
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Love’s Growth 
 

I scarce believe my love to be so pure 
      As I had thought it was, 
      Because it doth endure 
Vicissitude, and season, as the grass; 
Methinks I lied all winter, when I swore 
My love was infinite, if spring make’ it more. 
But if this medicine, love, which cures all sorrow 
With more, not only be no quintessence, 
But mixed of all stuffs, paining soul, or sense, 
And of the sun his working vigour borrow, 
Love’s not so pure, and abstract, as they use 
To say, which have no mistress but their Muse, 
But as all else, being elemented too, 
Love sometimes would contemplate, sometimes do. 
 
And yet no greater, but more eminent, 
      Love by the spring is grown; 
      As, in the firmament, 
Stars by the sun are not enlarged, but shown, 
Gentle love deeds, as blossoms on a bough, 
From love’s awakened root do bud out now. 
If, as water stirred more circles be 
Produced by one, love such additions take, 
Those, like so many spheres, but one heaven make, 
For they are all concentric unto thee; 
And though each spring do add to love new heat, 
As princes do in time of action get 
New taxes, and remit them not in peace, 
No winter shall abate the spring’s increase. 
 
      
      —John Donne 



  
 
 
 

 
 
 
A Light exists in Spring 
Not present on the Year 
At any other period –  
When March is scarcely here 
 
A Color stands abroad 
On Solitary Fields 
That Science cannot overtake 
But Human Nature feels. 
 
It waits upon the Lawn, 
It shows the furthest Tree 
Upon the furthest Slope you know 
It almost speaks to you. 
 
Then as Horizons step 
Or Noons report away 
Without the Formula of sound 
It passes and we stay –  
 
A quality of loss 
Affecting our Content 
As Trade had suddenly encroached 
Upon a Sacrament 
 
 
   —Emily Dickinson 
 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 

from Spring and All  
 
By the road to the contagious hospital 
under the surge of the blue 
mottled clouds driven from the 
northeast—a cold wind. Beyond, the 
waste of broad, muddy fields 
brown with dried weeds, standing and fallen 
 
patches of standing water 
the scattering of tall trees 
 
All along the road the reddish 
purplish, forked, upstanding, twiggy 
stuff of bushes and small trees 
with dead, brown leaves under them 
leafless vines— 
 
Lifeless in appearance, sluggish 
dazed spring approaches— 
 
They enter the new world naked, 
cold, uncertain of all 
save that they enter. All about them 
the cold, familiar wind— 
 
Now the grass, tomorrow 
the stiff curl of wildcarrot leaf 
 
One by one objects are defined— 
It quickens: clarity, outline of leaf 
 
But now the stark dignity of 
entrance—Still, the profound change 
has come upon them: rooted, they 
grip down and begin to awaken 
 
 
   —William Carlos Williams  



A Cold Spring 
 

A cold spring: 
the violet was flawed on the lawn. 
For two weeks or more the trees hesitated; 
the little leaves waited, 
carefully indicating their characteristics. 
Finally a grave green dust 
settled over your big and aimless hills. 
One day, in a chill white blast of sunshine, 
on the side of one a calf was born. 
The mother stopped lowing 
and took a long time eating the after-birth, 
a wretched flag, 
but the calf got up promptly 
and seemed inclined to feel gay. 
 

The next day 
was much warmer. 
Greenish-white dogwood infiltrated the wood, 
each petal burned, apparently, by a cigarette-butt; 
and the blurred redbud stood 
beside it, motionless, but almost more 
like movement than any placeable color. 
Four deer practised leaping over your fences. 
The infant oak-leaves swung through the sober oak. 
Song-sparrows were wound up for the summer, 
and in the maple the complementary cardinal 
cracked a whip, and the sleeper awoke, 
stretching miles of green limbs from the south. 
In his cap the lilacs whitened, 
then one day they fell like snow. 
Now, in the evening, 
a new moon comes. 
The hills grow softer. Tufts of long grass show 
where each cow-flop lies. 
The bull-frogs are sounding, 
slack strings plucked by heavy thumbs. 
Beneath the light, against your white front door, 
the smallest moths, like Chinese fans, 
flatten themselves, silver and silver-gilt 
over pale yellow, orange, or gray. 
Now, from the thick grass, the fireflies 
begin to rise: 
up, then down, then up again: 
lit on the ascending flight, 
drifting simultaneously to the same height, 
—exactly like the bubbles in champagne. 
—Later on they rise much higher. 
And your shadowy pastures will be able to offer 
these particular glowing tributes 
every evening now throughout the summer. 
        

      —Elizabeth Bishop 



 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Coming 
 
On longer evenings, 
Light, chill and yellow, 
Bathes the serene 
Foreheads of houses. 
A thrush sings, 
Laurel-surrounded 
In the deep bare garden, 
Its fresh-peeled voice 
Astonishing the brickwork. 
It will be spring soon, 
It will be spring soon –  
And I, whose childhood 
Is a forgotten boredom, 
Feel like a child 
Who comes on a scene 
Of adult reconciling, 
And can understand nothing 
But the unusual laughter, 
And starts to be happy. 
 
 
   —Philip Larkin 
 
 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
April 5, 1974 

 
The air was soft, the ground still cold. 
In the dull pasture where I strolled 
Was something I could not believe. 
Dead grass appeared to slide and heave, 
Though still too frozen-flat to stir, 
And rocks to twitch and all to blur. 
What was this rippling of the land? 
Was matter getting out of hand 
And making free with natural law, 
I stopped and blinked, and then I saw 
A fact as eerie as a dream. 
There was a subtle flood of steam 
Moving upon the face of things. 
It came from standing pools and springs 
And what of snow was still around; 
It came of winter’s giving ground 
So that the freeze was coming out, 
As when a set mind, blessed by doubt, 
Relaxes into mother-wit. 
Flowers, I said, will come of it. 
 
 
   —Richard Wilbur 


