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MARY ALDIS

Yes, they will upbraid and reproach

In grave and sisterly accents

And mourn over me,

One who has fallen,

Yet I suspect

As each one goes to her cold little room,
Deep in her breast she will envy

With a terrible envy

The child that is mine

And the night

The curious night

When the sun and the moon and the stars
Bent down

And gave me their secrets.






WALTER CONRAD ARENSBERG

THE VOICE OF ONE DEAD

Of the relented limbs and the braid, O lady,
Bound up in haste at parting,
The secret is kept.

JUNE

These breaking buds,
These buds in a nest of leaves . , .

What wings have covered them,

And the warmth of what brooding mother,
That the roses,

The roses themselves,

Come out?

The roses are trying their petals . . .
Fly away, roses, after the wind.

FOR FORMS THAT ARE FREE

Loosen the web, Arachne, and we will waltz.
Loosen, Arachne,

The spider-web that has ensnared

The feet in such a struggling bergamask.
























SKIPWITH CANNELL

15

IKONS

I broke a savage bitch
who has two tails.
I named her ¢ Beauty ’
from a beast
in Mythology.

We cannot live

in the houses of other men,
We cannot breathe

air from their sick bellies;
I will travel into lonely places
To laugh and think new thoughts.

2
I have been all
wrong from the beginning.

I will re-create myself.
I will be right.

But I’'m in too great haste
to pluck lice away.

3

Let others wash me, serve food to me

And cleanse my pot.



16 SKIPWITH CANNELL

I cannot be a pot-man.

How can I serve?
How can I be kind or unkind

And myself.

I can be neither more kind nor less kind
Than a meteor
Falling in a city.

Let the pot-men fester in the filth of their pots:
I must uncover
God’s feet for the dancing.

A fool once said to me,
“ How strange it is that you are
Glad and drunken,”

I have burned a thousand things
Desirable but not mine.

I will not dance before God

with my body swathed in cloth.



SKIPWITH CANNELL 17

2

We young men come up from our beginnings crying,
“Way! Make way for us!”

The old ones stand against us

Like lions who are old and angry.

One by one they fall
Under our feet.

Behind us the land is flat
Save for ghosts and the stone giants.

3

Some day the young men
Will come upon me
Crying, “ Down with him! Down with him!”

I long for the day when the young men
Come against me.
To try our strength.

1

I have owed much to older people.

Why should I deny it?

To Nietszche and Mrs. Eddy and Blake and Whit-
man and Gauguin and those old Egyptians
who cut for eternity.
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God made dancing.

Only pot-men walk.

The dancers gather at God’s table
For joy that is drunken.

Lead was first smelted
From the souls of pot-men.

1

He who pulls flowers wantonly
Is a giant.
He who pulls flowers for their loveliness or perfume
Is one who can destroy giants
with the perfume of flowers.

I dislike men loving too many women.
I despise those loving their own sex.

They are wrong I am right.

I do not understand this
but it is true.

Men wash in their women
As gulls in the sea.



20 SKIPWITH CANNELL

When they have spewed forth their white children,
Though they dislike children,

They are happy

Pure.

I do not understand this
but it is true.

3
I went walking on the beaches.

Like sand grains were young men and young women
Lying two by two.

I went walking 'on the beaches.

With my lantern
I looked in the young men’s faces,
And they were all 1.

I went walking on the beaches.

The beaches were empty.

They put out the sun like a candle
and all the stars
the moon
and my lantern.

A voice cried from the sea,

“If I vomit & woman at your feet
take her
breed children.”



SKIPWITH CANNELL
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But I had spent my strength.

Then I woke up.

1

A coyote yapping at the moon
A wolf grinning at the lightning
Is the man of poems

Shouting of Him.

Him!
Him!

Glory on a dying fish.
Blue flies over the garbage.

Him!
Him!

O jackal sobbing at his loneliness.

Moon, demon of the heavens,
How great must your hatred be
for the peoples of earth.

Moon, I have poison,
hot and secret.

I will give you my poison,
devil of the sky.
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And when we leave you
With softness,

With kisses,

We are rich we are selves,
When we withdraw

Deeply

Into the sea.



24

ADELAIDE CRAPSEY

CINQUAINS

NOVEMBER NIGHT

Listen. .

With faint dry sound,

Like steps of passing ghosts,

The leaves, frost-crisp’d, break from the trees
And fall.

RELEASE

With swift

Great sweep of her

Magnificent arm my pain

Clanged back the doors that shut my soul
From life.

TRIAD

These be

three silent things:

The falling snow . . the hour

Before the dawn . . the mouth of one
Just dead.

TRAPPED

Well and

If day on day

Follows, and weary year

On year . . and ever days and years . .
Well?



