Poetry Packet & Assignments

Junior and Senior IB English ( Summer 2005

EVERYTHING IN THIS PACKET WILL BE POSTED 
ON MS. SPACHMAN’S WEBSITE BY JUNE 20.  
(just in case you lose something…)

http://s.spachman.tripod.com/home.htm.

Look for the link called: “IB Summer Work.”
ASSIGNMENTS

In this packet are three groups of poems written by three different poets.  Your first job is to make sure you read through all of these poems to experience the different styles, moods, and themes of each poet.  Then complete the following assignments.
Two of the required assignments below require use of the Internet.  If you do not have access at home, all Chicago Public Libraries have computers with Internet.  Please make arrangements to use those facilities or the computers of your friends/family.

Please note:  All of the Internet-required assignments only require that you get on-line about 3-4 times over the entire summer.  If you want to do more, great!  
The unhappy note: Although it should be already understood, plagiarism of any kind, even on little assignments like this, is strictly prohibited.  Please do not jeopardize your grade by copying someone else’s work (either someone in this class or otherwise).  Use your brain!  Even when you have to do something hard, you’re helping your brain grow!  

[In Ms. Spachman’s class, plagiarism reduces your grade to an automatic F for the quarter (essentially drops you the equivalent of 50%).  If you are in Ms. Levine’s class, please ask her about her policy.]
ASSIGNMENT #1—Due by July 15, 2005 (Internet needed!)
1. After reading ALL of the poems in this packet, pick six of the poems you are most interested in studying further.

2. For EACH of your six poems, post a “reply” on the Collaboratory (http://collaboratory.nunet.net).  [For directions on how to use the Collaboratory, see the next page.]  In your reply, you must be sure to:
· specify the kind of positive or negative effect the poem had on you.

· discuss the specific details (detail = a line, a word, or an MBIICEPS3 technique) that created that effect (effect = mood)
· examine connotations created by those details

· type your name at the end of your reply

ASSIGNMENT #2—Due by August 15, 2005 (Internet needed!)
1. After spending more time with the poems, decide:  Which Emily Dickinson poem included in the packet is the most effective in communicating its themes and moods?  Post your argument to the Collaboratory (as a reply to the poem you chose).  Make sure to type your name at the end of your reply.
2. Repeat the above, but this time select one poem by either Li-Young Lee or Martín Espada.  Make sure to type your name at the end of your reply.
ASSIGNMENT #3—Due IN CLASS on September 6, 2005

1. Re-read all of the Emily Dickinson poems. 
2. Then write your own poem that:
· uses the same structure as the Dickinson poem
· uses two (2) other techniques or patterns that Dickinson uses
· leads to similar themes

· but creates OPPOSITE moods

3. Please TYPE your poem, print it, and bring it to class the first day back!

Using the Collaboratory
Problems with the Collaboratory?  Forgot your username or password?  

Email Ms. Spachman:  sspach@hotmail.com or 

instant message her [AIM: sspach, MSN: sspach, Yahoo!: s_spach].
Don’t procrastinate and try to post at the last minute!

Changing your password

1. Go to http://collaboratory.nunet.net/portal 

2. Use the username and password you were given to log in.

3. Once you’re logged in, FIRST click on the pink “Profile” button at the top of the page.

4. Change only your password to something you’ll remember and no one else will figure out.

5. Save your profile.  If for some reason the same page loads again, log out and log back in using your new password.  The button with an upside-down U is the “logout” button.

Feature:  Messages

1. Once you’re logged in, click on the orange-ish “Messages” button at the top of the page.

2. This takes you to internal email sent to you through the Collaboratory.  You can also send messages to people in the Collaboratory.  To do so, you have to search for their usernames.  You can type in a name, the organization (Curie), or both to do your search.

3. To check a message, click on the message topic.  And so on from there.

Feature:  Curie IB Literature Discussion Board

1. Once you’re logged in, click on the orange-ish “Messages” button at the top of the page.

2. Then click on the link “forums” that now also appears near the top of the page.

3. Scroll down to find “Curie IB Literature Discussion Board.”  Click on that link.

4. The new page will load a list of topics you can respond to in the discussion board.  Topics with the newest responses will appear at the top.  

