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Because I Could Not Stop for Death 

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 
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The Brain is Wider Than the Sky 

THE BRAIN is wider than the sky,  

  For, put them side by side,  

The one the other will include  

  With ease, and you beside.  

   
 

The brain is deeper than the sea,         5 

  For, hold them, blue to blue,  

The one the other will absorb,  

  As sponges, buckets do.  

   
 

The brain is just the weight of God,  

  For, lift them, pound for pound,         10 

And they will differ, if they do,  

  As syllable from sound. 
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I Like to See It Lap the Miles 

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,         5 

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         10 

In horrid, hooting stanza;  

Then chase itself down hill  

   
 

And neigh like Boanerges;  

Then, punctual as a star,  

Stop—docile and omnipotent—         15 

At its own stable door 
 

 


