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1�Spring 

James J. Kilpatrick 

Spring does come. In the garden the rue anemones come 

marching out, bright as toy soldiers on their parapets of stone. The 

dogwoods float in casual clouds among the hills. 

This is the Resurrection time. That which was dead, or so it 

seemed, has come to life again—the stiff branch, supple; the brown 

earth, green. This is the miracle: there is no death; there is in truth 

eternal life. 

So, in the spring, we plunge shovels into the garden plot, turn 

under the dark compost, rake fine the crumbling clods, and press the 

inert seeds into orderly rows. These are the commonest routines. Who 

could find excitement here? 

But look! The rain falls, and the sun warms, and something 

happens. It is the germination process. Germ of what? Germ of life, 

germ inexplicable, germ of wonder. The dry seed ruptures and the 

green leaf uncurls. Here is a message that transcends the rites of any 

church or creed or organized religion. I would challenge any doubting 

Thomas1 in my pea patch. 

Everywhere, spring brings the blessed reassurance that life goes on, 

that death is no more than a passing season. The plan never falters; the 

design never changes. It is all ordered. It has all been always ordered. 

Look to the rue anemone, if you will, or to the pea patch, or to 

the stubborn weed that thrusts its shoulders through a city street. This 

is how it was, is now, and ever shall be, the world without end. In the 

serene certainty of spring recurring, who can fear the distant fall? 
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2�April Days 

Hamlin Garland 

Days of witchery, subtly sweet, 

When every hill and tree finds heart1, 

When winter and spring like lovers meet 

In the mist of noon and part� 

In the April days. 

 

Nights when the wood frogs faintly peep 

Once�twice�and then are still, 

And the woodpeckers’ martial voices sweep 

Like bugle notes from hill to hill� 

Through the pulseness haze. 

 

Days when the soil is warm with rain, 

And through the wood the shy wind steals, 

Rich with the pine and the poplar smell, 

And the joyous earth like a dancer reels� 

Through April days! 
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3�A Summer Day 

Charles Dickens 

One day thirty years ago Marseilles lay in the burning sun. A 

blazing1 sun upon a fierce August day was no greater rarity2 in 

southern France then than at any other time before or since. 

Everything in Marseilles and about Marseilles had stared at the fervid3 

sun, and been stared at in return, until a staring habit had become 

universal there. Strangers were stared out of countenance4 by staring 

��������	
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white houses, staring white streets, staring tracts of arid road, staring 

hills from which verdure5 was burnt away. The only things to be seen 

not fixedly staring and glaring6 were the vines drooping under their 

loads of grapes. These did occasionally wink a little, as the hot air 

barely moved their faint leaves. 

The universal7 stare made the eyes ache. Towards the distant blue 

of the Italian coast, indeed, it was a little relieved by light clouds of 

mist slowly rising from the evaporation of the sea, but it softened 

nowhere else. Far away the staring roads, deep in dust, stared from the 

hillside, stared from the hollow, stared from the interminable plain. 

Far away the dusty vines overhanging wayside cottages, and the 

monotonous8 wayside avenues of parched trees without shade, 

dropped beneath the stare of earth and sky. So did the horses with 

drowsy9 bells, in long files of carts, creeping slowly towards the 

interior; so did their recumbent drivers, when they were awake, which 

rarely happened; so did the exhausted laborers in the fields. 

Everything that lived or grew was oppressed by the glare; except the 

lizard, passing swiftly over rough stone walls, and cicada, chirping its 

dry hot chirp, like a rattle.  The very dust was scorched brown, and 

something quivered in the atmosphere as if the air itself were 

panting10. 

Blinds, shutters, curtains, awnings, were all closed and drawn to 

keep out the stare. Grant it but a chink or a keyhole, and it shot in like 

a white-hot arrow11. 
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4�An October Sunrise 

Richard D. Blackmore 

I was up the next morning before the October sunrise, and away 

through the wild and the woodland. The rising of the sun was noble in 

the cold and warmth of it; peeping1 down the spread of light, he raised 

his shoulder heavily over the edge of gray mountain and wavering 

length of upland. Beneath his gaze the dew-fogs dipped and crept to 

the hollow places, then stole away in line and column, holding skirts 

and clinging subtly at the sheltering corners where rock hung over 

grass-land, while the brave lines of the hills came forth, one beyond 

other gliding.  

