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Episode 25 - Solitude 

We’d love to hear your thoughts about the show and have you be part of the Harmony Hub 
Magic. We are really keen to hear about a memorable, favourite song and what it means to you or 

to hear a recording of you reading a favourite poem. If you have anything you’d like to share or 
need help to share something, please get in touch with me, Kaye, on 07591157841 or by email at 

kaye@awakeningarts.co.uk


This week on Harmony Hub Radio, we’ll be reading homes and hearing songs and stories of 
paying attention to the little things and appreciating that which we usually take for granted. These 

are the poems I’ll be reading on the show and I’d love it if you’d read along with me.


The Day is Done BY HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW 

The day is done, and the darkness

      Falls from the wings of Night,

As a feather is wafted downward

      From an eagle in his flight.


I see the lights of the village

      Gleam through the rain and the mist,

And a feeling of sadness comes o'er me

      That my soul cannot resist:


A feeling of sadness and longing,

      That is not akin to pain,

And resembles sorrow only

      As the mist resembles the rain.


Come, read to me some poem,

      Some simple and heartfelt lay,

That shall soothe this restless feeling,

      And banish the thoughts of day.


Not from the grand old masters,

      Not from the bards sublime,

Whose distant footsteps echo

      Through the corridors of Time.


For, like strains of martial music,

      Their mighty thoughts suggest

Life's endless toil and endeavor;

      And to-night I long for rest.


Read from some humbler poet,

      Whose songs gushed from his heart,

As showers from the clouds of summer,

      Or tears from the eyelids start;


Who, through long days of labor,

      And nights devoid of ease,

Still heard in his soul the music

      Of wonderful melodies.




Such songs have power to quiet

      The restless pulse of care,

And come like the benediction

      That follows after prayer.


Then read from the treasured volume

      The poem of thy choice,

And lend to the rhyme of the poet

      The beauty of thy voice.


And the night shall be filled with music,

      And the cares, that infest the day,

Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs,

      And as silently steal away.


Ode on Solitude 

Happy the man, whose wish and care 
A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air, 
In his own ground.

Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread, 
Whose flocks supply him with attire, 
Whose trees in summer yield him shade, 
In winter fire.


Blest, who can unconcernedly find 
Hours, days, and years slide soft away, 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
Quiet by day,

Sound sleep by night; study and ease, 
Together mixed; sweet recreation; 
And innocence, which most does please, 
With meditation.


Thus let me live, unseen, unknown; 
Thus unlamented let me die; 
Steal from the world, and not a stone 
Tell where I lie.


Neighbors by JAMES CREWS   

Where I’m from, people still wave 
to each other, and if someone doesn’t, 
you might say of her, She wouldn’t 
wave at you to save her life—

but you try anyway, give her a smile. 
This is just one of the many ways 
we take care of one another, say: I see you, 
I feel you, I know you are real. I wave

to Rick who picks up litter while walking 
his black labs, Olive and Basil— 
hauling donut boxes, cigarette packs 
and countless beer cans out of the brush

beside the road. And I say hello 
to Christy, who leaves almond croissants 
in our mailbox and mason jars of fresh- 
pressed apple cider on our side porch.

I stop to check in on my mother-in-law— 
more like a second mother—who buys us 



toothpaste when it’s on sale, and calls 
if an unfamiliar car is parked at our house.

We are going to have to return to this 
way of life, this giving without expectation, 
this loving without conditions. We need 
to stand eye to eye again, and keep asking—

no matter how busy—How are you, 
how’s your wife, how’s your knee?, making 
this talk we insist on calling small, 
though kindness is what keeps us alive.


Art Activity  

This week our theme is time. Here are some ideas for how you could create an image on this 
theme. As ever, please feel free to interpret the theme in anyway that feels right for you, these are 
just some ideas or starting points.


I love this painting by Edward 
Hopper. Is she happy to be alone or 
is she lost in silent reverie?


Sometimes it can be a bit of both. Is 
there a place where you love or 
loved to be alone with your 
thoughts? You could paint from a 
photo or from memory, or imagine 
yourself in a place you’d love to 
daydream.





This painting of 
someone alone in 
the forest is also 
quite magical. I 
think solitude is 
very mixed emotion 
– and like being a 
dark forest alone – 
can be scary and 
empowering. Is 
there a place where 
you feel those two 
emotions at the 
same time?