5. To view a topic, click on the topic.

6. To reply to a topic, all you need to do is click the “reply” link within the topic you want to respond to.  Once you’re done typing your response, click “DONE!”  ONLY CLICK THIS ONCE.
TROUBLE-SHOOTING:
What if when I try to “reply” and I keep getting a message that says I am not logged in?
· If you’re using Internet Explorer…
i. Go to the “Tools” menu and select “Internet Options” in the drop-down menu.  Then choose the “Privacy” tab.  Move the little scroll tab down until the window reads “Accept All Cookies.”  Click “OK.”  (You can change this back after you’re done posting if you desire.)

ii. Then click the blue “login” tab in the discussion forum and use your Collaboratory username and password to login.  (If the tab already reads “logout,” go to the next step.)

iii. Go back to the topic you wanted to reply to and try again.

iv. If all this doesn’t work, email sspach@hotmail.com with your reply and the name of the topic you’re responding to.  Ms. Spachman will post your reply for you.

If you’re not using Internet Explorer and don’t know how to change your settings to accept cookies… email sspach@hotmail.com with your reply and the name of the topic you’re responding to.  Ms. Spachman will post your reply for you.
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	To pull the metal splinter from my palm
my father recited a story in a low voice.
I watched his lovely face and not the blade.
Before the story ended, he'd removed
the iron sliver I thought I'd die from.

I can't remember the tale,
but hear his voice still, a well
of dark water, a prayer.
And I recall his hands,
two measures of tenderness
he laid against my face,
the flames of discipline
he raised above my head.

Had you entered that afternoon
you would have thought you saw a man
planting something in a boy's palm,
a silver tear, a tiny flame.
Had you followed that boy
you would have arrived here,
where I bend over my wife's right hand.

Look how I shave her thumbnail down
so carefully she feels no pain.
Watch as I lift the splinter out.
I was seven when my father
took my hand like this,
and I did not hold that shard
between my fingers and think,
Metal that will bury me,
christen it Little Assassin,
Ore Going Deep for My Heart.
And I did not lift up my wound and cry,
Death visited here!
I did what a child does
when he's given something to keep.
I kissed my father.




	The Weight of Sweetness

by Li-Young Lee
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	No easy thing to bear, the weight of sweetness.

Song, wisdom, sadness, joy: sweetness

equals three of any of these gravities.

See a peach bend

the branch and strain the stem until

it snaps.

Hold the peach, try the weight, sweetness

and death so round and snug

in your palm.

And, so, there is

the weight of memory:

Windblown, a rain-soaked

bough shakes, showering

the man and the boy.

They shiver in delight,

and the father lifts from his son’s cheek

one green leaf

fallen like a kiss.

The good boy hugs a bag of peaches

his father has entrusted

to him.

Now he follows

his father, who carries a bagful in each arm.

See the look on the boy’s face

as his father moves

faster and farther ahead, while his own steps

flag, and his arms grow weak, as he labors

under the weight

of peaches.




	Persimmons

by Li-Young Lee
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	In sixth grade Mrs. Walker 

slapped the back of my head 

and made me stand in the corner 

for not knowing the difference 

between persimmon and precision. 

How to choose 

persimmons. This is precision. 

Ripe ones are soft and brown-spotted. 

Sniff the bottoms. The sweet one 

will be fragrant. How to eat: 

put the knife away, lay down the newspaper. 

Peel the skin tenderly, not to tear the meat. 

Chew on the skin, suck it, 

and swallow. Now, eat 

the meat of the fruit, 

so sweet, 

all of it, to the heart. 

Donna undresses, her stomach is white. 

In the yard, dewy and shivering 

with crickets, we lie naked, 

face-up, face-down, 

I teach her Chinese. 

Crickets: chiu chiu. Dew: I've forgotten. 

Naked: I've forgotten. 

Ni, wo: you and me. 

I part her legs, 

remember to tell her 

she is beautiful as the moon. 

Other words 

that got me into trouble were 

fight and fright, wren and yarn. 

Fight was what I did when I was frightened, 

fright was what I felt when I was fighting. 

Wrens are small, plain birds, 

yarn is what one knits with. 

Wrens are soft as yarn. 

My mother made birds out of yarn. 

I loved to watch her tie the stuff; 

a bird, a rabbit, a wee man. 

