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Eine Arabeske – Jens Peter Jacobsen 
  
Irrtest du je in dunkeln Wäldern, 
kennst du Pan? 
Ich hab’ ihn gefühlt, 
nicht in dunklen Wäldern, 
als alles Schweigende sprach. 
Nein, den Pan hab‘ ich nie 
gekannt, 
aber der Liebe Pan hab‘ ich 
gefühlt, 
da schwieg alles Sprechende. 

Hast thou in gloomy forests 
wandered? 
Knowst thou Pan? 
I too have known him, 
Not in gloomy forests, 
When all the silence spake; 
No, no, him have I never known, 
Only the Pan of Love have I 
endured, 
Then was hushed all that speaketh. 
 

Auf sonniger Wiese wächst ein 
seltsames Kraut; 
nur in tiefster Stille  
unter der strahlenden Sonne 
Brand erschließt seine Blüte sich 
einen flüchtigen Augenblick. 
Sie gleicht eines Wahnsinnigen 
Auge, 
einer Leiche roten Wangen, 
die hab’ ich gesehen in meiner 
Liebe. 

In a sunbathed meadow grows a 
wondrous herb; 
Only in deepest stillness 
Under the beams of the burning sun 
Its blossom unfolds itself 
For a fleeting moment. 
It gleams like the frenzied eye 
Of one enchanted, 
Like the glow of a dead bride’s 
blushes. It is this flow’r I have gazed 
on As a lover. 
 

Sie war wie Jasmins süßduftender 
Schnee, 
Mohnblumenblut rann in ihren 
Adern, 
die kalten, marmorweißen Hände 
ruhten in ihrem Schoß gleich 
Wasserlilien im tiefen See. 
Ihre Worte fielen weich wie 
Apfelblütenblätter auf das 
taufeuchte Gras. 
 
 

She was like the Jasmin’s sweet-
scented snow, 
Red blood of poppies circled in her 
veins, 
Her death-cold hands and white as 
marble, In her lap reposed 
Like water-lilies in deepest lake. 
And her words they fell as softly 
As petals of appleblossom 
On the dewladen grass. 



Doch gab es Stunden,  
da wanden sie sich kalt und klar 
wie des Wassers steigende 
Strahlen. 
Schluchzen war in ihrem Lachen, 
Jubel in ihrem Schmerz; 
vor ihr mußte alles sich beugen, 
nur zwei wagten ihr zu trotzen: 
ihre eigenen Augen. 

But there were hours, 
When they rose upleaping cold and 
clear 
As the jet of a silvery fountain. 
Sighing was in her laughter, 
Gladness was in her pain; 
By her were all things vanquished – 
And naught e’er dared gainsay her 
But the spell of her own two eyes.  
 

Aus der giftigen Lilie blendendem 
Kelch 
trank sie mir zu, 
ihm, der gestorben,  
und ihm, der nun kniet zu ihren 
Füßen. 
Mit uns allen trank sie, und da 
war ihr Blick ihr gehorsam, 
des Gelübdes Becher auf ewige 
Treue aus der giftigen Lilie 
blendendem Kelch! 

From the poisonous lilies’ dazzling 
chalice 
Drank she to me, 
To him too that hath perished 
And to him who now at her feet is 
kneeling, 
With us all she drank. 
And her glance then obeyed her 
From the bowl of troth to eternal 
plighting From the poisonous lilies’ 
dazzling chalice. 
 

Alles vorbei! 
Auf verschneiter Ebene  
in dem braunen Wald  
steht ein einsamer Dornbusch, 
die Winde verwehen sein Laub! 
Eine um die andere  
Eine um die andere 
streut er die blutroten Beeren  
in den weißen Schnee, 
die glühenden Beeren  
in den kalten Schnee. 
Kennst du Pan? 
 
German translation by Jelka Rosen 

All now is past! 
On the bleak heath snow-bestrewn 
In the bare brown wood 
Stands a lonely thornbush, The black 
winds they scatter its leaves 
One after another, 
One after another, 
Shedding its blood-reddened berries 
In the cold white snow, 
Its glowing red berries 
In the cold white snow 
Knowst thou Pan? 
 
English translation by Peter Warlock 

 



Dusk in June – Sarah Teasdale 
 
Evening, and all the birds 
In a chorus of shimmering sound 
Are easing their hearts of joy 
For miles around. 
 
The air is blue and sweet, 
The few first stars are white,— 
Oh let me like the birds 
Sing before night. 
 

I Praise the tender flower – 
Robert Bridges 
 
I praise the tender flower,  
That on a mournful day 
Bloomed in my garden bower 
And made the winter gay. 
Its loveliness contented 
My heart tormented. 
I praise the gentle maid 
Whose happy voice and smile 
To confidence betrayed 
My doleful heart awhile; 
And gave my spirit deploring 
Fresh wings for soaring. 
The maid for very fear 
Of love I durst not tell: 
The rose could never hear, 
Though I bespake her well: 
So in my song I bind them 
For all to find them. 
 

Nightingales – Robert Bridges 
 
Beautiful must be the mountains whence ye come, 
And bright in the fruitful valleys the streams, wherefrom 
    Ye learn your song: 
Where are those starry woods? O might I wander there, 
Among the flowers, which in that heavenly air 
    Bloom the year long! 
 
Nay, barren are those mountains and spent the streams: 
Our song is the voice of desire, that haunts our dreams, 
    A throe of the heart, 
Whose pining visions dim, forbidden hopes profound, 
No dying cadence nor long sigh can sound, 
    For all our art. 



