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Briar and fennel and chincapin,
     And rue and ragweed everywhere;
The field seemed sick as a soul with sin,
     Or dead of an old despair,
     Born of an ancient care.

The cricket’s cry and the locust’s whirr,
     And the note of a bird’s distress,
With the rasping sound of the grasshopper,
     Clung to the loneliness
     Like burrs to a trailing dress.

So sad the field, so waste the ground,
     So curst with an old despair,
A woodchuck’s burrow, a blind mole’s mound,
     And a chipmunk’s stony lair,
     Seemed more than it could bear.

So lonely, too, so more than sad,
     So droning-lone with bees –
I wondered what more could Nature add
     To the sum of its miseries . . .
     And then–I saw the trees.

Skeletons gaunt that gnarled the place,
     Twisted and torn they rose —
The tortured bones of a perished race
     Of monsters no mortal knows,
     They startled the mind’s repose.

And a man stood there, as still as moss,
     A lichen form that stared;
With an old blind hound that, at a loss,
     Forever around him fared
     With a snarling fang half bared.
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I looked at the man; I saw him plain;
     Like a dead weed, gray and wan,
Or a breath of dust.    I looked again –
     And man and dog were gone,
     Like wisps of the graying dawn. . . .

Were they a part of the grim death there–
     Ragweed, fennel, and rue?
Or forms of the mind, an old despair,
     That there into semblance grew
     Out of the grief I knew?



©2022 Keygen Ltd LLC. All Rights Reserved.

This document is released under the 
Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-NoDerivatives 4.0 International license.

The written work contained in this document is in the public domain.  
You are free to copy its text and reuse it without permission.

You are free to share this document in its entirety—be it in print or digitally— 
but you are not authorized to modify it, sell it, or use it in any way commercially.

For more written works and free audiobooks, visit our website, 
and follow us at the social media sites below.

Official Website
theproudreader.com

Listen to The Proud Reader
YouTube: youtube.com/channel/UCHnUg4W9wkn2ISDoCxucd_A
Bitchute: bitchute.com/theproudreader
Rumble: rumble.com/c/TheProudReader
Odysee: odysee.com/@TheProudReader:c

Follow The Proud Reader
Minds: minds.com/theProudReader
Gab: gab.com/theProudReader
Parler: parler.com/TheProudReader
Twitter: twitter.com/TheProudReader

Subscribe & Donate
Patreon: patreon.com/theproudreader
SubscribeStar: subscribestar.com/theproudreader
PayPal: paypal.com/biz/fund?id=5GFSVWEHUPK66


