
Robert Frost-My November Guest 

My Sorrow, when she's here with me, 

Thinks these dark days of autumn rain 

Are beautiful as days can be; 

She loves the bare, the withered tree; 

She walked the sodden pasture lane. 

 

  

Her pleasure will not let me stay. 

She talks and I am fain to list: 

She's glad the birds are gone away, 

She's glad her simple worsted gray 

Is silver now with clinging mist. 

 

  

The desolate, deserted trees, 

The faded earth, the heavy sky, 

The beauties she so truly sees, 

She thinks I have no eye for these, 

And vexes me for reason why. 

 

  

Not yesterday I learned to know 

The love of bare November days 

Before the coming of the snow, 

But it were vain to tell her so, 

And they are better for her praise. 



 

William Wordsworth-I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o’er vales and hills, 

When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host, of golden daffodils; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

 

Continuous as the stars that shine 

And twinkle on the milky way, 

They stretched in never-ending line 

Along the margin of a bay: 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

 

The waves beside them danced; but they 

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 

A poet could not but be gay, 

In such a jocund company: 

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought: 

 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 

In vacant or in pensive mood, 

They flash upon that inward eye 

Which is the bliss of solitude; 



And then my heart with pleasure fills, 

And dances with the daffodils. 

    

They flash upon that inward eye 

Which is the bliss of solitude; 

And then my heart with pleasure fills, 

And dances with the daffodils. 


