
Poems by Louisa May Alcott 
 
“My Kingdom” (written when Alcott 
was 13) 
 

A little kingdom I possess  
where thoughts and feelings dwell,  
And very hard I find the task  
of governing it well;  
For passion tempts and troubles me,  
A wayward will misleads,  
And selfishness its shadow casts  
On all my words and deeds.  
 
How can I learn to rule myself,  
To be the child I should,  
Honest and brave, nor ever tire  
Of trying to be good?  
How can I keep a sunny soul  
To shine along life's way?  
How can I tune my little heart  
To sweetly sing all day?  
 
Dear Father, help me with the love  
That casteth out my fear;  
Teach me to lean on thee, and feel  
That thou art very near,  
That no temptation is unseen  
No childish grief too small,  
Since thou, with patience infinite,  
Doth soothe and comfort all.  
 
I do not ask for any crown  
But that which all may win  
Nor seek to conquer any world  
Except the one within.  
Be thou my guide until I find,  
Led by a tender hand,  
Thy happy kingdom in myself  
And dare to take command. 
 
 
 

“Thoreau’s Flute” (1863) 
 
We sighing said, "Our Pan is dead;  
His pipe hangs mute beside the river  
Around it wistful sunbeams quiver,  
But Music's airy voice is fled.  
Spring mourns as for untimely frost;  
The bluebird chants a requiem;  
The willow-blossom waits for him;  
The Genius of the wood is lost."  
 
Then from the flute, untouched by 
hands,  
There came a low, harmonious 
breath:  
"For such as he there is no death;  
His life the eternal life commands;  
Above man's aims his nature rose.  
The wisdom of a just content  
Made one small spot a continent  
And turned to poetry life's prose.  
 
"Haunting the hills, the stream, the 
wild,  
Swallow and aster, lake and pine,  
To him grew human or divine,  
Fit mates for this large-hearted child.  
Such homage Nature ne'er forgets,  
And yearly on the coverlid  
'Neath which her darling lieth hid  
Will write his name in violets.  
 
"To him no vain regrets belong  
Whose soul, that finer instrument,  
Gave to the world no poor lament,  
But wood-notes ever sweet and 
strong.  
O lonely friend! he still will be  
A potent presence, though unseen,  
Steadfast, sagacious, and serene;  
Seek not for him -- he is with thee." 



“My Beth” (written on her sister Lizzie’s 

death; included in Little Women) 
 
Sitting patient in the shadow 

 
 
 

Till the blessed light shall come, 
A serene and saintly presence 
Sanctifies our troubled home. 
Earthly joys and hopes and sorrows 
Break like ripples on the strand 
Of the deep and solemn river 
Where her willing feet now stand. 
 
O my sister, passing from me, 
Out of human care and strife, 
Leave me, as a gift, those virtues 
Which have beautified your life. 
Dear, bequeath me that great patience 
Which has power to sustain 
A cheerful, uncomplaining spirit 
In its prison-house of pain. 
 
Give me, for I need it sorely, 
Of that courage, wise and sweet, 
Which has made the path of duty 
Green beneath your willing feet. 
Give me that unselfish nature, 
That with charity devine 
Can pardon wrong for love's dear sake-- 
Meek heart, forgive me mine! 
 
Thus our parting daily loseth 
Something of its bitter pain, 
And while learning this hard lesson, 
My great loss becomes my gain. 
For the touch of grief will render 
My wild nature more serene, 
Give to life new aspirations, 
A new trust in the unseen. 
 
Henceforth, safe across the river, 
I shall see forever more 
A beloved, household spirit 
Waiting for me on the shore. 
Hope and faith, born of my sorrow, 
Guardian angels shall become, 
And the sister gone before me 
By their hands shall lead me home. 
 

“Philosophers” (Louisa’s comic 
verse written in July 1882 in 
Concord during the annual 
session of Bronson’s School of 
Philosophy which met in one hot 
room. “The town was a carnival of 
strangers seeking wisdom.”) 
 
Philosophers sit in their sylvan hall 
And talk of the duties of man, 
Of Chaos and Cosmos, Hegel and 
Kant, 
With Oversoul well in the van; 
All on their hobbies they amble 
away, 
And a terrible dust they make; 
Disciples devout both gaze and 
adore, 
As daily they listen and bake! 
 
 
 

“To My Brain” (Written in 1886, 
two years before her death) 
 
Rest, weary brain, thy task is 
done, 
The Burden of the day is past; 
Thy wage is earned and freely 
paid, 
Thy holiday begins at last… 
…Rest, and rejoice in thy one gift. 
For sure it is a happy art 
To conquer fate, win friends and 
live, 
Enshrined in many a childish 
heart. 



 


