
The Caterpillar 

 

--Miller Williams 

 

Today on the lip of a bowl in the backyard 

we watched a caterpillar caught in the circle 

of his larvel assumptions 

my daughter counted 

27 times he went around 

before rolling back and laughing 

I'm a caterpillar, look 

she left him 

measuring out his slow green way to some place 

there must have been a picture of inside him 

After supper 

coming from putting the car up 

we stopped to look 

figured he crossed the yard 

once every hour 

and left him 

when we went to bed 

wrinkling no closer to my landlord's leaves 

than when he somehow fell into his private circle 

Later I followed 

barefeet and doorclicks of my daughter 

to the yard the bowl 

a milkwhite moonlight eye 

in the black grass 

it died 

I said honey they don't live very long 

In bed again 

re-covered and re-kissed 

she locked her arms and mumbling love to mine 

until yawning she slipped 

into the deep bone-bottomed dish of sleep 

Stumbling drunk around the rim 

I hold 

the words she said to me across the dark 

I think he thought he was 

going in a straight line. 

  

  

  

  



  

  

  

  

  

  

 

  

Gerard Manley Hopkins (1844–89).  Poems.  1918. 

  

7. God’s Grandeur 

  

  
THE WORLD is charged with the grandeur of God.   
  It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;   
  It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil   
Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod?   
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod;         5 
  And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;   
  And wears man’s smudge and shares man’s smell: the soil   
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.   
    
And for all this, nature is never spent;   
  There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;         10 
And though the last lights off the black West went   
  Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs—   
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent   
  World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings.   

 

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

 Poem: "A Poem for Emily," by Miller Williams from Living on the Sun Face (Louisiana State University 

Press). 

A Poem for Emily 

Small fact and fingers and farthest one from me, 

a hand's width and two generations away, 

in this still present I am fifty-three. 

You are not yet a full day. 

When I am sixty-three, when you are ten, 

and you are neither closer nor as far, 

your arms will fill with what you know by then, 

the arithmetic and love we do and are. 

When I by blood and luck am eighty-six 

and you are someplace else and thirty-three 

believing in sex and god and politics 

with children who look not at all like me, 

sometime I know you will have read them this 

so they will know I love them and say so 

and love their mother. Child, whatever is 

is always or never was. Long ago, 

a day I watched awhile beside your bed, 

I wrote this down, a thing that might be kept 

awhile, to tell you what I would have said 

when you were who knows what and I was dead 

which is I stood and loved you while you slept. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

  

To the Virgins, To Make Much of Time 

by Robert Herrick 

Gather ye Rose-buds while ye may, 

   Old Time is still a flying: 

And this same flower that smiles today, 

   Tomorrow will be dying. 

 

The glorious Lamp of Heaven, the Sun, 

   The higher he's a getting; 

The sooner will his Race be run, 

   And nearer he's to Setting. 

 

That Age is best, which is the first, 

   When Youth and Blood are warmer; 

But being spent, the worse, and worst 

   Times, still succeed the former. 

 

Then be not coy, but use your time; 

   And while ye may, goe marry: 

For having lost but once your prime, 

   You may for ever tarry. 
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Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night 

  -Dylan Thomas 

Do not go gentle into that good night, 

Old age should burn and rave at close of day; 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 

Because their words had forked no lightning they 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright 

Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 

And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 

Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

And you, my father, there on that sad height, 

Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

  

THE ILLITERATE 

By William Meredith 

Touching your goodness, I am like a man  

Who turns a letter over in his hand  

And you might think that this was because the hand  

Was unfamiliar but, truth is, the man  

Has never had a letter from anyone;  

And now he is both afraid of what it means  

And ashamed because he has no other means  

To find out what it says than to ask someone.  

His uncle could have left the farm to him,  

Or his parents died before he sent them word,  

Or the dark girl changed and want him for beloved.  

Afraid and letter-proud, he keeps it with him.  

What would you call his feeling for the words  

that keep him rich and orphaned and beloved?  

1958  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

Men At Forty by Donald Justice 

  

Men at forty 

Learn to close softly 

The doors to rooms they will not be 

Coming back to. 

 

At rest on a stair landing, 

They feel it 

Moving beneath them now like the deck of a ship, 

Though the swell is gentle. 

 

And deep in mirrors 

They rediscover 

The face of the boy as he practices tying 

His father's tie there in secret 

 

And the face of that father, 

Still warm with the mystery of lather. 

They are more fathers than sons themselves now. 

Something is filling them, something 

 

That is like the twilight sound 

Of the crickets, immense, 

Filling the woods at the foot of the slope 

Behind their mortgaged houses.  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

  

  

  

My son, my executioner-Donald Hall  

 

My son, my executioner 

I take you in my arms 

Quiet and small and just astir 

and whom my body warms 

 

Sweet death, small son,  

our instrument of immortality, 

your cries and hunger document 

our bodily decay. 

 

We twenty two and twenty five, 

who seemed to live forever, 

observe enduring life in you 

and start to die together. 

 

~~~Donald Hall 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

  

  

  

  

  

SONNET 18 

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 

And summer's lease hath all too short a date: 

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd; 

And every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd; 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest; 

Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade, 

When in eternal lines to time thou growest: 

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 

So long lives this and this gives life to thee. 

      --Shakespeare 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