The woods arose in folds, like drapery of awakened mountains, 

stately with a depth of awe, and memory of the tempests. Autumn’s 

mellow2 hand was upon them, as they owned already, touched with 

gold and red and olive, and their joy towards the sun was less to a 
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bridegroom than a father. 

Yet before the floating impress of the woods could clear itself, 

suddenly the gladsome light leaped over hill and valley, casting amber, 

blue, and purple, and a tint of rich red rose, according to the scene 

they lit on, and the curtain flung around; yet all alike dispelling fear 

and the cloven hoof of darkness, all on the wings of hope, advancing, 

and proclaiming, “God is here!” Then life and joy sprang reassured 

from every crouching hollow; every flower and bud and bird had a 

fluttering sense of them, and all the flashing of God’s gaze merged 

into soft beneficence. 

So, perhaps, shall break upon us that eternal morning3, when crag 

and chasm shall be no more, neither hill and valley4, nor great 

unvintaged ocean; when glory shall not scare happiness, neither 

happiness envy glory; but all things shall arise, and shine in the light 

of the Father’s countenance, because itself is risen. 
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5�Autumn 

Nathanial Hawthorne 

Still later in the season Nature’s tenderness waxes1 stronger. It is 

impossible not to be fond of our mother now; for she is so fond of us! 
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At other periods she does not make this impression on me, or only at 

rare intervals2; but in those genial3 days of autumn, when she has 

perfected her harvests and accomplished every needful thing that was 

given her to do, then she overflows with4 a blessed superfluity of love. 

She has leisure to caress5 her children now. It is good to be alive at 

such times. Thank Heaven for breath�yes, for mere breath�when it 

is made up of a heavenly breeze like this! It comes with a real kiss 

upon our cheeks; it would linger fondly around us if it might; but, 

since it must be gone, it embraces us with its whole kindly heart and 

passes onward to embrace likewise the next thing that it meets. A 

blessing is flung abroad and scattered far and wide6 over the earth, to 

be gathered up by all who choose. I recline upon the still unwithered 

grass and whisper to myself, “O perfect day! O beautiful world! O 

beneficent God!” And it is the promise7 of a blessed eternity; for our 

Creator would never have made such lovely days and have given us 

the deep hearts to enjoy them, above and beyond all thought, unless 

we were meant to be immortal. This sunshine is the golden pledge8 

thereof9. It beams through the gates of paradise and shows us 

glimpses far inward. 
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6�The First Snow 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

The first snow came. How beautiful it was, falling so silently all 

day long, all night long, on the mountains, on the meadows, on the 

roofs of the living, on the graves of the dead! All white1 save2 the river, 

that marked its course by a winding black line across the landscape; 

and the leafless trees, that against the leaden sky now revealed more 

fully the wonderful beauty and intricacies3 of their branches. What 

silence, too, came with the snow, and what seclusion4! Every sound 

was muffled5, every noise changed to something soft and musical6. 

No more tramping hoofs, no more rattling wheels! Only the chiming7 

of sleigh-bells, beating as swift and merrily as the hearts of children. 
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7�Night 

Nathanial Hawthorne 

Night has fallen over the country. Through the trees rises the red 

moon, and the stars are scarcely seen. In the vast shadow of night the 

coolness and the dews descend1. I sit at the open window to enjoy 

them; and hear only the voice of the summer wind. Like black hulks2, 

the shadows of the great trees ride at anchor3 on the billowy4 sea of 

grass. I cannot see the red and blue flowers, but I know that they are 

there. Far away in the meadow gleams5 the silver Charles6. The tramp 

of horses’ hoofs sounds from the wooden bridge. Then all is still save 

the continuous wind of the summer night. Sometimes I know not7 if it 

be the wind or the sound of the neighboring sea. The village clock 

strikes; and I feel that I am not alone. 

How different it is in the city! It is late, and the crowd is gone. 

You step out upon the balcony, and lie in the very bosom8 of the cool, 

dewy night as if you folded her garments about you. Beneath lies the 

public walk with trees, like a fathomless9, black gulf, into whose silent 

darkness the spirit plunges, and floats away with some beloved spirit 

clasped in its embrace. The lamps are still burning up and down the 

long street. People go by with grotesque10 shadows, now 
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foreshortened, and now lengthening away into the darkness and 

vanishing, while a new one springs up11 behind the walker, and seems 

to pass him revolving like the sail of a windmill. The iron gates of the 

park shut with a jangling clang. There are footsteps and loud voices;

�a tumult12;�a drunken brawl;�an alarm of fire;�then silence 

again. And now at length the city is asleep, and we can see the night. 

