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Poetry 

 

 
Ned Rorem (b.1923)   

 
Do I Love you more than a day (Jack Larson)  
 
Do I love you more than a day? 
Days used to be faint hours to endure.  
Now, through our love, I feel each hour 
On this spinned world about the sun. 
Embodied time, I live creation. Through you. 
And I love you more than a day.  
 
Love.  (Thomas Lodge) 
 
Turn I my looks unto the skies,  
Love with his arrows wounds my eyes, 
If I so gaze upon the ground, 
Love then in every flower is found; 
Search I the shade to fly my pain, 
Love meets me in the shade again; 
Want I to walk in secret grove, 
E’en there I meet with sacred love; 
If I so bathe me in the spring, 
E’en on the brink I hear him sing; 
If I so meditate alone, 
He will be partner to my moan; 
If so I mourn, he weeps with me, 
And where I am, there will he be.    
 
To a Nightingale   
(anon. ca. 1500, elaborated by W.H.Auden)  
 
The little pretty nightingale  
Among the leaves so green 
Would I were with her all the night! 
But ye know not whom I mean! 
 
The nightingale sat on a briar 
Among the thorns so keen 
And comforted my heart’s desire, 
But ye know not whom I mean. 
 
It did me good on her to look; 
She was all clothed in green. 
Away from me her heart she took 
But ye know not whom I mean. 
 
“Lady,” I cried with rueful moan, 
Mind ye how true I have been. 
For I loved but you alone –  
Yet ye know not whom I mean! 
 

 
O you whom I often and silently come  (Walt Whitman) 
 
O you whom I often and silently come  
where you are that I may be with you, 
As I walk by your side or sit near,  
or remain in the same room with you, 
Little you know the subtle electric fire  
that for your sake is playing within me     
 
Look down, fair moon (Walt Whitman)          
 
Look down, fair moon, and bathe this scene, 
Pour softly down night’s nimbus floods  
on faces ghastly, swollen purple,    
On the dead on their backs with arms toss’d wide, 
Pour down your unstinted nimbus, sacred moon. 
 

  



Samuel Barber (1910-1981) 
 
A slumber song of the Madonna (Alfred Noyes)  
 
Sleep, little baby, I love thee; 
Sleep, little king, I am bending above thee;  
How should I know what to sing? 
Here in my arms as I sing thee to sleep!  
Hush-a-by low, rock-a-by so. 
Kings may have wonderful jewels to bring! 
Mother has only a kiss for her king. 
Why should my singing so make me to weep? 
Only I know that I love thee, I love thee! 
Love thee, my little one, sleep! 
 
Solitary Hotel    
Ithaca, from Ulysses, part III: James Joyce  
 
Solitary Hotel in mountain pass. 
Autumn. Twilight. Fire lit.  
In dark corner young man seated. 
Young woman enters. 
Restless. Solitary. She sits. 
She goes to window. She stands. 
She sits. Twilight. She thinks. 
On solitary hotel paper she writes. 
She thinks. She writes. She sighs. 
Wheels and hoofs. She hurries out. 
He comes from his dark corner. 
He seizes solitary paper. 
He holds in towards fire. 
Twilight. He reads. Solitary. 
What? In sloping, upright and backhands: 
Queen’s Hotel, Queen’s Hotel, Queen’s Ho… 
 

 
The monk and his cat (anon. IXth C. Irish / W. H. Auden)  
 
Pangur, white Pangur,  
How happy we are 
Alone together, scholar and cat. 
Each has his own work to do daily; 
For you it is hunting, for me, study. 
Your shining eye watches the wall;  
My feeble eye is fixed on a book. 
You rejoice when your claws entrap a mouse; 
I rejoice when my mind fathoms a problem. 
 
Pleased with his own art 
Neither hinders the other; 
Thus we live ever 
Without tedium and envy. 
Pangur, white Pangur, 
How happy we are, 
Alone together, scholar and cat. 

