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<1>

This is my letter to the World
That never wrote to Me

The simple News that Nature told
With tender Majesty

Her Message is committed
To Hands | cannot see

For love of Her Sweet countrymen
Judge tenderly of Me!
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Our share of night to bear,
Our share of morning,

Our blank in biiss to fill,

Our blank in scorning.

Here a star, and there a star,
Some lose their way.

Here a mist, and there a mist,
Afterwards —day|
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<3>

Success is counted sweetest
By those who ne'er succeed.
To comprehend a nectar
Requires sorest need.

Not one of all the purple Host
Who took the Flag today

Can tell the definition

So clear of Victory

As he defeated —dying —

On whose forbidden ear

The distant strains of triumph
Break agonized and clear!

<4>

We lose —because we win—
Gamblers —recollecting which
Toss their dice again!
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<5>

If | can stop one Heart from breaking
| shall not live in vain
If | can ease one Life the Aching
Or cool one Pain
Or help one fainting Robin
Unto his Nest again
| shall not live in vain.

<G>

Much Madness is divinest Sense
To a discerning Eye
Much Sense the starkest
Madness 'T is the majority
In this, as all, prevail
Assent,and you are sane
Demur —you're straightway dangerous
And handled with a Chain
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<7>

A Wounded Deerleaps highest
I've heard the Hunter tell

'T is but the Ecstasy of death
And then the Brake is stilll

The Smitten Rock that gushes!
The trampled Steel that springs!
A Cheek is always redder
Just where the Hectic stinés!

Mirth is the mail of anguish,
In which it caution arm,
Lest anybody spy the blood
And "You're hurt" exclaim|
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The Soul selects her own Society
Then shuts the Door

To her divine Majority

Present no more

I've known her from an ample nation
.hoose One
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<0>

I'm Nobody! Who are you?

Are you Nobody Too?

Then there's a pair of usl!

Don't telll they'd banish us—you Know!

How dreary to be Somebody!

How public like a Frosg

To tell one's name the livelong June
To an admiring Bog!

<10>
When night is almost done,
And sunrise grows so near
That we can touch the spaces,
It's time to smooth the hair

And get the dimples ready,
And wonder we could care
For that old faded midnight
That frightened but an hour.
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