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Poems from Love Songs  

 

Lights  

 

When we come home at night and close the 

door,  

Standing together in the shadowy room,  

Safe in our own love and the gentle gloom,  

Glad of familiar wall and chair and floor,  

 

Glad to leave far below the clanging city;  

Looking far downward to the glaring street  

Gaudy with light, yet tired with many feet,  

In both of us wells up a wordless pity;  

 

Men have tried hard to put away the dark;  

A million lighted windows brilliantly  

Inlay with squares of gold the winter night,  

But to us standing here there comes the 

stark  

Sense of the lives behind each yellow light,  

And not one wholly joyous, proud, or free.  

 

 

I Shall Not Care  

 

When I am dead and over me bright April  

Shakes out her rain-drenched hair,  

Though you should lean above me broken-

hearted,  

I shall not care.  

 

I shall have peace, as leafy trees are 

peaceful  

When rain bends down the bough,  

And I shall be more silent and cold-hearted  

Than you are now.  

 

Dew  

 

As dew leaves the cobweb lightly  

Threaded with stars,  

Scattering jewels on the fence  

And the pasture bars;  

As dawn leaves the dry grass bright  

And the tangled weeds  

Bearing a rainbow gem  

On each of their seeds;  

So has your love, my lover,  

Fresh as the dawn,  

Made me a shining road  

To travel on,  

Set every common sight  

Of tree or stone  

Delicately alight  

For me alone. 
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