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SELECTED POEMS OF EMILY DICKINSON  
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18  

 

The Gentian weaves her fringes— 

The Maple's loom is red— 

My departing blossoms 

Obviate parade. 

 

A brief, but patient illness— 

An hour to prepare, 

And one below this morning 

Is where the angels are— 

It was a short procession, 

The Bobolink was there— 

An aged Bee addressed us— 

And then we knelt in prayer— 

We trust that she was willing— 

We ask that we may be. 

Summer—Sister—Seraph! 

Let us go with thee! 

 

In the name of the Bee— 

And of the Butterfly— 

And of the Breeze—Amen! 

 

 

 

49  

 

I never lost as much but twice, 

And that was in the sod. 

Twice have I stood a beggar 

Before the door of God! 

 

Angels—twice descending 

Reimbursed my store— 

Burglar! Banker—Father! 

I am poor once more! 

  



193  

 

I shall know why—when Time is over— 

And I have ceased to wonder why— 

Christ will explain each separate anguish 

In the fair schoolroom of the sky— 

 

He will tell me what "Peter" promised— 

And I—for wonder at his woe— 

I shall forget the drop of Anguish 

That scalds me now—that scalds me now! 

 

 

214  

 

I taste a liquor never brewed -- 

From Tankards scooped in Pearl -- 

Not all the Vats upon the Rhine 

Yield such an Alcohol! 

 

Inebriate of Air -- am I -- 

And Debauchee of Dew -- 

Reeling -- thro endless summer days -- 

From inns of Molten Blue -- 

 

When "Landlords" turn the drunken Bee 

Out of the Foxglove's door -- 

When Butterflies -- renounce their "drams" -- 

I shall but drink more! 

 

Till Seraphs swing their snowy Hats -- 

And Saints -- to windows run -- 

To see the little Tippler 

Leaning against the -- Sun -- 

 

 

  



216  

 

 Safe in their Alabaster Chambers— 

Untouched by Morning— 

And untouched by Noon— 

Lie the meek members of the Resurrection— 

Rafter of Satin—and Roof of Stone! 

 

Grand go the Years—in the Crescent—above them— 

Worlds scoop their Arcs— 

And Firmaments—row— 

Diadems—drop—and Doges—surrender— 

Soundless as dots—on a Disc of Snow— 

              

 

241  

 

I like a look of Agony, 

Because I know it's true— 

Men do not sham Convulsion, 

Nor simulate, a Throe— 

 

The Eyes glaze once—and that is Death— 

Impossible to feign 

The Beads upon the Forehead 

By homely Anguish strung. 

 

 

249  

 

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 but moor--Tonight--  

In Thee! 

 

 

 

 

 

258  



 

There's a certain Slant of light, 

Winter Afternoons-- 

That oppresses, like the Heft 

Of Cathedral Tunes-- 

 

Heavenly Hurt, it gives us-- 

We can find no scar, 

But internal difference, 

Where the Meanings, are-- 

 

None may teach it--Any-- 

'Tis the Seal Despair-- 

An imperial affliction 

Sent us of the Air-- 

 

When it comes, the Landscape listens-- 

Shadows--hold their breath-- 

When it goes, 'tis like the Distance 

On the look of Death— 

 

 

462  

 

Why make it doubt—it hurts it so— 

So sick—to guess— 

So strong—to know— 

So brave—upon its little Bed 

To tell the very last They said 

Unto Itself—and smile—And shake— 

For that dear—distant—dangerous—Sake— 

But—the Instead—the Pinching fear 

That Something—it did do—or dare— 

Offend the Vision—and it flee— 

And They no more remember me— 

Nor ever turn to tell me why— 

Oh, Master, This is Misery— 

 

 

  



465  

 

I heard a Fly buzz – when I died –   

The Stillness in the Room 

Was like the Stillness in the Air –   

Between the Heaves of Storm –  

 

The Eyes around – had wrung them dry –   

And Breaths were gathering firm 

For that last Onset – when the King 

Be witnessed – in the Room –   

 

I willed my Keepsakes – Signed away 

What portions of me be 

Assignable – and then it was 

There interposed a Fly –   

 

With Blue – uncertain stumbling Buzz –   

Between the light – and me –   

And then the Windows failed – and then 

I could not see to see – 

 

 

528  

 

Mine — by the Right of the White Election! 

Mine — by the Royal Seal! 

Mine — by the Sign in the Scarlet prison — 

Bars — cannot conceal! 

 

Mine — here — in Vision — and in Veto! 

Mine — by the Grave's Repeal — 

Tilted — Confirmed — 

Delirious Charter! 

Mine — long as Ages steal! 

 

 

640  

 

I cannot live with You — 

It would be Life — 

And Life is over there — 

Behind the Shelf 

 

The Sexton keeps the Key to — 

Putting up 

Our Life — His Porcelain — 

Like a Cup — 

 

Discarded of the Housewife — 



Quaint — or Broke — 

A newer Sevres pleases — 

Old Ones crack — 

 

I could not die — with You — 

For One must wait 

To shut the Other's Gaze down — 

You — could not — 

 

And I — Could I stand by 

And see You — freeze — 

Without my Right of Frost — 

Death's privilege? 