ADELAIDE CRAPSEY
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MOON-SHADOWS

Still as

On windless nights

The moon-cast shadows are,
So still will be my heart when I
Am dead.

SUSANNA AND THE ELDERS

“ Why do

You thus devise

Evil against her?” ¢ For that
She is beautiful, delicate;
Therefore.”.

YOUTH

But me

They cannot touch,

Old age and death . . the strange
And ignominious end of old

Dead folk!

THE GUARDED WOUND

If it .

- Were lighter touch

Than petal of flower resting

On grass, oh still too heavy it were,
Too heavy!



ADELAIDE CRAPSEY

WINTER

The cold

With steely clutch

Grips all the land . . alack,
The little people in the hills
Will die!

NIGHT WINDS

The old

Old winds that blew

When chaos was, what do

They tell the clattered trees that I
Should weep?

AMAZE

I know

Not these my hands

And yet I think there was

A woman like me once had hands
Like these.

THE WARNING

Just now,

Out of the strange

Still dusk . . as strange, as still . ,
A white moth flew. . Why am I grown
So cold?
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FATE DEFIED

As it

Were tissue of silver

T’ll wear, O fate, thy grey,
And go mistily radiant, clad
Like the moon.

THE LONELY DEATH

In the cold I will rise, I will bathe
In waters of ice; myself

Will shiver, and shrive myself,
Alone in the dawn, and anoint
Forehead and feet and hands;

" I will shutter the windows from light,
I will place in their sockets the four
Tall candles and set them a-flame
In the grey of the dawn; and myself
Will lay myself straight in my bed,
And draw the sheet under my chin.















82 MARY CAROLYN DAVIES

v

The careful ocean sews
Pools, like round blue buttons
On the gray coat of the sand.

A
A wave heaps
Green tangled ribbons of sea-weed
On the gray counter of the sand
Then it rushes away
Like a salesgir]l when the gong sounds.

VI
The sun is dying
Alone
On an island
In the bay.
Close your eyes, poppies!
— I would not have you see death
You are so young —

Whose passing foot
Disturbed this ant-hill?
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Then the dance ended. . .
And you were once more a little painted harlot
In an ugly café
Before a vulgar audience.
So I led you back to your table
And thanked you conventionally,
And turned to go— But a sudden impulse
Swept me.—
And in the sight of all the gaping respectablhtles
I turned to you again
And kissed you
In recognition and farewell
To that winged spirit which you late had been
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They smoke a great deal, bathe little, and wear no
stays.

Their artistic garments are made on the Grecian
plan;

They flock in their crowds to the pit, for Mr. Shaw’s
plays;

And aspire to a union of souls, with some pimply
young man.



FRANCES GREGG

QUEST

Mist

Grey

Tremulous

And a mighty current beat:
Then sound ceased

And light was all,
Restless, tumultuous,
Then Peace.

And from the midst

A flower

White.

And one by one

The petals turned

Till they hung

Seven radiating flames.
And again

The petals fell away
And the calyx was upborne.
Silence

Peace

Mist

The return.

Love.
Not that bright Flaming-winged
But Very-love.
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HERM-APHRODITE-US

Behold me!

The perfect one!
Epitome of the universe!
The crystal sphere,—
reflecting

sex,—

being,—

God.

For long ages,—

moonlike,—

I turned one hemisphere

away from God,—

stubbornly reflecting

only half of His perfection,—
Man.

For this sin

God mocked me,—
showing himself in me;
monster of masculinity,—
tyrannous,

cruel,



ALICE GROFF

war-mad,
death-gluttonous,
God,— inverted.

Then through love,

God saved me,—

melted my perverseness,
set me spinning,

in full God-light,—
reflecting wholly

His perfection,

weman in man,

man in woman,—

herm-aphrodite-us.

Behold me!

The perfect one!

The crystal sphere,—
reflecting perfect sex,—
reflecting perfect being,—
reflecting God.
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WOOD FEAR

Suddenly,

Far off, .

The lights drew away;

The path stood still.

Out of the dark,

Noiseless, ominous,

The trunks of the trees towering came toward me;
Lifted themselves

Out of the dark into a great height
And came toward me.

Near,

Crowding upon me,

Closing in upon me like a wall of menace.

The long boughs stretched out to reach me;
They leaned toward me, through the blackness,
Slanting,

Slanting

To falluponme. . . . ...«

But now in a moment

The darkness grew light ;

The boughs of the trees sank from the sky,
And were as before ;

And I was walking as before

Quietly

Along the accustomed path

In the shadows.
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RAYS

As I lie here

And you are moving through the room,—

From chair to window,

From closet to door —

My eye glances go following you,

Following close;

Touching and loving each separate movement of you;
Each little turn and step.

My glances reach out like beams,
Like radii from me to you.

They are shafts of light in my head,
That turn and point

And shift and follow,

Swinging through wide arcs

And small arcs,

Ever directing the rays of their beam
So that they fall on you.

