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She Dwelt among the Untrodden Ways

She dwelt among the untrodden ways
Beside the springs of Dove,

A Maid whom there were none to praise
And very few to love:

A violet by a mossy stone

Half hidden from the eye!
—Fair as a star, when only one
Is shining in the sky.

She lived unknown, and few could know
When Lucy ceased to be;

But she is in her grave, and, oh,

The difference to me!

William Wordsworth

The grave my little cottage is,
Where 'Keeping house' for thee
| make my parlor orderly

And lay the marble tea.

For two divided, briefly,
A cycle, it may be,

Till everlasting life unite
In strong society.

Emily Dickinson



Oneness

The moment | die,

| will try to come back to you
as quickly as possible.

| promise it will not take long.

Isn't it true

| am already with you
in every moment?

| come back to you

in every moment.

Just look,

feel my presence.

If you want to cry,
please cry.

And know

that | will cry with you.
The tears you shed
will heal us both.

Your tears are mine.

The earth | tread this morning
transcends history.

Spring and Winter are both pre-

sent in the moment.

The young leaf and the dead leaf

are really one.

My feet touch deathlessness,
and my feet are yours.
Walk with me now.

Let us enter the dimension of
oneness

and see the cherry tree blos-
som in Winter.

Why should we talk about
death?

| don't need to die

to be back with you.

Thich Nhat Hanh



The Widower

For a season there must be pain—
For a little, little space

| shall lose the sight of her face,
Take back the old life again

While She is at rest in her place.

For a season this pain must endure,
For a little, little while

| shall sigh more often than smile
Till Time shall work me a cure,

And the pitiful days beguile.

For that season we must be apart,
For a little length of years,

Till my life’s last hour nears,

And, above the beat of my heart,

| hear Her voice in my ears.

But | shall not understand—

Being set on some later love,

Shall not know her for whom | strove,
Till she reach me forth her hand,
Saying, “Who but | have the right?”
And out of a troubled night

Shall draw me safe to the land.

Rudyard Kipling



For a Dead Lady

No more with overflowing light

Shall fill the eyes that now are faded,
Nor shall another's fringe with night
Their woman-hidden world as they did.

No more shall quiver down the days
The flowing wonder of her ways,
Whereof no language may requite
The shifting and the many-shaded.

The grace, divine, definitive,

Clings only as a faint forestalling;

The laugh that love could not forgive

Is hushed, and answers to no calling;

The forehead and the little ears

Have gone where Saturn keeps the years;
The breast where roses could not live
Has done with rising and with falling.

The beauty, shattered by the laws
That have creation in their keeping,
No longer trembles at applause,

Or over children that are sleeping;
And we who delve in beauty's lore
Know all that we have known before
Of what inexorable cause

Makes Time so vicious in his reaping.

Edward Arlington Robinson



Ghost

'‘Who knocks? ''l, who was beautiful

Beyond all dreams to restore,

| from the roots of the dark thorn am hither,
And knock on the door.

'Who speaks?''l -- once was my speech
Sweet as the bird's on the air,

When echo lurks by the waters to heed,;
'Tis | speak thee fair.

'‘Dark is the hour!" 'Aye, and cold.

'‘Lone is my house.' '‘Ah, but mine? "
'Sight, touch, lips, eyes gleamed in vain.
‘Long dead these to thine.

Silence. Still faint on the porch

Brake the flames of the stars.

In gloom groped a hope-wearied hand
Over keys, bolts, and bars.

A face peered. All the grey night

In chaos of vacancy shone;

Nought but vast sorrow was there --
The sweet cheat gone.

Walter De La Mare



Seraphine

In the dreamy wood | wander,
In the wood at even-tide;

And thy slender, graceful figure
Wanders ever by my side.

Is not this thy white veil floating?

Is not that thy gentle face?

Is it but the moonlight breaking
Through the dark fir-branches' space?

Can these tears so softly flowing
Be my very own | hear?

Or indeed, art thou beside me,
Weeping, darling, close anear?

