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“LONELINESS IN JERSEY CITY”

The deer and the dachshund are one.

Well, the gods grow out of the weather. 

The people grow out of the weather;

The gods grow out of the people.

Encore, encore, encore les dieux …

The distance between the dark steeple

And cobble ten thousand and three

Is more than a seven-foot inchworm

Could measure by moonlight in June.

Kiss, cats; for the deer and the dachshund

Are one. My window is twenty-nine three

And plenty of window for me.

The steeples are empty and so are the people,

There’s nothing whatever to see,

Except Polacks that pass in their motors

And play concertinas all night.

They think that all is all right,

Since the deer and the dachshund are one.

“MOZART, 1935”

Poet, be seated at the piano.

Play the present, its hoo-hoo-hoo,

Its shoo-shoo-shoo, its ric-a-nic,

Its envious cachinnation.

If they throw stones upon the roof

While you practice arpeggios,

It is because they carry down the stairs

A body in rags.

Be seated at the piano.

That lucid souvenir of the past,

The divertimento;

That airy dream of the future,

The unclouded concerto …

The snow is falling.

Strike the piercing chord.

Be thou the voice.

Not you. Be thou, be thou

The voice of angry fear,

The voice of besieging pain.

Be thou that wintry sound

As of the great wind howling,

By which sorrow is released,

Dismissed, absolved

In a starry placating.

We may return to Mozart.

He was young, and we, we are old.

The snow is falling

And the streets are full of cries.

Be seated, thou.

“Domination of Black”

At night, by the fire,

The color 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 color 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,

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 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.

“POETRY IS A DESTRUCTIVE FORCE”

That’s what misery is,

Nothing to have at heart.

It is to have or nothing.

It is a thing to have,

A lion, an ox in his breast,

To feel it breathing there.

Corazon, stout dog,

Young ox, bow-legged bear,

He tastes its blood, not spit.

He is like a man

IN the body of a violent beast.

Its muscles are his own …

The lion sleeps in the sun.

Its nose on its paws.

It can kill a man.

“Gubbinal”

That strange flower, the sun,

Is just what you say.

Have it your way.

The world is ugly,

And the people are sad.

That tuft of jungle feather,

That animal eye,

Is just what you say.

Trhe savage of fire, 

That seed,

Have it your way.

The world is ugly,

And the people are sad.

ANECDOTE OF THE JAR

I placed a jar in Tennessee,

And round it was, upon a hill.

It made the slovenly wilderness

Surround that hill.

The wilderness rose up to it,

And sprawled around, no longer wild.

The jar was round upon the ground

And tall and of a port in the air.

It took dominion everywhete.

The jar was gray and bare.

It did not give of bird or bush,

like nothing else in Tennessee.

Wallace Stevens

FLORAL DECORATIONS 

FOR BANANAS

Well, nuncle, this plainly won't do.

These insolent, linear peels

And sullen, hurricane shapes

Won't do with your eglantine.

Blunt yellow in such a room!

You should have had plums tonight,

In an eighteenth-century dish,

And pettifogging buds,

For the women of primrose and purl,

Each one in her decent curl.

Good God! What a precious light!

But bananas hacked and hunched ...

The table was set by an ogre,

His eye on an outdoor gloom

And a stiff and noxious place

Pile the bananas on planks.

The women will be all shanks

And bangles and slatted eyes.

And deck the bananas in leaves

Plucked from the Carib trees,

Fibrous and dangling down,

Oozing cantankerous gum

Out of their purple maws,

Darting out of their purple craws

Their musky and tingling tongues.

THE SNOW MAN
One must have a mind of winter

To regard the frost and the boughs

Of the pine-trees covered with snow;

And have been cold a long time

To behold the junipers shagged with ice,

The spruces rough in the distant glitter

Of the January sun; and not to think

Of any misery in the sound of the wind,

In the sound of a few leaves,

Which is the sound of the land

Full of the same wind

That is blowing in the same bare place

For the listener, who listens in the snow,

And, nothing itself, beholds

Nothing that is not there and the nothing that is.

EXPLANATION

Ach, Mutter,

This old, black dress,

I have been embroidering

French Flowers on it.

Not by way of romance,

Here is nothing of the ideal,

Nein,

Nein.

It would have been different,

Liebchen,

If I had imagined myself,

In an orange gown,

Drifting through dpace,

Like a figure on the church-wall.

SIX SIGNIFICANT LANDSCAPES



I

An old man sits

In the shadow of a pine tree

In China.

He sees larkspur,

Blue and white,

At the edge of the shadow,

Move in the wind.

His beard moves in the wind.

The pine tree moves in the wind.

Thus the water flows 

Over weeds.



II

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.



III

I measure myself 

Against a tall tree.

I find that I am much taller,

For I reach right up to thr 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.

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, aving lines, ellipses--

As,  for example, the ellipse of the half-


moon--

Rationalists would wear sombreros.

THEORY

I am what is around me.

Women understand this.

One is not duchess

A hundred yards from carriage.

These, then are portraits:

A black vestibule;

A high bed sheltered by curtains.

