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My Faith is larger than the Hills—
So when the Hills decay—

My Faith must take the Purple Wheel

To show the Sun the way—

'Tis first He steps upon the Vane—
And then—upon the Hill—

And then abroad the World He go
To do His Golden Will—

And if His Yellow feet should miss—
The Bird would not arise—
The Flowers would slumber on their Stems—

No Bells have Paradise—

How dare I, therefore, stint a faith
On which so vast depends—
Lest Firmament should fail for me—

The Rivet in the Bands
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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-
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I started Early — Took my Dog —
And visited the Sea —

The Mermaids in the Basement

Came out to look at me —



And Frigates — in the Upper Floor
Extended Hempen Hands —
Presuming Me to be a Mouse —

Aground — opon the Sands —

But no Man moved Me — till the Tide
Went past my simple Shoe —

And past my Apron — and my Belt
And past my Boddice — too —

And made as He would eat me up —
As wholly as a Dew
Opon a Dandelion's Sleeve —

And then — I started — too —

And He — He followed — close behind —
I felt His Silver Heel
Opon my Ancle — Then My Shoes

Would overflow with Pearl —

Until We met the Solid Town —
No One He seemed to know —
And bowing — with a Mighty look —

At me — The Sea withdrew —
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