And I see you clearly,
Intensely,
As if all else were darkness.
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ORRICK JOHNS

FIN-
GERS

SHOE-
STRING

BEAU-
TIFUL

OLIVES

D’ve ten fingers

Very much admired,

I shall frame them

For they cannot do anything;

They cannot earn dinner

Or even hold a pebble . . .

Pebbles are pretty falling through them.

Little old shoe,

You need a shoe-string;

I shall find one for you,

For without it you are helpless
As a man who studies regulations,
But with a yellow one

Like a woman who is bald.

Oh, beautiful mind,

I lost it

In a lot of frying pans
And calendars and carpets
And beer bottles . . . .
Oh, my beautiful mind!



ORRICK JOHNS 59

GLES

ROOM

BLUE
UNDER~
SHIRTS

BED

Miggles —

That was his name,

Everyone always said,

“ Miggles did it.”

Oh, Miggles,

I admired you from the beginning,
Miggles!

It is a room that sets people thinking,
So they say,

Lighted like grandma’s moonflowers . . .
Swish — I hear something in the corner,
Suddenly,

And I wish I were a cat.

Blue undershirts,

Upon a line,

It is not necessary to say to you
Anything about it —

What they do,

What they might do . . . blue undershirts.

I am tortured :
By this borrowed mattress . . .
How do you lie,

Napoleon?
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IN THE
STREET

IN THE
ORCHARD

SOME
WHERE

MOON

Dinky, slinky,

You must not wink
That way . . .

You hussy,

Do you forget I think
For both of us?

This morning,

As the quince blossoms died,
The cherries were ripening . . .
Such are all your moments,
Little one.

Now I know

I have been eating apple-pie for breakfast
In the New England

Of your sexuality.

It lasted a month,

We had one moon . . .
You took it for a baby
And when it cried

For a bib and a bottle,
All was over.






ALFRED KREYMBORG as

MAN TELLS

Do you love that woman, sir?
Yes, that which I make of her.
Isn’t she most beautiful?

Yes, because I think her so.
Hasn’t she the best of hearts?
Yes, because I want it so.

Then there might be more like her?
Yes, the one you love,

WOMAN TELLS

I know that you do, but —
when last did you tell me?

I know that you gave, but —
what roses and roses!

I know that you will, but —
such kisses to go!

I know, yes, I know, but —

Begin!



ALFRED KREYMBORG

VISTA

The snow,

ah yes, ah yes indeed,

is white and beautiful, white and beautiful,
verily beautiful —

from my window.

The sea,

ah yes, ah yes indeed,

is green and alluring, green and alluring,
verily alluring —

from the shore.

Love,

ah yes, ah yes, ah yes indeed,

verily yes, ah yes indeed!

THE WHIP OF THE UNBORN

It is not she who rends me so —

no, it is not she.

These eyes are not hers that hate me so —
no, they are not hers.

Nor this her breath that flaunts me,

nor these her arms that strangle —

no, these are not hers.
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Said the earth:

I love you, flower.
It is late.

Come back to me.

I don’t want to —
I won’t —

I want the moon —
I want —

You’ve been playing too long, flower.
That isn’t good for you.

Nor fair to the morrow.

Come,

said the earth.

IMPROVISATION

Wind:

Why do you play

that long beautiful adagio,
that archaic air,

to-night?

Will it never end?

Or is it the beginning,
some prelude you seek?

Is it a tale you strum?
Yesterday, yesterday —
Have you no more for us?






ALFRED KREYMBORG

VARIATIONS

WIZARDRY

Your hands,

so strong,

so cool,

wizards
improvising sleep

L] 3 .

VARIATION

Till you came —
I was I

CARESS

It was as though one of those trees —
the very tallest of them,

that compassionate one —

had bent over me for a moment.

MARCH

The air is drenched with the noise of wind.
I with the noise of you.
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WILLOWS

This amphitheater of willows
praying that tarn,

are my mes

in constant attendance

on you.

CONTRA MUNDUM

There is one sanctuary
that is never shut —
to you.

PER CONTRA

Don’t weep.
There is sanctuary
from me,

‘as well.

Come.

PRIEST

I burn candles,
candles — '
and no two alike —
at an altar,
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OVERHEARD IN AN ASYLUM

And here we have another case,
quite different from the last,
another case quite different —
Listen.

Baby, drink.

The war is over.
Mother’s breasts
are round with milk.

Baby, rest.

The war s over.
Only pigs

slop over so.

Baby, sleep.

The war is over.
Daddy’s come

with a German cosn.

Baby, dream.

The war is over.
You'll be a soldier
too.

