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1. Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening by Robert Frost

Whose woods these are 1 think I know.
His house is in the village though;
He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen lake

The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound’s the sweep

Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,
But I have promises to keep,

And miles to go before I sleep,

And miles to go before I sleep.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RvVvBAKWS{k
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RvVvBAKWSfk
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2. My November Guest by Robert Frost

My Sorrow, when she's here with me,
Thinks these dark days of autumn rain
Are beautiful as days can be;

She loves the bare, the withered tree;

She walks the sodden pasture lane.

Her pleasure will not let me stay.
She talks and I am fain to list:
She's glad the birds are gone away,
She's glad her simple worsted grey

Is silver now with clinging mist.

The desolate, deserted trees,

The faded earth, the heavy sky,
The beauties she so truly sees,
She thinks I have no eye for these,

And vexes me for reason why.

Not yesterday I learned to know
The love of bare November days
Before the coming of the snow,
But it were vain to tell her so,

And they are better for her praise.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=m-2AWegHHqc



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=m-2AWegHHqc
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3. 1 Wandered Lonely as a Cloud by William Wordsworth

I wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,
They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.



The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company:

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/45521/i-wandered-lonely-as-a-cloud
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https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/45521/i-wandered-lonely-as-a-cloud
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4. Mont Blanc V. by Percy Bysshe Shelley
Mont Blanc yet gleams on high:—the power is there,
The still and solemn power of many sights,

And many sounds, and much of life and death.

In the calm darkness of the moonless nights,

In the lone glare of day, the snows descend

Upon that Mountain; none beholds them there,

Nor when the flakes burn in the sinking sun,

Or the star-beams dart through them. Winds contend
Silently there, and heap the snow with breath

Rapid and strong, but silently! Its home

The voiceless lightning in these solitudes

Keeps innocently, and like vapour broods

Over the snow. The secret Strength of things

Which governs thought, and to the infinite dome

Of Heaven is as a law, inhabits thee!

And what were thou, and earth, and stars, and sea,
If to the human mind's imaginings

Silence and solitude were vacancy?

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Dwj4BfAtBbo (8°27”%%)
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Dwj4BfAtBbo
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5. A Lady red—amid the Hill

A Lady red—amid the Hill
Her annual secret keeps!

A Lady white, within the Field
In placid Lily sleeps!

18167 523 H (GIiE)

by Emily Dickinson

The tidy Breezes, with their Brooms—

Sweep vale—and hill—and tree!
Prithee, My pretty Housewives!
Who may expected be?

The Neighbors do not yet suspect!
The Woods exchange a smile!
Orchard, and Buttercup, and Bird—
In such a little while!

And yet, how still the Landscape stands!

How nonchalant the Hedge!
As if the “Resurrection”

Were nothing very strange!

https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/a-lady-red-mdash-amid-the-hill/
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https://hellopoetry.com/poem/3116/a-lady-redamid-the-hill/
https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/a-lady-red-mdash-amid-the-hill/
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6. Mother Nature by Emily Dickinson
Nature, the gentlest mother,

Impatient of no child,

The feeblest or the waywardest,—

Her admonition mild

In forest and the hill
By traveler is heard,
Restraining rampant squirrel

Or too impetuous bird.

How fair her conversation,
A summer afternoon,—
Her household, her assembly;

And when the sun goes down



Her voice among the aisles
Incites the timid prayer
Of the minutest cricket,

The most unworthy flower.

When all the children sleep

She turns as long away

As will suffice to light her lamps;
Then, bending from the sky,

With infinite affection
And infinite care,
Her golden finger on her lip,

Wills silence everywhere.

https://etc.usf.edu/lit2go/115/the-poems-of-emily-dickinson-series-two/4422/nature-

poem-1-mother-nature/
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https://etc.usf.edu/lit2go/115/the-poems-of-emily-dickinson-series-two/4422/nature-poem-1-mother-nature/
https://etc.usf.edu/lit2go/115/the-poems-of-emily-dickinson-series-two/4422/nature-poem-1-mother-nature/
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