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Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening 
 
Whose woods these are I 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.  
 
 
 

Dust of Snow 
 
The way a crow 
Shook down on me 
The dust of snow 
From a hemlock tree 
 
Has given my heart 
A change of mood 
And saved some part 
Of a day I had rued. 
 

 
Nothing Gold Can Stay 
 
Nature’s first green is gold,  
Her hardest hue to hold.  
Her early leaf’s a flower;  
But only so an hour.  
Then leaf subsides to leaf.  
So Eden sank to grief,  
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So dawn goes down to day.  
Nothing gold can stay.  

 
Design 
 
I found a dimpled spider, fat and white, 
On a white heal-all, holding up a moth 
Like a white piece of rigid satin cloth-- 
Assorted characters of death and blight 
Mixed ready to begin the morning right, 
Like the ingredients of a witches’ broth-- 
A snow-drop spider, a flower like a froth, 
And dead wings carried like a paper kite. 
 
What had that flower to do with being white, 
The wayside blue and innocent heal-all? 
What brought the kindred spider to that height, 
Then steered the white moth thither in the night? 
What but design of darkness to appall?-- 
If design govern in a thing so small. 

 
The Oven-Bird 
  
There is a singer everyone has heard, 
Loud, a mid-summer and a mid-wood bird, 
Who makes the solid tree trunks sound again. 
He says that leaves are old and that for flowers 
Mid-summer is to spring as one to ten. 
He says the early petal-fall is past 
When pear and cherry bloom went down in showers 
On sunny days a moment overcast; 
And comes that other fall we name the fall. 
He says the highway dust is over all. 
The bird would cease and be as other birds 
But that he knows in singing not to sing. 
The question that he frames in all but words 
Is what to make of a diminished thing. 
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Birches 
 
When I see birches bend to left and right 
Across the lines of straighter darker trees, 
I like to think some boy’s been swinging them. 
But swinging doesn’t bend them down to stay  
As ice-storms do.  Often you must have seen them 
Loaded with ice a sunny winter morning 
After a rain.  They click upon themselves 
As the breeze rises, and turn many-colored 
As the stir cracks and crazes their enamel. 
Soon the sun’s warmth makes them shed crystal shells 
Shattering and avalanching on the snow-crust-- 
Such heaps of broken glass to sweep away 
You’d think the inner dome of heaven had fallen. 
They are dragged to the withered bracken by the load, 
And they seem not to break; though once they are bowed 
So low for long, they never right themselves: 
You may see their trunks arching in the woods 
Years afterwards, trailing their leaves on the ground 
Like girls on hands and knees that throw their hair 
Before them over their heads to dry in the sun. 
But I was going to say when Truth broke in 
With all her matter-of-fact about the ice-storm 
I should prefer to have some boy bend them 
As he went out and in to fetch the cows-- 
Some boy too far from town to learn baseball, 
Whose only play was what he found himself, 
Summer or winter, and could play alone. 
One by one he subdued his father’s trees 
By riding them down over and over again 
Until he took the stiffness out of them, 
And not one but hung limp, not one was left 
For him to conquer.  He learned all there was 
To learn about not launching out too soon 
And so not carrying the tree away 
Clear to the ground.  He always kept his poise 
To the top branches, climbing carefully 
With the same pains you use to fill a cup 
Up to the brim, and even above the brim. 
Then he flung outward, feet first, with a swish, 
Kicking his way down through the air to the ground. 
So was I once myself a swinger of birches. 
And so I dream of going back to be. 
It’s when I’m weary of considerations, 
And life is too much like a pathless wood 
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Where your face burns and tickles with the cobwebs 
Broken across it, and one eye is weeping 
From a twig’s having lashed across it open. 
I’d like to get away from earth awhile 
And then come back to it and begin over. 
May no fate willfully misunderstand me 
And half grant what I wish and snatch me away 
Not to return.  Earth’s the right place for love: 
I don’t know where it’s likely to go better. 
I’d like to go by climbing a birch tree, 
And climb black branches up a snow-white trunk 
Toward heaven, till the tree could bear no more, 
But dipped its top and set me down again. 
That would be good both going and coming back. 
One could do worse than be a swinger of birches. 
 
 
 

Going for Water 
 
The well was dry beside the door,   
  And so we went with pail and can   
Across the fields behind the house   
  To seek the brook if still it ran;   
   
Not loth to have excuse to go, 
  Because the autumn eve was fair   
(Though chill), because the fields were ours,   
  And by the brook our woods were there.   
   
We ran as if to meet the moon   
  That slowly dawned behind the trees, 
The barren boughs without the leaves,   
  Without the birds, without the breeze.   
   
But once within the wood, we paused   
  Like gnomes that hid us from the moon,   
Ready to run to hiding new 
  With laughter when she found us soon.   
   
Each laid on other a staying hand   
  To listen ere we dared to look,   
And in the hush we joined to make   
  We heard, we knew we heard the brook.  
   
A note as from a single place,   
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  A slender tinkling fall that made   
Now drops that floated on the pool   
  Like pearls, and now a silver blade. 
 
 

The Sound of Trees 
 
I wonder about the trees.   
Why do we wish to bear   
Forever the noise of these   
More than another noise   
So close to our dwelling place?  
We suffer them by the day   
Till we lose all measure of pace,   
And fixity in our joys,   
And acquire a listening air.   
They are that that talks of going        
But never gets away;   
And that talks no less for knowing,   
As it grows wiser and older,   
That now it means to stay.   
My feet tug at the floor  
And my head sways to my shoulder   
Sometimes when I watch trees sway,   
From the window or the door.   
I shall set forth for somewhere,   
I shall make the reckless choice  
Some day when they are in voice   
And tossing so as to scare   
The white clouds over them on.   
I shall have less to say,   
But I shall be gone. 
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Come In 
 
As I came to the edge of the woods,  
Thrush music -- hark!  
Now if it was dusk outside,  
Inside it was dark.  
 
Too dark in the woods for a bird  
By sleight of wing  
To better its perch for the night,  
Though it still could sing.  
 
The last of the light of the sun  
That had died in the west  
Still lived for one song more  
In a thrush's breast.  
 
Far in the pillared dark  
Thrush music went --  
Almost like a call to come in  
To the dark and lament.  
 
But no, I was out for stars;  
I would not come in.  
I meant not even if asked;  
And I hadn't been.  
 
 
 
 
 


