
 

 

 

Autumn Poems 
 
Autumn is a time of harvest. Apple trees laden with their bounteous crop, 
golden fields of wheat ready to be ploughed and sun coloured leaves falling to 
the ground. This season of change has inspired poets throughout the ages.   
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To Autumn 
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September Midnight 
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To Autumn  
John Keats (1820) 
 
Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness, 
Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun; 
Conspiring with him how to load and bless 
With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run; 
To bend with apples the moss’d cottage-trees, 
And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core; 
To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 
With a sweet kernel; to set budding more, 
And still more, later flowers for the bees, 
Until they think warm days will never cease, 
For Summer has o’er-brimm’d their clammy cells. 
 
Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store? 
Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor,  
Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind; 
Or on a half-reap’d furrow sound asleep, 
Drows’d with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 
Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers: 
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 
Steady thy laden head across a brook; 
Or by a cyder-press, with patient look, 
Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours. 
 
Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they? 
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too, - 
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day, 
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue; 
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 
Among the river sallows, borne aloft 
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies; 
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn; 
Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft 
The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft; 
And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 
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Autumn  
T.E. Hulme (1909)  
 
A touch of cold in the Autumn night— 
I walked abroad, 
And saw the ruddy moon lean over a hedge 
Like a red-faced farmer. 
I did not stop to speak, but nodded, 
And round about were the wistful stars 
With white faces like town children. 
 
 
Nothing Gold Can Stay  
Robert Frost (1923) 
 
Nature’s first green is gold, 
Her hardest hue to hold. 
Her early leaf’s a flower; 
But only so an hour. 
Then leaf subsides to leaf. 
So Eden sank to grief, 
So dawn goes down to day. 
Nothing gold can stay. 
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September Midnight  
Sara Teasdale (1914)  
 
Lyric night of the lingering Indian Summer, 
Shadowy fields that are scentless but full of singing, 
Never a bird, but the passionless chant of insects, 
Ceaseless, insistent. 
 
The grasshopper’s horn, and far-off, high in the maples, 
The wheel of a locust leisurely grinding the silence 
Under a moon waning and worn, broken, 
Tired with summer. 
 
Let me remember you, voices of little insects, 
Weeds in the moonlight, fields that are tangled with asters, 
Let me remember, soon will the winter be on us, 
Snow-hushed and heavy. 
 
Over my soul murmur your mute benediction, 
While I gaze, O fields that rest after harvest, 
As those who part look long in the eyes they lean to, 
Lest they forget them. 
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The Autumn  
Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1833)  
 
 Go, sit upon the lofty hill, 
 And turn your eyes around, 
 Where waving woods and waters wild 
 Do hymn an autumn sound. 
 The summer sun is faint on them — 
 The summer flowers depart — 
 Sit still — as all transform’d to stone, 
 Except your musing heart. 
 
 How there you sat in summer-time, 
 May yet be in your mind; 
 And how you heard the green woods sing 
 Beneath the freshening wind. 
 Though the same wind now blows around, 
 You would its blast recall; 
 For every breath that stirs the trees, 
 Doth cause a leaf to fall. 
 
 Oh! like that wind, is all the mirth 
 That flesh and dust impart: 
 We cannot bear its visitings, 
 When change is on the heart. 
 Gay words and jests may make us smile, 
 When Sorrow is asleep; 
 But other things must make us smile, 
 When Sorrow bids us weep! 
 
 The dearest hands that clasp our hands, — 
 Their presence may be o’er; 
 The dearest voice that meets our ear, 
 That tone may come no more! 
 Youth fades; and then, the joys of youth, 
 Which once refresh’d our mind, 
 Shall come — as, on those sighing woods, 
 The chilling autumn wind. 
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 Hear not the wind — view not the woods; 
 Look out o’er vale and hill — 
 In spring, the sky encircled them — 
 The sky is round them still. 
 Come autumn’s scathe — come winter’s cold — 
 Come change — and human fate! 
 Whatever prospect Heaven doth bound, 
 Can ne’er be desolate. 
 