We gave her the doll —
Now there we have another case,
quite different from —



72 MINA LOY

LOVE SONGS

Spawn of fantasies

Sitting the appraisable

Pig Cupid his rosy snout
Rooting erotic garbage

“ Once upon a time”

Pulls a weed white star-topped
Among wild oats sown in mucous membrane
I would an eye in a Bengal light
Eternity in a sky-rocket .
Constellations in an ocean

Whose rivers run no fresher

Than a trickle of saliva

There are suspect places

I must live in my lantern
Trimming subliminal flicker
Virginal  to the bellows
Of experience

Colored glass.
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I say, having made a God, one can forgive Him.

But this man, who by bowing before a minister
Can take the girl, '

Body, mind and soul,

And build about her unassailable eternal ramparts
Against the world —

This man is a sort of God.

The scoundrel.

But he is tangible
And waxes hot and cold
And fears hell —

There is no forgiveness.

SATISFACTION

How could any god be happy
With only one hell?

Why, even a dog has different teeth
To crush this flea or that flea.



JOHN MCCLURE ™

POEMS OF WISTFULNESS

I. WANDERER

Why do ye find me in these waters?

Well, the old wander-dog in me whined;
So we came,

Baying at the moon,

Wistfully over the world.

II. SOMNAMBULIST

Last night I went a-walking with my dreams —
Folk such as ye ha’ never seen the like of,
With faces like moonlight on water,
Wistful folk.

One of them had eyes

The color of will-o’-the-wisp,

And another had hair

The color of wind.

We walked in silence

In a grey wood

Until dawn.
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So far as the future is concerned,
“ Shall not one say, with the Russian philosopher,
¢ How is one to know what one doesn’t know? ’ >’
So far as the present is concerned,

If external action is effete
And rhyme is outmoded,
I shall revert to you,
Habakkuk, as on a recent occasion I was goaded
Into doing, by XY, who was speaking of un-
rhymed verse. :
This man said — I think that I repeat
His identical words:
“ Hebrew poetry is
Prose with a sort of heightened consciousness.
¢ Ecstasy affords
The occasion and expediency determines the
form.” ”
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CHANSON TRISTE

My heart is sorrowful and my dreams are broken,
The light of the sun shines not upon my house.

I went into the forest
Treading the dry leaves
And I saw two gleaming black eyes.

I thought it was a tiger
And my bones cried out in terror.

I thought it was a snake
And my soul writhed in anguish.

I stumbled on a wet tree-root

And fell fainting into the morass,
The green toads croaked at me
The mud oozed round my belly . . .
I turned and saw '
Two black gleaming eyes . . .

My heart is sorrowful and my dreams are broken,
The light of the sun shines not upon my house.



86 EDWARD RAMOS

L’ARBRE MYSTIQUE

The slender tree

Has leaves that droop like little folds of silk;
Their delicate green

Melts into the blackness of the night.

Passing beneath

I seem to feel soft touches on my cheek

As though invisible wings

Or the stretching hands of some body-searching
spirit

Brushed past me.

My soul

Disintegrates;

Like a wave driven by the wind

It bursts.

Each spark

Flies up .
To find a body in the silent leaves.

RAPIERE A DEUX POINTS

(To 6. K.)
Your eyes
are like two flames
dancing

on the carved surface
of a gem.
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THREE DIMENSIONS

Several small houses

Discreetly separated by foliage
And the night —

Maintaining their several identities
By light

Which fills the inside of each —
Not as masses they stand
But as walls

Enclosing and excluding
Like shawls

About little old women —
What mystery hides within
What curiosity lurks without
One the other

Knows nothing about.



FERDINAND REYHER

KALEIDOSCOPICS

Gondolas with white freightage
Passed,

And muted barcaroles
Destroyed old houses.

The iridescent plush rope sways
With the rhythm
Of an old canzone of Genoa.

He died.

Let us dance elegant fandangos

In blues and golds,

And consort

With blinder things than parchment bats
To gather dripping garlands

Of mottled toadstools

To show the hate we loved him with.

Weave together delicate preludes
And stitch in faint cords

Of simple colors

Like gray,

But let us not be betrayed
Beyond beginnings.
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TWILIGHT 1

Columbine, Harlequin and Pierrot sit relaxed in arm-
chairs in a wide white room.

Columbine sits swinging her legs.

It grows gradually darker.

They sit as though waiting.

Creepers swing against the window.

It grows darker.

They sit as though waiting.

It grows darker.

Only the windows and the white linen of Pierrot and
Columbine can now be seen.

Harlequin a faint blur.

It grows darker.

Pierrot and Columbine show faintly. The easy-chairs
are rocks of shadow.

They sit as though waiting. . .

The creepers grow larger and swing against the win-
dows.

It grows darker.
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Pierrot

To-morrow will pass like other days.
Fear, hate, anger, '
and at times. . . .

