DEEP shared reading workshop
November Poems

November


Much have I spoken of the faded leaf;
Long have I listened to the wailing wind,
And watched it ploughing through the heavy clouds;
For autumn charms my melancholy mind.

When autumn comes, the poets sing a dirge:
The year must perish; all the flowers are dead;
The sheaves are gathered; and the mottled quail
Runs in the stubble, but the lark has fled!

Still, autumn ushers in the Christmas cheer,
The holly-berries and the ivy-tree:
They weave a chaplet for the Old Year’s heir;
These waiting mourners do not sing for me!

I find peace in depths of autumn woods,
Where grow the ragged ferns and roughened moss;
The naked, silent trees have taught me this, -
The loss of beauty is not always loss!


· Elizabeth Stoddard


November

The leaves are fading and falling,
The winds are rough and wild,
The birds have ceased their calling,
But let me tell you, my child,
Though day by day, as it closes,
Doth darker and colder grow,
The roots of the bright red roses
Will keep alive in the snow.
And when the Winter is over,
The boughs will get new leaves,
The quail come back to the clover,
And the swallow back to the eaves.
The robin will wear on his bosom
A vest that is bright and new,
And the loveliest way-side blossom
Will shine with the sun and dew.
The leaves to-day are whirling,
The brooks are all dry and dumb,
But let me tell, you my darling,
The Spring will be sure to come.
There must be rough, cold weather,
And winds and rains so wild;
Not all good things together
Come to us here, my child.
So, when some dear joy loses
Its beauteous summer glow,
Think how the roots of the roses
Are kept alive in the snow.
· Alice Cary


November

Sybil of months, and worshipper of winds,
I love thee, rude and boisterous as thou art;
And scraps of joy my wandering ever finds
Mid thy uproarious madness—when the start
Of sudden tempests stirs the forest leaves
Into hoarse fury, till the shower set free
Stills the huge swells. Then ebb the mighty heaves,
That sway the forest like a troubled sea.
I love thy wizard noise, and rave in turn
Half-vacant thoughts and rhymes of careless form;
Then hide me from the shower, a short sojourn,
Neath ivied oak; and mutter to the storm,
Wishing its melody belonged to me,
That I might breathe a living song to thee.

· John Clare


About the Poets…

· Elizabeth Stoddard – American poet, 1823-1902, Massachusetts. She was married to poet Richard Stoddard. She wrote short stories, children’s stories, journalism pieces, travel writing, essays and novels as well as poetry. She was known as a very unsentimental writer who made good use of irony to reflect on the American culture of the time. 

· Alice Cary – American poet, 1820-1871, Ohio. Grew up on a farm. Her mother died when she was 15, and her father quickly remarried a woman who did not like Alice and her sister writing. She would refuse them candles – and they would often make their own with a saucer of lard and a rag to light. Alice and her sister, Phoebe, did keep writing – and they became successful poets, moving to New York where they became friends with a host of famous writers and artists. Alice died of tuberculosis at the age of 51, and is buried in Brooklyn, New York. PT Barnum was one of the pallbearers at her funeral. 


· John Clare – English Poet, 1793-1864, known as ‘The Northamptonshire Peasant Poet’. Clare worked as a potboy, farm labourer, lime burner, tried army life and lived for a while with gypsies. He began to write poems and sought publication as a way to save his parents from poverty. He spent his life frustrated by his illiterate neighbours, and preferred to wander the fields alone. He married and had six children, but he also sank into alcoholism and depression and eventually admitted himself to an asylum where he wrote until he died. Note: ‘Sybil’ is the girl’s name meaning ‘prophetess’ or ‘oracle’. 