Heinrich Heine

The Bustle in a House
The Morning after Death

Is solemnest of industries

Enacted upon Earth -

The Sweeping up the Heart

And putting Love away

We shall not want to use again

Until Eternity -

Emily Dickinson



On His Deceased Wife

Me thought | saw my late espoused Saint
Brought to me like Alcestus from the grave,

Who Jove's great Son to her glad Husband gave,
Rescu'd from death by force though pale and faint.
Mine as whom washt from spot of child-bed taint
Purification in the old Law did save,

And such as yet once more | trust to have

Full sight of her in Heav'n without restraint,
Came vested all in white, pure as her mind:

Her face was veil'd, yet to my fancied sight

Love, sweetness, goodness in her person shin'd
So clear, as in no face with more delight.

But O as to embrace me she enclin'd

| wak'd, she fled, and day brought back my night.

John Milton

If Death Is Kind

Perhaps if Death is kind, and there can be returning,
We will come back to earth some fragrant night,
And take these lanes to find the sea, and bending
Breathe the same honeysuckle, low and white.

We will come down at night to these resounding beaches
And the long gentle thunder of the sea,

Here for a single hour in the wide starlight

We shall be happy, for the dead are free.



Dead Love

TWO loves had I. Now both are dead,

And both are marked by tombstones white.
The one stands in the churchyard near,
The other hid from mortal sight.

The name on one all men may read,
And learn who lies beneath the stone;
The other name is written where

No eyes can read it but my own.

On one | plant a living flower,

And cherish it with loving hands;

| shun the single withered leaf

That tells me where the other stands.

To that white tombstone on the hill

In summer days | often go;

From this white stone that nearer lies
| turn me with unuttered woe.

O God, | pray, if love must die,
And make no more of life a part,
Let withess be where all can see,
And not within a living heart.



As from a Quiver of Arrows

What do we do with the body, do we
burn it, do we set it in dirt or in
stone, do we wrap it in balm, honey,
oil, and then gauze and tip it onto
and trust it to a raft and to water?

What will happen to the memory of
his body, if one of us doesn’t hur-

ry now and write it down fast? Will it
be salt or late light that it melts like?
Floss, rubber gloves, and a chewed
cap

to a pen elsewhere—how are we to
regard his effects, do we throw them
or use them away, do we say they
are relics and so treat them like rel-
ics?

Does his soiled linen count? If so,
would we be wrong then, to wash it?
There are no instructions whether it
should go to where are those with
no linen, or whether by night we
should memorially wear it our-
selves, by day reflect upon it folded,
shelved, empty.

Here, on the floor behind his bed is
a bent photo—why? Were the two of
them lovers? Does it mean, where
we found it, that he forgot it or lost it
or intended a safekeeping? Should
we attempt to make contact? What if

this other man too is dead? Or alive,
but doesn’t want to remember, is
human?

Is it okay to be human, and fall away
from oblation and memory, if we for-
get, and can’t sometimes help it and
sometimes it is all that we want?
How long, in dawns or new cocks,
does that take? What if it is rest and
nothing else that we want? Is it a
findable thing, small?

In what hole is it hidden? Is it, may-
be, a country? Will a guide be re-
quired who will say to us how? Do
we fly? Do we swim? What will | do
now, with my hands?

Carl Phillips


https://literarydevices.net/now/
https://literarydevices.net/night/
https://literarydevices.net/contact/
https://literarydevices.net/remember/

A Quoi Bon Dire?

Seventeen years ago you said
Something that sounded like Good-bye;
And everybody thinks that you are dead,
But I.

So |, as | grow stiff and cold

To this and that say Good-bye too;
And everybody sees that | am old
But you.

And one fine morning in a sunny lane

Some boy and girl will meet and kiss and swear
That nobody can love their way again

While over there

You will have smiled, | shall have tossed your hair.

Charlotte Mew

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,
As these that twice befell.
Parting is all we know of heaven,
And all we need of hell.

