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XXVII.

THE CHARIOT.

Because | could not stop for Death,
He kindly stopped for me;

The carriage held but just ourselves
And Immortality.

We slowly drove, he knew no haste,
And | had put away

My labor, and my leisure too,

For his civility.

We passed the school where children played,
Their lessons scarcely done;

We passed the fields of gazing grain,

We passed the setting sun.

We paused before a house that seemed
A swelling of the ground;

The roof was scarcely visible,

The cornice but a mound.

Since then 't is centuries; but each
Feels shorter than the day

| first surmised the horses' heads
Were toward eternity.



VL.

HOPE.

Hope is the thing with feathers

That perches in the soul,

And sings the tune without the words,
And never stops at all,

And sweetest in the gale is heard;
And sore must be the storm

That could abash the little bird
That kept so many warm.

| 've heard it in the chillest land,
And on the strangest sea;

Yet, never, in extremity,

It asked a crumb of me.



XVII.

THE RAILWAY TRAIN.

| like to see it lap the miles,
And lick the valleys up,

And stop to feed itself at tanks;
And then, prodigious, step

Around a pile of mountains,
And, supercilious, peer

In shanties by the sides of roads;
And then a quarry pare

To fit its sides, and crawl between,
Complaining all the while

In horrid, hooting stanza;

Then chase itself down hill

And neigh like Boanerges;

Then, punctual as a star,

Stop — docile and omnipotent —
At its own stable door.



XXVII.

ENOUGH.

God gave a loaf to every bird,

But just a crumb to me;

| dare not eat it, though | starve, —
My poignant luxury

To own it, touch it, prove the feat
That made the pellet mine, —

Too happy in my sparrow chance
For ampler coveting.

It might be famine all around,

| could not miss an ear,

Such plenty smiles upon my board,
My garner shows so fair.

| wonder how the rich may feel, —
An Indiaman — an Earl?

| deem that | with but a crumb

Am sovereign of them all.



XLVI.

Heart not so heavy as mine,
Wending late home,

As it passed my window
Whistled itself a tune, —

A careless snatch, a ballad,
A ditty of the street;

Yet to my irritated ear

An anodyne so sweet,

It was as if a bobolink,
Sauntering this way,

Carolled and mused and carolled,
Then bubbled slow away.

It was as if a chirping brook
Upon a toilsome way

Set bleeding feet to minuets
Without the knowing why.

To-morrow, night will come again,
Weary, perhaps, and sore.

Ah, bugle, by my window,

| pray you stroll once more!



LVI.

MELODIES UNHEARD.

Musicians wrestle everywhere:
All day, among the crowded air,
| hear the silver strife;
And — waking long before the dawn —
Such transport breaks upon the town
| think it that "new life!"

It is not bird, it has no nest;

Nor band, in brass and scarlet dressed,
Nor tambourine, nor man;

It is not hymn from pulpit read, —

The morning stars the treble led
On time's first afternoon!

Some say it is the spheres at play!
Some say that bright majority
Of vanished dames and men!
Some think it service in the place
Where we, with late, celestial face,
Please God, shall ascertain!



LVII.

CALLED BACK.

Just lost when | was saved!

Just felt the world go by!

Just girt me for the onset with eternity,
When breath blew back,

And on the other side

| heard recede the disappointed tide!

Therefore, as one returned, | feel,

Odd secrets of the line to tell!

Some sailor, skirting foreign shores,
Some pale reporter from the awful doors
Before the seal!

Next time, to stay!

Next time, the things to see
By ear unheard,
Unscrutinized by eye.

Next time, to tarry,

While the ages steal, —
Slow tramp the centuries,
And the cycles wheel.



MOTHER NATURE.

Nature, the gentlest mother,
Impatient of no child,

The feeblest or the waywardest, —
Her admonition mild

In forest and the hill

By traveller is heard,
Restraining rampant squirrel
Or too impetuous bird.

How fair her conversation,

A summer afternoon, —

Her household, her assembly;
And when the sun goes down

Her voice among the aisles
Incites the timid prayer
Of the minutest cricket,
The most unworthy flower.

When all the children sleep

She turns as long away

As will suffice to light her lamps;
Then, bending from the sky

With infinite affection

And infiniter care,

Her golden finger on her lip,
Wills silence everywhere.



XVIII.

TWO VOYAGERS.

Two butterflies went out at noon

And waltzed above a stream,

Then stepped straight through the firmament
And rested on a beam;

And then together bore away
Upon a shining sea, —
Though never yet, in any port,
Their coming mentioned be.

If spoken by the distant bird,
If met in ether sea

By frigate or by merchantman,
Report was not to me.



XXIV.
THE SNAKE.

A narrow fellow in the grass
Occasionally rides;

You may have met him, — did you not,
His notice sudden is.

The grass divides as with a comb,
A spotted shaft is seen;

And then it closes at your feet
And opens further on.

He likes a boggy acre,

A floor too cool for corn.

Yet when a child, and barefoot,
| more than once, at morn,

Have passed, | thought, a whip-lash
Unbraiding in the sun, —

When, stooping to secure it,

It wrinkled, and was gone.

Several of nature's people
| know, and they know me;
| feel for them a transport
Of cordiality;

But never met this fellow,
Attended or alone,

Without a tighter breathing,
And zero at the bone.
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