  



Lee Hoiby (1926 – 2011) 
 
An Immorality. (Ezra Pound)  
 
Sing we for love and idleness 
Naught else is worth the having, 
Though I have been in many a land 
There is naught else in living. 
And I would rather have my sweet, 
Though rose leaves die of grieving, 
Than do high deeds in Hungary 
To pass all men’s believing.   
 

 
Summer Song (John Fandel) 
 
Air, still as picture lakes,  
Ravenshade hammocked me. 
Skies, calm as postcard blue 
Dreamed, hovered over me. 
Phlox, prim as needle-point, 
Wintergreen bowered me. 
Day, tall as tamaracks, 
Leaned, lowered over me. 
Sun, hushed as silences, 
Butterflies shadowed me. 
World, wide as wonderful, 
Bloomed, blossomed over me. 
 
 

 

 
 
 
George Crumb (1929 - 2022) Three Early Songs 
 

I. Night (Robert Southey) 
 
How beautiful is night!  
A dewy freshness fills the silent air; 
Nor mist obscures, nor cloud, 
Nor speck nor stain, 
Breaks the serene of heaven; 
In full-orb’d glory yonder moon divine 
Rolls through the dark blue depths. 
Beneath her steady ray the desert circle spreads,  
like the round ocean, girdled with the sky. 
How beautiful is night. 
 
II. Let it be forgotten (Sara Teasdale) 
 
Let it be forgotten, as a flower is forgotten, 
Forgotten as fire that once was burning gold. 
Let it be forgotten for ever and ever, 
Time is a kind friend: he will make us old. 
If anyone asks, say it was forgotten 
Long and long ago. 
As a flower, as a fire, as a hushed footfall 
In a long forgotten snow. 
 

III. Wind Elegy (Sara Teasdale) 
 
Only the wind knows he is gone, 
Only the wind grieves, 
The sun shines, the fields are sown, 
Sparrows mate in the eaves; 
But I heard the wind in the pines he planted 
And the hemlocks overhead. 
“His acres wake, for the years turns, 
But he is asleep,” it said. 
 

  



Virgil Thomson (1896-1989) “Mostly about love” (Kenneth Koch)  
 

1. Love Song 
 
I love you as a sheriff searches for a walnut  
That will solve a case unsolved for years, 
Because the murderer left it in the snow beside a window  
Through which he saw her head connecting with 
Her shoulders by a neck, and laid a red 
Roof in her heart, 
For this we live a thousand years; 
For this we love, and we live because we love. 
We are not inside a bottle, thank goodness! 
 
I love you as a  
Kid searches for a goat; I am crazier than shirt-tails  
In the wind, when you’re near, a wind that blows from 
The big blue sea, so shiny so deep and so unlike us; 
I think I am bicycling across an Africa of green and white fields, 
Always to be near you, ev’n in my heart when I’m awake, 
And also I believe that you are trustworthy as the sidewalk 
Which leads me to the place where I again think of you. 
I love you as the sunlight leads the prow of a ship which sails 
From Hartford to Miami, and I love you best at dawn 
When ev’n before I am awake the sun receives me. 
 
 
2.   Down at the docks                   
 
Down at the docks  
where everything is sweet and inclines  
At night to the sound of canoes 
I planted a maple tree and ev’ry night 
Beneath it I studied the cosmos 
Down at the docks. 
 
Sweet ladies, listen to me. 
The dock is made of wood 
The maple tree’s not made of wood 
It is wood.  
Wood comes from it 
As music comes from me 
And from this mandolin 
I’ve made out of the maple tree. 
 
Jealous gentlemen, study how 
Wood comes from the maple 
Then devise your love 
So that it seems 
To come from where  
All is it yet something more 
White spring flowers and leafy bough, 
Jealous gentlemen. 
 
Arrogant little waves 
Knocking at the dock 
It’s for you I’ve made this chanson, 
For you and that big dark blue. 
 

