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1 .  

 

Thi s  i s  my  l e t te r  t o  the  wor ld ,  

Tha t  never  wro te  to  me , - -  

The  s i mple  news  tha t  Na ture  to l d ,  

Wi th t ender  maj e s t y .  

 

Her  messa ge  i s  co mmi t t ed  

To  ha nds  I  ca nno t  see ;  

Fo r  love  o f  he r ,  swee t  countrymen,  

Judge  t ender ly  o f  me!  

 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 

2 .  

To hear an Oriole sing 

May be a  common thing -- 

Or only  a divine. 

The Fashion of the Ear 

Attireth that  i t  hear 

In Dun, or  fair  -- 

It i s  not of  the Bird 

Who sings the same, unheard, 

As unto Crowd -- 

So whether i t be Rune, 

Or whether i t be none 

Is  of  within. 

The “Tune is in the Tree – ”  

The Skeptic  -- showeth me -- 

“No Sir!  In Thee!” 

 
 



 

 

 

 

3 .  

I ’m no bo dy!  Who  are  y o u?  

Are  yo u  no bo dy ,  t oo ?  

Then  there ’ s  a  pa i r  o f  us  - -  do n ’ t  t e l l !  

They ’d  ba ni sh  us ,  y o u kno w.  

Ho w dreary  to  be  so mebo dy!  

Ho w publ i c ,  l i ke  a  f ro g  

To  te l l  yo ur  na me  the  l i v e l ong  da y  

To  a n a dmi r i ng bo g!  

 

 



 

 

 

 

4 .  

Ho w ha ppy  i s  the  l i t t l e  s tone  

Tha t  r ambl es  i n  the  road  a lone ,  

And  doesn ’ t  ca re  abo ut  ca reer s ,  

And  ex i genc ie s  never  fe ar s ;  

Whose  co a t  o f  e lementa l  b rown 

A  pa ss i ng  uni ve rse  put  o n ;  

And  i ndependent  a s  the  sun ,  

Assoc ia t es  or  g lo ws  a lo ne ,  

Ful f i l l i ng  a bso l ute  decree  

In  ca sua l  s i mpl ic i ty .  

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

5 .  

I f  I  ca n  s to p  o ne  hear t  f ro m bre a ki ng ,  

I  sha l l  not  l i ve  i n  v a i n ;  

I f  I  ca n  ea se  one  l i f e  the  ach i ng ,  

Or  coo l  o ne  pa i n,  

Or  he l p  o ne  f a i nt i ng  ro bi n  

Unto  hi s  nes t  a ga i n ,  

I  sha l l  not  l i ve  i n  v a i n .  

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

6 .   

 

A narrow fellow in the grass 

Occasionally rides; 

You may have met him, did you not, 

His notice sudden is. 

Have passed, I thought, a whip-lash 

Unbraiding in the sun,-- 

When, stooping to secure it, 

It wrinkled, and was gone. 

The grass divides as with a comb, 

A spotted shaft is seen; 

And then it closes at your feet 

And opens further on. 

Several of nature’s people 

I know, and they know me; 

I feel for them a transport 

Of cordiality; 

He likes a boggy acre, 

A floor too cool for corn. 

Yet when a child, and barefoot, 

I more than once, at morn, 

But never met this fellow, 

Attended or alone, 

Without a tighter breathing, 

And zero at the bone. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

7 .  

A  D ay !  He lp !  H el p!  A no t her  Day !  

Yo ur  pray er s ,  o h  P as ser  by !  

Fro m suc h  a  c o mmo n ba l l  a s  t h i s  

Mi ght  da te  a  V ic to ry !  

 

Fro m mar sha l l i ngs  a s  s i mple  

The  f l a gs  o f  na t io ns  swa ng .  

Stea dy  - -  my  so ul :  Wha t  i s sues  

Upo n  thi ne  ar ro w  ha ng!  

 

 
 



 

 

 

8 .  

Ho pe i s  the  thi ng  wi th  f ea thers  

Tha t  pe rc hes  i n  the  so ul ,  

And  s i ngs  the  tune  wi thou t  the  words ,  

And  neve r  s tops  a t  a l l ,  

And  swee te s t  i n  the  ga l e  i s  heard ;  

And  sore  must  be  the  s to rm 

Tha t  coul d  abash the  l i t t l e  b i rd  

Tha t  kep t  so  ma ny  warm.  

I ’v e  hea rd  i t  i n  the  chi l l e s t  l and  

And  on  the  s t ra nges t  sea ;  

Yet ,  nev er ,  i n  ex t r emi ty ,  

I t  a sked  a  c rumb of  me .  

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

9 .  

 

Thi s  i s  my  l e t te r  t o  the  wor ld ,  

Tha t  never  wro te  to  me , - -  

The  s i mple  news  tha t  Na ture  to l d ,  

Wi th t ender  maj e s t y .  

 

Her  messa ge  i s  co mmi t t ed  

To  ha nds  I  ca nno t  see ;  

Fo r  love  o f  he r ,  swee t  countrymen,  

Judge  t ender ly  o f  me!  

 

 
 


