
God’s World 
 
O world, I cannot hold thee close enough! 
   Thy winds, thy wide grey skies! 
   Thy mists, that roll and rise! 
Thy woods, this autumn day, that ache and sag 
And all but cry with colour! That gaunt crag 
To crush! To lift the lean of that black bluff! 
World, World, I cannot get thee close enough! 
 
Long have I known a glory in it all, 
   But never knew I this; 
   Here such a passion is 
As stretcheth me apart, – Lord, I do fear 
Thou’st made the world too beautiful this year; 
My soul is all but out of me, – let fall 
No burning leaf; prithee, let no bird call. 
 
 
 
 
Afternoon on a Hill 
 
I will be the gladdest thing 
   Under the sun! 
I will touch a hundred flowers 
   And not pick one. 
 
I will look at cliffs and clouds 
   With quiet eyes, 
Watch the wind bow down the grass, 
   And the grass rise. 
 
And when lights begin to show 
   Up from the town, 
I will mark which must be mine, 
   And then start down! 
 
 
 
 
Mindful of You 
 
Mindful of you the sodden earth in spring, 
   And all the flowers that in the springtime grow, 
   And dusty roads, and thistles, and the slow 
Rising of the round moon, all throats that sing 
The summer through, and each departing wing, 
   And all the nests that the bared branches show, 
   And all winds that in any weather blow, 
And all the storms that the four seasons bring. 
 
You go no more on your exultant feet 
   Up paths that only mist and morning knew, 
Or watch the wind, or listen to the beat 
   Of a bird’s wings too high in air to view, – 
But you were something more than young and sweet 
   And fair, – and the long year remembers you.

Back and Forth on the Ferry 
 
We were very tired, we were very merry— 
We had gone back and forth all night on the ferry. 
It was bare and bright, and smelled like a stable— 
But we looked into a fire, we leaned across a table, 
We lay on a hill-top underneath the moon; 
And the whistles kept blowing, and the dawn came 
soon. 
 
We were very tired, we were very merry— 
We had gone back and forth all night on the ferry; 
And you ate an apple, and I ate a pear, 
From a dozen of each we had bought somewhere; 
And the sky went wan, and the wind came cold, 
And the sun rose dripping, a bucketful of gold. 
 
We were very tired, we were very merry, 
We had gone back and forth all night on the ferry. 
We hailed, “Good morrow, mother!” to a shawl-covered 
head, 
And bought a morning paper, which neither of us read; 
And she wept, “God bless you!” for the apples and 
pears, 
And we gave her all our money but our subway fares. 
 


