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Texts for Class 4: Recognition 

John Keats: Ode to Autumn (1819) 
Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness, 

    Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun; 

Conspiring with him how to load and bless 

    With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run; 

To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees, 

    And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core; 

        To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 

    With a sweet kernel; to set budding more, 

And still more, later flowers for the bees, 

Until they think warm days will never cease, 

        For Summer has o'er-brimm'd their clammy cells. 

 

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store? 

    Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 

Thee sitting careless on a granary floor, 

    Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind; 

Or on a half-reap'd furrow sound asleep, 

    Drows'd with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 

        Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers: 

And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 

    Steady thy laden head across a brook; 

    Or by a cyder-press, with patient look, 

        Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours. 

 

Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they? 

    Think not of them, thou hast thy music too,— 

While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day, 

    And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue; 

Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 

    Among the river sallows, borne aloft 

        Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies; 



— 2 — 
 

And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn; 

    Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft 

    The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft; 

        And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 

Stevie Smith: Black March (1971) 

I have a friend 

At the end 

Of the world. 

His name is a breath 

 

Of fresh air. 

He is dressed in 

Grey chiffon. At least 

I think it is chiffon. 

It has a 

Peculiar look, like smoke. 

 

It wraps him round 

It blows out of place 

It conceals him 

I have not seen his face. 

 

But I have seen his eyes, they are 

As pretty and bright 

As raindrops on black twigs 

In March, and heard him say: 

 

I am a breath 

Of fresh air for you, a change 

By and by. 

Black March I call him 

Because of his eyes 

Being like March raindrops 

On black twigs. 
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(Such a pretty time when the sky 

Behind black twigs can be seen 

Stretched out in one 

Uninterrupted 

Cambridge blue as cold as snow.) 

 

But this friend 

Whatever new names I give him 

Is an old friend. He says: 

 

Whatever names you give me 

I am 

A breath of fresh air, 

A change for you.  

Elizabeth Bishop: Sonnet (1979) 

Caught — the bubble 

in the spirit level, 

a creature divided; 

and the compass needle 

wobbling and wavering, 

undecided. 

 

Freed — the broken 

thermometer’s mercury 

running away; 

and the rainbow-bird 

from the narrow bevel 

of the empty mirror, 

flying wherever 

it feels like, gay!  
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Wallace Stevens: The Hermitage at the Center (1954) 

The leaves on the macadam make a noise — 

     How soft the grass on which the desired 

     Reclines in the temperature of heaven — 

 

Like tales that were told the day before yesterday — 

     Sleek in a natural nakedness, 

     She attends the tintinnabula — 

 

And the wind sways like a great thing tottering — 

     Of birds called up by more than the sun, 

     Birds of more wit, that substitute — 

 

Which suddenly is all dissolved and gone — 

     Their intelligible twittering 

     For unintelligible thought. 

 

And yet this end and this beginning are one, 

     And one last look at the ducks is a look 

     At lucent children round her in a ring.  

August Stramm: Guard Duty (1915) 

 Das Turmkreuz schrickt ein Stern A star frightens the steeple cross 

 Der Gaul schnappt Rauch a horse gasps smoke 

 Eisen klirrt verschlafen iron clanks drowsily 

 Nebel Streichen mists spread 

 Schauer fears 

 Starren Frösteln staring shivering 

 Frösteln shivering 

 Streicheln cajoling 

 Raunen whispering 

 Du! You! 
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Wilfred Owen: Strange Meeting (1918) 

It seemed that out of battle I escaped 

Down some profound dull tunnel, long since scooped 

Through granites which titanic wars had groined. 

 

Yet also there encumbered sleepers groaned, 

Too fast in thought or death to be bestirred. 

Then, as I probed them, one sprang up, and stared 

With piteous recognition in fixed eyes, 

Lifting distressful hands, as if to bless. 

And by his smile, I knew that sullen hall,—  

By his dead smile I knew we stood in Hell. 

