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25 The Little Tippler

W 359

A Bird, came down the Walk -

He did not know I saw -

He bit an angle - worm in halves

And ate the fellow, raw,

And then he drank a Dew

From a convenient Grass,

And then hopped sidewise to the Wall
To let a Beetle pass -

He glanced with rapid eyes,

That hurried all abroad -

They looked like frightened Beads, I thought,
He stirred his velvet head.-

Like one in danger, Cautious,

I offered him a Crumb,

And he unrolled his feathers,

And rowed him softer home -

Than Oars divide the Ocean,
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27 The Little Tippler

Too silver for a seam,
Or Butterflies, off Banks of Noon,
Leap, plashless as they swim.
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29 The Little Tippler

W 430

A Charm invests a face
Imperfectly beheld -

The Lady dare not lift her Veil
For fear it be dispelled -

But peers beyond her mesh -
And wishes - and denies -
Lest Interview - annul a want
That Image - satisfies -
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31 The Little Tippler

W 259

A Clock Stopped -

Not the Mantel’s -

Geneva’s farthest skill

Can’t put the puppet bowing -
That just now dangled still -

An awe came on the trinket!

The figures hunched - with pain -
Then quivered out of decimals -
Into degreeless noon -
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33 The Little Tippler

It will not stir for doctor’s -
This pendulum of snow -

The Shopman importunes it -
While cool - concernless No -

Nods from the Gilded pointers -
Nods from Seconds slim -
Decades of Arrogance between
The Dial life -

And Him -
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35 The Little Tippler

I 890

A Coffin - is a small Domain,
Yet able to contain

A Citizen of Paradise

In it diminished Plane -

A Grave - is a restricted Breadth -
Yet ampler than the Sun -

And all the Seas He populates -
And Lands He looks upon

To Him who on its small Repose
Bestows a single Friend -
Circumference without Relief -
Or Estimate - or End -
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37 The Little Tippler

W 966

A Death blow is a Life blow to Some
Who till they died, did not alive become -
Who had they lived - had died but when
They died, Vitality begun -
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39 The Little Tippler

W 914

A door just opened on a street -

I - lost - was passing by -

An instant’s Width of Warmth disclosed -
And Wealth - and company -

The door as sudden shut - and I -

I - lost - was passing by -

Lost doubly - but by contrast most -
Enlightening - Misery -*

" Informing - Misery (Franklin)
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4 The Little Tippler

I 846

A Drop fell on the Apple Tree -
Another - on the Roof -

A Half a Dozen kissed the Eaves -
And made the Gables laugh -

A few went out to help the Brook

That went to help the Sea -

Myself Conjectured, Were they Pearls -
What Necklaces could be -

The Dust replaced in Hoisted Roads -
The Birds jocoser sung -

The Sunshine threw his Hat away -
The Bushes - spangles flung -*

* The orchards spangles hung -
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43 The Little Tippler

The breezes brought dejected Lutes -
And bathed them in the Glee -

The Orient showed a single Flag,
And signed the Fete away -
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45 The Little Tippler

W 913

A Man may make a Remark -

In itself - a quiet thing

That may furnish the Fuse unto a Spark
In dormant nature - lain -

Let us deport - with skill -
Let us discourse - with care -
Powder exists in Charcoal -
Before it exists in Fire -
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47 The Little Tippler

W 508

A Pit - but Heaven over it -
And Heaven beside, and Heaven abroad;
And yet a Pit -

With Heaven over it.

To stir would be to slip -

To look would be to drop -
To dream - to sap the Prop
That holds my chances up.
Ah! Pit! With Heaven over it!
The depth is all my thought -
I dare not ask my feet -
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49 The Little Tippler

"Twould start us where we sit
So straight you’d scarce suspect
It was a Pit - with fathoms under it
Its Circuit just the same.

Seed - summer - tomb -

Whose Doom to whom
"Twould start them -

We - could tremble -

But since we got a Bomb -

And held it in our Bosom -

Nay - Hold it - it is calm -

* In some Editions this line exists
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51 The Little Tippler

W 1489

A Route of Evanescence,

With a revolving Wheel -

A Resonance of Emerald

A Rush of Cochineal -

And every Blossom on the Bush
Adjusts its tumbled Head -

The mail from Tunis - probably,
An easy Morning's Ride -
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53 The Little Tippler

W 1268

A word dropped careless on a Page
May stimulate an Eye

When folded in perpetual seam
The wrinkled maker lie

Infection in the sentence breeds.
We may inhale Despair

At distances of Centuries

From the Malaria -
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55 The Little Tippler

W 278

A word is dead, when it is said
Some say -

I say it just Begins to live
That day
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57 The Little Tippler

W 1149

After a hundred years
Nobody knows the Place
Agony, that enacted there
Motionless as Peace

Weeds triumphant ranged
Strangers strolled and spelled
At the lone Orthography

Of the Elder Dead

Winds of Summer Fields
Recollect the way

Instinct picking up the Key
Dropped by memory -
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59 The Little Tippler

W 372

After great pain, a formal feeling comes -

The Nerves sit ceremonious, like Tombs -

The stiff Heart questions ‘was it He, that bore,’
And ‘Yesterday, or Centuries before’?

The Feet, mechanical, go round -

A Wooden way

Of Ground, or Air, or Ought -
Regardless grown,

A Quartz contentment, like a stone -

This is the Hour of Lead -

Remembered, if outlived,

As Freezing persons, recollect the Snow -
First - Chill - then Stupor - then the letting go -
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o1 The Little Tippler

W 1668

Apparently with no surprise

To any happy Flower

The frost beheads it at its play -
In accidental power -

The blond assassin passes on -
The sun proceeds unmoved

To measure off another Day
For an approving God
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63 The Little Tippler

W78

As by the dead we love to sit -
Become so wondrous dear -
As for the lost we grapple
Tho’ all the rest are here -

In broken mathematics
We estimate our prize
Vast - in its fading ration
To our penurious eyes!
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65 The Little Tippler

14

As if I asked a common Alms,
And in my wondering hand

A Stranger pressed a Kingdom,
And I, bewildered, stand -

As if I asked the Orient

Had it for me a Morn -

And it should lift its purple Dikes,
And shatter me with Dawn!
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67 The Little Tippler

W 935

As imperceptibly as Grief

The Summer lapsed away -

Too imperceptible at last

To seem like Perfidy -

A Quietness distilled

As Twilight long begun,

Or Nature spending with herself
Sequestered Afternoon -

The Dusk drew earlier in -

The Morning foreign shone -

A courteous, yet harrowing Grace,
As Guest, that would be gone -
And thus, without a Wing

Or service of a Keel

Our Summer made her light escape
Into the Beautiful -
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69 The Little Tippler

W 377

At least - to pray - is left - is left -
Oh Jesus - in the Air -

I know not which thy chamber is -
I’m knocking - everywhere -

Thou settest Earthquake in the South -
And Maelstrom, in the Sea -

Say, Jesus Christ of Nazareth -

Hast thou no Arm for Me?
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7 The Little Tippler

W 1687

Beauty crowds me till I die
Beauty, mercy have on me
But if T expire today

Let it be in sight of thee -
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73 The Little Tippler

W 479

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 -
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75 The Little Tippler

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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77 The Little Tippler

W 1484

Before you thought of Spring
Except as a Surmise

You see, God bless his suddenness -
A fellow in the Skies

Of independent Hues,

A little weather-worn,
Inspiriting habiliments

Of indigo and Brown -

With Specimens of Song,

As if for you to choose -
Discretion in the interval
With gay delays he goes

To some superior Tree
Without a single Leaf

And shouts for joy to Nobody
But his seraphic self -
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79 The Little Tippler

W 321

Blazing in Gold and quenching in Purple
Leaping like Leopards to the Sky

Then at the feet of the old Horizon
Laying her Spotted Face to die

Stooping as low as the Otter’s Window
Touching the Roof and tinting the Barn
Kissing her Bonnet to the Meadow

And the Juggler of Day is gone
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8 The Little Tippler

W 142

Cocoon above! Cocoon below!
Stealthy Cocoon, why hide you so
What all the world suspect?

