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To My Hometown

William Wordsworth (1770-1850 )

Dear native regions, wheresoe’er shall close
My mortal course, there will I think on you;
Dying, will cast on you a backward look;
Even as this setting sun (albeit the vale

Is nowhere touched by one memorial gleam)
Doth with the fond remains of his last power

Still linger, and a farewell lustre sheds

On the dear mountain-tops where first he rose.
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I Remember, I Remember

Thomas Hood (1799-1845 )

I remember, I remember, I remember, I remember,

The house where I was born; Where I was used to swing,

The little window where the sun And thought the air must rush as fres|
Came peeping in at morn; To swallows on the wing;

He never came a wink too soon, My spirit flew in feathers then,

Nor brought too long a day, That is so heavy now,

But now, I often wish the night And summer pools could hardly cool
Had borne my breath away! The fever on my brow!

I remember, I remember, I remember, I remember,

The roses, red and white, The fir trees dark and high;

The violets, and the lily-cups, I used to think their slender tops
Those flowers made of light! Were close against the sky:

The lilacs where the robin built, It was a childish ignorance,

And where my brother set But now’tis little joy

The laburnum on his birthday, To know I'm farther off from heaven
The tree is living yet! Than when I was a boy.
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Mnemosyne

Trumbull Stickney (1874-1904 )

It's autumn in the country I remember.

How warm a wind blew here about the ways!
And shadows on the hillside lay to slumber

During the long sun-sweetened summer-days.
It's cold abroad the country I remember.
The swallows veering skimmed the golden grain

At midday with a wing aslant and limber;

And yellow cattle browsed upon the plain.

It's empty down the country I remember.




I'had a sister lovely in my sight:
Her hair was dark, her eyes were very sombre;

We sang together in the woods at night.

It's lonely in the country I remember.

The babble of our children fills my ears,

And on our hearth [ stare the perished ember

To flames that show all starry thro’my tears.

It's dark about the country I remember.

There are the mountains where I lived.

The path is slushed with cattle-tracks and fallen timber,

The stumps are twisted by the tempests'wrath.

But that I knew these places are my own,

I'd ask how came such wretchedness to cumber

The earth, and I to people it alone.
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