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Poems for Class Discussion – Dec 13

_______________________________________


	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,
	        5

	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;
	        10

	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,
	        15

	The cornice but a mound.
	

	  
	

	Since then ’t is centuries; but each
	

	Feels shorter than the day
	

	I first surmised the horses’ heads
	

	Were toward eternity.
	        20

	
	


	____________________________

THERE is a solitude of space,
	

	A solitude of sea,
	

	A solitude of death, but these
	

	Society shall be,
	

	Compared with that profounder site,
	        5

	That polar privacy,
	

	A Soul admitted to Itself:
	

	Finite Infinity.
	

	___________________________

	


	MY life closed twice before its close;
	

	  It yet remains to see
	

	If Immortality unveil
	

	  A third event to me,
	

	  
	

	So huge, so hopeless to conceive,
	        5

	  As these that twice befell.
	

	Parting is all we know of heaven,
	

	  And all we need of hell.
_______________________________
	


__________________________________________​​​​​​​
	WATER is taught by thirst;
	

	Land, by the oceans passed;
	

	  Transport, by throe;
	

	Peace, by its battles told;
	

	Love, by memorial mould;
	        5

	  Birds, by the snow.
	


	I HEARD a fly buzz when I died;
	

	  The stillness round my form
	

	Was like the stillness in the air
	

	  Between the heaves of storm.
	

	  
	

	The eyes beside had wrung them dry,
	        5

	  And breaths were gathering sure
	

	For that last onset, when the king
	

	  Be witnessed in his power.
	

	  
	

	I willed my keepsakes, signed away
	

	  What portion of me I
	        10

	Could make assignable,—and then
	

	  There interposed a fly,
	

	  
	

	With blue, uncertain, stumbling buzz,
	

	  Between the light and me;
	

	And then the windows failed, and then
	        15

	  I could not see to see.
	