An hour, and gay on every tree
Your secret, perched in ecstasy
Defies imprisonment!

An hour in Chrysalis to pass -
Then gay above receding grass
A Butterfly to go!

A moment to interrogate,

Then wiser than a ““ Surrogate,”
The Universe to know!
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83 The Little Tippler

W 399

Departed-to the Judgment -

A Mighty - Afternoon -

Great Clouds - like Ushers - learning -
Creation - looking on -

The Flesh - Surrendered - Cancelled -
The Bodiless - begun -

Two Worlds - like Audiences - disperse -
And leave the Soul - alone -
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85 The Little Tippler

W 1634

Each that we lose takes part of us;

A crescent still abides,

Which like the moon, some turbid night,
Is summoned by the tides.
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87 The Little Tippler

W 1590

Elysium is as far as to

The very nearest Room

If in that Room a Friend await
Felicity or Doom -

What fortitude the Soul contains,
That it can so endure

The accent of a coming Foot -
The opening of a Door -
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89 The Little Tippler

W 1788

Fame is a bee.
It has a song -
It has a sting -
Ah, too, it has a wing.
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9 The Little Tippler

W 1702

Fame is a fickle food

Upon a shifting plate

Whose table once a

Guest but not

The second time is set

Whose crumbs the crows inspect
And with ironic caw

Flap past it to the

Farmer’s Corn

Men eat of it and die
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93 The Little Tippler

W 109

For each ecstatic instant

We must an anguish pay

In keen and quivering ration
To the ecstasy -

For each beloved hour

Sharp pittances of Years -
Bitter contested farthings -
And Coffers heaped with tears!
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95 The Little Tippler

W 1482

Forbidden Fruit a flavor has
That lawful Orchards mocks -
How luscious lies within the Pod
The Pea that Duty locks -
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97 The Little Tippler

W 1600

Forever honored be the Tree
Whose Apple Winterworn
Enticed to Breakfast from the Sky
Two Gabriels Yestermorn -

They registered in Nature’s Book
As Robins - Sire and Son -

But Angels have that modest way
To screen them from Renown -
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99 The Little Tippler

W 1700

Glory is that bright tragic thing
That for an instant

Means Dominion

Warms some poor name

That never felt the Sun,

Gently replacing

In oblivion -
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101 The Little Tippler

W 477

He fumbles at your Soul

As Players at the Keys -

Before they drop full Music on-
He stuns you by degrees -

Prepares your brittle Nature

For the Ethereal Blow

By fainter Hammers-further heard-
Then nearer - Then so slow -

Your Breath has time to straighten -
Your Brain - to bubble Cool -
Deals One - imperial Thunderbolt -
That scalps your naked Soul -

When Winds take Forests in the Paws -
The Universe - is still -
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103 The Little Tippler

W 1493

Hope is a subtle Glutton -
He feeds upon the Fair -
And yet - inspected closely
What Abstinence is there -

His is the Halcyon Table -
That never seats but One -
And whatsoever is consumed
The same amount remain -
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105 The Little Tippler

W 314

“Hope” is the thing with feathers -
That perches in the soul -

And sings the tune without the words -
And never stops - at all -

And sweetest - in the Gale - 1s heard -
And sore must be the storm -

That could abash the little Bird
That kept so many warm -

I’ve heard it in the chillest land -
And on the strangest Sea -

Yet - never - in Extremity,

It asked a crumb - of Me.
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107 The Little Tippler

W 1570

How happy is the little Stone
That rambles in the Road alone,
And doesn’t care about Careers
And Exigencies never fears -
Whose Coat of elemental Brown
A passing Universe put on,

And independent as the sun
Associates or glows alone,
Fulfilling absolute Decree

In casual simplicity -
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109 The Little Tippler

W32

I can wade Grief -
Whole Pools of it -

I’m used to that -

But the least push of Joy
Breaks up my feet -
And I tip - drunken -
Let no Pebble - smile -
"Twas the New Liquor -
That was all!

Power is only Pain -
Stranded, thro’ Discipline,
Till Weights - will hang-
Give Balm - to Giants -
And they’ll wilt, like Men -
Give Himmaleh -

They’ll Carry-Him!



dsmms Ligs yaw V)

v.1 0

e&q:d&.sruwimbqj
0306 5 S L 5
Goss J bl as
Gotasdy L,y cndy J

5Se,lSasa peal b K
J‘C\ 4:| u_s;x% &4&33;\4.‘4 db\g
Olls st A 4o )
S 558 Al Blans s

SIS S
S5 Ja L

.Q:\:)‘)&J ‘CC\L& Q§4S C.—\é_-_' JS



m The Little Tippler

| 706

I cannot live with You -
It would be Life -
And Life is over there -
Behind the Shelf

The Sexton keeps the Key to -
Putting up

Our Life - His Porcelain-
Like a Cup -

Discarded of the Housewife -
Quaint - or Broke -

A newer Sevres pleases -
Old Ones crack -
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m3 The Little Tippler

I could not die - with You -

For One must wait

To shut the Other’s Gaze down-
You - could not -

And I - Could I stand by
And see You - freeze -
Without my Right of Frost -
Death’s privilege?

Nor could I rise - with You -
Because Your Face

Would put out Jesus’-

That New Grace

Glow plain - and foreign
On my homesick eye-
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5 The Little Tippler

Except that You than He
Shone closer by -

They’d judge Us - How -

For You - served Heaven-You know,
Or sought to -

I could not -

Because You saturated Sight -
And I had no more Eyes

For sordid excellence

As Paradise

And were You lost, I would be -
Though My Name
Rang loudest
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n7 The Little Tippler

On the Heavenly fame -

And were You - saved -
And I - condemned to be
Where You were not

That self - were Hell to Me -

So We must meet apart -
You there - I - here -

With just the Door ajar

That Oceans are-and Prayer -
And that White Sustenance -
Despair -
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9 The Little Tippler

W 448

I died for Beauty-but was scarce
Adjusted in the Tomb

When One who died for Truth, was lain
In an adjoining room -

He questioned softly “Why I failed”?
“For Beauty”, I replied -

“And I - for Truth-Themself are One -
We Brethren, are”, He said -

And so, as Kinsmen, met a Night -
We talked between the Rooms -
Until the Moss had reached our lips -
And covered up - our names -
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21 The Little Tippler

W 368

I envy Seas, whereon He rides -
I envy Spokes of Wheels

Of Chariots, that Him convey -
I envy Crooked Hills

That gaze upon His journey -
How easy All can see

What is forbidden utterly

As Heaven - unto me!