Ppeace.
This till I’'m with her.
Then pain, anger, contempt,
and in rare moments,

Ppeace.

Through it all this pitiless unrest
will hold me fast,

till I must go

terrified and blank,

sombre like this street,

these lowering houses,

and she who watches

from trivial curtains

my footfalls sucked into eternity.

Her first love

Leaning over her while she lay
thrown back across my knees, . . .
. I bruised her lips

and the small hard breasts

with strainings and caresses.
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She does not move. . .
says nothing
Is she wondering what it all means?

But now and then her eyes water, their lids droop,
and her lips quiver.

Her face grows darker. . .

She strains me to her desperately. . .

It’s hard to know what these young girls want!

Going home
Come with me to the station!
No!
You don’t love me.
Come then!

“ When you go I want to cry.”

His own eyes watered, and he felt for the handle of
the door.

How empty the room would be when he’d gone.

The idea oppressed him.

A wild straining each to each.

Don’t go!

He freed himself

Ah, No! No!

But he said sadly, you can’t keep me.

She went out of the room with averted head.



96 JOHN RODKER

He knew her eyes would follow him down the street,
but he did not look back at the window.
She might wave to him . . . who left her thus
forever —
Forever. . .
Ah. . . till to-morrow.

Backtalk

It’s you, I love, only you!

What then?

You, you, only you!

As much as other men.

You, you, only you!

Come then!

You, you, ah . . . as much as other men.

The Moonmaiden
Come!
No! .
I will give you a white horse.
No!
I will give you a white baby.
No!
I will give you a white house.
No!

I will give you my own white dead body.
No!it’s cold, get my cloak.



JOHN RODKER

97

Damn you, Columbine.
Then they didn’t ’core you.

(She weeps.)

Interlude — Nostalgie de Uinfiné

You tangoed with him
on the lawn

in the moon,
and I smiled.

At times you’d be strong,
walk to me.

You did not think I shook;
hated you.

And when you’d dance with me,
I went away.

Why do you tell me these years after,
you wept for a long night?

The plot thickens

I laid upon my love
the spell of the kiss,
and left her to her bitter pain.

Outside was Carnival.
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When I returned

she was gone.

The night was cold

but I slept warm,

for I said

she sleeps more cold than I.

That my love should leave me
hurts me nothing;

But that the spell of my kiss
might thus easily be broken,
I am ashamed.

The Emperor’s Nightingale

It’s only you I love,

she says,

and cannot say aught else.
Poor “ Emperor’s nightingale.”

You, you, ah you,
she sighs.

But yet, when I “ go off,”

she’ll fling her kisses

for all the gallery to snarl upon,
And so * come off

and rapt

will pass me on the stairs.



JOHN RODKER

Celtic!
We danced, poor fools, on the world’s edge.

Because I saw her nimble legs
clean against the sky,
now there is no thing will give me ease.

I’ll find again that edge of the world
whereon she dances.

Poor fool! she dances on the world’s edge.

The compassionate pilgrim

I laughed,

chatted gaily;

was most attentive

to the foil I'd brought to pique you.
You’d no notion.

And though you laughed,
I saw through it
and was not hurt.

After,
you stood silent, lone
most pitiful.

All this trouble
because I could not kiss you
in the crowded room.
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You wanted to keep me
But they’d not let you,
and you gave way.
Now I'm gone

and you’re a memory.
Silent, lone,

most pitiful.

The Betrayal

This face is mine,
Hollow and line.

The same, yet bitter wine
I’'m drunk upon.

*Twas held by one
Who falsely spun
A web of love,
Below, above.

Yet it will prove

Her evil, should she turn,

But see the lips agirn,

Sad eyes, that burn, that burn.

Excuses himself for being concerned at her going

I’ve written enough to you,

about you

and because of you;

and dragged your beauty into too much light.
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Columbine becomes * advanced *’

I hate you!

Kiss me!

Now I really hate you!
Kiss me!

There . . . you see.

Oh . . . how I hate you now.

You’re dull, Columbine,
Good Night!
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Hearts of bright dew —

The sun will slip easily,
Tenderly,

Bright,

Out of sight,

More silver than gold

To behold —

Not as in summer he dies,

When low in the West he lies

In the sanguine flood

Of his own heart’s blood,

Shot by the shaft of the maiden moon,
With regret in his eyes

That the amazon comes too soon.

And my little son

Has run

From me

To the flowery hills to the dappled sea;

For somebody told him that shepherds in spring
Taste the new green sap of the old green trees,
And pluck a feather from the wing

Of a throstle

While they sing,

All together,

In a ring,

And toss it up into the breeze;

And their brains
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So at night one goes to the Quinconces
Inevitably,

And one is several and sometimes many,
But when the moon is a maid,

Young and discreet,

One in the Quinconces by night,

May easily be two.