Mrs. Walker brought a persimmon to class 

and cut it up 

so everyone could taste 

a Chinese apple. Knowing 

it wasn't ripe or sweet, I didn't eat 

but watched the other faces. 
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	My mother said every persimmon has a sun 

inside, something golden, glowing, 

warm as my face. 

Once, in the cellar, I found two wrapped in newspaper, 

forgotten and not yet ripe. 

I took them and set them both on my bedroom windowsill, 

where each morning a cardinal 

sang, The sun, the sun. 

Finally understanding 

he was going blind, 

my father sat up all one night 

waiting for a song, a ghost. 

I gave him the persimmons, 

swelled, heavy as sadness, 

and sweet as love. 

This year, in the muddy lighting 

of my parents' cellar, I rummage, looking 

for something I lost. 

My father sits on the tired, wooden stairs, 

black cane between his knees, 

hand over hand, gripping the handle. 

He's so happy that I've come home. 

I ask how his eyes are, a stupid question. 

All gone, he answers. 

Under some blankets, I find a box.

Inside the box I find three scrolls. 

I sit beside him and untie 

three paintings by my father: 

Hibiscus leaf and a white flower. 

Two cats preening. 

Two persimmons, so full they want to drop from the cloth. 

He raises both hands to touch the cloth, 

asks, Which is this? 

This is persimmons, Father. 

Oh, the feel of the wolftail on the silk, 

the strength, the tense 

precision in the wrist. 

I painted them hundreds of times 

eyes closed. These I painted blind. 

Some things never leave a person: 

scent of the hair of one you love, 

the texture of persimmons, 

in your palm, the ripe weight.



	Dreaming of Hair

by Li-Young Lee
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	Ivy ties the cellar door

in autumn, in summer morning glory

wraps the ribs of a mouse.

Love binds me to the one

whose hair I've found in my mouth,

whose sleeping head I kiss,

wondering is it death?

beauty? this dark

star spreading in every direction from the crown of her head.

My love's hair is autumn hair, there

the sun ripens.

My fingers harvest the dark

vegetable of her body.

In the morning I remove it

from my tongue and

sleep again.

Hair spills

through my dream, sprouts

from my stomach, thickens my heart,

and tangles from the brain. Hair ties the tongue dumb.

Hair ascends the tree

of my childhood—the willow

I climbed

one bare foot and hand at a time,

feeling the knuckles of the gnarled tree, hearing

my father plead from his window, _Don't fall!_

In my dream I fly

past summers and moths,

to the thistle

caught in my mother's hair, the purple one

I touched and bled for,

to myself at three, sleeping

beside her, waking with her hair in my mouth.

Along a slippery twine of her black hair

my mother ties ko-tze knots for me:

fish and lion heads, chrysanthemum buds, the heads

of Chinamen, black-haired and frowning.

Li-En, my brother, frowns when he sleeps.

I push back his hair, stroke his brow.

His hairline is our father's, three peaks pointing down.

What sprouts from the body

and touches the body?
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	What filters sunlight

and drinks moonlight?

Where have I misplaced my heart?

What stops wheels and great machines?

What tangles in the bough

and snaps the loom?

Out of the grave

my father's hair

bursts. A strand

pierces my left sole, shoots

up bone, past ribs,

to the broken heart it stitches,

then down,

swirling in the stomach, in the groin, and down,

through the right foot.

What binds me to this earth?

What remembers the dead

and grows towards them?

I'm tired of thinking.

I long to taste the world with a kiss.

I long to fly into hair with kisses and weeping,

remembering an afternoon

when, kissing my sleeping father, I saw for the first time

behind the thick swirl of his black hair,

the mole of wisdom,

a lone planet spinning slowly.

Sometimes my love is melancholy

and I hold her head in my hands.

Sometimes I recall our hair grows after death.

Then, I must grab handfuls

of her hair, and, I tell you, there

are apples, walnuts, ships sailing, ships docking, and men

taking off their boots, their hearts breaking,

not knowing

which they love more, the water, or

their women's hair, sprouting from the head, rushing toward the feet.




	Early in the Morning

by Li-Young Lee
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	While the long grain is softening
in the water, gurgling
over a low stove flame, before
the salted Winter Vegetable is sliced
for breakfast, before the birds,
my mother glides an ivory comb
through her hair, heavy
and black as calligrapher's ink.

She sits at the foot of the bed.
My father watches, listens for
the music of comb
against hair.

