
EIGHT POEMS OF EMILY DICKINSON 
Setting: Aaron Copland 
 
Nature, the gentlest mother 
Nature, the gentlest mother 
Impatient of no child, 
The feeblest or the waywardest, — 
Her admonition mild 
 
In forest and the hill 
By traveller is heard, 
Restraining rampant squirrel 
Or too impetuous bird. 
 
How fair her conversation, 
A summer afternoon, — 
Her household, her assembly; 
And when the sun goes down 
 
Her voice among the aisles 
Incites the timid prayer 
Of the minutest cricket, 
The most unworthy flower. 
 
When all the children sleep 
She turns as long away 
As will suffice to light her lamps; 
Then, bending from the sky, 
 
With infinite affection 
And infiniter care, 
Her golden finger on her lip, 
Wills silence everywhere. 
 
 
There came a wind like a bugle 
There came a wind like a bugle, 
It quivered through the grass, 
And a green chill upon the heat 
So ominous did pass 
 
We barred the windows and the doors 
As from an emerald ghost 
The doom's electric moccasin 
That very instant passed. 
 
On a strange mob of panting trees, 
And fences fled away, 
And rivers where the houses ran 
The living looked that day, 
 
The bell within the steeple wild, 
The flying tidings whirled. 



How much can come and much can go, 
And yet abide the world! 
 
 
The world feels dusty 
The world feels dusty, 
when we stop to die... 
We want the dew then 
Honors taste dry... 
 
Flags vex a dying face 
But the least fan 
stirred by a friend's hand 
Cools like the rain 
 
Mine be the ministry 
when thy thirst comes... 
1Dews of thyself to fetch  
and holy balms. 
 

1Last two lines of the poem are actually:  
Dews of Thessaly, to fetch — 
And Hybla Balms — 
(The songs were written five years before the first comprehensive, edited version of Dickinson’s poetry  
was published by Thomas Johnson, 1955.) 

 
 
Heart, we will forget him 
Heart, we will forget him! 
You and I, tonight! 
You may forget the warmth he gave, 
I will forget the light. 
 
When you have done, pray tell me, 
That I [my thoughts may dim]1; 
Haste! lest while you're lagging, 
I may remember him! 
 

1Another version (Dickinson): “may straight begin;” 
 
 
Dear March, come in 
Dear March, come in! 
How glad I am! 
I looked for you before. 
Put down your hat — 
You must have walked — 
How out of breath you are! 
Dear March, how are you? 
And the rest? 
Did you leave Nature well? 
Oh, March, come right upstairs with me, 
I have so much to tell! 



 
I got your letter, and the bird's; 
The maples never knew 
That you were coming, — I declare, 
How red their faces grew! 
But, March, forgive me — 
And all those hills 
You left for me to hue, 
There was no purple suitable, 
You took it all with you. 
 
Who knocks? that April? 
Lock the door! 
I will not be pursued! 
He stayed away a year, to call 
When I am occupied. 
But trifles look so trivial 
As soon as you have come, 
[That]1 blame is just as dear as praise 
And praise as mere as blame. 
 
 1Copland: “And” 
 
Going to Heaven! 
Going to Heaven! 
I don't know when, 
Pray do not ask me how, — 
Indeed I'm too astonished 
To think of answering you! 
Going to Heaven! — 
How dim it sounds! 
And yet it will be done 
As sure as flocks go home at night 
Unto the shepherd's arm! 
 
Perhaps you're going too! 
Who knows? 
If you should get there first 
Save just a little place for me 
Close to the two I lost! 
The smallest "robe" will fit me, 
And just a bit of "crown"; 
For you know we do not mind our dress 
When we are going home.  
 
1 I'm glad I don't believe it 
For it would stop my breath, 
And I'd like to look a little more 
At such a curious earth! 
I am glad they did believe it 
Whom I have never found 
Since the mighty autumn afternoon 
I left them in the ground. 



 
 1Copland adds “Going to Heaven!” 
 
