuckoo shouts all day at nothing 

   In leafy dells alone; 

And traveller’s joy beguiles in autumn 

   Hearts that have lost their own.

On acres of the seeded grasses 

   The changing burnish heaves; 

Or marshalled under moons of harvest 

   Stand still all night the sheaves; 

Or beeches strip in storms for winter 

   And stain the wind with leaves.

Possess, as I possessed a season, 

   The countries I resign, 

Where over elmy plains the highway 

   Would mount the hills and shine, 

And full of shade the pillared forest 

   Would murmur and be mine.

For nature, heartless, witless nature, 

   Will neither care nor know 

What stranger’s feet may find the meadow 

   And trespass there and go, 

Nor ask amid the dews of morning 

   If they are mine or no. 

—A. E. Housman

Spring and Fall:
 
    to a Young Child

Margaret, are you grieving

Over Goldengrove unleaving?

Leaves, like the things of man, you

With your fresh thoughts care for, can you?

Ah! as the heart grows older

It will come to such sights colder

By and by, nor spare a sigh

Though worlds of wanwood leafmeal lie;

And yet you will weep and know why.

Now no matter, child, the name:

Sorrow’s springs are the same.

Nor mouth had, no nor mind, expressed

What heart heard of, ghost guessed:

It is the blight man was born for,

It is Margaret you mourn for.

—Gerard Manley Hopkins


One Art

The art of losing isn’t hard to master;

so many things seem filled with the intent

to be lost that their loss is no disaster.

Lose something every day. Accept the fluster

of lost door keys, the hour badly spent.

The art of losing isn’t hard to master.

Then practice losing farther, losing faster:

places, and names, and where it was you meant

to travel. None of these will bring disaster.

I lost my mother’s watch. And look! my last, or

next-to-last, of three loved houses went.

The art of losing isn’t hard to master.

I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster,

some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent.

I miss them, but it wasn’t a disaster.

—Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture

I love) I shan’t have lied. It’s evident

the art of losing’s not too hard to master

though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster.

—Elizabeth Bishop

Meditation at Lagunitas

All the new thinking is about loss.

In this it resembles all the old thinking.

The idea, for example, that each particular erases

the luminous clarity of a general idea. That the clown-

faced woodpecker probing the dead sculpted trunk

of that black birch is, by his presence,

some tragic falling off from a first world

of undivided light. Or the other notion that,

because there is in this world no one thing

to which the bramble of blackberry corresponds,

a word is elegy to what it signifies.

We talked about it late last night and in the voice

of my friend, there was a thin wire of grief, a tone

almost querulous. After a while I understood that,

talking this way, everything dissolves: justice,
pine, hair, woman, you and I. There was a woman

I made love to and I remembered how, holding

her small shoulders in my hands sometimes,

I felt a violent wonder at her presence

like a thirst for salt, for my childhood river

with its island willows, silly music from the pleasure boat,

muddy places where we caught the little orange-silver fish

called pumpkinseed. It hardly had to do with her.

Longing, we say, because desire is full

of endless distances. I must have been the same to her.

But I remember so much, the way her hands dismantled bread,

the thing her father said that hurt her, what

she dreamed. There are moments when the body is as numinous

as words, days that are the good flesh continuing.

Such tenderness, those afternoons and evenings,

saying blackberry, blackberry, blackberry.

—Robert Hass