My mother combs,
pulls her hair back
tight, rolls it
around two fingers, pins it
in a bun to the back of her head.
For half a hundred years she has done this.
My father likes to see it like this.
He says it is kempt.

But I know
it is because of the way
my mother's hair falls
when he pulls the pins out.
Easily, like the curtains
when they untie them in the evening.




	Eating Alone

by Li-Young Lee
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	I've pulled the last of the year's young onions. 

The garden is bare now.  The ground is cold, 

brown and old.  What is left of the day flames 

in the maples at the corner of my 

eye.  I turn, a cardinal vanishes. 

By the cellar door, I wash the onions, 

then drink from the icy metal spigot. 

Once, years back, I walked beside my father 

among the windfall pears.  I can't recall 

our words.  We may have strolled in silence.  But 

I still see him bend that way-left hand braced 

on knee, creaky-to lift and hold to my 

eye a rotten pear.  In it, a hornet 

spun crazily, glazed in slow, glistening juice. 

It was my father I saw this morning 

waving to me from the trees.  I almost 

called to him, until I came close enough 

to see the shovel, leaning where I had 

left it, in the flickering, deep green shade. 

White rice steaming, almost done.  Sweet green peas 

fried in onions.  Shrimp braised in sesame 

oil and garlic.  And my own loneliness. 

What more could I, a young man, want.



	Ash, Snow, or Moonlight

by Li-Young Lee
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	Tonight two step out

onto a fourth story porch,

lean against the railing, and look at the moon.

Whether they intend to stay

a while, or only a moment because something awaits,

terrible or tender,

I can’t say.

Whether one mutters to the other,

or they stand in silence,

I don’t know.  And I don’t know

if they’re here together in a brief repose,

or at the edge

of something incommunicable.

I don’t know

if the man shivers now because he suddenly

sees the waste his life is to be in thirty years

on another shore, or because true autumn has begun

this moment of the present year, in a province

whose name evokes in half the world

a feeling of the vastness of the world.

I can tell you there is a war

going on, but don’t ask me

to distinguish if it’s ash, snow, or moonlight

that creases these people’s faces.

Of this man, who each night hums a song and rocks his sons,

and falls asleep before they do, his tune long gone,

his labored breathing finally lulling them,

and this woman, who sweeps by rote or moonlight

the wood floor of their one room,

what news?

They won’t stay long to gaze, for the night is cold.

They look neither young nor old,

though something about the way they

stand suggests fatigue.

They will die,

and one before the other to ensure grief.

But I don’t know:

is it tenderness

or habit, perhaps a tender habit,

when the woman brushes her cheek

against the man’s shoulder?

Do they admire the moon’s ascent, or lament its decline?

How often have I seen these two?

Am I stricken by memory or forgetfulness?

Is this the first half of the century or the last?

Is this my father’s life or mine?



	The Prisoners of Saint Lawrence  

by Martín Espada
Riverview Correctional Facility, Ogdensburg, New York, 1993
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	Snow astonishing their hammered faces, 

the prisoners of Saint Lawrence, island men, 

remember in Spanish the island places.

The Saint Lawrence River churns white into Canada, races 

past barbed walls. Immigrants from a dark sea find oceanic 

snow astonishing. Their hammered faces 

harden in city jails and courthouses, indigent cases 

telling translators, public defenders what they 

remember in Spanish. The island places, 

banana leaf and nervous chickens, graces 

gone in this amnesia of snow, stinging cocaine 

snow, astonishing their hammered faces.

There is snow in the silence of the visiting rooms, spaces 

like snow in the paper of their poems and letters, that 

remember in Spanish the island places.

So the law speaks of cocaine, grams and traces, 

as the prisoners of Saint Lawrence, island men, 

snow astonishing their hammered faces, 

remember in Spanish the island places.




	Cada Puerco Tiene Su Sabado
by Martín Espada

For Ángel Guadalupe



	

	5

10


	"Cada puerco tiene su sabado,"

Guadalupe would say.

Every pig has his Saturday.

Guadalupe remembered a Saturday

in Puerto Rico, when his uncle Chungo

clanked a pipe across the skull of a shrieking pig,

wrestled the staggering blood slick beast

before the flinching children.

Chungo set the carcass ablaze 

to burn the bristles off the skin.

