POEMS OF EMILY DICKINSON

	I heard a Fly buzz (465) 
	

	by Emily Dickinson 

	

	I heard a Fly buzz – when I died –  

The Stillness in the Room

Was like the Stillness in the Air –  
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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 portions 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 – 

	______________________________________________________________________________________________________________


If you were coming in the fall, 
I'd brush the summer by 
With half a smile and half a spurn, 
As housewives do a fly. 
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If I could see you in a year, 
I'd wind the months in balls, 
And put them each in separate drawers, 
Until their time befalls. 

If only centuries delayed, 
I'd count them on my hand, 
Subtracting till my fingers dropped 
Into Van Diemens land.* 

If certain, when this life was out, 
That yours and mine should be, 
I'd toss it yonder like a rind, 
And taste eternity. 

But now, all ignorant of the length
Of time's uncertain wing, 
It goads me, like the goblin bee, 
That will not state its sting.

	______________________________________________________________________________________________________________


Because I could not stop for Death,
He kindly stopped for me;
The carriage held but just ourselves
And Immortality. 
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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 grew quivering and chill,
For only gossamer my gown,
My tippet only tulle. 

We paused before house that seemed
A swelling of the ground;
The roof was scarcely visible,
The cornice but a mound. 

Since then 'tis centuries, and yet each
Feels shorter than the day
I first surmised the horses' heads
Were toward eternity.  

	______________________________________________________________________________________________________________
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I never saw a moor;
I never saw the sea,
Yet know I how the heather looks
And what a billow be. 

I never spoke with God,
Nor visited in heaven.
Yet certain am I of the spot
As if the checks were given.

