
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, 

I more than once, at morn, 

 

Have passed, I thought, a whip-lash 

Unbraiding in the sun,— 

When, stooping to secure it, 

It wrinkled, and was gone. 

 

Several of nature’s people 

I know, and they know me; 

I feel for them a transport 

Of cordiality; 

 

But never met this fellow, 

Attended or alone, 

Without a tighter breathing, 

And zero at the bone 

 

*** 

 

I 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. 

 

*** 

 

WILD nights! Wild nights! 

Were I with thee, 

Wild nights should be 

Our luxury! 

 

Futile the winds 

To a heart in port,— 

Done with the compass, 

Done with the chart. 

 

Rowing in Eden! 

Ah! the sea! 

Might I [but] moor 

To-night in thee! 

 

*** 

 

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. 

 

I’ve heard it in the chillest land, 

And on the strangest sea; 

Yet, never, in extremity, 

It asked a crumb of me. 

 

*** 
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IT was not death, for I stood up, 

And all the dead lie down; 

It was not night, for all the bells 

Put out their tongues, for noon. 

 

It was not frost, for on my flesh 

I felt siroccos crawl,— 

Nor fire, for just my marble feet 

Could keep a chancel cool. 

 

And yet it tasted like them all; 

The figures I have seen 

Set orderly, for burial, 

Reminded me of mine, 

 

As if my life were shaven 

And fitted to a frame, 

And could not breathe without a key; 

And ’t was like midnight, some, 

 

When everything that ticked has stopped, 

And space stares, all around, 

Or grisly frosts, first autumn morns, 

Repeal the beating ground. 

 

But most like chaos,—stopless, cool,— 

Without a chance or spar, 

Or even a report of land 

To justify despair. 

 

*** 

 

THE HEART asks pleasure first, 
And then, excuse from pain; 

And then, those little anodynes 

That deaden suffering; 

 

And then, to go to sleep; 

And then, if it should be 

The will of its Inquisitor, 

The liberty to die. 

[The privilege to die.] 

 

*** 
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I FELT a funeral in my brain, 

And mourners, to and fro, 

Kept treading, treading, till it seemed 

That sense was breaking through. 

 

And when they all were seated, 

A service like a drum 

Kept beating, beating, till I thought 

My mind was going numb. 

 

And then I heard them lift a box, 

And creak across my soul 

With those same boots of lead, again. 

Then space began to toll 

 

As all the heavens were a bell, 

And Being but an ear, 

And I and silence some strange race, 

Wrecked, solitary, here. 

 

And then a plank in Reason broke, 

And I fell down and down 

And hit a world with every plunge, 

And finished knowing, then. 

 

*** 

 

TIE the strings to my life, my Lord, 

Then I am ready to go! 

Just a look at the horses— 

Rapid! That will do! 

 

Put me in on the firmest side, 

So I shall never fall; 

For we must ride to the Judgment, 

And it’s partly down hill. 

 

But never I mind the bridges, 

And never I mind the sea; 

Held fast in everlasting race 

By my own choice and thee. 

 

Good-by to the life I used to live, 

And the world I used to know; 

And kiss the hills for me, just once; 

Now I am ready to go! 



[“Encore”] 

BECAUSE I 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 I had put away 

My labor, and my leisure too, 

For his civility. 
 

We passed the school where children played 

At wrestling in a ring; 

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 ’tis centuries; but each 

Feels shorter than the day 

I first surmised the horses’ heads 

Were toward eternity. 

 

 


