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Success is Counted Sweetest 

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!  

Emily Dickinson 
 

"Hope" is the thing with 
feathers 

"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—is 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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The Truth—is stirless 

The Truth—is stirless— 
Other force—may be presumed to move— 
This—then—is best for confidence— 
When oldest Cedars swerve— 
 
And Oaks untwist their fists— 
And Mountains—feeble—lean— 
How excellent a Body, that 
Stands without a Bone— 
 
How vigorous a Force 
That holds without a Prop— 
Truth stays Herself—and every man 
That trusts Her—boldly up—  
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This World is not Conclusion 

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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