 

Nor could I rise — with You — 

Because Your Face 

Would put out Jesus' — 

That New Grace 

 

Glow plain — and foreign 

On my homesick Eye — 

Except that You than He 

Shone closer by — 

 

They'd judge Us — How — 

For You — served Heaven — You know, 

Or sought to — 

I could not — 

 

Because You saturated Sight — 

And I had no more Eyes 

For sordid excellence 

As Paradise 

 

And were You lost, I would be — 

Though My Name 

Rang loudest 

On the Heavenly fame — 

 

And were You — saved — 

And I — condemned to be 

Where You were not — 

That self — were Hell to Me — 

 

So We must meet apart — 

You there — I — here — 

With just the Door ajar 

That Oceans are — and Prayer — 

And that White Sustenance — 

Despair — 



 

 

712  

 

Because I could not stop for Death— 

He kindly stopped for me— 

The Carriage held but just Ourselves— 

And Immortality. 

 

We slowly drove—He knew no haste, 

And I had put away 

My labor and my leisure too, 

For His Civility— 

 

We passed the School, where Children strove 

At recess—in the ring— 

We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain— 

We passed the Setting Sun— 

 

Or rather—He passed Us— 

The Dews drew quivering and chill— 

For only Gossamer, my Gown— 

My Tippet—only Tulle— 

 

We paused before a House that seemed 

A Swelling of the Ground— 

The Roof was scarcely visible— 

The Cornice—in the Ground— 

 

Since then—'tis centuries— and yet 

Feels shorter than the Day 

I first surmised the Horses' Heads 

Were toward Eternity— 

 

 

  



721  

 

Behind Me — dips Eternity — 

Before Me — Immortality — 

Myself — the Term between — 

Death but the Drift of Eastern Gray, 

Dissolving into Dawn away, 

Before the West begin — 

 

'Tis Kingdoms — afterward — they say — 

In perfect — pauseless Monarchy — 

Whose Prince — is Son of None — 

Himself — His Dateless Dynasty — 

Himself — Himself diversify — 

In Duplicate divine — 

 

'Tis Miracle before Me — then — 

'Tis Miracle behind — between — 

A Crescent in the Sea — 

With Midnight to the North of Her — 

And Midnight to the South of Her — 

And Maelstrom — in the Sky — 

 

 

744  

 

Remorse--is Memory--awake-- 

Her Parties all astir--- 

A Presence of Departed Acts-- 

At window--and at Door-- 

 

Its Past--set down before the Soul 

And lighted with a Match-- 

Perusal to--facilitate-- 

And help Belief to stretch-- 

 

Remorse is cureless---the Disease 

Not even God--can heal-- 

For 'tis His institution---and 

The Adequate of Hell. 

 

 

  



754  

 

My Life had stood — a Loaded Gun — 

In Corners — till a Day 

The Owner passed — identified — 

And carried Me away — 

 

And now We roam in Sovereign Woods — 

And now We hunt the Doe — 

And every time I speak for Him — 

The Mountains straight reply — 

 

And do I smile, such cordial light 

Upon the Valley glow — 

It is as a Vesuvian face 

Had let its pleasure through — 

 

And when at Night — Our good Day done — 

I guard My Master's Head — 

'Tis better than the Eider-Duck's 

Deep Pillow — to have shared — 

 

To foe of His — I'm deadly foe — 

None stir the second time — 

On whom I lay a Yellow Eye — 

Or an emphatic Thumb — 

 

Though I than He — may longer live 

He longer must — than I — 

For I have but the power to kill, 

Without — the power to die — 

 

 

861  

 

Split the Lark — and you'll find the Music — 

Bulb after Bulb, in Silver rolled — 

Scantilly dealt to the Summer Morning 

Saved for your Ear when Lutes be old. 

 

Loose the Flood — you shall find it patent — 

Gush after Gush, reserved for you — 

Scarlet Experiment! Sceptic Thomas! 

Now, do you doubt that your Bird was true? 

 

 

 

 

 

945  



 

This is a Blossom of the Brain — 

A small — italic Seed 

Lodged by Design or Happening 

The Spirit fructified — 

 

Shy as the Wind of his Chambers 

Swift as a Freshet's Tongue 

So of the Flower of the Soul 

Its process is unknown. 

 

When it is found, a few rejoice 

The Wise convey it Home 

Carefully cherishing the spot 

If other Flower become. 

 

When it is lost, that Day shall be 

The Funeral of God, 

Upon his Breast, a closing Soul 

The Flower of our Lord. 

 

 

1099  

 

 

My Cocoon tightens — Colors tease — 

I'm feeling for the Air — 

A dim capacity for Wings 

Demeans the Dress I wear — 

 

A power of Butterfly must be — 

The Aptitude to fly 

Meadows of Majesty implies 

And easy Sweeps of Sky — 

 

So I must baffle at the Hint 

And cipher at the Sign 

And make much blunder, if at least 

I take the clue divine — 

 

 

  



1591  

 

The Bobolink is gone — 

The Rowdy of the Meadow — 

And no one swaggers now but me — 

The Presbyterian Birds 

Can now resume the Meeting 

He boldly interrupted that overflowing Day 

When supplicating mercy 

In a portentous way 

He swung upon the Decalogue 

And shouted let us pray — 

 

 

1768  

 

Version 1 

Lad of Athens faithful be to thyself and mystery - 

All the rest is perjury - 

 

Version 2 

Lad of Athens, faithful be 

To thyself, 

And Mystery - 

All the rest is Perjury – 

 

 

 

  



Selected Poems of Wallace Stevens 
from The Palm at the End of the Mind, edited by Holly Stevens 

 

 

 

Sunday Morning 

 

1 

Complacencies of the peignoir, and late 

Coffee and oranges in a sunny chair, 

And the green freedom of a cockatoo 

Upon a rug mingle to dissipate 

The holy hush of ancient sacrifice. 

