
God's Grandeur (Gerard Manley Hopkins ) 
 

The world is charged with the grandeur of God. 
    It will flame out, like shining from shook foil; 
    It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil 
Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod? 
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod; 
    And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil; 
    And wears man's smudge and shares man's smell: the soil 
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod. 
 

And for all this, nature is never spent; 
    There lives the dearest freshness deep down things; 
And though the last lights off the black West went 
    Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs — 
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent 
    World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings. 
 
A Blessing  (James Wright)  
 

Just off the highway to Rochester, Minnesota, 
Twilight bounds softly forth on the grass. 
And the eyes of those two Indian ponies 
Darken with kindness. 
They have come gladly out of the willows 
To welcome my friend and me. 
We step over the barbed wire into the pasture 
Where they have been grazing all day, alone. 
They ripple tensely, they can hardly contain their happiness    
That we have come. 
They bow shyly as wet swans. They love each other. 
There is no loneliness like theirs.    
At home once more, 
They begin munching the young tufts of spring in the darkness.    
I would like to hold the slenderer one in my arms, 
For she has walked over to me    
And nuzzled my left hand.    
She is black and white, 
Her mane falls wild on her forehead, 
And the light breeze moves me to caress her long ear 
That is delicate as the skin over a girl’s wrist. 
Suddenly I realize 
That if I stepped out of my body I would break 
Into blossom. 



Those Winter Sundays  (Robert Hayden)  
 

Sundays too my father got up early 
and put his clothes on in the blueblack cold, 
then with cracked hands that ached 
from labor in the weekday weather made 
banked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him. 
 

I’d wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking. 
When the rooms were warm, he’d call, 
and slowly I would rise and dress, 
fearing the chronic angers of that house, 
 

Speaking indifferently to him, 
who had driven out the cold 
and polished my good shoes as well. 
What did I know, what did I know 
of love’s austere and lonely offices? 
 
Tell all the truth but tell it slant — (1263)  (Emily Dickinson)  
 

Tell all the truth but tell it slant — 
Success in Circuit lies 
Too bright for our infirm Delight 
The Truth's superb surprise 
As Lightning to the Children eased 
With explanation kind 
The Truth must dazzle gradually 
Or every man be blind — 
 
The Peace of Wild Things  (Wendell Berry) 
 

When despair for the world grows in me 
and I wake in the night at the least sound 
in fear of what my life and my children’s lives may be, 
I go and lie down where the wood drake 
rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds. 
I come into the peace of wild things 
who do not tax their lives with forethought 
of grief. I come into the presence of still water. 
And I feel above me the day-blind stars 
waiting with their light. For a time 
I rest in the grace of the world, and am free. 
 



Who goes there? hankering, gross, mystical, nude 
(Walt Whitman, Song of Myself) 
 

Who goes there? hankering, gross, mystical, nude; 
How is it I extract strength from the beef I eat? 
What is a man anyhow? what am I? what are you? 
All I mark as my own you shall offset it with your own, 
Else it, were time lost listening to me. 
I do not snivel that snivel the world over, 
That months are vacuums and the ground but wallow and filth. 
Whimpering and truckling fold with powders for invalids, conformity goes to 
the fourth-removed, 
I wear my hat as I please indoors or out. 
Why should I pray? why should I venerated and be ceremonious? 
Having pried through the strata, analyzed to a hair, counseled with doctors 
and calculated close, 
I find no sweeter fat than sticks to my own bones. 
In all people I see myself, none more and not one a barleycorn less, 
And the good or bad I say of myself I say of them. 
I know I am solid and sound, 
To me the converging objects of the universe perpetually flow, 
All are written to me, and I must get what the writing means. 
I know I am deathless, 
I know this orbit of mine cannot be swept by a carpenter's compass, 
I know I shall not pass like a child's carlacue cut with a burnt stick at night. 
I know I am august, 
I do not trouble my spirit to vindicate itself or be understood, 
I see that the elementary laws never apologize, 
(I reckon I behave no prouder than the level I plant my home by, after all.) 
I exist as I am, that is enough, 
If no other in the world be aware I sit content, 
And if each and all be aware I sit content. 
One world is aware and by far the largest to me, and that is myself, 
And whether I come to my own today or in ten thousand or ten million years, 
I can cheerfully take it now, or with equal cheerfulness I can wait. 
My foothold is tenoned and mortised in granite, 
I laugh at what you call dissolution, 
And I know the amplitude of time. 

 

 
 



Earthmother  (Gabriel Andreas ) 
 

When I think of you,  
it is with thoughts  
of butterflies  
and flowers.  
I did not know  
their names  
until you told me, 
like a precious secret,  
like this knowledge  
was the only true wealth,  
and how lucky that  
we could be rich together.  
Perhaps I would not know  
to love the world  
from the roots up,  
as you do,  
without your quiet  
enthusiasm 
for everything  
that grows.

It might seem  
a perilous undertaking  
of the spirit,  
to see what beauty 
is still alive  
in this world of  
smoke, and speed,  
and fear,  
but as I question 
if there is hope for us  
in the times to come,  
I remember you  
in your garden,  
smiling,  
and showing us  
that hope is everywhere  
if you know  
where to look. 

 
Why I Wake Early  (Mary Oliver) 
 

Hello, sun in my face. 
Hello, you who make the morning 
and spread it over the fields 
and into the faces of the tulips 
and the nodding morning glories, 
and into the windows of, even, the  
miserable and crotchety--- 
 

best preacher that ever was, 
dear star, that just happens 
to be where you are in the universe 
to keep us from ever darkness, 
to ease us with warm touching, 
to hold us in the great hands of light--- 
good morning, good morning, good morning. 
 

Watch, now, how I start the day 
in happiness and kindness. 
 



My Spirit Guide is a Dandelion   (Mia Howell, 2011) 
 

The neighbors are relieved that I finally weeded the front drive, 
I had not the heart to do it before. 
Sent out to scout, rogue milkweed, crabgrass, fescue 
lodge in the tiniest of sidewalk cracks — 
sometimes the root is only a hair, sometimes straight into concrete. 
They are the mail cutters, breaking up the ice 
so that the rest of the natural world may follow. 
We have poured out glaciers of concrete, 
we are trapped frozen within, 
but there will come dandelions in every small crack. 
We have poured out black asphalt lava, 
we are trapped ashen within, 
but there will come crabgrass in every minute pore. 
Then arrives the pill bug, the ant colony, the spider, 
the new bit of earth, soon a tree sprouting — 
the widening of the crack and the loosening of our bonds. 
Yet how we resist being saved when we count our folly — 
this pavement, 
as our only foundation, 
discounting the entire planet it rests upon. 
The neighbors are relieved that I finally weeded the front drive; 
I’m relieved that I’ll have to keep doing it again and again.  
 
I Wish I Were a Bear (source unknown) 
 

If you're a bear, you get to hibernate. 
You do nothing but sleep for six months. 
I could get used to that. 
  

And another thing: before you hibernate, 
You're supposed to eat yourself stupid. 
That wouldn't bother me either. 
  

If you're a mama bear, everyone knows you mean business; 
You swat anyone who bothers you or your cubs. 
If your cubs get out of line, you swat them, too. 
  

Your husband expects you to growl when you wake up. 
He expects you to have hairy legs and excess body fat. 
He likes it! 
  

I wish I were a bear. 
  



--Source unknown 
 


