
Poems on Nature 
 
Where the bee sucks  
Where the bee sucks, there suck I; 
In a cowslip's bell I lie; 
There I couch when owls do cry. 
On the bat's back I do fly 
After summer merrily. 
Merrily, merrily shall I live now 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 
 
-- by William Shakespeare 
 
Autumn 
A touch of cold in the Autumn night – 
I walked abroad, 
And saw the ruddy moon lean over a hedge 
Like a red-faced farmer. 
I did not stop to speak, but nodded, 
And round about were the wistful stars 
With white faces like town children. 
 
-- by T.E.Hulme 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



In the Fields 
Lord, when I look at lovely things which pass, 
Under old trees the shadows of young leaves 
Dancing to please the wind along the grass, 
Or the gold stillness of the August sun 
On the August sheaves; 
Can I believe there is a heavenlier world than this? 
And if there is  
Will the strange heart of any everlasting thing 
Bring me these dreams that take my breath away? 
They become at evening with the home-flying rooks 
And the scent of hay, 
Over the fields. They come in Spring. 
 
-- by Charlotte Mew 
 

 

My Heart Leaps Up 
My heart leaps up when I behold 
A Rainbow in the sky: 
 

So was it when my life began; 
So is it now I am a man; 
So be it when I shall grow old, 
Or let me die! 
 

The Child is father of the man; 
And I could wish my days to be 
Bound each to each by natural piety. 
 
-- by William Wordsworth 

 

 



I Wandered Lonely As a Cloud 
I WANDERED lonely as a cloud  
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,  
When all at once I saw a crowd,  
A host, of golden daffodils;  
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,  
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.  
Continuous as the stars that shine  
And twinkle on the milky way,  
The stretched in never-ending line  
Along the margin of a bay:  
Ten thousand saw I at a glance,  
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.  
The waves beside them danced; but they  
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee;  
A poet could not but be gay,  
In such a jocund company;  
I gazed -- and gazed -- but little thought  
What wealth to me the show had brought:  
For oft, when on my couch I lie  
In vacant or in pensive mood,  
They flash upon that inward eye  
Which is the bliss of solitude;  
And then my heart with pleasure fills,  
And dances with the daffodils.  
 
-- by William Wordsworth 

 
Little Fish 
The tiny fish enjoy themselves 
in the sea. 
Quick little splinters of life, 
their little lives are fun to them 
in the sea. 
 
-- by D. H. Lawrence 


