
Calliope Calliope 

Volume 53 A Resurgence Article 26 

4-1-2024 

The Seasons The Seasons 

Brianna Lui 
University of the Pacific 

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope 

 Part of the Art and Design Commons 

Recommended Citation Recommended Citation 
Lui, Brianna (2024) "The Seasons," Calliope: Vol. 53, Article 26. 
Available at: https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope/vol53/iss1/26 

This Artwork is brought to you for free and open access by the College of the Pacific Journals at Scholarly 
Commons. It has been accepted for inclusion in Calliope by an authorized editor of Scholarly Commons. For more 
information, please contact mgibney@pacific.edu. 

https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope
https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope/vol53
https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope/vol53/iss1/26
https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope?utm_source=scholarlycommons.pacific.edu%2Fcalliope%2Fvol53%2Fiss1%2F26&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/1049?utm_source=scholarlycommons.pacific.edu%2Fcalliope%2Fvol53%2Fiss1%2F26&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope/vol53/iss1/26?utm_source=scholarlycommons.pacific.edu%2Fcalliope%2Fvol53%2Fiss1%2F26&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:mgibney@pacific.edu


14       A RESURGENCE CALLIOPE LIII  2024        15      

The
Farmer’s 

Field
TRISTAN ALLEN

The Farmer wiped sweat from his furled brow,

As he stopped the swing of his mighty plow.

His field was large and expansive — a gift from the heavens some �even say.

But had Demeter’s blessing christened his glorious plot? Nay.

Yet, every day, The Farmer toiled and suffered under the boiling �hot sun,

For a field he knew could not �be undone.

Nothing could grow for nothing would take,

But— sure as the sun would �rise — The Farmer stood there �to bake.

He never complained, nor asked for any aid;

All those who tried were sentenced to the shade.

It was his torment, and he was content to serve,

For— come every Spring - he got what he deserved:

A few joyous days he got as reward from the fruitless field;

A few precious moments with his daughter were his yield.

He would smile and sit, planted firmly to the ground

So that nothing else — save for his daughter— could surround. 
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