
1	  
	  

	  

PART 1: Life  

 

I 

SUCCESS is counted sweetest  
By those who ne’er succeed.  
To comprehend a nectar  
Requires sorest need.  
    
Not one of all the purple host         5 
Who took the flag to-day  
Can tell the definition,  
So clear, of victory,  
    
As he, defeated, dying,  
On whose forbidden ear         10 
The distant strains of triumph  
Break, agonized and clear.  

	  

	  

CXXXV 

IS bliss, then, such abyss  
I must not put my foot amiss  
For fear I spoil my shoe?  
    
I ’d rather suit my foot  
Than save my boot,         5 
For yet to buy another pair  
Is possible  
At any fair.  
    
But bliss is sold just once;  
The patent lost         10 
None buy it any more.  
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PART II. Nature 

 

XXVII 

A SPIDER sewed at night  
Without a light  
Upon an arc of white.  
If ruff it was of dame  
Or shroud of gnome,         5 
Himself, himself inform.  
Of immortality  
His strategy  
Was physiognomy.  

	  

	  

	   	  

XXXI 

NATURE rarer uses yellow  
  Than another hue;  
Saves she all of that for sunsets,—  
  Prodigal of blue,  
    
Spending scarlet like a woman,         5 
  Yellow she affords  
Only scantly and selectly,  
  Like a lover’s words.  
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PART III. Love 

 

XXV 

WILD nights! Wild nights!  
Were I with thee,  
Wild nights should be  
Our luxury!  
    
Futile the winds         5 
To a heart in port,—  
Done with the compass,  
Done with the chart.  
    
Rowing in Eden!  
Ah! the sea!         10 
Might I but moor  
To-night in thee!  

	  

	  

	  

XLVII 

HEART, we will forget him!  
  You and I, to-night!  
You may forget the warmth he gave,  
  I will forget the light.  
    
When you have done, pray tell me,         5 
  That I my thoughts may dim;  
Haste! lest while you’re lagging,  
  I may remember him!  
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PART IV. Time and Eternity  

XXIV 

AFRAID? Of whom am I afraid?  
Not death; for who is he?  
The porter of my father’s lodge  
As much abasheth me.  
    
Of life? ‘T were odd I fear a thing         5 
That comprehendeth me  
In one or more existences  
At Deity’s decree.  
    
Of resurrection? Is the east  
Afraid to trust the morn         10 
With her fastidious forehead?  
As soon impeach my crown!  

 	  

	  

XXXVI 

I LOST a world the other day.  
Has anybody found?  
You ’ll know it by the row of stars  
Around its forehead bound.  
    
A rich man might not notice it;         5 
Yet to my frugal eye  
Of more esteem than ducats.  
Oh, find it, sir, for me!  
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PART V. The Single Hound 

XXIV 

THE DIFFERENCE between despair  
And fear, is like the one  
Between the instant of a wreck,  
And when the wreck has been.  
    
The mind is smooth,—no motion—         5 
Contented as the eye  
Upon the forehead of a Bust,  
That knows it cannot see.  

	  

	  

CVI 

DUST is the only secret,  
Death the only one  
You cannot find out all about  
In his native town:  
Nobody knew his father,         5 
Never was a boy,  
Hadn’t any playmates  
Or early history.  
Industrious, laconic,  
Punctual, sedate,         10 
Bolder than a Brigand,  
Swifter than a Fleet,  
Builds like a bird too,  
Christ robs the next—  
Robin after robin         15 
Smuggled to rest!  

	  