She dreams a little, and she feels the dark 

Encroachment of that old catastrophe, 

As a calm darkens among water-lights. 

The pungent oranges and bright, green wings 

Seem things in some procession of the dead, 

Winding across wide water, without sound, 

The day is like wide water, without sound. 

Stilled for the passing of her dreaming feet 

Over the seas, to silent Palestine, 

Dominion of the blood and sepulchre. 

 

2 

Why should she give her bounty to the dead? 

What is divinity if it can come 

Only in silent shadows and in dreams? 

Shall she not find in comforts of the sun, 

In pungent fruit and bright, green wings, or else 

In any balm or beauty of the earth, 

Things to be cherished like the thought of heaven? 

Divinity must live within herself: 

Passions of rain, or moods in falling snow; 

Grievings in loneliness, or unsubdued 

Elations when the forest blooms; gusty 

Emotions on wet roads on autumn nights; 

All pleasures and all pains, remembering 

The bough of summer and the winter branch. 

These are the measure destined for her soul. 

 

3 

Jove in the clouds had his inhuman birth. 

No mother suckled him, no sweet land gave 

Large-mannered motions to his mythy mind. 

He moved among us, as a muttering king, 

Magnificent, would move among his hinds, 

Until our blood, commingling, virginal, 

With heaven, brought such requital to desire 



The very hinds discerned it, in a star. 

Shall our blood fail? Or shall it come to be 

The blood of paradise? And shall the earth 

Seem all of paradise that we shall know? 

The sky will be much friendlier then than now, 

A part of labor and a part of pain, 

And next in glory to enduring love, 

Not this dividing and indifferent blue. 

 

4 

She says, "I am content when wakened birds, 

Before they fly, test the reality 

Of misty fields, by their sweet questionings; 

But when the birds are gone, and their warm fields 

Return no more, where, then, is paradise?" 

There is not any haunt of prophecy, 

Nor any old chimera of the grave, 

Neither the golden underground, nor isle 

Melodious, where spirits gat them home, 

Nor visionary south, nor cloudy palm 

Remote on heaven's hill, that has endured 

As April's green endures; or will endure 

Like her remembrance of awakened birds, 

Or her desire for June and evening, tipped 

By the consummation of the swallow's wings. 

 

5 

She says, "But in contentment I still feel 

The need of some imperishable bliss." 

Death is the mother of beauty; hence from her, 

Alone, shall come fulfillment to our dreams 

And our desires. Although she strews the leaves 

Of sure obliteration on our paths, 

The path sick sorrow took, the many paths 

Where triumph rang its brassy phrase, or love 

Whispered a little out of tenderness, 

She makes the willow shiver in the sun 

For maidens who were wont to sit and gaze 

Upon the grass, relinquished to their feet. 

She causes boys to pile new plums and pears 

On disregarded plate. The maidens taste 

And stray impassioned in the littering leaves. 

 

6 

Is there no change of death in paradise? 

Does ripe fruit never fall? Or do the boughs 

Hang always heavy in that perfect sky, 

Unchanging, yet so like our perishing earth, 

With rivers like our own that seek for seas 

They never find, the same receding shores 



That never touch with inarticulate pang? 

Why set pear upon those river-banks 

Or spice the shores with odors of the plum? 

Alas, that they should wear our colors there, 

The silken weavings of our afternoons, 

And pick the strings of our insipid lutes! 

Death is the mother of beauty, mystical, 

Within whose burning bosom we devise 

Our earthly mothers waiting, sleeplessly. 

 

7 

Supple and turbulent, a ring of men 

Shall chant in orgy on a summer morn 

Their boisterous devotion to the sun, 

Not as a god, but as a god might be, 

Naked among them, like a savage source. 

Their chant shall be a chant of paradise, 

Out of their blood, returning to the sky; 

And in their chant shall enter, voice by voice, 

The windy lake wherein their lord delights, 

The trees, like serafin, and echoing hills, 

That choir among themselves long afterward. 

They shall know well the heavenly fellowship 

Of men that perish and of summer morn. 

And whence they came and whither they shall go 

The dew upon their feet shall manifest. 

 

8 

She hears, upon that water without sound, 

A voice that cries, "The tomb in Palestine 

Is not the porch of spirits lingering. 

It is the grave of Jesus, where he lay." 

We live in an old chaos of the sun, 

Or old dependency of day and night, 

Or island solitude, unsponsored, free, 

Of that wide water, inescapable. 

Deer walk upon our mountains, and the quail 

Whistle about us their spontaneous cries; 

Sweet berries ripen in the wilderness; 

And, in the isolation of the sky, 

At evening, casual flocks of pigeons make 

Ambiguous undulations as they sink, 

Downward to darkness, on extended wings. 

 

 

 

  



The Emperor of Ice Cream 

 

Call the roller of big cigars, 

The muscular one, and bid him whip 

In kitchen cups concupiscent curds. 

Let the wenches dawdle in such dress 

As they are used to wear, and let the boys 

Bring flowers in last month's newspapers. 

Let be be finale of seem. 

The only emperor is the emperor of ice-cream. 

 

Take from the dresser of deal, 

Lacking the three glass knobs, that sheet 

On which she embroidered fantails once 

And spread it so as to cover her face. 

If her horny feet protrude, they come 

To show how cold she is, and dumb. 

Let the lamp affix its beam. 

The only emperor is the emperor of ice-cream. 

