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The V i s i t
f o r  R o b e r t  F r o s t

The l i t t l e  w o rld  o f  th e  ga rd en  b a re ,
S w ep t by th e  f r o s t  fro m  w a ll to w a l l ,
We c a r r y  our r o o ts  to  th e  c e l l a r ’ s b in  
When, look  ! ,  a brown th r u s h  comes to  c a l l .
The s h o r t  day ru n s  on f r o z e n  f e e t  
I t s  shadow s le n g th e n  o u t ahead,
B u i to d a y  a g e n tle m a n  in  brown
S in g s  in  o u r h e d g e , p e c k s  a t our b rea d .
A l l  th ro u g h  th e  n ig h t  we h e a r  th e  su rg e  
And ebb o f  w ind  a g a in s t  th e  p a n e s ,
H oused  in  h i s  tw ig s  and s tr a w  o u r g u e s t  
S t a r t l e s  us w i th  h i s  summer s t r a i n s .
The m o rn in g  c l im b s  i t s  sh ru n k e n  a rch ,
The sun d ia l  w akes, b u t th e  b i r d  i s  gone  
A s i f  he had t o l d  us a l l  he d a red  
O f l i f e  renew ed  by th e  g ra c e  o f  so n g .

- -  James Hearst
C edar F a l l s ,  Iow a
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