I envy Nests of Sparrows -
That dot His distant Eaves;
The wealthy Fly, upon His Pane -
The happy - happy Leaves -
That just abroad His Window
Have Summer’s leave to play -
The Ear Rings of Pizarro
Could not obtain for me -

I envy Light-that wakes Him -
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123 The Little Tippler

And Bells - that boldly ring
To tell Him it 1s Noon, abroad -
Myself - be Noon to Him -

Yet interdict - my Blossom -
And abrogate - my Bee -

Lest Noon in Everlasting Night -
Drop Gabriel - and Me -
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125 The Little Tippler

I 867

[ felt a Cleaving in my Mind -

As if my Brain had split -

I tried to match it - Seam by Seam -
But could not make it fit -

The thought behind, I strove to join
Unto the thought before -

But Sequence ravelled out of Sound -
Like Balls - upon a Floor -
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127 The Little Tippler

W 340

I felt a Funeral, in my Brain,

And Mourners to and fro

Kept treading - treading-till it seemed
That Sense was breaking through-

And when they all were seated,

A Service, like a Drum-

Kept beating - beating - till I thought
My Mind was going numb -

And then I heard them lift a Box

And creak across my Soul

With those same Boots of Lead, again,
Then Space - began to toll,
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129 The Little Tippler

As all the Heavens were a Bell,

And Being, but an Ear,

And I, and Silence, some strange Race
Wrecked, solitary, here -

And then a Plank in Reason, broke,
And I dropped down, and down -
And hit a World, at every plunge,
And Finished knowing - then -
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131 The Little Tippler

W 357

[ felt my life with both my hands
To see if it was there -

I held my spirit to the Glass,

To prove it possibler -

I turned my Being round and round

And paused at every pound

To ask the Owner’s name -

For doubt, that I should know the Sound -

I judged my features-jarred my hair -

I pushed my dimples by, and waited -
If they - twinkled back -

Conviction might, of me -

I told myself, “Take Courage, Friend -
That-was a former time -

But we might learn to like the Heaven,
As well as our Old Home!”
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133 The Little Tippler

W 436

I found the words to every thought
I ever had - but One -
And that - defies Me -
As a Hand did try to chalk the Sun

To Races - nurtured in the Dark -
How would your own - begin?
Can Blaze be shown in Cochineal -
Or Noon - in Mazarin?
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135 The Little Tippler

W 763

I had no time to Hate -
Because

The Grave would hinder Me -
And Life was not so

Ample |

Could finish - Enmity -

Nor had I time to Love -

But since

Some Industry must be -

The little Toil of Love -

I thought

Be large enough for Me -
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137 The Little Tippler

W 591

I heard a Fly buzz - when I died -
The Stillness in the Room

Was like the Stillness in the Air -
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 portion of me be

Assignable - and then it was

There interposed a Fly -
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139 The Little Tippler

With Blue - uncertain stumbling Buzz -
Between the light-and me -

And then the Windows failed-and then
I could not see to see -
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4 The Little Tippler

W 261

I held a Jewel in my fingers -

And went to sleep -

The day was warm, and winds were prosy -
I said “’Twill keep”-

I woke - and chid my honest fingers,
The Gem was gone -

And now, an Amethyst remembrance
Is all I own -
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143 TheLittle Tippler

I 80

I hide myself within my flower,
That wearing on my breast,

You unsespecting, wear me too -
And angels know the rest.”

I hide myself within my flower,
That fading from your Vase -
You - unsuspecting - feel for me -
Almost - a loneliness -

* This stanza does not exist in Franklin’s edition
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145 TheLittle Tippler

W 339

I like a look of Agony,
Because I know it’s true -
Men do not sham Convulsion,
Nor simulate, a Throe -

The Eyes glaze once - and that is Death -
Impossible to feign

The Beads upon the Forehead

By homely Anguish strung.
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147 TheLittle Tippler

I 383

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 -

And supercilious peer

In Shanties - by the sides of Roads -
And then a Quarry pare

To fit its Ribs

And crawl between
Complaining all the while

In horrid - hooting stanza -
Then chase itself down Hill -
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149 The Little Tippler

And neigh like Boanerges -
Then - punctual as a Star
Stop - docile and omnipotent
At its own stable door -
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151 The Little Tippler

W 737

I many times thought Peace had come

When Peace was far away -

As Wrecked Men - deem they sight the Land -
At Centre of the Sea -

And struggle slacker - but to prove
As hopelessly as I -

How many the fictitious Shores -
Before the Harbor be -
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153 The Little Tippler

W 39

I never lost as much but twice -
And that was in the sod.

Twice have I stood a beggar
Before the door of God!

Angels - twice descending
Reimbursed my store -
Burglar! Banker - Father!
I am poor once more!
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155 The Little Tippler

I 800

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 -
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157 The Little Tippler

W 432

I read my sentence-steadily -
Reviewed it with my eyes,

To see that I made no mistake
In its extremest clause -

The Date, and manner, of the shame -
And then the Pious Form

That “God have mercy” on the Soul
The Jury voted Him -

I made my soul familiar -

With her extremity -

That at the last,

It should not be a novel Agony -
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159 TheLittle Tippler

But she, and Death, acquainted -
Meet tranquilly, as friends -
Salute, and pass, without a Hint -
And there, the Matter ends -
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161 The Little Tippler

W 633

I saw no Way - The Heavens were stitched -
I felt the Columns close -

The Earth reversed her Hemispheres -

I touched the Universe -

And back it slid - and I alone -
A Speck upon a Ball -

Went out upon Circumference -
Beyond the Dip of Bell -
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163 The Little Tippler

W 656

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 - upon 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 Bodice - too -
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165 The Little Tippler

And made as He would eat me up -
As wholly as a Dew

Upon a Dandelion’s Sleeve -

And then - I started - too -

And He - He followed - close behind -
I felt his Silver Heel

Upon my Ankle - Then my Shoes
Would overflow with Pearl -

Until We met the Solid Town -
No One He seemed to know -
And bowing - with a Might look -
At me - The Sea withdrew -
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167 The Little Tippler

W 207

I taste a liquor never brewed -
From Tankards scooped in Pearl -
Not all the Vats upon the Rhine”
Yield such an Alcohol!

Inebriate of Air - am I -

And Debauchee of Dew -

Reeling - thro’ endless summer days -
From inns of Molten Blue -

When “Landlords” turn the drunken Bee
Out of the Foxglove’s door -

When Butterflies - renounce their “drams”-
I shall but drink the more!

* Not all the Frankfprt Berries (Franklin)
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169 The Little Tippler

Till Seraphs swing their snowy Hats -
And Saints - to windows run -

To see the little Tippler

Leaning against the - Sun -
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171 The Little Tippler

W 660

I took my Power in my Hand -
And went against the World -
"Twas not so much as David - had -
But I - was twice as bold -

I aimed by Pebble - but Myself
Was all the one that fell -

Was it Goliath - was too large -
Or was myself - too small?
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173 The Little Tippler

W 577

I went to Heaven -
"Twas a small Town -
Lit - with a Ruby -
Lathed - with Down -

Stiller - than the fields
At the full Dew -
Beautiful - as Pictures -
No Man drew -

People - like the Moth -
Of Mechlin - frames -
Duties - of Gossamer -
And Eider - names -
Almost - contented -

I - could be -

‘Mong such unique
Society -
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175 The Little Tippler

I 982

If I can stop one Heart from breaking
I shall not live in vain

If I can ease one Life the Aching

Or cool one Pain

Or help one fainting Robin
Unto his Nest again
I shall not live in Vain.
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177 The Little Tippler

W 210

If I shouldn’t be alive
When the Robins come,
Give the one in Red Cravat,
A Memorial crumb -

If I couldn’t thank you,
Being fast asleep,

You will know I’'m trying
With my Granite lip!
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179 The Little Tippler

W 356

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.

If I could see you in a year,

I’d wind the months in balls -

And put them each in separate Drawers,
For fear the numbers fuse -

If only Centuries, delayed,

I’d count them on my Hand,
Subtracting, till my fingers dropped
Into Van Dieman’s Land.
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181 The Little Tippler

If certain, when this life was out -
That yours and mine, should be
I’d toss it yonder, like a Rind,
And take Eternity -

But, now, uncertain of the length
Of this, that is between,

It goads me, like the Goblin Bee -
That will not state - its sting.
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183 The Little Tippler

W 204

I’11 tell you how the Sun rose -

A Ribbon at a time -

The Steeples swam in Amethyst -
The news, like Squirrels, ran -
The Hills untied their Bonnets -
The Bobolinks*- begun -

Then I said softly to myself -
“That must have been the Sun”!
But how he set - [ know not -
There seemed a purple stile

That little Yellow boys and girls
Were climbing all the while -

Till when they reached the other side -
A Dominie in Gray -

Put gently up the evening Bars -
And led the flock away -

* An American migratory song bird (webester )
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185 The Little Tippler

W 204

I’'m Nobody! Who are you?