 

 

To the One of Fictive Music 

 

Sister and mother and diviner love, 

And of the sisterhood of the living dead 

Most near, most clear, and of the clearest bloom, 

And of the fragrant mothers the most dear 

And queen, and of diviner love the day 

And flame and summer and sweet fire, no thread 

Of cloudy silver sprinkles in your gown 

Its venom of renown, and on your head 

No crown is simpler than the simple hair.  

 

Now, of the music summoned by the birth 

That separates us from the wind and sea, 

Yet leaves us in them, until earth becomes, 

By being so much of the things we are, 

Gross effigy and simulacrum, none 

Gives motion to perfection more serene 

Than yours, out of our own imperfections wrought, 

Most rare, or ever of more kindred air 

In the laborious weaving that you wear.  

 

For so retentive of themselves are men 

That music is intensest which proclaims 

The near, the clear, and vaunts the clearest bloom, 

And of all the vigils musing the obscure, 

That apprehends the most which sees and names, 

As in your name, an image that is sure, 

Among the arrant spices of the sun, 



O bough and bush and scented vine, in whom 

We give ourselves our likest issuance.  

 

Yet not too like, yet not so like to be 

Too near, too clear, saving a little to endow 

Our feigning with the strange unlike, whence springs 

The difference that heavenly pity brings. 

For this, musician, in your girdle fixed 

Bear other perfumes. On your pale head wear 

A band entwining, set with fatal stones. 

Unreal, give back to us what once you gave: 

The imagination that we spurned and crave. 

 

 

Evening without Angels 

 

     the great interests of man: air and light, the joy of 

     having a body, the voluptuousness of looking. 

                                                         —Mario Rossi 

 

Why seraphim like lutanists arranged 

Above the trees? And why the poet as 

Eternal chef d'orchestre? 

 

                                        Air is air. 

Its vacancy glitters round us everywhere. 

Its sounds are not angelic syllables 

But our unfashioned spirits realized 

More sharply in more furious selves. 

 

                                         And light 

That fosters seraphim and is to them 

Coiffeur of haloes, fecund jeweller— 

Was the sun concoct for angels or for men? 

Sad men made angels of the sun, and of 

The moon they made their own attendant ghosts, 

Which led them back to angels, after death. 

 

Let this be clear that we are men of sun 

And men of day and never of pointed night, 

Men that repeat antiquest sounds of air 

In an accord of repetitions. Yet, 

If we repeat, it is because the wind 

Encircling us, speaks always with our speech. 

 

Light, too, encrusts us making visible 

The motions of the mind and giving form 

To moodiest nothings, as, desire for day 

Accomplished in the immensely flashing East, 

Desire for rest, in that descending sea 



Of dark, which in its very darkening 

Is rest and silence spreading into sleep. 

 

. . . Evening, when the measure skips a beat 

And then another, one by one, and all 

To a seething minor swiftly modulate. 

Bare night is best. Bare earth is best. Bare, bare, 

Except for our own houses, huddled low 

Beneath the arches and their spangled air, 

Beneath the rhapsodies of fire and fire, 

Where the voice that is in us makes a true response, 

Where the voice that is great within us rises up, 

As we stand gazing at the rounded moon. 

 

 

 

The Man with the Blue Guitar 

 

I 

 

The man bent over his guitar,  

A shearsman of sorts. The day was green. 

 

They said, "You have a blue guitar,  

You do not play things as they are." 

 

The man replied, "Things as they are  

Are changed upon the blue guitar." 

 

And they said then, "But play, you must,  

A tune beyond us, yet ourselves, 

 

A tune upon the blue guitar  

Of things exactly as they are." 

 

II 

 

I cannot bring a world quite round,  

Although I patch it as I can. 

 

I sing a hero's head, large eye  

And bearded bronze, but not a man, 

 

Although I patch him as I can  

And reach through him almost to man. 

 

If to serenade almost to man  

Is to miss, by that, things as they are, 

 

Say that it is the serenade  



Of a man that plays a blue guitar. 

 

III 

 

Ah, but to play man number one,  

To drive the dagger in his heart, 

 

To lay his brain upon the board  

And pick the acrid colors out, 

 

To nail his thought across the door,  

Its wings spread wide to rain and snow, 

 

To strike his living hi and ho,  

To tick it, tock it, turn it true, 

 

To bang it from a savage blue,  

Jangling the metal of the strings... 

 

IV 

 

So that's life, then: things are they are?  

It picks its way on the blue guitar. 

 

A million people on one string?  

And all their manner in the thing, 

 

And all their manner, right and wrong,  

And all their manner, weak and strong? 

 

The feelings crazily, craftily call, 

Like a buzzing of flies in autumn air, 

 

And that's life, then: things as they are,  

This buzzing of the blue guitar. 

 

V 

 

Do not speak to us of the greatness of poetry,  

Of the torches wisping in the underground, 

 

Of the structure of vaults upon a point of light.  

There are no shadows in our sun, 

 

Day is desire and night is sleep.  

There are no shadows anywhere. 

 

The earth, for us, is flat and bare.  

There are no shadows. Poetry 

 



Exceeding music must take the place  

Of empty heaven and its hymns, 

 

Ourselves in poetry must take their place,  

Even in the chattering of your guitar. 

 

VI 

 

A tune beyond us as we are,  

Yet nothing changed by the blue guitar; 

 

Ourselves in the tune as if in space,  

Yet nothing changed, except the place 

 

Of things as they are and only the place  

As you play them, on the blue guitar, 

 

Placed so, beyond the compass of change,  

Perceived in a final atmosphere; 

 

For a moment final, in the way  

The thinking of art seems final when 

 

The thinking of god is smoky dew.  

