
Martha Sherrill Kelsey composed pieces to capture the metric qualities  
and mood of each of these poems and express them in the rhythms,  
harmonies and timbre of music. 
 

Jabberwocky – Lewis Carroll 

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves  
      Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:  
All mimsy were the borogoves,  
      And the mome raths outgrabe.  
 
“Beware the Jabberwock, my son!  
      The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!  
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun  
      The frumious Bandersnatch!”  
 
He took his vorpal sword in hand;  
      Long time the manxome foe he sought—  
So rested he by the Tumtum tree  
      And stood awhile in thought.  
 
And, as in uffish thought he stood,  
      The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,  
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,  
      And burbled as it came!  
 
One, two! One, two! And through and through  
      The vorpal blade went snicker-snack!  
He left it dead, and with its head  
      He went galumphing back.  
 
“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?  
      Come to my arms, my beamish boy!  
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!”  
      He chortled in his joy.  
 
’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves  
      Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:  
All mimsy were the borogoves,  
      And the mome raths outgrabe. 
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Night of Spring – Thomas Westwood 

Slow, horses, slow, 
As thro' the wood we go - 
We would count the stars in heaven, 
Hear the grasses grow: 
 
Watch the cloudlets few 
Dappling the deep blue, 
In our open palms outspread 
Catch the blessed dew. 
 
Slow, horses, slow, 
As thro' the wood we go - 
We would see fair Dian rise 
With her huntress bow: 
 
We would hear the breeze 
Ruffling the dim trees, 
Hear its sweet love-ditty set 
To endless harmonies. 
 
Slow, horses, slow, 
As thro' the wood we go - 
All the beauty of the night 
We would learn and know! 

 

The Year’s at the Spring – Robert Browning 

The year's at the spring, 
And day's at the morn; 
Morning's at seven; 
The hill-side's dew-pearled; 
The lark's on the wing; 
The snail's on the thorn; 
God's in his Heaven—  
All's right with the world! 
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