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Expend their bloom in vain.

Come over the hills and far with me,
And be my love in the rain.
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A Line-storm Song by Robert Frost
The line-storm clouds fly tattered and swift,  

The road is forlorn all day,  

Where a myriad snowy quartz stones lift,  

And the hoof-prints vanish away.  

The roadside flowers, too wet for the bee,

Expend their bloom in vain.  

Come over the hills and far with me,  

And be my love in the rain.  

The birds have less to say for themselves  

In the wood-world’s torn despair

Than now these numberless years the elves,  

Although they are no less there:  

All song of the woods is crushed like some  

Wild, easily shattered rose.  

Come, be my love in the wet woods; come,

Where the boughs rain when it blows.  

There is the gale to urge behind  

And bruit our singing down,  

And the shallow waters aflutter with wind  

From which to gather your gown.     

What matter if we go clear to the west,  

And come not through dry-shod?  

For wilding brooch shall wet your breast  

The rain-fresh goldenrod.  

Oh, never this whelming east wind swells    

But it seems like the sea’s return  

To the ancient lands where it left the shells  

Before the age of the fern;  

And it seems like the time when after doubt  

Our love came back amain.       

Oh, come forth into the storm and rout  

And be my love in the rain.
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Bond and Free by Robert Frost 

Love has earth to which she clings  

With hills and circling arms about—  

Wall within wall to shut fear out.  

But Thought has need of no such things,  

For Thought has a pair of dauntless wings.

On snow and sand and turf, I see  

Where Love has left a printed trace  

With straining in the world’s embrace.  

And such is Love and glad to be.  

But Thought has shaken his ankles free.

Thought cleaves the interstellar gloom  

And sits in Sirius’ disc all night,  

Till day makes him retrace his flight,  

With smell of burning on every plume,  

Back past the sun to an earthly room.

His gains in heaven are what they are.  

Yet some say Love by being thrall  

And simply staying possesses all  

In several beauty that Thought fares far  

To find fused in another star. 
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Carpe Diem by Robert Frost 

Age saw two quiet children 

Go loving by at twilight, 

He knew not whether homeward, 

Or outward from the village, 

Or (chimes were ringing) churchward, 

He waited (they were strangers) 

Till they were out of hearing 

To bid them both be happy. 

"Be happy, happy, happy, 

And seize the day of pleasure."

The age-long theme is Age's. 

'Twas Age imposed on poems 

Their gather-roses burden 

To warn against the danger 

That overtaken lovers 

From being overflooded 

With happiness should have it. 

And yet not know they have it. 

But bid life seize the present? 

It lives less in the present 

Than in the future always, 

And less in both together 

Than in the past. The present 

Is too much for the senses, 

Too crowding, too confusing—

Too present to imagine