The tune is space. The blue guitar 

 

Becomes the place of things as they are,  

A composing of senses of the guitar. 

 

VII 

 

It is the sun that shares our works.  

The moon shares nothing. It is a sea. 

 

When shall I come to say of the sun,  

It is a sea; it shares nothing; 

 

The sun no longer shares our works  

And the earth is alive with creeping men, 

 

Mechanical beetles never quite warm?  

And shall I then stand in the sun, as now 

 

I stand in the moon, and call it good,  

the immaculate, the merciful good, 

 

Detached from us, from things as they are?  

Not to be part of the sun? To stand 

 

Remote and call it merciful?  



The strings are cold on the blue guitar. 

 

VIII 

 

The vivid, florid, turgid sky,  

The drenching thunder rolling by, 

 

The morning deluged still by night,  

The clouds tumultuously bright 

 

And the feeling heavy in cold chords  

Struggling toward impassioned choirs, 

 

Crying among the clouds, enraged  

By gold antagonists in air-- 

 

I know my lazy, leaden twang  

Is like the reason in a storm; 

 

And yet it brings the storm to bear.  

I twang it out and leave it there. 

 

IX 

 

And the color, the overcast blue  

Of the air, in which the blue guitar 

 

Is a form, described but difficult,  

And I am merely a shadow hunched 

 

Above the arrowy, still strings,  

The maker of a thing yet to be made; 

 

The color like a thought that grows  

Out of a mood, the tragic robe 

 

Of the actor, half his gesture, half  

His speech, the dress of his meaning, silk 

 

Sodden with his melancholy words,  

The weather of his stage, himself. 

 

X 

 

Raise reddest columns. Toll a bell  

And clap the hollows full of tin. 

 

Throw papers in the streets, the wills  

Of the dead, majestic in their seals. 

 



And the beautiful trombones--behold  

The approach of him whom none believes, 

 

Whom all believe that all believe,  

A pagan in a varnished car. 

 

Roll a drum upon the blue guitar.  

Lean from the steeple. Cry aloud, 

 

"Here am I, my adversary, that  

Confront you, hoo-ing the slick trombones, 

 

Yet with a petty misery  

At heart, a petty misery, 

 

Ever the prelude to your end,  

The touch that topples men and rock." 

 

XI 

 

Slowly the ivy on the stones  

Becomes the stones. Women become 

 

The cities, children become the fields  

And men in waves become the sea. 

 

It is the chord that falsifies.  

The sea returns upon the men, 

 

The fields entrap the children, brick  

Is a weed and all the flies are caught, 

 

Wingless and withered, but living alive.  

The discord merely magnified. 

 

Deeper within the belly's dark  

Of time, time grows upon the rock. 

 

XII 

 

Tom-tom, c'est moi. The blue guitar  

And I are one. The orchestra 

 

Fills the high hall with shuffling men  

High as the hall. The whirling noise 

 

Of a multitude dwindles, all said,  

To his breath that lies awake at night. 

 

I know that timid breathing. Where  



Do I begin and end? And where, 

 

As I strum the thing, do I pick up  

That which momentously declares 

 

Itself not to be I and yet  

Must be. It could be nothing else. 

 

XIII 

 

The pale intrusions into blue  

Are corrupting pallors...ay di mi, 

 

Blue buds of pitchy blooms. Be content--  

Expansions, diffusions--content to be 

 

The unspotted imbecile revery,  

The heraldic center of the world 

 

Of blue, blue sleek with a hundred chins,  

The amorist Adjective aflame... 

 

XIV 

 

First one beam, then another, then  

A thousand are radiant in the sky. 

 

Each is both star and orb; and day  

Is the riches of their atmosphere. 

 

The sea appends its tattery hues.  

The shores are banks of muffling mist. 

 

One says a German chandelier--  

A candle is enough to light the world. 

 

It makes it clear. Even at noon  

It glistens in essential dark. 

 

At night, it lights the fruit and wine,  

The book and bread, things as they are, 

 

In a chiaroscuro where  

One sits and plays the blue guitar. 

 

XV 

 

Is this picture of Picasso's, this "hoard  

Of destructions," a picture of ourselves, 

 



Now, an image of our society?  

Do I sit, deformed, a naked egg, 

 

Catching at Good-bye, harvest moon,  

Without seeing the harvest or the moon? 

 

Things as they are have been destroyed.  

Have I? Am I a man that is dead 

 

At a table on which the food is cold?  

Is my thought a memory, not alive? 

 

Is the spot on the floor, there, wine or blood  

And whichever it may be, is it mine? 

 

XVI 

 

The earth is not earth but a stone,  

Not the mother that held men as they fell 

 

But stone, but like a stone, no: not  

The mother, but an oppressor, but like 

 

An oppressor that grudges them their death,  

As it grudges the living that they live. 

 

To live in war, to live at war,  

To chop the sullen psaltery, 

 

To improve the sewers in Jerusalem,  

To electrify the nimbuses-- 

 

Place honey on the altars and die,  

You lovers that are bitter at heart. 

 

XVII 

 

The person has a mould. But not  

Its animal. The angelic ones 

 

Speak of the soul, the mind. It is  

An animal. The blue guitar-- 

 

On that its claws propound, its fangs  

Articulate its desert days. 

 

The blue guitar a mould? That shell?  

Well, after all, the north wind blows 

 

A horn, on which its victory  



Is a worm composing on a straw. 

