Gerard Manley Hopkins was a Jesuit Priest in England, born in 1844 to an Anglican family
but converted to Catholicism when he was 22 years old at Oxford. He is known for devising the
metrical ‘sprung rhythm’ which starts with a stressed syllable. Reading it out loud takes a bit of
practice.

You can find more of his poetry at https://hopkinspoetry.com/poems/. Here are some
of my favorites.
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Inversnaid
BY GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS

This darksome burn, horseback brown,

His rollrock highroad roaring down,

In coop and in comb the fleece of his foam
Flutes and low to the lake falls home.

A windpuff-bonnet of faawn-fréth

Turns and twindles over the broth

Of a pool so pitchblack, féll-frowning,

It rounds and rounds Despair to drowning.
Degged with dew, dappled with dew,

Are the groins of the braes that the brook treads through,
Wiry heathpacks, flitches of fern,

And the beadbonny ash that sits over the burn.
What would the world be, once bereft

Of wet and of wildness? Let them be left,

O let them be left, wildness and wet;

Long live the weeds and the wilderness yet.

Pied Beauty
BY GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS

Glory be to God for dappled things —
For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow;
For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;
Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches’ wings;
Landscape plotted and pieced — fold, fallow, and plough;
And all trades, their gear and tackle and trim.

All things counter, original, spare, strange;
Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?)
With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim;
He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:
Praise him.
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God's Grandeur
BY GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS

The world is charged with the grandeur of God.
It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;
It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil
Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod?
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod;
And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;
And wears man's smudge and shares man's smell: the soil
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.

And for all this, nature is never spent;

There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;
And though the last lights off the black West went

Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs —
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent

World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings.

Spring and Fall
BY GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS
to a young child

Madrgarét, are you grieving

Over Goldengrove unleaving?

Ledves like the things of man, you

With your fresh thoughts care for, can you?
Ah! as the heart grows older

It will come to such sights colder

By and by, nor spare a sigh

Though worlds of wanwood leafmeal lie;
And yet you will weep and know why.
Now no matter, child, the name:
Sérrow’s springs are the same.

Nor mouth had, no nor mind, expressed
What heart heard of, ghost guessed:

It is the blight man was born for,

It is Margaret you mourn for.



