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Wild nights—wild nights!
Were I with thee
Wild nights should be
Our luxury!

Futile the winds
To a heart in port—
Done with the compass,
Done with the chart!

Rowing in Eden—
Ah, the sea!
Might I moor, tonight,
In thee!

WILD 
NIGHTS!—
WILD 
NIGHTS!

by Emily Dickinson





1539 
 
Now I lay thee down to Sleep— 
I pray the Lord thy Dust to keep— 
And if thou live before thou wake— 
I pray the Lord thy Soul to make— 

 

 

1755 

TO make a prairie it takes a clover and one bee,—  
One clover, and a bee,  
And revery.  
The revery alone will do  
If bees are few. 

  


	My Life had stood - a Loaded Gun (764) by Emily Dickinson _ The Poetry Foundation.pdf
	poetryfoundation.org
	My Life had stood - a Loaded Gun (764) by Emily Dickinson : The Poetry Foundation





