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The Human Seasons









Four Seasons fill the measure of the year;


    There are four seasons in the mind of man:


He has his lusty Spring, when fancy clear


    Takes in all beauty with an easy span:


He has his Summer, when luxuriously


    Spring’s honied cud of youthful thought he loves


To ruminate, and by such dreaming high


    Is nearest unto heaven: quiet coves


His soul has in its Autumn, when his wings


    He furleth close; contented so to look


On mists in idleness – to let fair things


    Pass by unheeded as a threshold brook.


He has his Winter too of pale misfeature,


    Or else he would forego his mortal nature.







                                JOHN KEATS






























A Song for England









An’ a so de rain a-fall


An’ a so de snow a-rain







An’ a so de fog a-fall


An’ a so de sun a-fail







An’ a so de seasons mix


An’ a so de bag-o-tricks







But a so me understan’


De misery o’ de Englishman.







             ANDREW SALKEY






























The Twelve Months









Snowy, Flowy, Blowy,


Showery, Flowery, Bowery,


Hoppy, Croppy, Droppy,


Breezy, Sneezy, Freezy.







               GEORGE ELLIS
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Birds at Winter Nightfall









Around the house the flakes fly faster,


And all the berries now are gone


From holly and cotoneaster


Around the house. The flakes fly! faster


Shutting indoors that crumb-outcaster


We used to see upon the lawn


Around the house. The flakes fly faster,


And all the berries now are gone!







                              THOMAS HARDY






























Ceremonies for Candlemasse Eve









Down with the Rosemary and Bayes,


           Down with the Mistleto;


In stead of Holly, now up-raise


           The greener Box (for show).







The Holly hitherto did sway;


           Let Box now domineere;


Untill the dancing Easter-day,


           Or Easters Eve appeare.







Then youthfull Box which now hath grace,


           Your houses to renew;


Grown old, surrender must his place,


           Unto the crisped Yew.







When Yew is out, then Birch comes in,


           And many Flowers beside;


Both of a fresh, and fragrant kinne


           To honour Whitsontide.







Green Rushes then, and sweetest Bents,


           With cooler Oken boughs;


Come in for comely ornaments,


           To re-adorn the house.


Thus times do shift; each thing his turne do’s hold;


New things succeed, as former things grow old.







      ROBERT HERRICK






























A Christmas Carol









In the bleak mid-winter


    Frosty wind made moan,


Earth stood hard as iron,


    Water like a stone;


Snow had fallen, snow on snow,


    Snow on snow,


In the bleak mid-winter


    Long ago.







Our God, Heaven cannot hold Him


    Nor earth sustain;


Heaven and earth shall flee away


    When He comes to reign:


In the bleak mid-winter


    A stable-place sufficed


The Lord God Almighty


    Jesus Christ.







Enough for Him whom cherubim


    Worship night and day,


A breastful of milk


    And a mangerful of hay;


Enough for Him whom angels


    Fall down before,


The ox and ass and camel


    Which adore.










Angels and archangels


    May have gathered there,


Cherubim and seraphim


    Throng’d the air,


But only His mother


    In her maiden bliss


Worshipped the Beloved


    With a kiss.







What can I give Him,


    Poor as I am?


If I were a shepherd


    I would bring a lamb,


If I were a wise man


    I would do my part, –


Yet what I can I give Him,


    Give my heart.







     CHRISTINA ROSSETTI






























The Christmas Life







‘If you don’t have a real tree, you don’t bring the Christmas life into the house.’


– JOSEPHINE MACKINNON, AGED 8









Bring in a tree, a young Norwegian spruce,


Bring hyacinths that rooted in the cold.


Bring winter jasmine as its buds unfold –


Bring the Christmas life into this house.







Bring red and green and gold, bring things that shine,


Bring candlesticks and music, food and wine.


Bring in your memories of Christmas past.


Bring in your tears for all that you have lost.







Bring in the shepherd boy, the ox and ass,


Bring in the stillness of an icy night,


Bring in a birth, of hope and love and light.


Bring the Christmas life into this house.







                           WENDY COPE






























Frost at Midnight









The frost performs its secret ministry,


Unhelped by any wind. The owlet’s cry


Came loud – and hark, again! loud as before.


The inmates of my cottage, all at rest,


Have left me to that solitude, which suits


Abstruser musings: save that at my side


My cradled infant slumbers peacefully.


’Tis calm indeed! so calm, that it disturbs


And vexes meditation with its strange


And extreme silentness. Sea, hill, and wood,


This populous village! Sea, and hill, and wood,


With all the numberless goings on of life,


Inaudible as dreams! the thin blue flame


Lies on my low burnt fire, and quivers not;


Only that film, which fluttered on the grate,


Still flutters there, the sole unquiet thing.


Methinks, its motion in this hush of nature


Gives it dim sympathies with me who live,


Making it a companionable form,


Whose puny flaps and freaks the idling Spirit


By its own moods interprets, every where


Echo or mirror seeking of itself,


And makes a toy of Thought.







                                               But O! how oft,


How oft, at school, with most believing mind,


Presageful, have I gazed upon the bars,


To watch that fluttering stranger! and as oft


With unclosed lids, already had I dreamt


Of my sweet birth-place, and the old church tower 


Whose bells, the poor man’s only music, rang


From morn to evening, all the hot Fair-day,


So sweetly, that they stirred and haunted me


With a wild pleasure, falling on mine ear


Most like articulate sounds of things to come!


So gazed I, till the soothing things I dreamt


Lulled me to sleep, and sleep prolonged my dreams!


And so I brooded all the following morn,


Awed by the stern preceptor’s face, mine eye


Fixed with mock study on my swimming book:


Save if the door half opened, and I snatched


A hasty glance, and still my heart leaped up.


For still I hoped to see the stranger’s face,


Townsman, or aunt, or sister more beloved,


My play-mate when we both were clothed alike!







    Dear Babe, that sleepest cradled by my side,


Whose gentle breathings, heard in this deep calm,


Fill up the interspersed vacancies


And momentary pauses of the thought!


My babe so beautiful! it thrills my heart


With tender gladness, thus to look at thee,


And think that thou shalt learn far other lore


And in far other scenes! For I was reared


In the great city, pent ’mid cloisters dim,


And saw nought lovely but the sky and stars.


But thou, my babe! shalt wander like a breeze


By lakes and sandy shores, beneath the crags


Of ancient mountain, and beneath the clouds,


Which image in their bulk both lakes and shores


And mountain crags: so shalt thou see and hear


The lovely shapes and sounds intelligible


Of that eternal language, which thy God 


Utters, who from eternity doth teach


Himself in all, and all things in himself.


Great universal Teacher! he shall mould


Thy spirit, and by giving make it ask.







    Therefore all seasons shall be sweet to thee,


Whether the summer clothe the general earth


With greenness, or the redbreast sit and sing


Betwixt the tufts of snow on the bare branch


Of mossy apple-tree, while the nigh thatch


Smokes in the sun-thaw; whether the eave-drops fall


Heard only in the trances of the blast,


Or if the secret ministry of frost


Shall hang them up in silent icicles,


Quietly shining to the quiet Moon.







           SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE














OEBPS/9780571325467_cover_epub.jpg
BEE
RADIO

The
Seasons

The Nation’s Most
Treasured Nature Poems






OEBPS/new_logo_online.png
it

FARBRER & FABRER





OEBPS/a0iii_1_online.jpg





OEBPS/faber-branding-logo.png





