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From August Moonrise
By Sara Teasdale (1884-1933)

The sun was gone, and the moon was coming
Over the blue Connecticut hills;

The west was rosy, the east was flushed,
And over my head the swallows rushed

This way and that, with changeful wills.

I heard them twitter and watched them dart
Now together and now apart

Like dark petals blown from a tree;

The maples stamped against the west

Were black and stately and full of rest,

And the hazy orange moon grew up

And slowly changed to yellow gold

While the hills were darkened, fold on fold
To a deeper blue than a flower could hold.
Down the hill I went, and then

I forgot the ways of men,

For night-scents, heady, and damp and cool
Wakened ecstasy in me

On the brink of a shining pool.