3. Let’s take a walk  
 
Let’s take a walk into the city till our shoes get wet 
And when we see the traffic lights and the moon 
Let’s take a smile off the ash-can, 
Let’s walk into town. 
 
Let’s take a walk into the river 
(I can even do that tonight) 
Where if I kiss you 
Please remember, with your shoes off 
You’re so beautiful like 
A lifted umbrella orange and white. 
We may never discover the blue overcoat 
Maybe never never  
O blind with this love, let’s 
Walk into the rivers of morning 
As you are found to be bathed in a light white light. 
 
Come on. 
 
 
 
 
 
4. A Prayer to Saint Catherine  
 
If I am to be preserved from heartache and shyness 
By Saint Catherine of Siena, 
I am praying to her that she will hear my pray’r 
And treat me in ev’ry way with kindness. 
 
I went to Siena to Saint Catherine’s own church 
(It is impossible to deny this) 
To pray to her to cure me of my heartache and shyness 
Which she can do, because she is a great saint. 
 
Other saints would regard my prayer as foolish,  
Saint Nicolas, for example, he would chuckle, 
“God helps those who help themselves, Rouse yourself! 
Get out there and do something about it!” 
 
Or Saint Joanna. She would say, 
“it is not shyness that bothers you. It is sin. 
Pray to Catherine of Siena.” 
But that is what I have done. And that is 
Why I have come here to cure my heartache. 
 
Saint Catherine of Siena, if this song pleases you, 
Then be good enough to answer the prayer it contains. 
Make the person that sings this song less shy than that person 
is, 
And give that person some joy, in that person’s heart. 
 
 

 
  



 
John Musto (b.1954)   

Litany (Langston Hughes)      
 
Gather up, gather up in the arms of your pity 
The sick, the depraved, the desperate, the tired, 
All the scum of our weary city, 
Gather up in the arms of your pity, 
Gather up in the arms of your love 
Those who expect no love from above. 
 
Epithalamium (Denise Lanctot) 
 
In my father’s orchard beneath a lilac tree 
Love unfurled when you pulled my ribbon free. 
My braid came undone, buttons parted ways 
The fire of your promises set my skin ablaze. 
 
I drank your thirsty kisses, full-bodied wine 
Imagining with ev’ry sip you’d be forever mine. 
And when it was over you whispered in my ear 
“You are all my world whether far or near.” 
 
In my father’s orchard. 
 

Rome: in a café (James Laughlin)    
 
She comes at eleven ev’ry morning 
To meet a man who makes her cry 
They sit at a table in the back row 
Talking very earnestly and soon she begins to cry 
He holds her hand and reasons with her 
And she orders a brandy and gulps it down 
Then she makes her face new and goes home 
Yes I think that she knows that I come just to watch her 
And wait for the day when he does not come at all. 
 
You came as a thought (James Laughlin)   
 
You came as a thought when I was past such thinking 
You came as a song when I had finished singing 
You came when the sun had just begun its setting.  
You were my evening star. 
 

  



 
Scott Wheeler (b.1952) 

 
Equinox (Erica Mumford)   
 
Stand there, still, against the flowering elm 
The blossoms trailing like woodsmoke 
Across the dark branches and you 
I might never have marked that first flowering, 
Plain as breadcrumbs, tight as knots. 
But you filled my blue pitcher with elmbuds 
And they hatched in the window like sparrows. 
Now in the ambiguous light 
The honeybrown swarm blurs your face 
Poised on the dark edge of winter, 
Love turn to me, it is spring. 
 
Recuerdo   (Edna St.Vincent Millay)  
 
We were very tired, we were very merry, 
We had gone back and forth all night on the ferry. 
It was bare and bright and smelled like a stable, 
But we looked into a fire, we leaned across a table, 
We lay on a hilltop underneath the moon, 
And the whistles kept blowing and the dawn came soon. 
 