These are merely instances.

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.

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.

GRAY STONES AND GRAY PIGEONS

The archbishop is way.  The church is gray.

He has left his robes folded in camphor

And, dressed in black, he walks

Among fireflies.

The bony buttresses, the bony spires

Arranged under the stony clouds

Stand in a fixed light.

The bishop rests.

He is away.  The church is gray.

This is a holiday.

The sexton moves with a sexton's stare

In the air.

A dithery gold falls everywhere.

It wets the pigeons,

It goes and the birds go,

Turn dry,

Birds that never fly

Except when the bishop passes by,

Globed in today and tomorrow,

Dressed in his colored robes.

A LOT OF PEOPLE BATHING IN A STREAM

It was loke passing a boundary to dive

Into the sun-filled water, brightly leafed

And limbed and lighted out from bank to bank.

That's how the stars shine during the day.  There,

      then,

The yellow that was yesterday, refreshed,

Became to-day, among our children and 

Ourselves, in the clearest green--well, call it green.

We bathed in yellow green and yellow blue

And in these comic colors dangled down,

Like their particular characters, addicts

To blotches, angular anonymids

Gulping for shape among the reeds.  No doubt,

We were the appropriate conceptions, less

Than creatures, of the sky between the banks, 

The water flowing in the flow of space.

It was passing a boundary, floating without a head

And naked, or almost so, into the grotesque

Of being naked, or almost so, in a world

Of nakedness, in the company of the sun,

Good-fortuner of the grotesque, patroon,

A funny foreigner of meek address.

How good it was at home again at night

To prepare for bed, in the frame of the house, and 

      move

Round the rooms, which do not ever seem to 

      change...

JOUGA

The physical world is meaningless tonight

And there is no other.  There is Ha-eé-me, who sits

And plays his guitar.  Ha-eé-me is a beast.

Or perhaps his guitar is a beast or perhaps they are

Two beasts.  But of the same kind--two conjugal beasts.

Ha-eé-me is the male beast...an imbecile,

Who knocks out a noise.  The guitar is another beast

Beneath his tip-tap-tap.  It is she that responds.

Two beasts but two of a kind and then not beasts.

Yet two not quite of a kind.  It is like that here.

There are so many of these beasts that one never sees,

Moving so that the foot-falls are slight and almost

     nothing.

This afternoon the wind and the sea were like that--

And after a while, when He-eé-me has gone to sleep,

A great jaguar running will make a little sound.

DEBRIS OF LIFE AND MIND

There is so little that is close and warm.

It is as if we were never children.

Sit in the room.  It is true in the moonlight

That it is as if we had never been young.

We ought not to awake.  It is from this

That a bright red woman will be rising

And, standing in violent golds, will brush her hair.

She will speak thoughtfully the words of a line.

She will think about them not quite able to sing.

Besides, when the sky is so blue, things sing them-

      selves,

Even for her, already for her.  She will listen

And feel that her color is a meditation,

The most gay and yet not so gay as it was.

Stay here.  Speak of familiar things for a while.

THE HOUSE WAS QUIET AND THE WORLD WAS CALM

The house was quiet and the world was calm.

The reader became the book; and summer night

Was like the conscious being of the book.

The house was quiet and the world was calm.

The words were spoken as if there was no book,

Except that the reader leaned above the page,

Wanted to lean, wanted much more to be 

The scholar to whom his book is true, to whom

The summer night is like a perfection of thought.

The house was quiet because it had to be.

The quiet was part of the meaning, part of the mind:

The access of perfection to the page.

And the world was calm.  The truth in a calm world,

In which there is no other meaning, itself

Is calm, itself is summer and night, itself

Is the reader leaning late and reading there.

THE WORLD AS MEDITATION

J'ai passé trop de temps a travailler mon violin, a voyager. Mais l'exercise essentiel du compositeur -- la meditation -- rien me l'a jamais suspendu en moi ... Je vis un reve permanent, qui s'arrete ni nuit ni jour.









  --Georges Enesco

Is it Ulysses that approaches from the east,

the interminable adventurer? The trees are mended.

That winter is washed away. Someone is moving.

On the horizon lifting himself above it.

A form of fire approaches the cretonnes of Penelope,

Whose mere savage presence awakens the world in which she dwells.

She has composed, so long, a self with which to welcome him,

Companion to his self for her, which she imagined,

Two in a deep-founded sheltering, friend and dear friend.

The trees had been mended, as an essential exercise

In an inhuman meditation, larger than her own.

No wind like dogs watched over her at night.

She wanted nothing he could not bring her by coming alone.

She wanted no fetchings. His arms would be her necklace

And her belt, the final fortune of their desire.

But was it Ulysses? Or was it only the warmth of the sun

On her pillow? The thought kept beating in her like her heart.

The two kept beating together. It was only day.

It was Ulysses and it was not. Yet they had met,

Friend and dear friend and a planet's encouragement.

The barbarous strength within her would never fail.

She would talk a little to herself as she combed her hair,

Repeating his name with its patient syllables,

Never forgetting him that kept coming constantly so near.