 

XVIII 

 

A dream (to call it a dream) in which  

I can believe, in face of the object, 

 

A dream no longer a dream, a thing,  

Of things as they are, as the blue guitar 

 

After long strumming on certain nights  

Gives the touch of the senses, not of the hand, 

 

But the very senses as they touch  

The wind-gloss. Or as daylight comes, 

 

Like light in a mirroring of cliffs,  

Rising upward from a sea of ex. 

 

XIX 

 

That I may reduce the monster to  

Myself, and then may be myself 

 

In face of the monster, be more than part  

Of it, more than the monstrous player of 

 

One of its monstrous lutes, not be  

Alone, but reduce the monster and be, 

 

Two things, the two together as one,  

And play of the monster and of myself, 

 

Or better not of myself at all,  

But of that as its intelligence, 

 

Being the lion in the lute  

Before the lion locked in stone. 

 

XX 

 

What is there in life except one's ideas.  

Good air, good friend, what is there in life? 

 

Is it ideas that I believe?  

Good air, my only friend, believe, 

 

Believe would be a brother full  

Of love, believe would be a friend 

 



Friendlier than my only friend,  

Good air. Poor pale, poor pale guitar... 

 

XXI 

 

A substitute for all the gods:  

This self, not that gold self aloft, 

 

Alone, one's shadow magnified,  

Lord of the body, looking down, 

 

As now and called most high,  

The shadow of Chocorua 

 

In an immenser heaven, aloft,  

Alone, lord of the land and lord 

 

Of the men that live in the land, high lord.  

One's self and the mountains of one's land, 

 

Without shadows, without magnificence,  

The flesh, the bone, the dirt, the stone. 

 

XXII 

 

Poetry is the subject of the poem,  

From this the poem issues and 

 

To this returns. Between the two,  

Between issue and return, there is 

 

An absence in reality,  

Things as they are. Or so we say. 

 

But are these separate? Is it  

An absence for the poem, which acquires 

 

Its true appearances there, sun's green,  

Cloud's red, earth feeling, sky that thinks? 

 

From these it takes. Perhaps it gives,  

In the universal intercourse. 

 

XXIII 

 

A few final solutions, like a duet  

With the undertaker: a voice in the clouds, 

 

Another on earth, the one a voice  

Of ether, the other smelling of drink, 



 

The voice of ether prevailing, the swell  

Of the undertaker's song in the snow 

 

Apostrophizing wreaths, the voice  

In the clouds serene and final, next 

 

The grunted breath serene and final,  

The imagined and the real, thought 

 

And the truth, Dichtung und Wahrheit, all  

Confusion solved, as in a refrain 

 

One keeps on playing year by year,  

Concerning the nature of things as they are. 

 

XXIV 

 

A poem like a missal found  

In the mud, a missal for that young man, 

 

That scholar hungriest for that book,  

The very book, or, less, a page 

 

Or, at the least, a phrase, that phrase,  

A hawk of life, that latined phrase: 

 

To know; a missal for brooding-sight.  

To meet that hawk's eye and to flinch 

 

Not a the eye but at the joy of it.  

I play. But this is what I think. 

 

XXV 

 

He held the world upon his nose  

And this-a-way he gave a fling. 

 

His robes and symbols, ai-yi-yi--  

And that-a-way he twirled the thing. 

 

Sombre as fir-trees, liquid cats  

Moved in the grass without a sound. 

 

They did not know the grass went round.  

The cats had cats and the grass turned gray 

 

And the world had worlds, ai, this-a-way:  

The grass turned green and the grass turned gray. 

 



And the nose is eternal, that-a-way.  

Things as they were, things as they are, 

 

Things as they will be by and by...  

A fat thumb beats out ai-yi-yi. 

 

XXVI 

 

The world washed in his imagination,  

The world was a shore, whether sound or form 

 

Or light, the relic of farewells,  

Rock, of valedictory echoings, 

 

To which his imagination returned,  

From which it sped, a bar in space, 

 

Sand heaped in the clouds, giant that fought  

Against the murderous alphabet: 

 

The swarm of thoughts, the swarm of dreams  

Of inaccessible Utopia. 

 

A mountainous music always seemed  

To be falling and to be passing away. 

 

XXVII 

 

It is the sea that whitens the roof.  

The sea drifts through the winter air. 

 

It is the sea that the north wind makes.  

The sea is in the falling snow. 

 

This gloom is the darkness of the sea.  

Geographers and philosophers, 

 

Regard. But for that salty cup,  

But for the icicles on the eaves-- 

 

The sea is a form of ridicule.  

The iceberg settings satirize 

 

The demon that cannot be himself,  

That tours to shift the shifting scene. 

 

XXVIII 

 

I am a native in this world  

And think in it as a native thinks, 



 

Gesu, not native of a mind  

Thinking the thoughts I call my own, 

 

Native, a native in the world  

And like a native think in it. 

 

It could not be a mind, the wave  

In which the watery grasses flow 

 

And yet are fixed as a photograph,  

The wind in which the dead leaves blow. 

 

Here I inhale profounder strength  

And as I am, I speak and move 

 

And things are as I think they are  

And say they are on the blue guitar. 

 

XXIX 

 

In the cathedral, I sat there, and read,  

Alone, a lean Review and said, 

 

"These degustations in the vaults  

Oppose the past and the festival. 

 

What is beyond the cathedral, outside,  

Balances with nuptial song. 

 

So it is to sit and to balance things  

To and to and to the point of still, 

 

To say of one mask it is like,  

To say of another it is like, 

 

To know that the balance does not quite rest,  

That the mask is strange, however like." 

 

The shapes are wrong and the sounds are false.  