But never before the night of that young moon
Did two in the Quinconces

To me

Mean

You.

Oh —

I was full of the god that day,
The droll,

The secret

God!
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SOUL OF THE LOTUS

(To Hasegawa)

A white lamp,
hanging —
In its mouth a pink pearl
of flame —
Swinging
by three strands of light. . .

A pool beneath,
Quaint and secret asmud. . .

Animate,

Winged for escape

To the cupped hand of night
Scooping pink and green stars
Out of unknown abysses,

The lotus —

But there’s the stem, hinting,
Tale-telling of some old connection,
Some scandal forgotten,

In the past of the taciturn mud;
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Over whose face —

Or is it a face
Under the mask of cool water?

The lotus
looks and fades upward,
Tirelessly murmuring,
Politely concealing impatience,
Like a lady reminding a dolt:
- % Please, you have caught in the door
A slip of my skirt;
Let me loose,
I must go.”

LENTO

Two children walking.

So slow their walk,
So like a sleepy wind their talk —

Arm sagging at the other’s waist,
Close as leaves fallen on wet grass —
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Tipsy tugs,
pert stacks,
queening at the dock. . .

On the checker-board,
Black sea,

White sky,

kissing corners. . .

Slow steam  squirms,
eludes the air. . .

Oh the salty little clams.
Sniffing !

THE SNAKE PASSES

Three little children afoot in the grass;
Getting rich in daisies,

Clutching red burdens of clover,

Playing at rivalry

With skeltering flocks of mad blossoms,
Mirth-shaken, flung by the whisk of the wings
Of the tipsying wind

Into the hands of the children.






ROBERT ALDEN SANBORN 117

Whose eye  is turned inward
Upon intestinal ructions.

(Despite the fact,
He is their consort.)

But then,
One must do something
To turn the flying edge
of the sickle,
While waiting
the cold sweet lover,
Whose head
on a silver platter
Makes terrible the night.

MAUVE

The rhythm of the sea
Is blent  in undulations of gray satin. . .

The ashes of burned violets  drift
over a sky. . .
And blurred,
a magical seed of light
Breaks in the whorls of a strange flower!

Did you ever see a flower
With core of tarnished silver
and five black petals?
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She sighed,
For so much melody.

Upon the bank, she stood
In the cool

Of spent emotions.

She felt, among the leaves,
The dew

Of old devotions.

She walked upon the grass,
Still quavering.

The winds were like her maids,
On timid feet,

Fetching her woven scarves,
Yet wavering.

A breath upon her hand
Muted the night.

She turned —

A cymbal crashed,

And roaring horns.

I

Soon, with a noise like tambourines,
Came her attendant Byzantines.

They wondered why Susanna cried
Against the elders by her side;
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IL

The night is of the color
Of a woman’s arm:
Night, the female,
Obscure,

Fragrant and supple,
Conceals herself,

A pool shines,

Like a bracelet

Shaken in a dance.

I measure myself

Against a tall tree.

I find that I am much taller,

For I reach right up to the sun,
With my eye;

And I reach to the shore of the sea
With my ear.

Nevertheless, I dislike

The way the ants crawl

In and out of my shadow.

Iv.

When my dream was near the moon,
The white folds of its gown
Filled with yellow light.
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The soles of its feet

Grew red.

Its hair filled

With certain blue crystallizations
From stars,

Not far off.

v.

Not all the knives of the lamp-posts,
Nor the chisels of the long streets,
Nor the mallets of the domes

And high towers,

Can carve

What one star can carve,

Shining through the grape-leaves.

Vi.

Rationalists, wearing square hats,

Think, in square rooms,

Looking at the floor,

Looking at the ceiling.

They confine themselves

To right-angled triangles.

If they tried rhomboids,

Cones, waving lines, ellipses —

As, for example, the ellipse of the half-moon —
Rationalists would wear sombreros.
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THE FLORIST WEARS KNEE-BREECHES

My flowers are reflected

In your mind

As you are reflected in your glass.
When you look at them,
There is nothing in your mind
Except the reflections

Of my flowers.

But when I look at them

I see only the reflections

In your mind,

And not my flowers.

It is my desire

To bring roses,

And place them before you

In a white dish.

TATTOO

The light is like a spider.

It crawls over the water.

It crawls over the edges of the snow.
It crawls under your eyelids

And spreads its webs there —

Its two webs.
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The webs of your eyes

Are fastened

To the flesh and bones of you
As to rafters or grass.

There are filaments of your eyes
On the surface of the water
And in the edges of the snow.

SONG

There are great things doing
In the world,

Little rabbit.

There is a damsel,

Sweeter than the sound of the willow,
Dearer than shallow water
Flowing over pebbles.

Of a Sunday,

She wears a long coat,

With twelve buttons on it.
Tell that to your mother.