 

With a thousand fears that vision's face was grained; 

Yet no blood reached there from the upper ground, 

And no guns thumped, or down the flues made moan. 

“Strange friend,” I said, “here is no cause to mourn.”  

“None,” said that other, “save the undone years, 

The hopelessness. Whatever hope is yours, 

Was my life also; I went hunting wild 

After the wildest beauty in the world, 

Which lies not calm in eyes, or braided hair, 

But mocks the steady running of the hour, 

And if it grieves, grieves richlier than here. 

For by my glee might many men have laughed, 

And of my weeping something had been left, 

Which must die now. I mean the truth untold, 

The pity of war, the pity war distilled. 

Now men will go content with what we spoiled. 

Or, discontent, boil bloody, and be spilled. 

They will be swift with swiftness of the tigress.  

None will break ranks, though nations trek from progress. 

Courage was mine, and I had mystery; 

Wisdom was mine, and I had mastery:  

To miss the march of this retreating world 

Into vain citadels that are not walled. 
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Then, when much blood had clogged their chariot-wheels,  

I would go up and wash them from sweet wells, 

Even with truths that lie too deep for taint. 

I would have poured my spirit without stint 

But not through wounds; not on the cess of war. 

Foreheads of men have bled where no wounds were. 

 

I am the enemy you killed, my friend. 

I knew you in this dark: for so you frowned 

Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed. 

I parried; but my hands were loath and cold. 

Let us sleep now. . . .” 

Sylvia Plath: Poppies in October (1962) 

Even the sun-clouds this morning cannot manage such skirts. 

Nor the woman in the ambulance 

Whose red heart blooms through her coat so astoundingly — 

 

A gift, a love gift 

Utterly unasked for 

By a sky 

 

Palely and flamily 

Igniting its carbon monoxides, by eyes 

Dulled to a halt under bowlers. 

 

O my God, what am I 

That these late mouths should cry open 

In a forest of frost, in a dawn of cornflowers.  
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Sylvia Plath: Poppies in October (1962) 

Little poppies, little hell flames, 

Do you do no harm? 

 

You flicker.  I cannot touch you. 

I put my hands among the flames.  Nothing burns 

 

And it exhausts me to watch you 

Flickering like that, wrinkly and clear red, like the skin of a mouth. 

 

A mouth just bloodied. 

Little bloody skirts! 

 

There are fumes I cannot touch. 

Where are your opiates, your nauseous capsules? 

 

If I could bleed, or sleep! — 

If my mouth could marry a hurt like that! 

 

Or your liquors seep to me, in this glass capsule, 

Dulling and stilling. 

 

But colorless.  Colorless.  

Emily Dickinson: “My life closed twice before its close” 

My life closed twice before its close— 

It yet remains to see 

If Immortality unveil 

A third event to me 

 

So huge, so hopeless to conceive 

As these that twice befell. 

Parting is all we know of heaven, 

And all we need of hell.  
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Emily Dickinson: “Because I could not stop for Death” 

Because I could not stop for Death— 

He kindly stopped for me— 

The Carriage held but just Ourselves—  

And Immortality. 

 

We slowly drove—He knew no haste 

And I had put away 

My labor and my leisure too, 

For His Civility— 

 

We passed the School, where Children strove 

At Recess—in the Ring— 

We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain— 

We passed the Setting Sun— 

 

Or rather—He passed us— 

The Dews drew quivering and chill— 

For only Gossamer, my Gown— 

My Tippet—only Tulle— 

 

We paused before a House that seemed 

A Swelling of the Ground— 

The Roof was scarcely visible— 

The Cornice—in the Ground— 

 

Since then—’tis Centuries—and yet 

Feels shorter than the Day 

I first surmised the Horses’ Heads 

Were toward Eternity— 
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Emily Dickinson: “This is my letter to the world” 

This is my letter to the world, 

That never wrote to me,-- 

The simple news that Nature told, 

With tender majesty. 

Her message is committed 

To hands I cannot see; 

For love of her, sweet countrymen, 

Judge tenderly of me! 

 

 