Are you - Nobody - too?

Then there’s a pair of us!

Don’t tell! they’d banish us - you know!”

How dreary - to be - Somebody!

How public - like a Frog -

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

“Don’t tell! they’d advertise- you know! ( Franklin )
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187 The Little Tippler

W 1714

In snow thou comest

Thou shalt go with the resuming ground
The sweet derision of the crow

And Glee’s advancing sound

In fear thou comest

Thou shalt go at such a gait of joy
That man anew embark to live
Upon the depth of thee -
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189 The Little Tippler

W 23

In The Name of the Bee -
And the Butterfly -
And the Breeze - Amen!
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191 The Little Tippler

W 535

It might be lonelier

Without the Loneliness -

I’m so accustomed to my Fate -
Perhaps the Other - Peace -

Would interrupt the Dark -

And crowd the little Room -

Too scant - by Cubits - to contain
The Sacrament - of Him -

I am not used to Hope -

It might intrude upon -

Its sweet parade - blaspheme the place -
Ordained to Suffering -

It might be easier

To fail - with Land in Sight -
Than gain - My Blue Peninsula -
To perish - of Delight -
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193 The Little Tippler

W 291

It sifts from Leaden Sieves -
It powders all the Wood.

It fills with Alabaster Wool
The Wrinkles of the Road” -

It makes an Even Face

Of Mountain, and of Plain -
Unbroken Forehead from the East
Unto the East again -

It reaches to the Fence -
It wraps it Rail by Rail
Till it 1s lost in Fleeces -
It deals Celestial Vail

* Only the first stanza of this poem is the same as Franklin’s edition.
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195 The Little Tippler

To Stump, and Stack-and Stem -

A Summer’s empty Room -

Acres of Joints, where Harvests were,
Recordless, but for them -

It Ruffles Wrists of Posts

As Ankles of a Queen -

Then stills its Artisans - like Ghosts -
Denying they have been -
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197 TheLittle Tippler

W 355

It was not Death, for I stood up,
And all the Dead, lie down -

It was not Night, for all the Bells
Put out their Tongues, for Noon.

It was not Frost, for on my Flesh
I felt Siroccos - crawl -

Nor Fire - for just my Marble feet
Could keep a Chancel, cool -

And yet, it tasted, like them all,
The Figures I have seen

Set orderly, for Burial,
Reminded me, of mine -
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199 TheLittle Tippler

As if my life were shaven,

And fitted to a frame,

And could not breathe without a key,
And ’twas like Midnight, some -

When everything that ticked - has stopped -
And Space stares - all around-

Or Grisly frosts - first Autumn morns,
Repeal the Beating Ground-

But, most, like Chaos-Stopless-cool -
Without a Change, or Spar -

Or even a Report of Land -

To justify - Despair.
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201 The Little Tippler

I 689

It was too late for Man -

But early, yet, for God -

Creation - impotent to help -

But Prayer - remained-Our Side -

How excellent the Heaven -
When Earth - cannot be had -
How hospitable - then - the face
Of our Old Neighbor - God -



dsmmss Ligs jaw VY

vey

Wlal b L3 5 LSt
SURCXTE t SRRt PRI
5 et Ol 30

55 Lide 131 Gliuda

BB L L5 i LSS
(dans’y o LVE‘JP \943 RS
«Odans’y

“_;Smﬁ Gods Cs_:l:.ulsu

Al oy e bt S cidad
el go s U (s (pEAG Guds
wlls (Se38) 59 S J
o (S5 50 (50 (S4ga



203 The Little Tippler

W 747

It’s easy to invent a Life -

God does it - every Day -

Creation - but the Gambol
Of His Authority -

It’s easy to efface it -

The thrifty Deity

Could scarce afford Eternity
To Spontaneity -

The Perished Patterns murmur -
But His Perturbless Plan

Proceed - inserting Here - a Sun -
There - leaving out a Man -
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205 The Little Tippler

W 302

It’s like the Light -

A fashionless Delight -
It’s like the Bee -

A dateless - Melody -

It’s like the Woods -
Private - Like the Breeze -
Phraseless - yet it stirs
The proudest Trees -

It’s like the Morning -

Best - when it’s done -

And the Everlasting Clocks -
Chime - Noon!
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207 The Little Tippler

W 648

I’ve seen a Dying Eye

Run round and round a Room -

In search of Something - as it seemed -
Then Cloudier become -

And then - obscure with Fog -

And then - be soldered down

Without disclosing what it be

"Twere blessed to have seen -
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209 The Little Tippler

W 132

Just lost, when I was saved!

Just felt the world go by!

Just girt me for the onset with Eternity,
When breath blew back,

And on the other side

I heard recede the disappointed tide!

Therefore, as One returned, I feel,

Odd secrets of the line to tell!

Some Sailor, skirting foreign shores -
Some pale Reporter, from the awful doors
Before the Seal!

Next time, to stay!

Next time, the things to see
By Ear unheard -
Unscrutinized by Eye -
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m The Little Tippler

Next time, to tarry,

While the Ages steal -
Slow tramp the Centuries,
And the Cycles wheel!
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213 The Little Tippler

W 309

Kill your Balm-and its Odors bless you -
Bare your Jessamine-to the storm -

And she will fling her maddest perfume -
Haply - your Summer night to Charm -

Stab the Bird-that built in your bosom -

Oh, could you catch her last Refrain -
Bubble! “forgive” - ”Some better” - Bubble!
“Carol for Him-when I am gone”!
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215 The Little Tippler

W 1361

Let me not mar that perfect Dream
By an Auroral stain

But so adjust my daily Night

That it will come again.

Not when we know, the Power accosts-
The Garment of Surprise

Was all our timid Mother wore

At Home-in Paradise.
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217 The Little Tippler

W 1698

Lightly stepped a yellow star
To its lofty place

Loosed the Moon her silver hat
From her lustral Face

All of Evening softly lit

As an Astral Hall

Father, I observed to Heaven,
You are punctual -



dsm=ss Ligs jaw YA

weo

Leds g8 S GKE Gaa oL Kisa 55 Koo
b S G oe (Kia

e dog (g BadSgdea b 31,4

952 o oy (55 b Sl 558 ol e
o9 Bdes 3 55 58 LS 35

wla (So Sad Laia Sey e

353 0oL 54 ol (54

S b SIS 08 &5 e
A S5 L Sy,

o Slaa GIS S gy J e
Goloa Gl ol cadl

Sy Lyes ooailonss cadisy
Ouliaa S g8 wddl

S5 oolals (Sop (B0



219 The Little Tippler

W 1245

Like Rain it sounded till it curved
And then I new ’twas Wind -

It walked as wet as any Wave

But swept as dry as sand -

When it had pushed itself away
To some remotest Plain

A coming as of Hosts was heard
That was indeed the Rain -

It filled the Wells, it pleased the Pools
It warbled in the Road-

It pulled the spigot from the Hills
And let the Floods abroad-

It loosened acres, lifted seas

The sites of Centres stirred

Then like Elijah rode away

Upon a Wheel of Cloud -
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221 The Little Tippler

W 1758

Love can do all but raise the Dead
I doubt if even that

From such a giant were withheld
Were flesh equivalent

But love is tired and must sleep,
And hungry and must graze
And so abets the shining Fleet
Till it is out of gaze.
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223 The Little Tippler

| 709

Me from Myself - to banish -
Had I Art -

Impregnable my Fortress
Unto All Heart -

But since Myself - assault Me -
How have I peace

Except by subjugating
Consciousness?

