Assorted Short Poems
The Eagle

He clasps the crag with crooked hands;

Close to the sun in lonely lands,

Ringed with the azure world, he stands.

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;

He watches from his mountain walls,

And like a thunderbolt he falls.





Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809-1892)

Fire and Ice

Some say the earth will end in fire,

Some say in ice.

From what I’ve tasted of desire

I hold with those that favor fire.

But if it had to perish twice,

I think I know enough of hate

To say that for destruction ice

Is also great

And would suffice.





Robert Frost (1923)
Soft Snow

I walked abroad in a snowy day;

I asked the soft snow with me to play;

She played and she melted in all her prime,

And the winter called it a dreadful crime.





William Blake (1757-1827)

Fog

The fog comes
on little cat feet.

It sits looking

over harbor and city

on silent haunches

and then moves on.





Carl Sandburg (1878-1967 )

Some Poems by Emily Dickinson

There is no frigate like a book

   To take us lands away,

Nor any coursers like a page

   Of  prancing poetry.

This traverse may the poorest take

   Without oppress of toll;

How frugal is the chariot

   That bears a human soul!

------------------------------------------------

If I can stop one heart from breaking,

I shall not live in vain;

If I can ease one life the aching,

Or cool one pain,

Or help one fainting robin

Unto his nest again,

I shall not live in vain.

-------------------------------------------------

A narrow fellow in the grass

Occasionally rides;

You may have met him---did you not,

His notice sudden is.

The grass divides as with a comb,

A spotted shaft is seen;

And then it closes at your feet

And opens further on.

He likes a boggy acre,

A floor too cool for corn.

Yet when a child, and barefoot,

I more than once at morn,

Have passed, I thought, a whip-lash

Unbraiding in the sun---

When, stooping to secure it,

It wrinkled, and was gone.

Several of nature’s people

I know, and they know me;

I feel for them a transport

Of cordiality;

But never met this fellow,

Attended or alone,

Without a tighter breathing,

And zero at the bone. 