INSCRIPTION FOR A MONUMENT

To the imagined lives

Evoked by music,
Creatures of horns, flutes, drums,

Violins, bassoons, cymbals —
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Nude porters that glistened in Burma
Defiling from sight ;

Island philosophers spent

By long thought beside fountains;
Big-bellied ogres curled up in the sunlight,
Stuttering dreams. . . .

BOWL

For what emperor

Was this bowl of Earth designed?
Here are more things

Than on any bowl of the Sungs,
Even the rarest —

Vines that take

The various obscurities of the moon,
Approaching rain

And leaves that would be loose upon the wind,
Pears on pointed trees,

The dresses of women,

Ozxen. . . .

I never tire

To think of this.
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DOMINATION OF BLACK

At night, by the fire,

The colors of the bushes

And of the fallen leaves,

Repeating themselves,

Turned in the room,

Like the leaves themselves

Turning in the wind.

Yes: but the color of the heavy hemlocks
Came striding —

And I remembered the cry of the peacocks.

The colors of their tails

Were like the leaves themselves .
Turning in the wind,

In the twilight wind.

They swept over the room,

Just as they flew from the boughs of the hemlocks
Down to the ground.

I heard them cry — the peacocks.

Was it a cry against the twilight
Or against the leaves themselves
Turning in the wind,

Turning as the flames

Turned in the fire,
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Turning as the tails of the peacocks
Turned in the loud fire,

Loud as the hemlocks

Full of the cry of the peacocks?

Or was it a cry against the hemlocks?

Out of the window,

I saw how the planets gathered

Like the leaves themselves

Turning in the wind.

I saw how the night came,

Came striding like the color of the heavy hemlocks.
I felt afraid —

And I remembered the cry of the peacocks.
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PASTORAL

The little sparrows
Hop ingenuously
About the pavement
Quarreling
With sharp voices
Over those things
That interest them.
But we who are wiser
Shut ourselves in
On either hand
And no one knows
Whether we think good
Or evil.
Then again,
The old man who goes about
Gathering dog lime
Walks in the gutter
Without looking up
And his tread
Is more majestic than
That of the Episcopal minister
Approaching the pulpit
Of a Sunday.
These things
Astonish me beyond words.
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-

Nor picked the yellow lilies

That sway on their clear stems
And no tree has waited

Long enough nor still enough

To touch fingers with the moon.”

I looked and there were little frogs
With puffed out throats,
Singing in the slime.

APPEAL

You who are so mighty,
Crimson salamander,
Hear me once more.

I lay among the half burned sticks
At the edge of the fire,

The fiend was creeping in.

I felt the cold tips of fingers —.

O crimson salamander!

Give me one little flame,
One!

That I may bind it
Protectingly about the wrist
Of him that lung me here,
Here upon the very center!

This is my song.
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TRACT

I will teach you

my townspeople

how to perform

a funeral —

for you have it

over a troop

of artists —

unless one should
scour the world —
you have the ground sense
necessary.

See! the hearse leads
I begin with

a design for a hearse.
For Christ’s sake

not black —

nor white either —
and not polished!

Let it be weathered —
like a farm wagon —
with gilt wheels

(this could be
applied fresh

at small expense)

or no wheels at all

a rough dray to

drag over the ground.
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Knock the glass out!
My God — glass,

my townspeople!

For what purpose?
Is it for the dead
to look out or

for us to see

how well he is housed
or to see

the flowers or

the lack of them —
or what?

To keep the rain
and snow from him?
he will have a
heavier rain soon —
pebbles and dirt

and what not —

let there be no glass
and no upholstery
phew!

And no little

brass rollers

and small easy wheels
on the bottom —

my townspeople
what are you thinking of
A rough :
plain hearse then
with gilt wheels
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and no top at all.

On this the coffin lies
by its own weight.

No wreaths please —
especially no

hot house flowers.
Some common memento
is better

something he prized
and is known by:

his old clothes —

a few books perhaps
God knows what!

You realize

how we are

about these things

my townspeople —
something will be found —
anything

even flowers

if he had to come to that.
So much

for the hearse —

for heaven’s sake tho’
see to the driver!

Take off

the silk hat!

In fact that’s no place
at all for him —

up there
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unceremoniously
dragging our friend out
to his own dignity.
Bring him down —
bring him down!

Low and inconspicuous!
I’d not have him ride
on the wagon at all —
damn him —

the undertaker’s
understrapper!

Let him hold the reins
and walk at the side
and inconspicuously too.
- 'Then briefly

as to yourselves:

walk behind —

as they do in France,
seventh class, or

if you ride

Hell take curtains!

Go with some show

of inconvenience—

sit openly —

to the weather

as to grief.

Or do you think

you can shut grief in —
what — from us?

