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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 – 

________________________________________________________________

#338 

I know that He exists. 

Somewhere -- in Silence -- 

He has hid his rare life 

From our gross eyes. 

‘Tis an instant’s play. 

‘Tis a fond Ambush -- 

Just to make Bliss 

Earn her own surprise! 

But -- should the play 

Prove piercing earnest -- 

Should the glee -- glaze -- 

In Death’s -- stiff -- stare -- 

Would not the fun 

Look too expensive! 

Would not the jest -- 

Have crawled too far! 

_________________________________________________________

#376 

Of Course -- I prayed -- 

And did God Care? 

He cared as much as on the Air 

A Bird -- had stamped her foot -- 

And cried "Give Me" -- 

My Reason -- Life -- 

I had not had -- but for Yourself -- 

‘Twere better Charity 

To leave me in the Atom’s Tomb -- 

Merry, and Nought, and gay, and numb -- 

Than this smart Misery. 

  

