
Altar Smoke (Rosalie Grayer, 1929- 2017) 

 

Somewhere inside me 

There must have always been 

A tenderness 

For the little, lived-with things 

A man crowds upon his worn fistful of earth. 

Somewhere inside of me 

There must have always been 

A love 

Made to fill the square aggressiveness of new-cut hedges, 

And feed the pursed green mouths of baby leaves; 

A love made to understand 

The way grass cuddles up to porch steps leaned upon by time, 

And why dandelions nudge the stones along the walk; 

A love for garden hose curled sleeping in the noon hush, 

Coolness trickling lazily from its open mouth, 

For shingles starched and saucy in white paint, 

And an old rake rusty with dreams of tangled grass and butterflies. 

A love 

For candle flames, like pointed blossoms on their ghostly stems, 

And frost-forests breathing wonder on the parlor windows. 

Somewhere inside of me 

There must have always been 

An altar of hewn stones 

Upon which my love casts these — 

Burnt offerings — 
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To make a sweet savor 

Unto my soul. 

 

Give me the strength my God, 

To scatter my fires and tumble the altar stones in confusion; 

Give me the strength to raise my eyes, 

So that hard and sharp across my heart 

Like shadow cut on mountain rock, 

Will fall the agony of sunset — 

So that I can see 

The laughter of clouds spun into the blue web of infinity, 

So that my soul can reach out 

And melt in the sweep of forever 

Above all these. 

 

– Rosalie Grayer 

 

(Rosalie Grayer, was 17 when she wrote it, in 1946.) 
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This Be The Verse 
 

BY PHILIP LARKIN  (1922 – 1985) 

 

 

They fuck you up, your mum and dad.    
    They may not mean to, but they do.    

They fill you with the faults they had 

    And add some extra, just for you. 

 

But they were fucked up in their turn 

    By fools in old-style hats and coats,    

Who half the time were soppy-stern 

    And half at one another’s throats. 

 

Man hands on misery to man. 

    It deepens like a coastal shelf. 

Get out as early as you can, 
    And don’t have any kids yourself. 
 

 

Philip Larkin, "This Be the Verse" from Collected Poems. Copyright © Estate of 

Philip Larkin.  Reprinted by permission of Faber and Faber, Ltd. 

Source: Collected Poems (Farrar Straus and Giroux, 2001) 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/48419/this-be-the-verse 
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The Mower 

BY PHILIP LARKIN 

 

The mower stalled, twice; kneeling, I found    

A hedgehog jammed up against the blades,    

Killed. It had been in the long grass. 

 

I had seen it before, and even fed it, once.    

Now I had mauled its unobtrusive world    

Unmendably. Burial was no help: 

 

Next morning I got up and it did not. 

The first day after a death, the new absence    

Is always the same; we should be careful 

 

Of each other, we should be kind    

While there is still time. 

 

 

Philip Larkin, "The Mower" from Collected Poems. Copyright © Estate of Philip 

Larkin.  Reprinted by permission of Faber and Faber, Ltd. 

Source: Collected Poems (Farrar Straus and Giroux, 2001) 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/48423/the-mower-56d229a740294 

 

 

 

 

 



There was a Child went Forth 

Walt Whitman (1819–1892).  Leaves of Grass.  1900. 

 

 

THERE was a child went forth every day; 

  

And the first object he look’d upon, that object he became;   

And that object became part of him for the day, or a certain part of the day, or for 

many years, or stretching cycles of years. 

  

    

The early lilacs became part of this child,   

And grass, and white and red morning-glories, and white and red clover, and the 

song of the phoebe-bird, 

         5 

And the Third-month lambs, and the sow’s pink-faint litter, and the mare’s foal, and 

the cow’s calf, 

  

And the noisy brood of the barn-yard, or by the mire of the pond-side,   

And the fish suspending themselves so curiously below there—and the beautiful 

curious liquid, 

  

And the water-plants with their graceful flat heads—all became part of him.   

    

The field-sprouts of Fourth-month and Fifth-month became part of him;   10 

Winter-grain sprouts, and those of the light-yellow corn, and the esculent roots of 

the garden, 

  

And the apple-trees cover’d with blossoms, and the fruit afterward, and wood-

berries, and the commonest weeds by the road; 

  

And the old drunkard staggering home from the out-house of the tavern, whence he 

had lately risen, 

  

And the school-mistress that pass’d on her way to the school,   

And the friendly boys that pass’d—and the quarrelsome boys,   15 

And the tidy and fresh-cheek’d girls—and the barefoot negro boy and girl,   

And all the changes of city and country, wherever he went.   
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His own parents, 

He that had father’d him, and she that had conceiv’d him in her womb, and birth’d 

him, 

  

They gave this child more of themselves than that;   20 

They gave him afterward every day—they became part of him.   

    

The mother at home, quietly placing the dishes on the supper-table;   

The mother with mild words—clean her cap and gown, a wholesome odor falling off 

her person and clothes as she walks by; 

  

The father, strong, self-sufficient, manly, mean, anger’d, unjust;   

The blow, the quick loud word, the tight bargain, the crafty lure,   25 

The family usages, the language, the company, the furniture—the yearning and 

swelling heart, 

  

Affection that will not be gainsay’d—the sense of what is real—the thought if, after 

all, it should prove unreal, 

  

The doubts of day-time and the doubts of night-time—the curious whether and how,   

Whether that which appears so is so, or is it all flashes and specks?   

Men and women crowding fast in the streets—if they are not flashes and specks, 

what are they? 

  30 

The streets themselves, and the façades of houses, and goods in the windows,   

Vehicles, teams, the heavy-plank’d wharves—the huge crossing at the ferries,   

The village on the highland, seen from afar at sunset—the river between,   

Shadows, aureola and mist, the light falling on roofs and gables of white or brown, 

three miles off, 

  

The schooner near by, sleepily dropping down the tide—the little boat slack-tow’d 

astern, 

  35 

The hurrying tumbling waves, quick-broken crests, slapping,   

The strata of color’d clouds, the long bar of maroon-tint, away solitary by itself—the 

spread of purity it lies motionless in, 

  

The horizon’s edge, the flying sea-crow, the fragrance of salt marsh and shore mud;   

These became part of that child who went forth every day, and who now goes, and 

will always go forth every day. 
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