The bells are the bellowing of bulls. 

 

Yet Franciscan don was never more  

Himself than in this fertile glass. 

 

XXX 

 

From this I shall evolve a man.  

This is his essence: the old fantoche 

 



Hanging his shawl upon the wind,  

Like something on the stage, puffed out, 

 

His strutting studied through centuries.  

At last, in spite of his manner, his eye 

 

A-cock at the cross-piece on a pole  

Supporting heavy cables, slung 

 

Through Oxidia, banal suburb,  

One-half of all its installments paid. 

 

Dew-dapper clapper-traps, blazing  

From crusty stacks above machines. 

 

Ecce, Oxidia is the seed  

Dropped out of this amber-ember pod, 

 

Oxidia is the soot of fire,  

Oxidia is Olympia. 

 

XXXI 

 

How long and late the pheasant sleeps...  

The employer and employee contend, 

 

Combat, compose their droll affair.  

The bubbling sun will bubble up, 

 

Spring sparkle and the cock-bird shriek.  

The employer and employee will hear 

 

And continue their affair. The shriek  

Will rack the thickets. There is no place, 

 

Here, for the lark fixed in the mind,  

In the museum of the sky. The cock 

 

Will claw sleep. Mourning is not sun,  

It is this posture of the nerves, 

 

As if a blunted player clutched  

The nuances of the blue guitar. 

 

It must be this rhapsody or none,  

The rhapsody of things as they are. 

 

XXXII 

 

Throw away the lights, the definitions,  



And say of what you see in the dark 

 

 

That it is this or that it is that,  

But do not use the rotted names. 

 

How should you walk in that space and know  

Nothing of the madness of space, 

 

Nothing of its jocular procreations?  

Throw the lights away. Nothing must stand 

 

Between you and the shapes you take  

When the crust of shape has been destroyed. 

 

You as you are? You are yourself.  

The blue guitar surprises you. 

 

XXXIII 

 

That generation's dream, aviled  

In the mud, in Monday's dirty light, 

 

That's it, the only dream they knew,  

Time in its final block, not time 

 

To come, a wrangling of two dreams.  

Here is the bread of time to come, 

 

Here is its actual stone. The bread  

Will be our bread, the stone will be 

 

Our bed and we shall sleep by night.  

We shall forget by day, except 

 

The moments when we choose to play  

The imagined pine, the imagined jay. 

  



 

Less and Less Human, O Savage Spirit 

 

If there must be a god in the house, must be, 

Saying things in the rooms and on the stair, 

 

Let him move as the sunlight moves on the floor, 

Or moonlight, silently, as Plato’s ghost 

 

Or Aristotle’s skeleton. Let him hang out 

His stars on the wall. He must dwell quietly. 

 

He must be incapable of speaking, closed, 

As those are: as light, for all its motion, is,  

 

As color, even the closest to us, is; 

As shapes, though they portend us, are. 

 

It is the human that is the alien, 

The human that has no cousin in the moon. 

 

It is the human that demands his speech 

From beasts or from the incommunicable mass. 

 

If there must be a god in the house, let him be one 

That will not hear us when we speak: a coolness, 

 

A vermilioned nothingness, any stick of the mass 

Of which we are too distantly a part. 

 

 

Large Red Man Reading 

 

There were ghosts that returned to earth to hear his phrases, 

As he sat there reading, aloud, the great blue tabulae. 

They were those from the wilderness of stars that had expected more. 

 

There were those that returned to hear him read from the poem of life, 

Of the pans above the stove, the pots on the table, the tulips among them. 

They were those that would have wept to step barefoot into reality, 

 

That would have wept and been happy, have shivered in the frost 

And cried out to feel it again, have run fingers over leaves 

And against the most coiled thorn, have seized on what was ugly 

 

And laughed, as he sat there reading, from out of the purple tabulae, 

The outlines of being and its expressings, the syllables of its law: 

Poesis, poesis, the literal characters, the vatic lines, 

 

Which in those ears and in those thin, those spended hearts, 



Took on color, took on shape and the size of things as they are 

And spoke the feeling for them, which was what they had lacked. 

 

 

Angel Surrounded by Paysans 

 

One of the countrymen:  

There is  

A welcome at the door to which no one comes? 

 

The angel:  

I am the angel of reality,  

Seen for the moment standing in the door. 

 

I have neither ashen wing nor wear of ore  

And live without a tepid aureole, 

 

Or stars that follow me, not to attend,  

But, of my being and its knowing, part. 

 

I am one of you and being one of you  

Is being and knowing what I am and know. 

 

Yet I am the necessary angel of earth,  

Since, in my sight, you see the earth again, 

 

Cleared of its stiff and stubborn, man-locked set,  

And, in my hearing, you hear its tragic drone 

 

Rise liquidly in liquid lingerings,  

Like watery words awash; like meanings said 

 

By repetitions of half meanings. Am I not,  

Myself, only half of a figure of a sort, 

 

A figure half seen, or seen for a moment, a man  

Of the mind, an apparition apparelled in 

 

Apparels of such lightest look that a turn  

Of my shoulder and quickly, too quickly, I am gone? 

 

 

The Rock 

 

I 

Seventy Years Later 

It is an illusion that we were ever alive, 

Lived in the houses of mothers, arranged ourselves 

By our own motions in a freedom of air. 

 



Regard the freedom of seventy years ago. 

It is no longer air. The houses still stand, 

Though they are rigid in rigid emptiness. 

 

Even our shadows, their shadows, no longer remain. 

The lives these lived in the mind are at an end. 