 
THE WOUND-DRESSER 
The Wound-Dresser 
The Wound-Dresser (1988) for baritone and orchestra 
Music: John Adams (b. 1947) | Text: Walt Whitman (1819-1892) 
 
[COMPLETE POEM TEXT BELOW; SUNG TEXT IS HIGHLIGHTED] 
1. 
An old man bending I come among new faces, 
Years looking backward resuming 
in answer to children, 
Come tell us old man, 
as from young men and maidens that love me, 
(Arous’d and angry, I’d thought to beat the alarm, 
and urge relentless war, 
But soon my fingers fail’d me, 
my face droop’d and I resign’d myself, 
To sit by the wounded and soothe them, 
or silently watch the dead;) 
Years hence of these scenes, 
of these furious passions, these chances, 
Of unsurpass’d heroes, (was one side so brave? 
the other was equally brave;) 
Now be witness again, paint the mightiest armies of earth, 
Of those armies so rapid so wondrous 
what saw you to tell us? 
What stays with you latest and deepest? of curious panics, 
Of hard-fought engagements or sieges tremendous 
what deepest remains? 
 
2. 
O maidens and young men I love and that love me, 
What you ask of my days those the strangest 
and sudden your talking recalls, 
Soldier alert I arrive after a long march 
cover’d with sweat and dust, 
In the nick of time I come, plunge in the fight, 
loudly shout in the rush of successful charge, 
Enter the captur’d works – 
yet lo, like a swift-running river they fade, 
Pass and are gone they fade – 
I dwell not on soldiers’ perils or soldiers’ joys, 
(Both I remember well – many the hardships, 
few the joys, yet I was content.) 
But in silence, in dreams’ projections, 
While the world of gain 
and appearance and mirth goes on, 
So soon what is over forgotten, 
and waves wash the imprints off the sand, 
With hinged knees returning I enter the doors, 



(while for you up there, 
Whoever you are, follow without noise and be of strong heart.) 
Bearing the bandages, water and sponge, 
Straight and swift to my wounded I go, 
Where they lie on the ground after the battle brought in, 
Where their priceless blood reddens the grass the ground, 
Or to the rows of the hospital tent, 
or under the roof’d hospital, 
To the long rows of cots up and down 
each side I return, 
To each and all one after another I draw near, 
not one do I miss, 
An attendant follows holding a tray, he carries a refuse pail, 
Soon to be fill’d with clotted rags and blood, 
emptied, and fill’d again. 
I onward go, I stop, 
With hinged knees and steady hand to dress wounds, 
I am firm with each, the pangs are sharp 
yet unavoidable, 
One turns to me his appealing eyes — 
poor boy! I never knew you, 
Yet I think I could not refuse this moment to die for you, if 
that would save you. 
 
3. 
On, on I go, (open doors of time! 
open hospital doors!) 
The crush’d head I dress, 
(poor crazed hand tear not the bandage away,) 
The neck of the cavalry-man 
with the bullet through and through examine, 
Hard the breathing rattles, quite glazed already the eye, 
yet life struggles hard, 
(Come sweet death! be persuaded, O beautiful death! 
In mercy come quickly.) 
From the stump of the arm, the amputated hand, 
I undo the clotted lint, remove the slough, 
wash off the matter and blood, 
Back on his pillow the soldier bends 
with curv’d neck and side falling head, 
His eyes are closed, his face is pale, 
he dares not look on the bloody stump, 
And has not yet look’d on it. 
I dress a wound in the side, deep, deep, 
But a day or two more, for see 
the frame all wasted and sinking, 
And the yellow-blue countenance see. 
I dress the perforated shoulder, 
the foot with the bullet-wound, 
Cleanse the one with a gnawing and putrid gangrene, 
so sickening, so offensive, 
While the attendant stands behind aside me 
holding the tray and pail. 



I am faithful, I do not give out, 
The fractur’d thigh, the knee, the wound in the abdomen, 
These and more I dress with impassive hand, (yet deep in my 
breast a fire, a burning flame.) 
 
4. 
Thus in silence in dreams’ projections, 
Returning, resuming, 
I thread my way through the hospitals, 
The hurt and wounded 
I pacify with soothing hand, 
I sit by the restless all the dark night, 
some are so young, 
Some suffer so much, 
I recall the experience sweet and sad, 
(Many a soldier’s loving arms about this neck 
have cross’d and rested, 
Many a soldier’s kiss dwells on these bearded lips.) 
 
