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Anne Bradstreet

The Prologue

To sing of wars of captains and of kings
Of cities founded commonwealths begun

For my mean pen are too superior things

Or how they all or each their dates have run
Let poets and historians set these forth

My obscure lines shall not so dim their worth.

But when my wond' ring eyes and envious heart
Great Bartas' sugared lines do but read o' er
Fool I do grudge the Muses did not part

" Twixt him and me that overfluent store

A Bartas can do what a Bartas will

But simple I according to my skill.

From schoolboy’ s tongue no rhet’ ric we expect
Nor yet a sweet consort from broken strings
Nor perfect beauty where’ s a main defect

My foolish broken blemished Muse so sings
And this to mend alas no art is able

" Cause nature made it so irreparable.



Nor can I like that fluent sweet tongued Greek
Who lisped at first in future times speak plain.
By art he gladly found what he did seek

A full requital of his striving pain.

Art can do much but this maxim’ s most sure

A weak or wounded brain admits no cure.

I am obnoxious to each carping tongue
Who says my hand a needle better fits

A poet’ s pen all scorn I should thus wrong
For such despite they cast on female wits
If what I do prove well it won' t advance

They' 1l say it' s stol' n  or else it was by chance.

But sure the antique Greeks were far more mild
Else of our sex why feigned they those nine

And poesy made Calliope’ s own child

So " mongst the rest they placed the arts divine.
But this weak knot they will full soon untie

The Greeks did nought but play the fools and lie.

Let Greeks be Greeks and women what they are
Men have precedency and still excel

It is but vain unjustly to wage war

Men can do best and women know it well.
Preeminence in all and each is yours

Yet grant some small acknowledgement of ours.
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And oh ye high flown quills that soar the skies
And ever with your prey still catch your praise
If e er you deign these lowly lines your eyes
Give thyme or parsley wreath [ ask no bays
This mean and unrefined ore of mine

Will make your glist’ ring gold but more to shine.
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In Memory of My Dear
Grandchild Elizabeth
Bradstreet who Deceased
August 1665

Farewell dear babe my heart’ s too much content
Farewell sweet babe the pleasure of mine eye
Farewell fair flower that for a space was lent

Then ta’ en away unto eternity.

Blest babe why should I once bewail thy fate

Or sigh thy days so soon were terminate

Sith thou art settled in an everlasting state.

By nature trees do rot when they are grown

And plums and apples throughly ripe do fall

And corn and grass are in their season mown

And time brings down what is both strong and tall.
But plants new set to be eradicate

And buds new blown to have so short a date

Is by his hand alone that guides nature and fate.
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10

To My Dear and Loving Husband

If ever two were one then surely we.

If ever man were loved by wife then thee

If ever wife was happy in a man

Compare with me ye women if you can.

I prize thy love more than whole mines of gold
Or all the riches that the East doth hold.

My love is such that rivers cannot quench

Nor ought but love from thee give recompense.
Thy love is such I can no way repay

The heavens reward thee manifold I pray.
Then while we live in love let’ s so persevere

That when we live no more we may live ever.
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Katherine Philips

Against Love

Hence Cupid with your cheating toys

Your real griefs and painted joys

Your pleasure which itself destroys.
Lovers like men in fevers burn and rave
And only what will injure them do crave.

Men’ s weakness makes love so severe

They give him power by their fear

And make the shackles which they wear.

Who to another does his heart submit
Makes his own idol and then worships it.
Him whose heart is all his own
Peace and liberty does crown
He apprehends no killing frown.
He feels no raptures which are joys diseased

And is not much transported but still pleased.

12
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Aphra Behn

When You Love

When you Love or speak of it
Make no serious matter on’ t
" Twill make but subject for her wit
And gain her scorn in lieu of Grant.
Sneering whining dull Grimasses
Pale the Appetite they’ d move
Only Boys and formal Asses
Thus are Ridicul’ d by Love.

While you make a Mystery
Of your Love and awful flame
Young and tender Hearts will fly
Frighted at the very name
Always brisk and gayly court
Make Love your pleasure not your pain
" Tis by wanton play and sport

Heedless Virgins you will gain.

14
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Love s Witness

Slight unpremeditated Words are borne

By every common Wind into the Air
Carelessly utter' d die as soon as born

And in one instant give both Hope and Fear
Breathing all Contraries with the same Wind
According to the Caprice of the Mind.

But Billetdoux are constant Witnesses
Substantial Records to Eternity
Just Evidences who the Truth confess
On which the Lover safely may rely
They’ re serious Thoughts digested and resolv’ d
And last when Words are into Clouds devolv' d.