Emily Dickinson



Troth with the Dead

The moon is broken in twain, and half a moon

Before me lies on the still, pale floor of the sky;

The other half of the broken coin of troth

Is buried away in the dark, where the still dead lie.

They buried her half in the grave when they laid her away;
| had pushed it gently in among the thick of her hair
Where it gathered towards the plait, on that very last day;
And like a moon in secret it is shining there.

My half shines in the sky, for a general sign

Of the troth with the dead | pledged myself to keep;
Turning its broken edge to the dark, it shines indeed
Like the sign of a lover who turns to the dark of sleep.
Against my heart the inviolate sleep breaks still

In darkened waves whose breaking echoes o’er

The wondering world of my wakeful day, till I'm lost

In the midst of the places | knew so well before.

D. H. Lawrence

THEY cannot wholly pass away,
How far soe’er above;

Nor we, the lingerers, wholly stay
Apart from those we love:

For spirits in eternity,

As shadows in the sun,

Reach backward into Time, as we,
Like lifted clouds, reach on.

John Bannister Tabb



Silence

Since | lost you | am silence-haunted,
Sounds wave their little wings

A moment, then in weariness settle
On the flood that soundless swings.

Whether the people in the street

Like pattering ripples go by,

Or whether the theatre sighs and sighs
With a loud, hoarse sigh:

Or the wind shakes a ravel of light
Over the dead-black river,

Or night's last echoing

Makes the daybreak shiver:

| feel the silence waiting

To take them all up again

In its vast completeness, enfolding
The sound of men.

D. H Lawrence

“A slumber did my spirit seal,

[ had no human fears:

She seem’d a thing that could not feel
The touch of earthly years.

No motion has she now, no force,

she neither hears nor sees;

Roll'd round in earth’s diurnal course
With rocks, and stones, and trees”



And You as Well Must Die, Beloved Dust

And you as well must die, beloved dust,

And all your beauty stand you in no stead;
This flawless, vital hand, this perfect head,
This body of flame and steel, before the gust
Of Death, or under his autumnal frost,

Shall be as any leaf, be no less dead

Than the first leaf that fell,—this wonder fled.

Altered, estranged, disintegrated, lost.
Nor shall my love avail you in your hour.
In spite of all my love, you will arise
Upon that day and wander down the air
Obscurely as the unattended flower,

It mattering not how beautiful you were,
Or how beloved above all else that dies.

Edna St. Vincent Millay

THE distance that the dead have gone
Does not at first appear;

Their coming back seems possible
For many an ardent year.

And then, that we have followed them
We more than half suspect,

So intimate have we become

With their dear retrospect.

Emily Dickinson



Dirge Without Music

| am not resigned to the shutting away of loving hearts in the hard
ground.

So itis, and so it will be, for so it has been, time out of mind:

Into the darkness they go, the wise and the lovely. Crowned

With lilies and with laurel they go; but | am not resigned.

Lovers and thinkers, into the earth with you.

Be one with the dull, the indiscriminate dust.

A fragment of what you felt, of what you knew,

A formula, a phrase remains, - but the rest is lost.

The answer quick and keen, the honest look, the laughter, the love,
They are gone. They have gone to feed the roses. Elegant and
curled

Is the blossom. Fragrant is the blossom. | know. But | do not ap-
prove.

More precious was the light in your eyes than all roses in the
world.

Down, down, down into the darkness of the grave
Gently they go, the beautiful, the tender, the kind;
Quietly they go, the intelligent, the witty, the brave.
| know. But | do not approve. And | am not resigned.

Edna St. Vincent Millay



Remember me when | am gone away,
Gone far away into the silent land;
When you can no more hold me by the hand,
Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay.
Remember me when no more day by day
You tell me of our future that you plann'd:
Only remember me; you understand
It will be late to counsel then or pray.
Yet if you should forget me for a while
And afterwards remember, do not grieve:
For if the darkness and corruption leave
A vestige of the thoughts that once | had,
Better by far you should forget and smile

Than that you should remember and be sad.

Christina Rosetti