Alone, aloud in the raptured ear of men 
We pour our dark nocturnal secret; and then, 
    As night is withdrawn 
From these sweet-springing meads and bursting boughs of May, 
Dream, while the innumerable choir of day 
    Welcome the dawn. 
 
Haste on, my joys – Robert Bridges 
Haste on, my joys! your treasure lies 
In swift, unceasing flight. 
O haste: for while your beauty flies 
I seize your full delight. 
 
Lo! I have seen the scented flower, 
Whose tender stems I cull, 
For her brief date and meted hour 
Appear more beautiful. 

O youth, O strength, O most divine 
For that so short ye prove; 
Were but your rare gifts longer mine, 
Ye scarce would win my love. 
 
Nay, life itself the heart would spurn, 
Did once the days restore 
The days, that once enjoyed return, 
Return, ah! nevermore. 

 
I know a bank – William Shakespeare 
 
I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows, 
Where oxlip and the nodding violet grows 
There sleeps the fairy queen,  
there sleeps some time of the night,  
Lull'd in flowers with dances and delight. 
 
When icicles hang by the wall – William Shakespeare 
 

When icicles hang by the wall 
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pail; 
When blood is nipp’d and ways be foul, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl: 
Tu-whit! Tu-who! -- A merry note! 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parson's saw, 
And birds sit brooding in the snow, 
And Marian's nose looks red and raw; 
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl 
Then nightly sings the staring owl: 
Tu-whit! Tu-who! -- A merry note! 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

 



A Hymn to the Evening – Phyllis Wheatley 
 

Soon as the sun forsook the eastern main 
The pealing thunder shook the heav'nly plain; 
Majestic grandeur! From the zephyr's wing, 
Exhales the incense of the blooming spring. 
Soft purl the streams, the birds renew their notes, 
And through the air their mingled music floats. 
 
Through all the heav'ns what beauteous dies are spread! 
But the west glories in the deepest red: 
So may our breasts with ev'ry virtue glow, 
The living temples of our God below! 
 
Fill'd with the praise of him who gives the light, 
And draws the sable curtains of the night, 
Let placid slumbers sooth each weary mind, 
At morn to wake more heav'nly, more refin'd; 
So shall the labours of the day begin 
More pure, more guarded from the snares of sin. 
 
Night's leaden sceptre seals my drowsy eyes, 
Then cease, my song, till fair Aurora rise. 
 

The Wild Hope – Katharine Tynan 
 

The thrush begins again 
in the stripped and listening tree, 
the old immortal pain,  
rapture and ecstasy. 
 
O when your first birds call, 
clear from the heavenly hill, 
you will remember all 
the wild hope, the wild thrill. 
 

Love, you will know full well 
what yet I do not know, 
that the thrush tried to tell 
in earth’s fields long ago. 
 

 



A Lament for Lost Words – Malcolm Guite 
 

To graceful names and lovely woods farewell 
To acorn, adder, ash, to beech and bluebell, 
Farewell old friends I name you in my sonnet 
Buttercup, catkin, conker, cowslip, cygnet 
Farewell, your fields are brick, our books are barren 
No dandelion or fern, hazel or heron 
We’ll go no more alone, no more together 
The mountain thyme is gone and gone the heather 
The clinging ivy‘s gone and soon to go 
The kingfisher‘s blue bolt, the mistletoe 
Nectar, newt, and otter, pasture, willow 
To their last rites my muse comes footing slow 
We’ll hear no more the heaven-scaling lark 
We’ll all go down together in the dark. 

 
Pied Beauty – Emily Dickinson & Gerard Manley Hopkins 
 

A narrow Fellow in the Grass 
Occasionally rides – 
You may have met him? Did you not 
His notice instant is – 
 
The Grass divides as with a Comb, 
A spotted Shaft is seen, 
And then it closes at your Feet 
And opens further on – 
 
He likes a Boggy Acre – 
A Floor too cool for Corn – 
But when a Boy and Barefoot 
I more than once at Noon 
 
 
 

Have passed I thought a Whip Lash 
Unbraiding in the Sun 
When stooping to secure it 
It wrinkled And was gone – 
 
Several of Nature’s People 
I know, and they know me 
I feel for them a transport 
Of Cordiality 
 
But never met this Fellow 
Attended or alone 
Without a tighter Breathing 
And Zero at the Bone. 
 

Emily Dickinson 



Glory be to God for dappled things – 
For skies of couple-colour as a 
brinded cow; 
For rose-moles all in stipple upon 
trout that swim; 
Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches’ 
wings; 
Landscape plotted and pieced – fold, 
fallow, and plough; 
And áll �rades, their gear and tackle 
and trim. 
 

All things counter, original, spare, 
strange; 
Whatever is fickle, freckled (who 
knows how?) 
With swift, slow; sweet, sour; 
adazzle, dim; 
He fathers-forth whose beauty is 
past change: 
Praise him. 

 
Gerard Manley Hopkins 

 
Toward Inner Farne – Harry Cochrane 
 

I stared at the sun  
that rose on waste ground. 
I started to run  
for the hills of displaced ground. 
 
A leopard and a lion 
And a wolf barred my ascent. 
I picked on the bones  
till I was well fed. 
 
I sucked on the stones  
I took for bread. 
I knew them at first sighting 
And they knew me by scent. 
 

I heard a word  
sung through the missed  
chances for better. 
I tasted a tongue that lashed me together. 
 
What vanity believing 
Someone has been sent. 
‘Does this ring a bell? 
Does this ring a bell from before? 
Does this ring a bell  
that rang before the angers?’ 
 
I’m going to the well 
I’m wishing strangers. 
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