And since We’re mutual Monarch
How this be

Except by Abdication -

Me - of Me - ?
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225 The Little Tippler

W 1621

Morning is due to all -
To some - the Night -
To an imperial few -
The Auroral Light -
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227 The Little Tippler

W 223

Morning - is the place for Dew -
Corn - is made at Noon -
After dinner light - for flowers -
Dukes” - for Setting Sun!

* Any of several cultivated cherries between sweet cherries and sour cherries.
(Webster)
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229 The Little Tippler

W 1645

Morning that comes but once,
Considers coming twice -

Two Dawns upon a single Morn,
Make Life a sudden price -
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231 The Little Tippler

W 620

Much Madness is divinest Sense -
To a discerning Eye -

Much Sense - the starkest Madness -
"Tis the Majority

In this, as All, prevalil -

Assent-and you are sane -

Demur-you’re straightway dangerous -
And handled with a Chain -
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233 The Little Tippler

W 538

Must be a Woe

A loss or so -

To bend the eye
Best Beauty’s way -

But-once aslant
It notes Delight
As difficult

As Stalactite -

A Common Bliss
Were had for less -
The price - is

Even as the Grace -

Our lord-thought no
Extravagance
To pay - a Cross -
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235 The Little Tippler

W 1107

My Cocoon tightens - Colors tease -
I’m feeling for the Air -

A dim capacity for Wings

Demeans the Dress I wear -

A power of Butterfly must be -
The Aptitude to fly

Meadows of Majesty implies
And easy Sweeps of Sky -

So I must baffle at the Hint

And cipher at the Sign

And make much blunder, if at least
I take the clue divine -
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237 The Little Tippler

W 1773

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.
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239 The Little Tippler

W 764

My Life had stood - a Loaded Gun -
In Corners - till a Day

The Owner passed - identified -
And carried Me away -

And now We roam in Sovereign Woods -
And now We hunt the Doe -

And every time I speak for Him -

The Mountains straight reply -

And do I smile, such cordial light
Upon the Valley glow -

It is as a Vesuvian face

Had let its pleasure through -
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241 The Little Tippler

And when at Night - Our good Day done -
I guard My Master’s Head -

"Tis better than the Eider - Duck’s

Deep Pillow - to have shared -

To foe of His-I’'m deadly foe -
None stir the second time -
On whom I lay a Yellow Eye -
Or an emphatic Thumb -

Though I than He - may longer live
He longer must - than I -

For I have but the power to kill,
Without-the power to die -
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243 The Little Tippler

W 1576

No matter where the Saints abide,
They make their Circuit fair
Behold how great a Firmament
Accompanies a Star.
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245 The Little Tippler

W 649

No Rack can torture me -
My Soul - at Liberty -
Behind this mortal Bone
There knits a bolder One -

You cannot prick with saw -
Nor pierce with Scimitar -
Two Bodies - therefore be -
Bind One - The Other fly -

The Eagle of his Nest
No easier divest -
And gain the Sky
Than mayest Thou -
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247 The Little Tippler

Except Thyself may be
Thine Enemy -

Captivity is Consciousness -
So’s Liberty -
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249 The Little Tippler

W

Nobody knows this little Rose -
It might a pilgrim be

Did I not take it from the ways
And lift it up to thee.

Only a Bee will miss it -

Only a Butterfly,

Hastening from far journey -
On its breast to lie -

Only a Bird will wonder -
Only a Breeze will sigh -

Ah Little Rose-how easy

For such as thee to die!
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251 The Little Tippler

W 1349

Not with a Club, the Heart is broken
Nor with a Stone -

A Whip so small you could not see it
I’ve known

To lash the Magic Creature
Till it fell,

Yet that Whip’s Name

Too noble then to tell.

Magnanimous as Bird
By Boy descried -
Singing unto the Stone
Of which it died -

Shame need not crouch
In such an Earth as Ours -
Shame - stand erect -

The Universe is yours.
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253 The Little Tippler

W 279

Of all the Souls that stand create -

I have elected - One -

When Sense from Spirit - files away -
And Subterfuge - is done -

When that which is - and that which was-
Apart - intrinsic - stand -

And this brief Drama in the flesh -

Is shifted-like a Sand -

When Figures show their royal Front -
And Mists-are carved away,

Behold the Atom - I preferred -

To all the lists of Clay!
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255 The Little Tippler

W 319

Of Bronze - and Blaze -

The North - Tonight -

So adequate - it forms -

So preconcerted with itself -
So distant - to alarms -

And Unconcern so sovereign
To Universe, or me -

Infects my simple spirit
With Taints of Majesty -

Till I take vaster attitudes -
And strut upon my stem -
Disdaining Men, and Oxygen,
For Arrogance of them -
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257 The Little Tippler

My Splendors, are Menagerie -
But their Completeless Show
Will entertain the Centuries
When I, am long ago,

An Island in dishonored Grass -
Whom none but Beetles, know -
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259 The Little Tippler

W 1675

Of God we ask one favor, that we may be forgiven -
For what, he is presumed to know -

The Crime, from us, is hidden -

Immured the whole of life

Within a magic Prison

We reprimand the happiness

That too competes with Heven -
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261 The Little Tippler

W 1186

Oh Sumptuous moment

Slower go

That I may gloat on thee -

"Twill never be the same to starve
Now I abundance see -

Which was to famish, then or now-
The difference of Day

Ask him unto the Gallows led -
With morning in the sky
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263 The Little Tippler

W 216

On this long storm the Rainbow rose -
On this late Morn - the Sun -

The clouds - like listless Elephants -
Horizons-straggled down -

The Birds rose smiling, in their nests -
The gales-indeed - were done -

Alas, how heedless were the eyes -
On whom the summer shone!

The quiet nonchalance of death -
No Daybreak-can bestir -

The slow - Archangel’s syllables
Must awaken her!
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265 The Little Tippler

W 453

Our journey had advanced -

Our feet were almost come

To that odd Fork in Being’s Road -
Eternity - by Term -

Our pace took sudden awe -

Our feet - reluctant - led -

Before - were Cities - but Between -
The Forest of the Dead -

Retreat - was out of Hope -
Behind - a Sealed Route -
Eternity’s White Flag - Before -
And God - at every Gate -
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267 The Little Tippler

W 760

Pain-has an Element of Blank -
It cannot recollect

When it begun - or if there were
A time when it was not -

It has no Future - but itself -

Its Infinite contain

Its Past - enlightened to perceive
New Periods - of Pain.
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269 The Little Tippler

W 151

Papa above!

Regard a Mouse
O’erpowered by the Cat!
Reserve within thy kingdom
A “Mansion” for the Rat!

Snug in seraphic Cupboards
To nibble all the day,

While unsuspecting Cycles
Wheel solemnly away!
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271 The Little Tippler

I 788

Publication - is the Auction
Of the Mind of Man -
Poverty - be justifying

For so foul a thing

Possibly - but We-would rather
From Our Garret go

White - Unto the White Creator-
Than invest - Our Snow -

Thought belong to Him who gave it -
Then-to Him Who bear

Its Corporeal illustration - Sell

The Royal Air -
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273 The Little Tippler

In the Parcel - Be the Merchant
Of the Heavenly Grace -

But reduce no Human Spirit
To Disgrace of Price -
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275 The Little Tippler

W 1632

Quite empty, quite at rest,

The Robin locks her Nest, and tries her Wings.
She does not know a Route

But puts her Craft about

For rumored Springs -

She does not ask for Noon -

She does not ask for Boon,

Crumbless and homeless, of but one request -
The Birds she lost -
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277 The Little Tippler

W 781

Remorse - is Memory - awake -
Her Parties all astir -

A Presence of Departed Acts -
At window - and at Door -

Its Past - set down before the Soul
And lighted with a Match -
Perusal - to facilitate -

And help Belief to stretch -

Remorse is cureless-the Disease
Not even God-can heal -

For ’tis His institution-and

The Adequate of Hell -
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279 The Little Tippler

W 1044

Revolution is the Pod

Systems rattle from

When the Winds of Will are stirred
Excellent is Bloom

But except its Russet Base
Every Summer be

The Entomber of itself,

So of Liberty -

Left inactive on the Stalk
All its Purple fled
Revolution shakes it for
Test if it be dead -
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281 The Little Tippler

W 124

Safe in their Alabaster Chambers -
Untouched by Morning -

And untouched by Noon -

Lie the meek members of the Resurrection -
Rafter of Satin-and Roof of Stone -

Light laughs the breeze

In her castle above them -

Babbles the Bee in a stolid Ear,

Pipe the Sweet Birds in ignorant cadence -
Ah, what sagacity perished here!”