Guadalupe dreamt for years about 

the flaming pig.  Of his uncle,
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	he would only say:

"Cada puerco tiene su sabado."

And Chungo died, diving into the ocean,

an artery bursting in his head.

I remember a Saturday

on Long Island,

when my father dug a pit

for the pig roast,

and neighbors spoke prophecy 

of dark invasion

beneath the growl of lawnmowers.

I delivered the suckling pig,

thirty pounds in my arms

cradled in a plastic bag

with trotters protruding 

and flies bouncing off the snout,

skinned by a farmer

who did not know

the crunch of cuero.

My father cursed the lost skin

cursed the rain filling the pit

cursed the over too small for the pig,

cursed the pig he beheaded 

on the kitchen counter,

cursed his friends who left

before the pig was brown.

Amid the dented beer cans

leaning back to back,

I stayed with my cursing father.

I was his accomplice;

witnesses in doorways saw me

carrying the body through the streets.

I ate the pig too,

jaw grinding thick pork

like an outfielder's tobacco.

The farmer told me

the pig's name: Ichabod

Cada puerco tiene su sabado.




	The Owl and the Lightning
by Martín Espada                                                     Brooklyn, New York
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	No pets in the projects, 

the lease said,

and the contraband salamanders

shriveled on my pillow overnight.

I remember a  Siamese cat, surefooted

I was told, who slipped from a window ledge

and became a red bundle

bulging in the arms of a janitor.

This was the law on the night

the owl was arrested.

he landed on the top floor, 

through the open window

of apartment 14-E across the hall,

a solemn white bird bending the curtain rod.

In the cackling glow of the television,

his head swiveled, his eyes black.

the cops were called, and threw a horse blanket

over the owl, a bundle kicking.

Soon after, lightning jabbed the building,

hit apartment 14-E, scattering bricks from the roof

like beads from a broken necklace.

The sky blasted white, detonation of thunder.

Ten years old at the window, I knew then that God

was not the man in my mother's holy magazines,

touching fingertips to dying foreheads

with the half-smile of an athlete signing autographs.

God must be an owl, electricity 

coursing through the hollow bones, 

a white wing brushing the building.




	Coca-Cola and Coco Frío
by Martín Espada
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	On his

first visit to Puerto Rico,

island of family folklore,

the fat boy wandered

from table to table

with his mouth open.

At every table, some great-aunt
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	would steer him with cool spotted hands

to a glass of Coca-Cola.

One even sang to him, in all the English

she could remember, a Coca-Cola jingle

from the forties. He drank obediently, though

he was bored with this potion, familiar

from soda fountains in Brooklyn.

Then, at a roadside stand off the beach, the fat boy

opened his mouth to coco frío, a coconut

chilled, then scalped by a machete

so that a straw could inhale the clear milk.

The boy tilted the green shell overhead

and drooled coconut milk down his chin;

suddenly, Puerto Rico was not Coca-Cola

or Brooklyn, and neither was he. 

 For years afterward, the boy marveled at an island

where the people drank Coca-Cola 

and sang jingles from World War II

in a language they did not speak,

while so many coconuts in the trees

sagged heavy with milk, swollen 

and unsuckled.




	Do Not Put Dead Monkeys in the Freezer
by Martín Espada
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	Monkeys at the laboratory,

monkeys doing countless somersaults

in every cage on the row,

monkeys gobbling Purina Monkey Chow

or Fruit Loops with nervous greedy paws,

monkeys pressing faces

through a grille of steel,

monkeys beating the bars

and showing fang,

monkeys and pink skin

where fur once was,

monkeys with numbers and letters

on bare stomachs

monkeys clamped and injected, monkeys.

I was a lab coat and rubber gloves

hulking between the cages.

I sprayed down the batter of monkeyshit
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	coating the bars, fed infant formula in a bottle

to creatures with real fingers,

tested digital thermometers greased

in their asses, and carried boxes of monkeys

to the next experiment.

We gathered the Fear Data, keeping score

as a mechanical head 

with blinking red bulbs for eyes

And a siren for a voice

scared monkeys who

spun in circles,

chattering instructions

from their bewildered brains.

I did not ask for explanations,

even when I saw the sign 

taped to the refrigerator that read:

Do Not Put Dead Monkeys in the Freezer.

I imagined the doctor who ordered the sign,

the moment when the freezer door 

swung open on that other face,

and his heart muscle chattered like a monkey.

