
September Poem 
 

“Song” 
 

By Edna St. Vincent Millay 
 

Gone, gone again is Summer the lovely. 
She that knew not where to hide, 
Is gone again like a jeweled fish from the hand,  Is lost on every side. 
 
Mute, mute, I make my way to the garden, 
Thither where she last was seen; 
The heavy foot of the frost is on the flags there, 
Where her light step has been. 
 
Gone, gone again is Summer the lovely, 
Gone again on every side, 
Lost again like a shining fish from the hand 
Into the shadowy tide. 



October--November Poem 

“Columbus” 

By Joaquin Miller 

BEHIND him lay the gray Azores,  
Behind the Gates of Hercules;  
Before him not the ghost of shores,  
Before him only shoreless seas.  
The good mate said: "Now we must pray,  
For lo! the very stars are gone.  
Brave Admiral, speak, what shall I say?"  
"Why, say, 'Sail on! sail on! and on!' "  
 
"My men grow mutinous day by day;  
My men grow ghastly wan and weak."  
The stout mate thought of home; a spray  
Of salt wave washed his swarthy cheek.  
"What shall I say, brave Admiral, say,  
If we sight naught but seas at dawn?"  
"Why, you shall say at break of day,  
'Sail on! sail on! sail on! and on!' "  
 
They sailed and sailed, as winds might blow,  
Until at last the blanched mate said:  
"Why, now not even God would know  
Should I and all my men fall dead.  
These very winds forget their way,  
For God from these dread seas is gone.  
Now speak, brave Admiral, speak and say” --  
He said, "Sail on! sail on! and on!" 
_  _  _  _  _   
 
They sailed. They sailed. Then spake the mate:  
"This mad sea shows his teeth tonight.  
He curls his lip, he lies in wait,  
With lifted teeth, as if to bite!  
Brave Admiral, say but one good word:  
What shall we do when hope is gone?"  
The words leaped like a leaping sword:  
"Sail on! sail on! sail on! and on!" 
  
Then pale and worn, he kept his deck,  
And peered through darkness. Ah, that night  
Of all dark nights! And then a speck --  
A light! a light! a light! a light!  
It grew, a starlit flag unfurled!  
It grew to be Time's burst of dawn.  
He gained a world; he gave that world  
Its grandest lesson: "On! sail on!"  



December Poem 
 

“I Heard the Bells on 
Christmas Day” 

 
By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

 

I heard the bells on Christmas day 
Their old familiar carols play, 
And wild and sweet the words repeat 
Of peace on earth, good will to men. 

And thought how, as the day had come, 
The belfries of all Christendom 
Had rolled along the unbroken song 
Of peace on earth, good will to men. 

And in despair I bowed my head 
“There is no peace on earth,” I said, 
“For hate is strong and mocks the song 
Of peace on earth, good will to men.” 

Then pealed the bells more loud and deep: 
“God is not dead, nor doth He sleep; 
The wrong shall fail, the right prevail 
With peace on earth, good will to men.” 

Till ringing, singing on its way 
The world revolved from night to day, 
A voice, a chime, a chant sublime 
Of peace on earth, good will to men. 



January—February Poem 
 

“Psalm 8” 
 

1 O LORD, our Lord, 
         How excellent is Your name in all the earth, 
         Who have set Your glory above the heavens! 
          
 2 Out of the mouth of babes and nursing infants 
         You have ordained strength, 
         Because of Your enemies, 
         That You may silence the enemy and the avenger. 
          
 3 When I consider Your heavens, the work of Your fingers, 
         The moon and the stars, which You have ordained, 
 
 4 What is man that You are mindful of him, 
         And the son of man that You visit him? 
 
 5 For You have made him a little lower than the angels, 
         And You have crowned him with glory and honor. 
 

-  -  -  -  -                 
  
6 You have made him to have dominion over the works of  
         Your hands; 
         You have put all things under his feet, 
 
 7 All sheep and oxen— 
         Even the beasts of the field, 
 
 8 The birds of the air, 
         And the fish of the sea 
         That pass through the paths of the seas. 
          
 9 O LORD, our Lord, 
         How excellent is Your name in all the earth! 



March Poem 
 

“The Runaway” 
 

By Robert Frost 
    

Once when the snow of the year was beginning to fall, 

We stopped by a mountain pasture to say 'Whose colt?' 

A little Morgan had one forefoot on the wall, 

The other curled at his breast. He dipped his head 

And snorted at us. And then he had to bolt. 

We heard the miniature thunder where he fled, 

And we saw him, or thought we saw him, dim and grey, 

Like a shadow against the curtain of falling flakes. 

'I think the little fellow's afraid of the snow. 

He isn't winter-broken. It isn't play 

With the little fellow at all. He's running away. 

I doubt if even his mother could tell him, "Sakes, 

It's only weather". He'd think she didn't know! 

Where is his mother? He can't be out alone.' 

And now he comes again with a clatter of stone 

And mounts the wall again with whited eyes 

And all his tail that isn't hair up straight. 

He shudders his coat as if to throw off flies. 

'Whoever it is that leaves him out so late, 

When other creatures have gone to stall and bin, 

Ought to be told to come and take him in.' 



April Poem 

“After the Winter” 

By Claude McKay 

Some day, when trees have shed their leaves 

     And against the morning’s white 

The shivering birds beneath the eaves 

     Have sheltered for the night, 

We’ll turn our faces southward, love, 

     Toward the summer isle 

Where bamboos spire the shafted grove 

     And wide-mouthed orchids smile. 

 

And we will seek the quiet hill 

     Where towers the cotton tree, 

And leaps the laughing crystal rill, 

     And works the droning bee. 

And we will build a cottage there 

     Beside an open glade, 

With black-ribbed blue-bells blowing near, 

     And ferns that never fade. 



May Poem 
 

“Sonnet 18” 
 

By William Shakespeare 
 

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?  
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer's lease hath all too short a date:  
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;  
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest; 
Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou growest:  
So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 
So long lives this and this gives life to thee.  

 

 
 

 

  