* This stanza does not exist in Franklin’s edition



dsmmss Ligs jaw  YAY

O 988 oA cy s o il
Ol Goytes Slaia LES GL o
Olsedas iy Lo

OISy pddes poda G 558

Dlsa Sy el 26

OeOdELel o JA ol eda (5B g8
é.'\b..\;\.} C.\E\MA da\g

(oA (SAG e



283 TheLittle Tippler

Grand go the Years,

In the Crescent above them -
Worlds scoop their Arcs -
And Firmaments - row -
Diadems - drop -

And Doges - surrender -
Soundless as Dots,

On a Disc of Snow.
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285 The Little Tippler

W 857

She rose to His Requirement - dropt
The Playthings of Her Life

To take the honorable Work

Of Woman, and of Wife -

If ought She missed in Her new Day,
Of Amplitude, or Awe -

Or first Prospective - or the Gold

In using, wear away,

It lay unmentioned-as the Sea
Develop Pearl, and Weed,

But only to Himself - be known
The Fathoms they abide -
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287 TheLittle Tippler

Bk

She slept beneath a tree -

Remembered but by me.

I touched her Cradle mute -

She recognized the foot -

Put on her carmine suit
And see!



dsm=ss Ligs jaw  YAA

vvv

O Ga J andd Koaals clsaia
Jle 56 e

Slius 4 oo 5505000

o aalio Lo los S

B R O e
e s el e H 8 S
oo 0 Lugsl Sla

b e S

aote (¥ste w3 O (susn e LKL
A 50 b s Whsa

g dans laly S Sla aia 18 50 J
Gods e b olla (et 54



289 The Little Tippler

W 236

Some keep the Sabbath going to Church -
I keep it, staying at Home -

With a Bobolink for a Chorister -

And an Orchard, for a Dome -

Some keep the Sabbath in Surplice -

I just wear my Wings -

And instead of tolling the Bell, for Church,
Our little Sexton - sings.

God preaches, a noted Clergyman -
And the sermon is never long,

So instead of getting to Heaven, at last -
I’m going, all along.
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291 The Little Tippler

W 1694

Speech is one symptom of Affection
And Silence one -

The perfectest communication

Is heard of none

Exists and its indorsement
Is had within -

Behold said the Apostle,
Yet had not seen!
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293 The Little Tippler

SR

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
Burst agonized and clear!
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295 The Little Tippler

W 1390

Take all away -
The only thing worth larceny
Is left - the Immortality -
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297 The Little Tippler

W 1263

Tell all the Truth but tell it slant -
Success in Circuit lies

Too bright for our infirm Delight
The Truth’s superb surprise

As Lightning to the Children eased
With explanation kind

The Truth must dazzle gradually
Or every man be blind -
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299 The Little Tippler

W 1747

That Love is all there is

Is all we know of Love,

It is enough, the freight should be
Proportioned to the groove.
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301 The Little Tippler

W 1577

The Bible is an antique Volume -
Written by faded men

At the suggestion of Holy Spectres -
Subjects - Bethlehem -

Eden - the ancient Homestead -
Satan - the Brigadier -

Judas - the Great Defaulter -

David - the Troubador -

Sin - a distinguished Precipice
Others must resist -

Boys that “believe” are very lonesome -
Other Boys are “lost™-

Had but the Tale a warbling Teller -
All the Boys would come -
Orpheus’* Sermon captivated -

It did not condemn -

* A poet and musician in Greek mythology (Webster)
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303 TheLittle Tippler

W 598

The Brain-is wider than the Sky -
For-put them side by side -

The one the other will contain
With ease - and You - beside -

The Brain is deeper than the sea -
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-Heft them - Pound for Pound -
And they will differ - if they do -

As Syllable from Sound -
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305 The Little Tippler

W 1108

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 -
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307 TheLittle Tippler

W 1559

The Butterfly upon the Sky,
That doesn’t know its Name
And hasn’t any tax to pay
And hasn’t any Home

Is just as high as you and 1,
And higher, I believe,

So soar away and never sigh
And that’s the way to grieve -
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309 TheLittle Tippler

W 1565

The Dandelion’s pallid Tube
Astonishes the Grass -

And Winter instantly becomes
An infinite Alas -

The Tube uplifts a signal Bud
And then a shouting Flower -
The Proclamation of the Suns
That sepulture is o’er -
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31 The Little Tippler

W 1510

The Devil - had he fidelity
Would be the best friend -
Because he has ability -

But Devils cannot mend -
Perfidy is the virtue

That would but he resign
The Devil - without question
Were thoroughly divine
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313 The Little Tippler

W 576

The difference between Despair
And Fear - is like the One
Between the instant of a Wreck
And when the Wreck has been -
The Mind is smooth -

No Motion - Contented as the Eye
Upon the Forehead of a Bust -
That knows - it cannot see -
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315 The Little Tippler

W 638

The Future never spoke -
Nor will He like the Dumb
Reveal by sign a syllable
Of His Profound To Come -

But when the News be ripe
Presents it in the Act -
Forestalling Preparation -
Escape or Substitute -

Indifference to Him

The Dower as the Doom -
His Office but to execute
Fate’s Telegram - to Him -
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317 TheLittle Tippler

I 588

The Heart asks Pleasure - first -
And then - Excuse from Pain -
And then-those little Anodyness
That deaden suffering-

And then - to go to sleep -
And then - if it should be
The will of its Inquisitor
The privilege to die -
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319 ThelLittle Tippler

W 960

The Heart has narrow Banks
It measures like the Sea

In mighty - unremitting Bass
And Blue monotony

Till Hurricane bisect

And as itself discerns

Its sufficient Area

The Heart convulsive learns

That Calm is but a Wall

Of Unattempted Gauze

An instant’s Push demolishes
A Questioning - dissolves.
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321 The Little Tippler

W 460

The Himmaleh was known to stoop
Unto the Daisy low -

Transported with Compassion

That such a Doll should grow
Where Tent by Tent - Her Universe
Hung out its Flags of Snow -
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323 TheLittle Tippler

W 877

The Lone liness One dare not sound -
And would as soon surmise

As in its Grave go plumbing

To ascertain the size -

The Loneliness whose worst alarm
Is lest itself should see -

And perish from before itself

For just a scrutiny -

The Horror not to be surveyed -
But skirted in the Dark -

With Consciousness suspended -
And Being under Lock -



A= Ligs jaw  VYE

S (Lo a s 54

e o, S

SdSs G, (g S il 955 Jgo
ol b g5 o6



325 TheLittle Tippler

I fear me this - is Loneliness -
The Maker of the soul

Its Caverns and its Corridors
[lluminate - or seal -
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327 The Little Tippler

W 416

The Months have ends - the Years-a knot -
No Power can untie

To stretch a little further

A Skein of Misery -

The Earth lays back these tired lives
In her mysterious Drawers -

Too tenderly, that any doubt

An ultimate Repose -

The manner of the Children -
Who weary of the Day -
Themself - the noisy Plaything
They cannot put away -
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329 TheLittle Tippler

W 450

The Outer - from the Inner
Derives its magnitude -

"Tis Duke, or Dwarf, according
As is the Central Mood -

The fine - unvarying Axis

That regulates the Wheel -

Though Spokes - spin-more conspicuous
And fling a dust - the while.