16
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Anne Killigrew

A Farewell to Worldly Joyes

Farewel to Unsubstantial Joyes

Ye Gilded Nothings Gaudy Toyes

Too long ye have my Soul misled

Too long with Aiery Diet fed

But now my Heart ye shall no more
Deceive as you have heretofore

for when I hear such Sirens sing

Like Ithica’ s fore-warned King

With prudent Resolution I

Will so my Will and Fancy tye

That stronger to the Mast not he

Than I to Reason bound will be

And though your Witchcrafts strike my Ear
Unhurt like him  your Charms I 1l hear.

18
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Anne Finch

To the Nightingale

Exert thy voice sweet harbinger of spring
This moment is thy time to sing
This moment I attend to praise

And set my numbers to thy lays.
Free as thine shall be my song
As thy music short or long.

Poets wild as thou were born
Pleasing best when unconfined
When to please is least designed

Soothing but their cares to rest.

Cares do still their thoughts molest
And still the unhappy poet’ s breast

Like thine when best he sings is placed against a thorn.

She begins. Let all be still

Muse thy promise now fulfil
Sweet oh sweet still sweeter yet
Can thy words such accents fit
Canst thou syllables refine

Melt a sense that shall retain

20



Still some spirit of the brain

Till with sounds like these it join
" Twill not be then change thy note
Let division shake thy throat.

Hark Division now she tries

Yet as far the Muse outflies.
Cease then prithee cease thy tune.
Trifler wilt thou sing till June

Till thy business all lies waste

And the time of building’ s past
Thus we poets that have speech

Unlike what thy forests teach

If a fluent vein be shown

That’ s transcendent to our own
Criticize reform or preach

Or censure what we cannot reach.

21
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Trail All Your Pikes

Trail all your pikes dispirit every drum
March in a slow procession from afar

Ye silent ye dejected men of war.

Be still the hautboys and the flute be dumb
Display no more in vain the lofty banner
For see where on the bier before ye lies

The pale the fall' n the untimely sacrifice

To your mistaken shrine to your false idol Honour.
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Lady Mary Wortley Montagu

The Lady’ s Resolve

Whilst thirst of praise and vain desire of fame
In every age is every woman’ s aim

With courtship pleas’ d of silly toasters proud
Fond of a train and happy in a crowd

On each proud fop bestowing some kind glance
Each conquest owing to some loose advance
While vain coquets affect to be pursued

And think they’ re virtuous if not grossly lewd
Let this great maxim be my virtue' s guide

In part she is to blame that has been try’ d—

He comes too near that comes to be deny’ d.
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Charlotte Smith

To Spring

Again the wood and long with-drawing vale

In many a tint of tender green are dressed
Where the young leaves unfolding scarce conceal

Beneath their early shade the half-formed nest
Of finch or wood-lark and the primrose pale

And lavish cowslip wildly scattered round
Give their sweet spirits to the sighing gale.

Ah Season of delight —could aught be found
To soothe awhile the tortured bosom’ s pain

Of sorrow’ s rankling shaft to cure the wound
And bring life’ s first delusions once again
" Twere surely met in thee —Thy prospect fair
Thy sounds of harmony thy balmy air

Have power to cure all sadness—but despair.

28
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Sonnet Written in the
Church-Yard at Middleton

Pressed by the moon mute arbitress of tides
While the loud equinox its power combines
The sea no more the swelling surge confines

But o' er the shrinking land sublimely rides.

The wild blast rising from the western cave
Drives the huge billows from their heaving bed
Tears from their grassy tomb the village dead

And breaks the silent sabbath of the grave

With shells and sea-weed mingled on the shore
Lo their bones whiten in the frequent wave
But vain to them the winds and waters rave

They hear the warring elements no more

While I am doomed—by life’ s long storm oppressed

To gaze with envy on their gloomy rest.

30
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Phillis Wheatley

On Being Brought from Africa to America

" Twas mercy brought me from my Pagan land
Taught my benighted soul to understand
That there’ s a God that there' s a Saviour too
Once I redemption neither sought nor knew.
Some view our sable race with scornful eye

“ Their colour is a diabolic die.”

Remember Christians Negros black as Cain G

May be refin’ d and join th’ angelic train.

32
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To a Lady on the Death of Her Husband

Grim monarch see depriv' d of vital breath

A young physician in the dust of death

Dost thou go on incessant to destroy

Our griefs to double and lay waste our joy
Enough thou never yet wast known to say
Though millions die the vassals of thy sway
Nor youth nor science nor the ties of love
Nor aught on earth thy flinty heart can move.
The friend the spouse from his dire dart to save
In vain we ask the sovereign of the grave.