 
POEMS FROM WINTER MORNING WALKS: One Hundred Postcards to Jim Harrison  
by Ted Kooser© 
 
Perfectly Still This Solstice Morning 
Perfectly still this solstice morning, 
in bone-cracking cold. Nothing moving, 
or so one might think, but as I walk the road,  
the wind held in the heart of every tree 
flows to the end of each twig and forms a bud. 
 
When I Switched On a Light 
When I switched on a light in the barn loft 
late last night, I frightened four flickers 
hanging inside, peering out through their holes.  
Confused by the light, they began to fly 
wildly from one end to the other, 
their yellow wings slapping the tin sheets 
of the roof, striking the walls, scrabbling 
and falling. I cut the light 
and stumbled down and out the door and stood  
in the silent dominion of starlight 
till all five of our hearts settled down. 
 
Walking by Flashlight 
Walking by flashlight 
at six in the morning, 
my circle of light on the gravel  
swinging side to side, 
coyote, raccoon, field mouse, sparrow,  
each watching from darkness 
this man with the moon on a leash.  
 
I Saw a Dust Devil This Morning 



I saw a dust devil this morning, 
doing a dance with veils of cornshucks 
in front of an empty farmhouse, 
a magical thing, and I remembered 
walking the beans in hot midsummer, 
how we'd see one swirling toward us 
over the field, a spiral of flying leaves 
forty or fifty feet high, clear as a glass 
of cold water just out of reach, 
and we'd drop our hoes and run to catch it,  
shouting and laughing, hurdling the beans,  
and if one of us was fast enough, 
and lucky, he'd run along inside the funnel,  
where the air was strangely cool and still,  
the soul and center of the thing, 
the genie who swirls out of the bottle,  
eager to grant one wish to each of us. 
I had a hundred thousand wishes then. 
 
My Wife and I Walk the Cold Road 
My wife and I walk the cold road 
in silence, asking for thirty more years. 
 
There's a pink and blue sunrise 
with an accent of red: 
a hunter's cap burns like a coal 
in the yellow-gray eye of the woods. 
 
All Night, in Gusty Winds 
All night, in gusty winds, 
the house has cupped its hands around 
the steady candle of our marriage, 
the two of us braided together in sleep, 
and burning, yes, but slowly, 
giving off just enough light so that one of us,  
awakening frightened in darkness, 
can see. 
 
Our Finch Feeder 
Our finch feeder, full of thistle seed 
oily and black as ammunition, 
swings wildly in the wind, and the finches  
in olive drab like little commandos 
cling to the perches, six birds at a time,  
ignoring the difficult ride. 
 
Spring, the Sky Rippled with Geese 
Spring, the sky rippled with geese,  
but the green comes on slowly, 
timed to the ticking of downspouts.  
The pond, still numb from months 
of ice, reflects just one enthusiast 



this morning, a budding maple 
whose every twig is strung with beads  
of carved cinnabar, bittersweet red. 
 
How Important It Must Be 
How important it must be  
to someone 
that I am alive, and walking,  
and that I have written  
these poems. 
This morning the sun stood  
right at the end of the road  
and waited for me. 
 
Ted Kooser, poems from Winter Morning Walks: One Hundred Postcards to Jim Harrison. Copyright (c) 2000 by Ted 
Kooser. Used with the permission of Ted Kooser and Carnegie Mellon University 
Press, www.cmu.edu/universitypress.  All rights reserved worldwide.  Music for Winter Morning 
Walks:  1. Perfectly Still This Solstice Morning  2. When I Switched On a Light  3. Walking by Flashlight  4. I Saw a 
Dust Devil This Morning  5. My Wife and I Walk the Cold Road  6. All Night, in Gusty Winds  7. Our Finch 
Feeder  8. Spring, the Sky Rippled with Geese  9. How Important It Must Be, Copyright (c) 2011 by Maria Schneider 
(MSF Music, ASCAP). 
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