The Greater Romantic Lyric and Nature Poems:  Tomorrow we will be going outside to write poems.  Below are examples of poems written outside or written about an experience in nature.  Many so-called nature poems follow the structure of the "Greater Romantic Lyric" described in Wikipedia by M. H. Abrams: "The speaker begins with a description of the landscape; an aspect or change… in the landscape evokes a [response] varied by… process of memory, thought, anticipation, and feeling which remains closely intervolved with the outer scene. In the course of this meditation the lyric speaker achieves an insight, faces up to a tragic loss, comes to a moral decision, or resolves an emotional problem. Often the poem rounds itself to end where it began, at the outer scene, but with an altered mood and deepened understanding… the result of the intervening meditation."  

Your task is to write poems based on your observations out in nature.  A Greater Romantic Lyric is optional.
Desert Places  

Snow falling and night falling fast, oh, fast
In a field I looked into going past,
And the ground almost covered smooth in snow,
But a few weeds and stubble showing last. 

The woods around it have it - it is theirs.
All animals are smothered in their lairs.
I am too absent-spirited to count;
The loneliness includes me unawares. 

And lonely as it is, that loneliness
Will be more lonely ere it will be less -
A blanker whiteness of benighted snow
WIth no expression, nothing to express. 

They cannot scare me with their empty spaces
Between stars - on stars where no human race is.
I have it in me so much nearer home
To scare myself with my own desert places. 

  
Robert Frost


Lying in a Hammock at William Duffy’s Farm in Pine Island, Minnesota

Over my head, I see the bronze butterfly,   

Asleep on the black trunk, 

Blowing like a leaf in green shadow.   

Down the ravine behind the empty house,   

The cowbells follow one another   

Into the distances of the afternoon.   

To my right, 

In a field of sunlight between two pines,   

The droppings of last year’s horses   

Blaze up into golden stones. 

I lean back, as the evening darkens and comes on.   

A chicken hawk floats over, looking for home. 

I have wasted my life. 


James Wright
Moths

Zipping along the other night

I was thinking about nothing

or almost nothing

when I became aware of minute cries

tiny wails

from nearby

and I saw, in the beams of my headlights

the fluttering transparent forms

of moths

in a desperate attempt to worship their God

plummeting toward my lights

dying, bouncing off the glass

with one small cry

and the lifeless shapes drift to the pavement

quickly left behind

and I think of that small spirit

and my own

and I wish that I too could die

in a quest for light.

Sounds of Spring

Some mufflers have little pinholes,

a sssssssing sound of escaping air.

Some belch through gaping

mouths of carbon dioxide

or cast a steady fart stream

from quarter-size slots

Each car has its own voice

as distinct as its rusty acne,

custom dents and

tattered bumper stickers,

reflecting a whole lifetime

as well as the latest affair

They begin pulling out

of the parking lot after lunch

a trickle of high whines

and low roars,

growing by two o'clock

to a cacophonous deluge,

Tapering off until practice

is over and one last blast

puttering, coughing, wheezing,

spitting and gagging

until the birds

can be heard once again.

Occasionally beneath the belching drum beats

is the steady purr of a well tuned

solid-mufflered prima donna.

But the others gag louder

and double their beat to drown her out.

"Parent's car!" they snort in disgust.


JPowers
Traveling Through the Dark
Traveling through the dark I found a deer

dead on the edge of the Wilson River Road.

It is usually best to roll them into the canyon:

that road is narrow; to swerve might make more dead.

By glow of the tail-light I stumbled back of the car

and stood by the heap, a doe, a recent killing;

she had stiffened already, almost cold.

I dragged her off; she was large in the belly.

My fingers touching her side brought me the reason--

her side was warm; her fawn lay there waiting,

alive, still, never to be born.

Beside that mountain road I hesitated.

The car aimed ahead its lowered parking lights;

under the hood purred the steady engine.

I stood in the glare of the warm exhaust turning red;

around our group I could hear the wilderness listen.

I thought hard for us all--my only swerving--,

then pushed her over the edge into the river.


William Stafford

What I Wouldn’t Give

What I wouldn’t give for a costume,

a big hairy one.

I would go running through the woods

thrashing the leaves and shaking the trees,

howling and barking to a forest god.

I would stumble upon the poetry class

and break the silence,

sending them screaming with their 

papers and pencils flaring behind them

in fear of that terrible sasquatch.

“So much for poetry,” I would say.

“So much for poets.”


Scott Palumbo 






