To a Poet a Thousand Years Hence

by James Elroy Flecker

I who am dead a thousands years

And wrote this sweet archaic song,
Send you my words for messengers
The way I shall not pass along.
I care not if you bridge the seas,

Or ride secure the cruel sky,

Or build consummate palaces

Of metal or of masonry.

But have you wine and music still,

And statues and a bright-eyed love,

And foolish thoughts of good and ill,

And prayers to them who sit above?

How shall we conquer? Like a wind

That falls at eye our fancies blow,

And old Maconides the blind

Said it three thousand years ago.

Oh friend unseen, unborn, unknown,

Student of our sweet English tongue,

Read out my words at night, alone:

I was a poet, I was young.

Since I can never see your face,

And never shake you by the hand,

I send my soul through time and space

To greet you. You will understand.

The Invaders

by A. A. Milne
In careless patches through the wood

The clumps of yellow primrose stood

And sheets of white anemones.

Like driven snow against the trees,

Had covered up the violet,

But left the blue bell bluer yet.

Along the narrow carpet ride,

With primroses on either side,

Between their shadows and the sun

The cows came slowly, one by one,

Breathing the early morning air

And leaving it still sweeter there

And, one by one, intend upon

Their purposes, they followed on

In ordered silence... and were gone.

But all the little wood was still

As if it waited so, until

Some blackbirds on an outpost yew

Watching the slow procession through

Lifted his yellow beak at last

To whistle that the line had passed...

Then all the wood began to sing

Its morning anthem to the spring.

The Daffodils

by William Wordsworth

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

They 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

Out-did 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 the show to me had brought:

For off, 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.