We were very tired, we were very merry, 
We had gone back and forth all night on the ferry. 
And you ate an apple, and I ate a pear  
From a dozen of each we had bought somewhere; 
And the sky went wan and the wind came cold, 
And the sun rose dripping, like a bucketful of gold. 
 
We were very tired, we were very merry, 
We had gone back and forth all night on the ferry. 
We hailed, “Good morrow, mother!” to a shawl-covered head, 
And bought a morning paper, which neither of us read, 
And she wept, “God bless you!” for the apples and pears, 
And we gave her all our money but our subway fares. 
 

The Betrothal (Edna St.Vincent Millay) 1990)  
 
Oh come, my lad, or go, my lad, 
And love me if you like. 
I shall not hear the door shut 
Nor the knocker strike. 
Oh, bring me gifts or beg me gifts, 
And wed me if you will. 
I’d make a man a good wife, 
Sensible and still.  
 
And why should I be cold, my lad, 
And why should you repine, 
Because I love a dark head 
That never will be mine? 
I might as well be easing you 
As lie alone in bed 
And waste the night in wanting a cruel dark head. 
 
You might as well be calling yours 
What never will be his, 
And one of us be happy, 
There's few enough as is. 
 
 
I will always be on your side   (Jack Larson) 
 
I will always be on your side, 
Yes, the day is bright with clearest air. 
It’s easy you say to be there, 
But weather changes, air clouds, 
And though the sky above seems a shroud, 
Look for me, I haven’t lied, 
I’ll be there by your side. 
 
I will always be by your side, 
Yes, we’re by the shore, the sea is calm,  
It’s easy to sail without a qualm, 
But when tempest comes to drown our craft 
I’ll be there with your life’s raft 
Look for me, I haven’t lied 
I’ll be there on your side. 
 
I will always be on your side, 
Yes the road is straight, the way secure. 
In good times there’s nothing to endure. 
But earthquakes come and chasms too, 
If you fall, look, I’ll be with you, 
Look for me, I haven’t lied, 
I’ll always be there on your side. 
 

 
  



 
Jake Heggie (b.1961) 
 

Ophelia’s song (J. Heggie, from Sonnets and Songs to 
Ophelia,1999) 
 
The hills are green, my dear one, and blossoms are filling the 
air. 
The spring is arisen and I am a prisoner there. 
In this flowery field I’ll lay me and dream of the open air. 
The spring is arisen and I am a prisoner there. 
Taste of the honey, sip of the wine, pine for a chalice of gold, 
I have a dear one and he is mine. Thicker than water. 
Water so cold. 
In this flowery field I’ll lay me and dream of the open air. 
The spring is arisen and I am a prisoner there. 
 

Spring (E. St.Vincent Millay)) (from Sonnets and Songs to 
Ophelia)   
To what purpose, April, do you return again? 
Beauty is not enough. 
You can no longer quiet me with the redness 
Of little leaves opening stickily. 
I know what I know. 
The sun is hot on my neck as I observe 
The spikes of the crocus. 
The smell of the earth is good. 
It is apparent that there is no death. 
But what does that signify? 
Not only underground are the brains of men 
Eaten by maggots. 
Life in itself is nothing, 
An empty cup, a flight of uncarpeted stairs. 
It is not enough that yearly, down this hill, 
April comes like an idiot, babbling and strewing flowers. Ah. 
 

 

 
 
 
Leonard Bernstein (1918-1990)  
 

A little bit in love (from “Wonderful Town”)  
 
Mmm, 
I'm a little bit in love 
Never felt this way before. 
Mmm 
Just a little bit in love 
Or perhaps, a little bit more. 
When he looks at me 
Everything's hazy and all out of focus, 
When he touches me 
I'm in a spell of a strange hocus pocus. 
It's so I don't know, 
I'm so I don't know, 
I don't know, but I know 
If it's love, then it's lovely. 
 

 
 
Mmm 
It's so nice to be alive 
When you meet someone 
Who bewitches you. 
Will he be my own 
Or did I just fall a little bit 
A little bit in love? 
 

 


