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When the frost is on the punkin and the fodder’s in the shock,
And you hear the kyouck and gobble of the struttin’ turkey-cock,

And the clackin’ of the guineys, and the cluckin’ of the hens,
And the rooster’s hallylooyer as he tiptoes on the fence;

O, it’s then’s the times a feller is a-feelin’ at his best,
With the risin’ sun to greet him from a night of peaceful rest,

As he leaves the house, bareheaded, and goes out to feed the stock,
When the frost is on the punkin and the fodder’s in the shock.

They’s something kindo’ harty-like about the atmusfere
When the heat of summer’s over and the coolin’ fall is here—

Of course we miss the flowers, and the blossums on the trees,
And the mumble of the hummin’-birds and buzzin’ of the bees;
But the air’s so appetizin’; and the landscape through the haze

Of a crisp and sunny morning of the airly autumn days
Is a pictur’ that no painter has the colorin’ to mock—

When the frost is on the punkin and the fodder’s in the shock.

The husky, rusty russel of the tossels of the corn,
And the raspin’ of the tangled leaves, as golden as the morn;

The stubble in the furries—kindo’ lonesome-like, but still
A-preachin’ sermuns to us of the barns they growed to fill;
The strawstack in the medder, and the reaper in the shed;
The hosses in theyr stalls below—the clover over-head!—

O, it sets my hart a-clickin’ like the tickin’ of a clock,
When the frost is on the punkin and the fodder’s in the shock!

Then your apples all is gethered, and the ones a feller keeps
Is poured around the celler-floor in red and yeller heaps;

And your cider-makin’ ’s over, and your wimmern-folks is through
With their mince and apple-butter, and theyr souse and saussage, too! . . .

I don’t know how to tell it—but ef sich a thing could be
As the Angels wantin’ boardin’, and they’d call around on me—

I’d want to ’commodate ’em—all the whole-indurin’ flock—
When the frost is on the punkin and the fodder’s in the shock!

When the Frost is On the Punkin
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Over the river, and through the wood,
To grandfather’s house we go;

The horse knows the way
To carry the sleigh

Through the white and drifted snow.

Over the river, and through the wood—
Oh, how the wind does blow!

It stings the toes
And bites the nose

As over the ground we go.

Over the river, and through the wood,
To have a first-rate play.

Hear the bells ring
“Ting-a-ling-ding”,

Hurrah for Thanksgiving Day!

Over the river, and through the wood
Trot fast, my dapple-gray!
Spring over the ground,
Like a hunting-hound!

For this is Thanksgiving Day.

Over the river, and through the wood,
And straight through the barn-yard gate.

We seem to go
Extremely slow,—

It is so hard to wait!

Over the river and through the wood—
Now grandmother’s cap I spy!

Hurrah for the fun!
Is the pudding done?

Hurrah for the pumpkin-pie!

Lydia Maria Child
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When the summer fields are mown,
When the birds are fledged and flown,

And the dry leaves strew the path;
With the falling of the snow,
With the cawing of the crow,
Once again the fields we mow
And gather in the aftermath.

Not the sweet, new grass with flowers
Is this harvesting of ours;

Not the upland clover bloom;
But the rowen mixed with weeds,

Tangled tufts from marsh and meads,
Where the poppy drops its seeds

In the silence and the gloom.

 Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Gettin’ together to smile an’ rejoice,
An’ eatin’ an’ laughin’ with folks of your choice;

An’ kissin’ the girls an’ declarin’ that they
Are growin’ more beautiful day after day;
Chattin’ an’ braggin’ a bit with the men,

Buildin’ the old family circle again;
Livin’ the wholesome an’ old-fashioned cheer,

Just for awhile at the end of the year.

Greetings fly fast as we crowd through the door
And under the old roof we gather once more

Just as we did when the youngsters were small;
Mother’s a little bit grayer, that’s all.

Father’s a little bit older, but still
Ready to romp an’ to laugh with a will.

Here we are back at the table again
Tellin’ our stories as women an’ men.

Bowed are our heads for a moment in prayer;
Oh, but we’re grateful an’ glad to be there.

Home from the east land an’ home from the west,
Home with the folks that are dearest an’ best.

Out of the sham of the cities afar
We’ve come for a time to be just what we are.

Here we can talk of ourselves an’ be frank,
Forgettin’ position an’ station an’ rank.

Give me the end of the year an’ its fun
When most of the plannin’ an’ toilin’ is done;

Bring all the wanderers home to the nest,
Let me sit down with the ones I love best,
Hear the old voices still ringin’ with song,
See the old faces unblemished by wrong,

See the old table with all of its chairs
An’ I’ll put soul in my Thanksgivin’ prayers.

Edgar A. Guest
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The morns are meeker than they were,
The nuts are getting brown;

The berry’s cheek is plumper,
The rose is out of town.

The maple wears a gayer scarf,
The field a scarlet gown,

Lest I should be old-fashioned,
I’ll put a trinket on.

 Emily Dickinson



Want to learn more about
Notgrass History?

Click the links below to get started.

EXPLORE CURRICULUM OPTIONS.

GET DAILY ENCOURAGEMENT.

GET ANSWERS ABOUT HOMESCHOOLING.

LISTEN TO THE EXPLORING HISTORY PODCAST.
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