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Robert Frost 
My long two-pointed ladder's sticking through a tree 
Toward heaven still, 
And there's a barrel that I didn't fill 
Beside it, and there may be two or three 
Apples I didn't pick upon some bough. 
But I am done with apple-picking now. 
Essence of winter sleep is on the night, 
The scent of apples: I am drowsing off. 
I cannot rub the strangeness from my sight 
I got from looking through a pane of glass 
I skimmed this morning from the drinking trough 
And held against the world of hoary grass. 
It melted, and I let it fall and break. 
But I was well 
Upon my way to sleep before it fell, 
And I could tell 
What form my dreaming was about to take. 
Magnified apples appear and disappear, 
Stem end and blossom end, 
And every fleck of russet showing clear. 
My instep arch not only keeps the ache, 
It keeps the pressure of a ladder-round. 
I feel the ladder sway as the boughs bend. 
And I keep hearing from the cellar bin 
The rumbling sound 
Of load on load of apples coming in. 
For I have had too much 
Of apple-picking: I am overtired 
Of the great harvest I myself desired. 
There were ten thousand thousand fruit to touch, 
Cherish in hand, lift down, and not let fall. 
For all 
That struck the earth, 
No matter if not bruised or spiked with stubble, 
Went surely to the cider-apple heap 
As of no worth. 
One can see what will trouble 
This sleep of mine, whatever sleep it is. 
Were he not gone, 
The woodchuck could say whether it's like his 
Long sleep, as I describe its coming on, 
Or just some human sleep. 
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Susan Coolidge  
 

“I’ll tell you how the leaves came down,” 
The great tree to his children said, 

“You’re getting sleepy, Yellow and Brown, 
Yes, very sleepy, little Red. 

It is quite time to go to bed.” 
“Ah!” begged each silly, pouting leaf, 

“Let us a little longer stay; 
 
 
 

Dear Father Tree, behold our grief; 
Tis such a very pleasant day 
We do not want to go away.” 

So, for just one more merry day 
To the great tree the leaflets clung, 

Frolicked and danced, and had their way, 
Upon the autumn breezes swung, 

Whispering all their sports among,– 
“Perhaps the great tree will forget, 

And let us stay until the spring, 
If we all beg, and coax, and fret.” 

 

But the great tree did no such thing; 
He smiled to hear their whispering. 

“Come, children, all to bed,” he cried; 
And ere the leaves could urge their prayer, 

He shook his head, and far and wide, 
Fluttering and rustling everywhere, 

Down sped the leaflets through the air. 
 

I saw them; on the ground they lay, 
Golden and red, a huddled swarm, 

Waiting till one from far away, 
White bedclothes heaped upon her arm, 

Should come to wrap them safe and warm. 
The great bare tree looked down and smiled, 

“Good-night, dear little leaves,” he said. 
And from below each sleepy child 

Replied, “Good-night,” and murmured, 
“It is so nice to go to bed!” HomeschoolMasteryAcademy.com 
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Robert Louis Stevenson 
In the other gardens  
And all up the vale,  
From the autumn bonfires  
See the smoke trail!  
 

Pleasant summer over  
And all the summer flowers,  
The red fire blazes,  
The grey smoke towers.  
 

Sing a song of seasons!  
Something bright in all!  
Flowers in the summer,  
Fires in the fall!  
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And the meadows are brown and sere; 
Brave robin redbreast 
Has gone from his nest, 
For this is the Fall of the year. 
 
I do softly pray 
At the close of day, 
That the little children, so dear, 
May as purely grow 
As the fleecy snow 
That follows the Fall of the year.  

Ellen Robena Field 

Golden and red trees 
Nod to the soft breeze, 
As it whispers, “Winter is near;” 
And the brown nuts fall 
At the wind’s loud call, 
For this is the Fall of the year. 
 
Goodbye, sweet flowers! 
Through bright Summer hours 
You have filled our hearts with cheer 
We shall miss you so, 
And yet you must go, 
For this is the Fall of the year. 
Now the days grow cold, 
As the year grows old, 
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Helen Hunt Jackson 
NOVEMBER woods are bare and still;  

November days are clear and bright;  

Each noon burns up the morning's chill;  

The morning's snow is gone by night;  

Each day my steps grow slow, grow light,  

As through the woods I reverent creep,  

Watching all things lie " down to sleep. "  

 

I never knew before what beds,  

Fragrant to smell, and soft to touch,  

The forest sifts and shapes and spreads;  

I never knew before how much  

Of human sound there is in such  

Low tones as through the forest sweep  

When all wild things lie " down to sleep. "  

 

Each day I find new coverlids  

Tucked in, and more sweet eyes shut tight;  

Sometimes the viewless mother bids  

Her ferns kneel down, full in my sight;  

I hear their chorus of " good-night; "  

And half I smile, and half I weep,  

Listening while they lie " down to sleep. "  

 

November woods are bare and still;  

November days are bright and good;  

Life's noon burns up life's morning chill;  

Life's night rests feet which long have stood;  

Some warm soft bed, in field or wood,  

The mother will not fail to keep,  

Where we can " lay us down to sleep. "  


