Emily Dickinson (1830-1886)

1)

Is Heaven a physician?

They say that he can heal,

But medicine posthumous

Is unavailable.

Is Heaven an exchequer?

They speak of what we owe,

But that negotiation

I'm not a party to.

2)

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 —

In the Parcel — Be the Merchant

Of the Heavenly Grace —

But reduce no Human Spirit

To Disgrace of Price —

Emily Bronte (1818-1848)

Riches I hold in light esteem (March 1, 1841)

Riches I hold in light esteem

And Love I laugh to scorn

And lust of Fame was but a dream

That vanished with the morn–

And if I pray, the only prayer

That moves my lips for me

Is–"Leave the heart that now I bear

And give me liberty."

Yes, as my swift days near their goal

'Tis all that I implore

Through life and death, a chainless soul

With courage to endure!

How beautiful the Earth is still ( June 2, 1845)

How beautiful the Earth is still

To thee–how full of Happiness;

How little fraught with real ill

Or shadowy phantoms of distress;

How Spring can bring thee glory yet

And Summer win thee to forget

December's sullen time!

Why dost thou hold the treasure fast

Of youth's delight, when youth is past

And thou art near thy prime?

When those who were thy own compeers,

Equal in fortunes and in years,

Have seen their morning melt in tears,

To dull unlovely day;

Blest, had they died unproved and young

Before their hearts were wildly wrung,

Poor slaves, subdued by passions strong,

A weak and helpless prey!

"Because, I hoped while they enjoyed,

And by fulfilment, hope destroyed

As children hope, with trustful breast,

I waited Bliss and cherished Rest.

"A thoughtful Spirit taught me soon

That we must long till life be done;

That every phase of earthly joy

Will always fade and always cloy--

"This I foresaw, and would not chase

The fleeting treacheries,

But with firm foot and tranquil face

Held backward from the tempting race,

Gazed o'er the sands the waves efface

To the enduring seas–

"There cast my anchor of Desire

Deep in unknown Eternity;

Nor ever let my Spirit tire

With looking for What is to be.

"It is Hope's spell that glorifies

Like youth to my maturer eyes

All Nature's million mysteries--

The fearful and the fair–

"Hope soothes me in the griefs I know,

She lulls my pain for others' woe

And makes me strong to undergo

What I am born to bear.

"Glad comforter, will I not brave

Unawed the darkness of the grave?

Nay, smile to hear Death's billows rave,

My Guide, sustained by thee?

The more unjust seems present fate

The more my Spirit springs elate

Strong in thy strength, to anticipate

Rewarding Destiny!

Charlotte Bronte (1816-1855)

Winter Stores

WE take from life one little share,

  And say that this shall be

A space, redeemed from toil and care,

  From tears and sadness free.

And, haply, Death unstrings his bow

  And Sorrow stands apart,

And, for a little while, we know

  The sunshine of the heart.

Existence seems a summer eve,

  Warm, soft, and full of peace;

Our free, unfettered feelings give

  The soul its full release.

A moment, then, it takes the power,

  To call up thoughts that throw

Around that charmed and hallowed hour,

  This life's divinest glow.

But Time, though viewlessly it flies,

  And slowly, will not stay;

Alike, through clear and clouded skies,

  It cleaves its silent way.

Alike the bitter cup of grief,

  Alike the draught of bliss,

Its progress leaves but moment brief

  For baffled lips to kiss.

The sparkling draught is dried away,

  The hour of rest is gone,

And urgent voices, round us, say,

  " Ho, lingerer, hasten on !"

And has the soul, then, only gained,

  From this brief time of ease,

A moment's rest, when overstrained,

  One hurried glimpse of peace ?

No; while the sun shone kindly o'er us,

  And flowers bloomed round our feet,–

While many a bud of joy before us

  Unclosed its petals sweet,–

An unseen work within was plying;

  Like honey-seeking bee,

From flower to flower, unwearied, flying,

  Laboured one faculty,–

Thoughtful for Winter's future sorrow,

  Its gloom and scarcity;

Prescient to-day, of want to-morrow,

  Toiled quiet Memory.

'Tis she that from each transient pleasure

  Extracts a lasting good;

'Tis she that finds, in summer, treasure

  To serve for winter's food.

And when Youth's summer day is vanished,

  And Age brings Winter's stress,

Her stores, with hoarded sweets replenished,

  Life's evening hours will bless.

Anne Bronte (1820-1849)

VANITAS VANITATUM OMNIA VANITAS

In all we do, and hear, and see,

Is restless Toil and Vanity.

While yet the rolling earth abides,

Men come and go like ocean tides;

And ere one generation dies,

Another in its place shall rise;

THAT, sinking soon into the grave,

Others succeed, like wave on wave;

And as they rise, they pass away.

The sun arises every day,

And hastening onward to the West,

He nightly sinks, but not to rest:

Returning to the eastern skies,

Again to light us, he must rise.

And still the restless wind comes forth,

Now blowing keenly from the North;

Now from the South, the East, the West,

For ever changing, ne'er at rest.

The fountains, gushing from the hills,

Supply the ever-running rills;

The thirsty rivers drink their store,

And bear it rolling to the shore,

But still the ocean craves for more.

'Tis endless labour everywhere!

Sound cannot satisfy the ear,

Light cannot fill the craving eye,

Nor riches half our wants supply,

Pleasure but doubles future pain,

And joy brings sorrow in her train;

Laughter is mad, and reckless mirth--

What does she in this weary earth?

Should Wealth, or Fame, our Life employ,

Death comes, our labour to destroy;

To snatch the untasted cup away,

For which we toiled so many a day.

What, then, remains for wretched man?

To use life's comforts while he can,

Enjoy the blessings Heaven bestows,

Assist his friends, forgive his foes;

Trust God, and keep His statutes still,

Upright and firm, through good and ill;

Thankful for all that God has given,

Fixing his firmest hopes on Heaven;

Knowing that earthly joys decay,

But hoping through the darkest day.