The belated moon looks over the roofs, and finds no one to welcome 

her. The moonlight is broken. It lies here and there in the squares, and 

the opening of the streets�angular13 like blocks of white marble. 
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8�Trees 

Joyce Kilmer 

I think that I shall never see 

A poem lovely as a tree. 

 

A tree whose hungry mouth is pressed 

Against the earth’s sweet flowing breast; 

 

A tree that looks at God all day, 

And lifts her leafy arms to pray; 

 

A tree that may in summer wear 

A nest of robins in her hair; 

 

Upon whose bosom snow has lain; 

Who intimately lives with rain. 

 

Poems are made by fools like me, 

But only God can make a tree. 
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9�Pines 

John Ruskin 

The pine, placed nearly always among scenes disordered and 

desolate1, brings into them all possible elements of order and precision. 

Lowland trees may lean to this side and that, though it is but a meadow 

breeze that bends them, or a bank of cowslips from which their trunks 

lean aslope2. But let storm and avalanche do their worst, and let the pine 

find only a ledge of vertical precipice to cling to, it will nevertheless 

grow straight. Thrust a rod from its last shoot down the stem; it shall 

point to the center of the earth as long as the tree lives. It may be well 

also for lowland branches to reach hither and thither3 for what they need, 

and to take all kinds of irregular shape and extension. But the pine is 

trained to need nothing and endure everything. It is resolvedly whole, 
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self-contained4 desiring nothing but rightness, content with restricted 

completion. Tall or short, it will be straight. 
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10�The First Jasmines 

Rabindranath Tagore 

Ah, these jasmines, these white jasmines! 

I seem to remember the first day when I filled my hands with 

these jasmines, these white jasmines. 

I have loved the sunlight, the sky and the green earth; 

I have heard the liquid murmur of the river through the darkness 

of midnight; 

Autumn sunsets have come to me at the bend of a road in the 

lonely waste, like a bride raising her veil to accept her lover. 

Yet my memory is still sweet with the first white jasmines that I 

held in my hands when I was a child. 

 

Many a glad day has come in my life, and I have laughed with 

merrymakers on festival nights. 

On grey mornings of rain I have crooned many an idle song. 

I have worn round my neck the evening wreath of bakulas1 

woven by the hand of love. 

Yet my heart is sweet with the memory of the first fresh jasmines 

that filled my hands when I was a child. 

 

������ 

����1861—1941�
���!��������1913�����_

m��]É�üVç�Z[� 

 

���� 

1. bakula   ¡
T¢µ�£¤ }¥��� 

 

�	
� 




��	 	 
����	

- 21 - 

�
�����
�����
�����
���� 
ÇÈ��

ü�ÉÊ�ü�ËD�ÉÊ���
j�ÌUù ��ÍÉÊ��9BËD�ÉÊ���
jâª@­’�"G
��|Î�Ï[á�
âªÏ�’��*pt����ÐÐ¾Þá�
�
�´��âª*´Ñ��óÒxÅÓj��
�\ÔÕ�ëÖW&�]��
xû�j× ÂØcÙ�ÍÉÊ��ÌÚÄ��Û��
�
j�hM�ªaEÜ!H��n��
âª*@�Y�XÏKÝ�GÞ��
âª*�����ß�àá¾â��
âª*Nã�äN­%å·�g�����
xû�j× ÂØcÙ�ÍÉÊ��ÌÚÄ��Û�	

 

 

11�The Violet 

James Taylor 

Down in a green and shady bed 

    A modest violet grew; 

Its stalk was bent, it hung its head, 

    As if to hide from view. 

 

And yet it was a lovely flower, 

Its colors bright and fair; 

It might have graced a rosy bower, 

Instead of hiding there. 
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Yet there it was content to bloom, 

    In modest tints arrayed1; 

And there it spread its sweet perfume, 

    Within the silent shade. 

 

Then let me to the valley go, 

This pretty flower to see; 

That I might also learn to grow 

In sweet humility. 
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