The Inner - paints the Outer -
The Brush without the Hand -
Its Picture publishes-precise -
As is the inner Brand -
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331 The Little Tippler

On fine - Arterial Canvas -

A Cheek-perchance a Brow -

The Star’s whole Secret - in the Lake -
Eyes were not meant to know.
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333 TheLittle Tippler

W 1580

The pattern of the sun

Can fit but him alone

For sheen must have a Disk*
To be a sun -

" The seemigly flat figure of a celestial body (Webster)
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335 TheLittle Tippler

W 729

The Props assist the House
Until the House is built

And then the Props withdraw
And adequate, erect,

The House support itself

And cease to recollect

The Auger and the Carpenter -
Just such a retrospect

Hath the perfected Life -

A past of Plank and Nail

And slowness - then the Scaffolds drop
Affirming it a Soul -
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337 TheLittle Tippler

W 213

The Skies can’t keep their secret!
They tell it to the Hills -

The Hills just tell the Orchards-
And they - the Daffodils!

A Bird-by chance-that goes that way -
Soft overhears the whole -

If I should bribe the little Bird -

Who knows but she would tell?

I think I won’t-however -
It’s finer - not to know -

If Summer were an axiom -
What sorcery had Snow?
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339 TheLittle Tippler

So keep your secret - Father!

[ would not - if I could -

Know what the Sapphire Fellows, do,
In your new - fashioned world!
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341 The Little Tippler

I 409

The Soul selects her own Society -
Then - shuts the Door -

To her divine Majority -

Present no more -

Unmoved-she notes the Chariots - pausing-
At her low Gate -

Unmoved - an Emperor be kneeling

Upon her Mat -

I’ve known her - from an ample nation -
Choose One -

Then - close the Valves of her attention -
Like Stone -
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343 The Little Tippler

W 1373

The Spider as an Artist

Has never been employed -
Though his surpassing Merit
Is freely certified

By every Broom and Bridget
Throughout a Christian Land -
Neglected Son of Genius

I take thee by the Hand -
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345 TheLittle Tippler

W 1627

The Spirit lasts - but in what mode -
Below, the Body speaks,

But as the Spirit furnishes -

Apart, it never talks -

The Music in the Violin

Does not emerge alone

But Arm in Arm with Touch, yet Touch
Alone - is not a Tune -

The Spirit lurks within the Flesh

Like Tides within the Sea

That make the Water live, estranged
What would the Either be?

Does that know - now - or does it cease -
That which to this is done,

Resuming at a mutual date

With every future one?
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347 The Little Tippler

Instinct pursues the Adamant,

Exacting this Reply,

Adversity if it may be, or Wild Prosperity,
The Rumor’s Gate was shut so tight
Before my Mind was sown,

Not even a Prognostic’s Push

Could make a Dent thereon -
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349 TheLittle Tippler

I 700

The Way I read a Letter’s - this -
"Tis first - I lock the Door -

And push it with my fingers - next -
For transport it be sure -

And then I go the furthest off
To counteract a knock -

Then draw my little Letter forth
And slowly pick the lock -

Then - glancing narrow, at the Wall -
And narrow at the floor

For firm Conviction of a Mouse

Not exorcised before -
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351 The Little Tippler

Peruse how infinite I am

To no one that You - know -

And sigh for lack of Heaven - but not
The Heaven God bestow -
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353 TheLittle Tippler

W 325

There came a Day at Summer’s full -
Entirely for me -

I thought that such - were for the Saints -
Where Resurrections - be -

The Sun - as common - went abroad -
The flowers - accustomed - blew -
As if no soul the solstice passed

That maketh all things new.

The time was scarce profaned - by speech-
The symbol of a word

Was needless - as at Sacrament -

The Wardrobe - of our Lord -

Each was to each The Sealed Church -
Permitted to commune - this time -



dsm=s Ligs jaw Yot

f.qjléuijl'ieﬁ@JqSﬁ
OBl s Al sl 458 o0

2539 598 (ida 54 o keSS
wi.v‘t:\ég REN d}.sgil% s Y Loso (55 uSaj
st b 4Gl led g iy

L35 SBG o Gles) S Lga
Ol (85 JRss Ben 5 S i
|.A:'.3_)§ .Albx‘(,:t &9 (2 l%la J&J da d Cssumts BLY.)

O R0 (g0 ailad ¢

ooty Slasdy S6 olisg

ot il e e (olh0e J (Se355 58 S
ok Liiaad diaads 558

Ioaa 1538 555 0SS pton (A8 (alegds J Sy



355 The Little Tippler

Lest we too awkward - show -
At “Supper of the Lamb.”

The hours slid fast - as Hours will -
Clutched tight - by greedy hands -
So faces on two Decks - look back -
Bound to opposing lands -

And so when all the time had leaked,*
Without external sound -

Each - bound the Other’s Crucifix -
We gave no other Bond -

Sufficient troth - that we shall rise -
Deposed-at length - the Grave -

To that new Marriage -
Justified-through Calvaries of Love!

* failed (Franklin)
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357 TheLittle Tippler

W 515

There is a pain - so utter -

It swallows substance up -

Then covers the Abyss with Trance -
So Memory can step

Around - across-upon it -

As one within a Swoon -

Goes safely - where an open eye -
Would drop Him - Bone by Bone -
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359 The Little Tippler

W 1696

There is a solitude of space

A solitude of sea

A solitude of Death, but these
Society shall be

Compared with that profounder site
That polar privacy

A soul admitted to itself -

Finite infinity.*

* Franklin’s edition lacks this line.
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361 The Little Tippler

42

There is a word

Which bears a sword

Can pierce an armed man -
It hurls its barbed syllables
And is mute again -

But where it fell

The saved will tell

On patriotic day,

Some epauletted Brother
Gave his breath away.

Wherever runs the breathless sun -
Wherever roams the day,

There is its noiseless onset -

There is its victory!

Behold the keenest marksman!
The most accomplished shot!
Time’s sublimest target

Is a soul “forgot™!
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363 TheLittle Tippler

W 1286

There is no Frigate like a Book
To take us Lands away

Nor any Coursers like a Page

Of prancing Poetry -

This Travers may the poorest take
Without oppress of Toll -

How frugal is the Chariot

That bears the Human soul.
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365 TheLittle Tippler

W 320

There’s a certain Slant of light,
Winter Afternoons -

That oppresses, like the Heft
Of Cathedral Tunes -

Heavenly Hurt, it gives us-
We can find no scar,

But internal difference -
Where the Meanings, are -

None may teach it - Any -
"Tis the Seal Despair -
An imperial affliction
Sent us of the Air -
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367 TheLittle Tippler

When it comes, the Landscape listens -
Shadows - hold their breath -

When it goes, ’tis like the Distance

On the look of Death -



dsm=ss Ligs e YA

wy

Gaas sadl £ 055, 546 GG
€ 53 O W S 8 L)
A oot cudy B0aS (B1A g

OlewlB < 055, 96 4

e o B3 o Slaenia b sl
D208 555 O Bl

caidddaadan (1,5 Glad S Bublas gd
G odas b s 44w

L e 0¥ B a3

Ol 555 o (paald 85

oo b ol K



369 TheLittle Tippler

122

These are the days when Birds come back -
A very few - a Bird or two -
To take a backward look.