We who have perhaps
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nothing to lose?
Share with us
share with us —

it will be money

in your pocket —
remember that, and
this:

there is one land —
and your two feet
are sucked down

so hard on it that
you cannot raise them —
where men are

truly equal

for they all have
nothing.

Go now, I think
you are ready.

TOUCHE

The murderer’s little daughter
who is barely ten years old
Jerks her shoulders

right and left

so as to catch a glimpse of me
without turning round.

Her skinny little arms

wrap themselves
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this way then that
reversely about her body!
Nervously

she crushes her straw hat
about her eyes

and tilts her head

to deepen the shadow —
smiling excitedly!

As best she can

she hides herself

in the full sunlight

her cordy legs writhing
beneath the little flowered dress
that leaves them bare

from mid-thigh to ankle —
Why has she chosen me

for the knife

that darts along her smile?

TO A SOLITARY DISCIPLE
Rather notice, mon cher,

that the moon is

tilted above

the point of the steeple

than that its color

is shell-pink.

Rather observe

that it is early morning
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than that the sky

is smooth

as a turquoise,

Rather grasp

how the dark

converging lines

of the steeple

meet at the pinnacle —;
perceive how

its little ornament

tries to stop them!

See how it fails!

See how the converging lines
of the hexagonal spire
escape upward

receding, dividing!

— sepals .

that guard and contain
the flower!

Observe

how motionless

the eaten moon

lies in the protecting lines.
It is true:

in the light colors

of the morning
brown-stone and slate
shine orange and dark blue
but observe

the oppressive weight
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of the squat edifice!
observe

the jasmine lightness
of the moon!

STILLNESS

Heavy white rooves

of Rutherford

sloping west and east

under the fast darkening sky:

What have I to say to you
that you may whisper it to them
in the night?

Round you

is a great smouldering distance
on all sides

that engulfs you

in utter loneliness.

Lean above their beds tonight
snow covered rooves;

listen;

feel them stirring warmly within
and say — nothing.
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PRISON WEEDS

The isles of evil odors
a chain of islands

on the river

like ulcers

on the flesh

the isles of evil odors.

I break stones
in the stone shed
big ones

into little ones
big ones

into little ones
big ones

into little ones
big ones

into little ones

I break stones

in the stone shed.

A row of men
a row of naked men
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standing against the wall
waiting,

a desk,

a scribe,

a centurion,

they are recording

marks of identification:

“ deep long scar on right side ”*
‘ one on palm of right hand ”
“ one on back of right hand ”
“ one on palm of left hand *

“ one on back of left hand ”

“ one on instep of right foot »
“ one on sole of right foot

“ one on instep of left foot ”
. one on sole of left foot ™
 next ?

Bones

a barrel of bones

the bones of last week’s stew
the rotten prison stew

no —

it’s not a dog

it’s not a cat

it’s & man

a man

made in the image of God.
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always sad

deep sunken eyes

black beard

noble brow

he resembles a German Christ
no one knows why  he’s up »
no one knows when he came

no one knows when he’ll go
they say

“ nobody home.”

¢ The Priest ”

“ Who wants the priest? »
the keeper calls

“1 want the priest ”

“ Well my son? »

“ Father!”

“ What my son? ”

¢ Father!”

 the Christ is in the cooler ”
The priest passed on

he did not understand.

Early

in the morning

I look out on the river
the little barred window
faces the river

I like to watch
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the life on the river
tugs

scows

sail boats

and steamships

I watch them gliding
along on the river
some up

some down

some fast

some slow

some noisy

some silent

I watch them gliding
along the river

I like to look

at the life on the river
Late at night

I look out on the river
the little barred window
faces the river.

The warden

he’s a nice old man
in uniform

80 spic and span
his face is red

his hair is white
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his eyes are blue
his smile is bright
his home is swell
his table fine

and ’m quite sure
80 is his wine
investigators

go away

with nothing

but the best

to say

they’re satisfied
beyond expression
the warden

made such good impression.

The sabbath

damn the sabbath

day of ennui

day without work

day without diversion
day without forgetfulness
day without end

damn the sabbath.

Now

that I’m soon to be free
another day

another night
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now
that I’m soon to be free

I feel

a strange unease

Maybe the

soul

Jjust before

the expiration of its sentence
on the verge of regaining

the freedom of eternal life
feels

at the thought of separation
from the body

as I feel

at the thought of separation
from my cell.
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THE DEAD

The dead are walking;

I hear the scraping of their shoes upon the floor,
The great rooms echo with their hollow voices;

I hear the creaking of their shoes upon the stairs,
I see them slanting toward their graves.

The dead are always cold,

I feel the windows rattle as they pass,

The dead are walking in the road

I hear the wailing of children as they pass
Of little children dragged along by the dead.

The hills are black,
The moon is a cold white, .
1t is like a great mouth opening to swallow the dead.









