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October

O HUSHED October morning mild,

    Thy leaves have ripened to the fall;

    To-morrow's wind, if it be wild,

    Should waste them all.

    The crows above the forest call;

    To-morrow they may form and go.

    O hushed October morning mild,

    Begin the hours of this day slow,

    Make the day seem to us less brief.

    Hearts not averse to being beguiled,

    Beguile us in the way you know;

    Release one leaf at break of day;

    At noon release another leaf;

    One from our trees, one far away;

    Retard the sun with gentle mist;

    Enchant the land with amethyst.

    Slow, slow!

    For the grapes' sake, if they were all,

    Whose leaves already are burnt with frost,

    Whose clustered fruit must else be lost--

    For the grapes' sake along the wall.

My Butterfly

THINE emulous fond flowers are dead, too,

    And the daft sun-assaulter, he

    That frighted thee so oft, is fled or dead:

    Save only me

    (Nor is it sad to thee!)

    Save only me

    There is none left to mourn thee in the fields.

    The gray grass is not dappled with the snow;

    Its two banks have not shut upon the river;

    But it is long ago--

    It seems forever--

    Since first I saw thee glance,

    With all the dazzling other ones,

    In airy dalliance,

    Precipitate in love,

    Tossed, tangled, whirled and whirled above,

    Like a limp rose-wreath in a fairy dance.

    When that was, the soft mist

    Of my regret hung not on all the land,

    And I was glad for thee,

    And glad for me, I wist.

    Thou didst not know, who tottered, wandering on high,

    That fate had made thee for the pleasure of the wind,

    With those great careless wings,

    Nor yet did I.

    And there were other things:

    It seemed God let thee flutter from his gentle clasp:

    Then fearful he had let thee win

    Too far beyond him to be gathered in,

    Snatched thee, o'er eager, with ungentle grasp.

    Ah! I remember me

    How once conspiracy was rife

    Against my life--

    The languor of it and the dreaming fond;

    Surging, the grasses dizzied me of thought,

    The breeze three odors brought,

    And a gem-flower waved in a wand!

    Then when I was distraught

    And could not speak,

    Sidelong, full on my cheek,

    What should that reckless zephyr fling

    But the wild touch of thy dye-dusty wing!

    I found that wing broken to-day!

    For thou are dead, I said,

    And the strange birds say.

    I found it with the withered leaves

    Under the eaves.




Glossary

Old, rare, and literary words used in this text, with short plain-English meanings from the Classics Reference Library glossary.


	beguiled verb

	passed time pleasantly; also, charmed or tricked (past tense of beguile)

	emulous adjective

	eager to equal or outdo others

	frighted verb

	frightened (archaic)

	languor noun

	weariness or lack of energy; listlessness

	o'er preposition

	over (poetic)

	oft adverb

	often (poetic)

	thee pronoun

	you (when speaking to one person, as the object) (archaic)

	thou pronoun

	you (when speaking to one person, as the subject) (archaic)

	thy pronoun

	your (archaic)

	tottered verb

	moved or swayed unsteadily, as if about to fall (past tense of totter)

	ungentle adjective

	harsh, rough, or unkind

	wist verb

	knew (past tense of wit, to know) (archaic)
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