So I understood

When a monkey leapt from the cage

and bit my thumb through the rubber glove,

leaving a dollop of blood that gleamed

like icing on a cookie.

And I understood when one cay, the doctors gone,

a monkey outside the bell curve of the Fear Data 

shrieked in revolt, charging

the red-eyed mechanical head

as all the lab coats cheered.




	Jorge the Church Janitor Finally Quits

by Martín Espada
Cambridge, Massachusetts, 1989
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	No one asks

where I am from,

I must be

from the country of janitors,

I have always mopped this floor.

Honduras, you are a squatter's camp

outside the city

of their understanding.

No one can speak

my name,

I host the fiesta

of the bathroom,

stirring the toilet

like a punchbowl.

The Spanish music of my name

is lost 

when the guests complain

about toilet paper.

What they say

must be true.

I am smart,

but I have a bad attitude.

  

No one knows

that I quit tonight,

maybe the mop

will push on without me,

sniffing along the floor

like a crazy squid

with stringy gray tentacles.

They will call it Jorge.




	My Native Costume

by Martín Espada
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	When you come to visit,

said a teacher 
from the suburban school,

don't forget to wear

your native costume.

But I'm a lawyer, 

I said.

My native costume 

is a pinstriped suit.

You know, the teacher said,

a Puerto Rican costume.

Like a guayabera?

The shirt? I said.

But it's February.

The children want to see

a native costume,

the teacher said.

So I went 
to the suburban school,

embroidered guayabera

short sleeved shirt

over a turtleneck,

and said, Look kids,

cultural adaptation.




	I felt a Funeral, in my Brain,

by Emily Dickinson
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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 dropped down, and down—

And hit a World at every plunge,

And finished knowing—then—




	The Soul selects her own Society—
by Emily Dickinson
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	The Soul selects her own Society—

Then—shuts the Door—

To her divine Majority—

Present no more—

Unmoved—she notes the Chariots—pausing—

At her low Gate—

Unmoved—an Emperor be kneeling

Upon her Mat—

I've known her—from an ample nation—

Choose One—

Then—close the Valves of her attention—

Like Stone—




	After great pain, a formal feeling comes—
by Emily Dickinson
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	After great pain, a formal feeling comes—

The Nerves sit ceremonious, like Tombs—

The stiff Heart questions was it He, that bore,

And Yesterday, or Centuries before?

The Feet, mechanical, go round—

Of Ground, or Air, or Ought —

A Wooden way

Regardless grown,

A Quartz contentment, like a stone—

This is the Hour of Lead—

Remembered, if outlived,

As Freezing persons, recollect the Snow—

First—Chill—then Stupor—then the letting go—




	I heard a Fly buzz—when I died—
by Emily Dickinson
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	I heard a Fly buzz—when I died—

The Stillness in the Room

Was like the Stillness in the Air—

Between the Heaves of Storm—

The Eyes around—had wrung them dry—

And Breaths were gathering firm

For that last Onset—when the King

Be witnessed—in the Room

I willed my Keepsakes — Signed away

What portion of me be

Assignable—and then it was

There interposed a Fly—

With Blue—uncertain—stumbling Buzz—

Between the light—and me—

And then the Windows failed—and then

I could not see to see—




	There's a certain Slant of light

by Emily Dickinson
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	There's a certain Slant of light,

Winter Afternoons—

That oppresses, like the Heft

Of Cathedral Tunes—

Heavenly Hurt, it gives us—

We can find no scar,

But internal difference,

Where the Meanings, are—

None may teach it—Any—

'Tis the Seal Despair—

An imperial affliction

Sent us of the Air—

When it comes, the Landscape listens—

Shadows—hold their breath—

When it goes, 'tis like the Distance

On the look of Death —




	Because I could not stop for Death

by Emily Dickinson
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	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 strove

At Recess—in the Ring —

We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain—

We passed the Setting Sun—

Or rather—He passed Us—

The Dews drew quivering and chill—

For only Gossamer, my Gown—

My Tippet—only Tulle—

We paused before a House that seemed

A Swelling of the Ground

The Roof was scarcely visible

The Cornice—in the Ground—

Since then—'tis Centuries—and yet

Feels shorter than the Day

I first surmised the Horses' Heads

Were toward Eternity—




