







Like Rain it sounded till it curved 


Like Rain it sounded till it curved 
And then I knew ’twas Wind —
It walked as wet as any Wave 
But swept as dry as sand — 
When it had pushed itself away 
To some remotest Plain 
A coming as of Hosts was heard 
That was indeed the Rain — 
It filled the Wells, it pleased the Pools 
It warbled in the Road — 
It pulled the spigot from the Hills 
And let the Floods abroad — 
It loosened acres, lifted seas 
The sites of Centres stirred 
Then like Elijah rode away 
Upon a Wheel of Cloud.


—Emily Dickinson






During Wind and Rain


They sing their dearest songs—
       He, she, all of them—yea,
       Treble and tenor and bass,
            And one to play;
      With the candles mooning each face. . . .
            Ah, no; the years O!
How the sick leaves reel down in throngs!

       They clear the creeping moss—
       Elders and juniors—aye,
       Making the pathways neat
            And the garden gay;
       And they build a shady seat. . . .
            Ah, no; the years, the years,
See, the white storm-birds wing across!

       They are blithely breakfasting all—
       Men and maidens—yea,
       Under the summer tree,
            With a glimpse of the bay,
       While pet fowl come to the knee. . . .
            Ah, no; the years O!
And the rotten rose is ript from the wall.

       They change to a high new house,
       He, she, all of them—aye,
       Clocks and carpets and chairs
          On the lawn all day,
       And brightest things that are theirs. . . .
          Ah, no; the years, the years;
Down their carved names the rain-drop ploughs.


						—Thomas Hardy





Rain


Rain, midnight rain, nothing but the wild rain
On this bleak hut, and solitude, and me
Remembering again that I shall die
And neither hear the rain nor give it thanks
For washing me cleaner than I have been
Since I was born into this solitude.
Blessed are the dead that the rain rains upon:
But here I pray that none whom once I loved
Is dying tonight or lying still awake
Solitary, listening to the rain,
Either in pain or thus in sympathy
Helpless among the living and the dead,
Like a cold water among broken reeds,
Myriads of broken reeds all still and stiff,
Like me who have no love which this wild rain
Has not dissolved except the love of death,
If love it be towards what is perfect and
Cannot, the tempest tells me, disappoint.


—Edward Thomas






	The Rain


All night the sound had   
come back again,
and again falls
this quiet, persistent rain.

What am I to myself
that must be remembered,   
insisted upon
so often? Is it

that never the ease,   
even the hardness,   
of rain falling
will have for me

something other than this,   
something not so insistent—
am I to be locked in this
final uneasiness.

Love, if you love me,   
lie next to me.
Be for me, like rain,   
the getting out

of the tiredness, the fatuousness, the semi-
lust of intentional indifference.
Be wet
with a decent happiness.


—Robert Creeley







Gifts of Rain

I 

Cloudburst and steady downpour now
for days.            
     Still mammal,
straw-footed on the mud,
he begins to sense weather
by his skin.

A nimble snout of flood
Licks over stepping stones
And goes uprooting.
            He fords
his life by sounding.
            Soundings. 


II 

A man wading lost fields 
breaks the pane of flood:

a flower of mud- 
water blooms up to his reflection

like a cut swaying
its red spoors through a basin.

His hands grub
where the spade has uncastled

sunken drills, an atlantis 
he depends on. So

he is hooped to where he planted
and sky and ground

are running naturally among his arms
that grope the cropping land.


III
 
When rains were gathering 
there would be an all-night
roaring off the ford.
Their world-schooled ear






Could monitor the usual
confabulations, the race
slabbering past the gable,
the Moyola harping on

its gravel beds:
all spouts by daylight 
brimmed with their own airs 
and overflowed each barrel

in long tresses. 
I cock my ear 
[bookmark: _GoBack]at an absence— 
in the shared calling of blood

arrives my need
for antediluvian lore.
Soft voices of the dead
are whispering by the shore

that I would question 
(and for my children’s sake)
about crops rotted, river mud 
glazing the baked clay floor.


IV
 
The tawny guttural water
spells itself: Moyola 
is its own score and consort,

bedding the locale
in the utterance, 
reed music, an old chanter

breathing its mists
through vowels and history.
A swollen river,

a mating call of sound
rises to pleasure me, Dives, 
hoarder of common ground.


—Seamus Heaney