NOTES:

cretonnes - heavy, unbglazed linen or rayon printed in colored patterns

especially for draperies, chaircoverings, etc.

from THE ROCK (1954)

The High-Toned Old Christian Woman 

Poetry is the supreme fiction, madame.

Take the moral law and make a nave of it

And from the nave build haunted heaven.  Thus,

The conscience is converted into palms,

Like windy citherns hankering for hymns.

We agree in principle.  That's clear.  But take

The opposing law and make a peristyle,

And from the peristyle project a masque

Beyond the planets.  Thus, our bawdiness,

Unpurged by epitaph, indulged at last,

Is equally converted into palms,

Squiggling like saxophones.  And palm for palm,

Madame, we are where we began.  Allow,

Therefore, that in the planetary scene

Your disaffected flagellants, well-stuffed,

Smacking their muzzy bellies in parade,

Proud of such novelties of the sublime,

Such tink and tank and tunk-a-tunk-tunk,

May, merely may, madame, whip from themselves

A jovial hullabaloo among the spheres.

This will make widows wince.  But fictive things

Wink as they will.  Wink most when widows wince.

Metaphors of a Magnifico 

Twenty men crossing a bridge,

Into a village,

Are twenty men crossing twenty bridges,

Into twenty villages,

Or one man

Crossing a single bridge into a village.

This is old song

That will not declare itself . . .

Twenty men crossing a bridge,

Into a village,

Are

Twenty men crossing a bridge

Into a village.

That will not declare itself

Yet is certain as meaning . . .

The boots of the men clump

On the boards of the bridge.

The first white wall of the village

Rises through fruit-trees.

Of what was it I was thinking?

So the meaning escapes.

The first white wall of the village . . .

The fruit-trees . . .

Bantams in Pine-Woods 

Chieftain Iffucan of Azcan in caftan

Of tan with henna hackles, halt!

Damned universal cock, as if the sun

Was blackamoor to bear your blazing tail.

Fat!  Fat!  Fat!  Fat!  I am the personal.

Your world is you.  I am my world.

You ten-foot poet among inchlings. Fat!

Begone! An inchling bristles in these pines,

Bristles, and points their Appalachian tangs,

And fears not portly Azcan nor his hoos.

NOT IDEAS ABOUT THE THING BUT THE THING ITSELF

At the earliest ending of winter,

In March, a scrawny cry from outside

Seemed like a sound in his mind. 

He knew that he heard it,

A bird's cry, at daylight or before,

In the early March wind. 

The sun was rising at six, 

No longer a battered panache above snow... 

It would have been outside. 

It was not from the vast ventriloquism 

Of sleep's faded papier-mache... 

The sun was coming from the outside. 

That scrawny cry--It was

A chorister whose c preceded the choir.

It was part of the colossal sun, 

Surrounded by its choral rings,

Still far away. It was like

A new knowledge of reality.

The Idea of Order at Key West

She sang beyond the genius of the sea.

The water never formed to mind or voice,

Like a body wholly body, fluttering

Its empty sleeves; and yet its mimic motion

Made constant cry, caused constantly a cry,

That was not ours although we understood,

Inhuman, of the veritable ocean.

The sea was not a mask. No more was she.

The song and water were not medleyed sound

Even if what she sang was what she heard,

Since what she sang was uttered word by word.

It may be that in all her phrases stirred

The grinding water and the gasping wind;

But it was she and not the sea we heard.

For she was the maker of the song she sang.

The ever-hooded, tragic-gestured sea

Was merely a place by which she walked to sing.

Whose spirit is this? we said, because we knew

It was the spirit that we sought and knew

That we should ask this often as she sang.

If it was only the dark voice of the sea

That rose, or even colored by many waves;

If it was only the outer voice of the sky

And cloud, of the sunken coral water-walled,

However clear, it would have been deep air,

The heaving speech of air, a summer sound

Repeated in a summer without end

And sound alone. But it was more than that,

More even than her voice, and ours, among

The meaningless plungings of water and the wind,

Theatrical distances, bronze shadows heaped

On high horizons, mountainous atmospheres

Of sky and sea.

It was her voice that made

The sky acutest at its vanishing.

She measured to the hour its solitude.

She was the single artificer of the world

In which she sang. And when she sang, the sea,

Whatever self it had, became the self

That was her song, for she was the maker. Then we,

As we beheld her striding there alone,

Knew that there never was a world for her

Except the one she sang and, singing, made.

Ramon Fernandez, tell me, if you know,

Why, when the singing ended and we turned

Toward the town, tell why the glassy lights,

The lights in the fishing boats at anchor there,

As the night descended, tilting in the air,

Mastered the night and portioned out the sea,

Fixing emblazoned zones and firey poles,

Arranging, deepening, enchanting night.

Oh! Blessed rage for order, pale Ramon,

The maker's rage to order words of the sea,

Words of fragrant portals, dimly-starred,

And of ourselves and of our origins,

In ghostlier demarcations, keener sounds.