These are the days when skies resume
The old - old sophistries of June -
A blue and gold mistake.

Oh fraud that cannot cheat the Bee.
Almost thy plausibility
Induces my belief,

Till ranks of seeds their witness bear -
And softly thro’ the altered air
Hurries a timid leaf.
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371 The Little Tippler

Oh Sacrament of summer days,
Oh Last Communion in the Haze -
Permit a child to join -

Thy sacred emblems to partake -
They consecrated bread to take
And thine immortal wine!
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373 TheLittle Tippler

W 817

This Consciousness that is aware
Of Neighbors and the Sun

Will be the one aware of Death
And that itself alone

Is traversing the interval
Experience between

And most profound experiment
Appointed unto Men -

How adequate unto itself
Its properties shall be
[tself unto itself and none
Shall make discovery.
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375 TheLittle Tippler

Adventure most unto itself
The Soul condemned to be -
Attended by a single Hound
Its own identity.
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377 TheLittle Tippler

W 519

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 I cannot see -

For love of Her - Sweet - countrymen -
Judge tenderly - of Me



dsmmss Ligs e YVA

2all

3 GeS 56 550 45 O H3a
wdSy e hde Sdiuda
S8l 55 sules elile J
oiga B Kag J&s

Orelia ads 2ll& ol 5
Oreyas (Spe s J S
G e Lhjas e (9
RO G gy il 4o

weaalea (Ll J fpsayty S 0o
S S 545 Glal;3a

eiSa aysha J&u 3 GE
Aloss o B (g5l 54

LEL (0 i liesla

RS P AR

|J3$ J 343

Al o By



379 TheLittle Tippler

W 446

This was a Poet-

It is That

Distills amazing sense
From ordinary Meanings -
And Attar so immense

From the familiar species

That perished by the Door -

We wonder it was not Ourselves
Arrested it - before -

Of Pictures, the Discloser -

The Poet - it is He -

Entitles Us - by Contrast -

To ceaseless Poverty -

Of portion - so unconscious -
The Robbing - could not harm -
Himself - to Him - a Fortune -
Exterior - to Time -
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381 The Little Tippler

W 373

This World is not Conclusion.

A Species stands beyond -
Invisible, as Music -

But positive, as Sound -

It beckons, and it baffles -
Philosophy - don’t know -

And through a Riddle, at the last -
Sagacity, must go -

To guess it, puzzles scholars -

To gain it, Men have borne
Contempt of Generations

And Crucifixion, shown -

Faith slips - and laughs, and rallies -
Blushes, if any see -

Plucks at a twig of Evidence -
And asks a Vane, the way -

Much Gesture, from the Pulpit -
Strong Hallelujahs roll -
Narcotics cannot still the Tooth
That nibbles at the soul -
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383 TheLittle Tippler

W 187

Through the strait pass of suffering -
The Martyrs - even - trod.

Their feet - upon Temptations -
Their faces - upon God -

A stately - shriven - Company -
Convulsion - playing round -
Harmless - as streaks of Meteor -
Upon a Planet’s Bond -

Their faith - the everlasting troth -
Their Expectation - fair -

The Needle - to the North Degree -
Wades - so - thro’ polar Air!
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385 The Little Tippler

W 402

To hear an Oriole sing
May be a common thing -
Or only a divine.

It is not of the Bird
Who sings the same, unheard,
As unto Crowd -

The Fashion of the Ear
Attireth that it hear
In Dun, or fair -

So whether it be Rune,
Or whether it be none
Is of within.
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387 The Little Tippler

The “Tune is in the Tree -”
The Skeptic - showeth me -
“No Sir! In Thee!”
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389 TheLittle Tippler

W 1777

To lose thee - sweeter than to gain
All other hearts I knew.

"Tis true the drought is destitute,
But then, I had the dew!

The Caspian has its realms of sand,
Its other realm of sea.

Without the sterile perquisite,

No Caspian could be.
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391 The Little Tippler

W o2

To my quick ear the Leaves - conferred -
The Bushes - they were Bells -

I could not find a Privacy

From Nature’s sentinels -

In Cave if [ presumed to hide

The Walls - begun to tell -
Creation seemed a mighty Crack -
To make me visible -
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393 TheLittle Tippler

W 1353

To pile like Thunder to its close
Then crumble grand away
While Everything created hid
This - would be Poetry -

Or Love - the two coeval come -
We both and neither prove -
Experience either and consume -
For None see God and live -
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395 TheLittle Tippler

W 1706

Today or this noon
She dwelt so close

I almost touched her
Tonight she lies

Past neighborhood
And bough and steeple
Now past surmise
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397 TheLittle Tippler

W 795

Truth - is as old as God -

His Twin identity

And will endure as long as He
A Co-Eternity -

And perish on the Day
Himself is borne away

From Mansion of the Universe
A lifeless Deity.
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399 TheLittle Tippler

W 691

Twas a long Parting-but the time
For Interview - had Come

Before the Judgment Seat of God -
The last - and second time

These Fleshless Lovers met -

A Heaven in a Gaze -

A Heaven of Heavens - the Privilege
Of one another’s Eyes -

No Lifetime - on Them -
Appareled as the new

Unborn - except They had beheld -
Born infiniter - now -
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401 The Little Tippler

Was Bridal - e’er like This?

A Paradise - the Host -

And Cherubim - and Seraphim -
The unobtrusive Guest -
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403 The Little Tippler

W 1740

"T was comfort in her Dying Room
To hear the living Clock

A short relief to have the wind
Walk boldly up and knock
Diversion from the Dying Theme
To hear the children play

But wrong the more

That these could live

And this of ours must die
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405 The Little Tippler

W 951

Unable are the Loved to die
For Love is Immortality,
Nay, it is Deity -

Unable they that love - to die
For Love reforms Vitality
Into Divinity.
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407 The Little Tippler

W 1691

Volcanoes be in Sicily

And South America

I judge from my Geography
Volcanos nearer here

A Lava step at any time
Am [ inclined to climb

A Crater I may contemplate
Vesuvius” at Home

* Volcano in Italy (Webster)
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409 ' The Little Tippler

W 428

We grow accustomed to the Dark -
When light is put away -

As when the Neighbor holds the Lamp
To witness her Goodbye -

A Moment - We uncertain step
For newness of the night -

Then - fit our Vision to the Dark -
And meet the Road - erect-

And so of larger - Darkness -
Those Evenings of the Brain -
When not a Moon disclose a sign-
Or Star-come out - within -
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4m The Little Tippler

The Bravest - grope a little -
And sometimes hit a Tree
Directly in the Forehead -
But as they learn to see -

Either the Darkness alters -

Or something in the sight
Adjusts itself to Midnight -
And Life steps almost straight.
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413 The Little Tippler

W 1481

We knew not that we were to live -
Nor when we are to die -

Our ignorance our cuirass is -

We wear Mortality

As lightly as an Option Gown

Till asked to take it off -

By his intrusion, God is known -

It is the same with Life -
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415 The Little Tippler

W 531

We learned the Whole of Love -
The Alphabet - the Words -

A Chapter - then the mighty Book -
Then - Revelation closed -

But in Each Other’s eyes

An Ignorance beheld -
Diviner than the Childhood’s -
And each to each, a Child -

Attempted to expound

What Neither - understood -
Alas, that Wisdom is so large -
And Truth - so manifold!
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417 The Little Tippler

W 1546

We never know we go when we are going -
We jest and shut the Door -

Fate - following - behind us bolts it -

And we accost no more -
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419 The Little Tippler

W 1290

Yesterday is History,

"Tis so far away -

Yesterday is Poetry - *Tis Philosophy-
Yesterday is mystery -

Where it is Today

While we shrewdly speculate

Flutter both away
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