They never were... The sounds of the guitar 

 

Were not and are not. Absurd. The words spoken 

Were not and are not. It is not to be believed. 

The meeting at noon at the edge of the field seems like 

 

An invention, an embrace between one desperate clod 

And another in a fantastic consciousness, 

In a queer assertion of humanity: 

 

A theorem proposed between the two-- 

Two figures in a nature of the sun, 

In the sun's design of its own happiness, 

 

As if nothingness contained a metier, 

A vital assumption, an impermanence 

In its permanent cold, an illusion so desired 

 

That the green leaves came and covered the high rock, 

That the lilacs came and bloomed, like a blindness cleaned, 

Exclaiming bright sight, as it was satisfied, 

 

In a birth of sight. The blooming and the musk 

Were being alive, an incessant being alive, 

A particular of being, that gross universe. 

 

II 

The Poem as Icon 

It is not enough to cover the rock with leaves. 

We must be cured of it by a cure of the ground 

Or a cure of ourselves, that is equal to a cure 

 

Of the ground, a cure beyond forgetfulness. 

And yet the leaves, if they broke into bud, 

If they broke into bloom, if they bore fruit, 

 

And if we ate the incipient colorings 

of their fresh culls might be a cure of the ground 

The fiction of the leaves is the icon 

 

Of the poem, the figuration of blessedness, 

And the icon is the man. The pearled chaplet of spring, 

The magnum wreath of summer, time's autumn snood, 

 



Its copy of the sun, these cover the rock. 

These leaves are the poem, the icon and the man. 

These are a cure of the ground and of ourselves, 

 

In the predicate that there is nothing else. 

They bud and bloom and bear their fruit without change. 

They are more than leaves that cover the barren rock. 

 

They bud the whitest eye, the pallidest sprout, 

New senses in the engenderings of sense, 

The desire to be at the end of distances, 

 

The body quickened and the mind in root. 

They bloom as a man loves, as he lives in love. 

They bear their fruit so that the year is known, 

 

As if its understanding was brown skin, 

The honey in its pulp, the final found, 

The plenty of the year and of the world. 

 

In this plenty, the poem makes meanings of the rock, 

Of such mixed motion and such imagery 

That its barrenness becomes a thousand things 

 

And so exists no more. This is the cure 

Of leaves and of the ground and of ourselves. 

His words are both the icon and the man. 

 

III 

Forms of the Rock in a Night-Hymn 

The rock is the gray particular of man's life, 

The stone from which he rises, up—and—ho, 

The step to the bleaker depths of his descents ... 

 

The rock is the stern particular of the air, 

The mirror of the planets, one by one, 

But through man's eye, their silent rhapsodist, 

 

Turquoise the rock, at odious evening bright 

With redness that sticks fast to evil dreams; 

The difficult rightness of half-risen day. 

 

The rock is the habitation of the whole, 

Its strength and measure, that which is near, point A 

In a perspective that begins again 

 

At B: the origin of the mango's rind. 

It is the rock where tranquil must adduce 

Its tranquil self, the main of things, the mind, 

 



The starting point of the human and the end, 

That in which space itself is contained, the gate 

To the enclosure, day, the things illumined 

 

By day, night and that which night illumines, 

Night and its midnight-minting fragrances, 

Night's hymn of the rock, as in a vivid sleep. 

 

 

Final Soliloquy of the Interior Paramour 

 

Light the first light of evening, as in a room 

In which we rest and, for small reason, think 

The world imagined is the ultimate good.  

 

This is, therefore, the intensest rendezvous. 

It is in that thought that we collect ourselves, 

Out of all the indifferences, into one thing:  

 

Within a single thing, a single shawl 

Wrapped tightly round us, since we are poor, a warmth, 

A light, a power, the miraculous influence.  

 

Here, now, we forget each other and ourselves. 

We feel the obscurity of an order, a whole, 

A knowledge, that which arranged the rendezvous.  

 

Within its vital boundary, in the mind. 

We say God and the imagination are one... 

How high that highest candle lights the dark.  

 

Out of this same light, out of the central mind, 

We make a dwelling in the evening air, 

In which being there together is enough. 

 

 

The Plain Sense of Things 

 

After the leaves have fallen, we return 

To a plain sense of things. It is as if 

We had come to an end of the imagination, 

Inanimate in an inert savoir. 

 

It is difficult even to choose the adjective 

For this blank cold, this sadness without cause. 

The great structure has become a minor house. 

No turban walks across the lessened floors. 

 

The greenhouse never so badly needed paint. 

The chimney is fifty years old and slants to one side. 



A fantastic effort has failed, a repetition 

In a repetitiousness of men and flies. 

 

Yet the absence of the imagination had 

Itself to be imagined. The great pond, 

The plain sense of it, without reflections, leaves, 

Mud, water like dirty glass, expressing silence 

 

Of a sort, silence of a rat come out to see, 

The great pond and its waste of the lilies, all this 

Had to be imagined as an inevitable knowledge, 

Required, as a necessity requires. 

 

 

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-mâché . . .  

The sun was coming from 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. 

 

 

  



Of Mere Being 

 

The palm at the end of the mind, 

Beyond the last thought, rises 

In the bronze decor,  

 

A gold-feathered bird 

Sings in the palm, without human meaning, 

Without human feeling, a foreign song.  

 

You know then that it is not the reason 

That makes us happy or unhappy. 

The bird sings. Its feathers shine.  

 

The palm stands on the edge of space. 

The wind moves slowly in the branches. 

The bird's fire-fangled feathers dangle down.  

 

 