Fair mourner there see thy lov' d Leonard laid
And o' er him spread the deep impervious shade
Clos' d are his eyes and heavy fetters keep

His senses bound in never-waking sleep

Till time shall cease till many a starry world
Shall fall from heav’ n in dire confusion hurl’ d
Till nature in her final wreck shall lie

And her last groan shall rend the azure sky

Not not till then his active soul shall claim

His body a divine immortal frame.

But see the softly-stealing tears apace
Pursue each other down the mourner’ s face

34



But cease thy tears bid ev’ ry sigh depart
And cast the load of anguish from thine heart
From the cold shell of his great soul arise
And look beyond thou native of the skies

There fix thy view where fleeter than the wind

Thy Leonard mounts and leaves the earth behind.

Thyself prepare to pass the vale of night
To join for ever on the hills of light

To thine embrace his joyful spirit moves
To thee the partner of his earthly loves
He welcomes thee to pleasures more refin’ d

And better suited to th’ immortal mind.

35
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Anne Radcliff

Stanzas

How smooth that lake expands its ample breast
Where smiles in softened glow the summer sky
How vast the rocks that o er its surface rest

How wild the scenes its winding shores supply

Now down the western steep slow sinks the sun
And paints with yellow gleam the tufted woods
While here the mountain-shadows broad and dun

Sweep o er the crystal mirror of the floods.

Mark how his splendor tips with partial light
Those shattered battlements that on the brow
Of yon bold promontory burst to sight
From o' er the woods that darkly spread below.

In the soft blush of light’ s reflected power
The ridgy rock the woods that crown its steep
Th’ illumined battlement and darker tower

On the smooth wave in trembling beauty sleep.



But lo the sun recalls his fervid ray
And cold and dim the wat’ ry visions fail
While o' er yon cliff whose pointed crags decay

Mild Evening draws her thin empurpled veil

How sweet that strain of melancholy horn
That floats along the slowly ebbing wave
And up the far-receding mountains borne

Returns a dying close from Echo’ s cave

Hail shadowy forms of still expressive Eve
Your pensive graces stealing on my heart
Bid all the fine-attuned emotions live

And fancy all her loveliest dreams impart.

39
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Elizabeth Barrett Browning

Bereavement

When some Belovéds ' neath whose eyelids lay
The sweet lights of my childhood one by one
Did leave me dark before the natural sun

And [ astonied fell and could not pray —

A thought within me to myself did say

* Is God less God that thou art left undone

Rise worship bless Him in this sackcloth spun
As in that purple "—But I answered Nay
What child his filial heart in words can loose

If he behold his tender father raise

The hand that chastens sorely can he choose
But sob in silence with an upward gaze —

And my great Father thinking fit to bruise

Discerns in speechless tears both prayer and praise.
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From Sonnets From The Portuguese

14

If thou must love me let it be for naught
Except for love’ s sake only. Do not say

I love her for her smile—her look—her way
Of speaking gently—for a trick of thought
That falls in well with mine and certes brought
A sense of pleasant ease on such a day” —
For these things in themselves Belovéd may
Be changed or change for thee—and love so wrought
May be unwrought so. Neither love me for
Thine own dear pity’ s wiping my cheeks dry—
A creature might forget to weep who bore
Thy comfort long and lose thy love thereby
But love my for love’ s sake that evermore

Thou mayst love on through love’ s eternity.
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46

32

The first time that the sun rose on thine oath

To love me I looked forward to the moon

To slacken all those bonds which seemed too soon
And quickly tied to make a lasting troth.
Quick-loving hearts I thought may quickly loathe
And looking on myself I seemed not one

For such man’ s love —more like an out-of-tune
Worn viol a good singer would be wroth

To spoil his song with and which snatched in haste
Is laid down at the first ill-sounding note.

I did not wrong myself so but I placed

A wrong on thee. For perfect strains may float

" Neath master-hands from instruments defaced—

And great souls at one stroke may do and doat.
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43

How do I love thee Let me count the ways.

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height
My soul can reach when feeling out of sight
For the ends of Being and ideal Grace.

I love thee to the level of everyday’ s

Most quiet need by sun and candle-light.

I love thee freely as men strive for Right

I love thee purely as they turn from Praise.

I love thee with the passion put to use

In my old griefs and with my childhood’ s faith.
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose

With my lost saints—I love thee with the breath
Smiles tears of all my life —and if God choose
I shall but love thee better after death.

48
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Emily Bronte

Fall Leaves Fall

Fall leaves fall die flowers away
Lengthen night and shorten day
Every leaf speaks bliss to me

Fluttering from the autumn tree.

I shall smile when wreaths of snow
Blossom where the rose should grow
I shall sing when night’ s decay

Ushers in a drearier day.
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Stanzas

I' Il not weep that thou art going to leave me
There’ s nothing lovely here

And doubly will the dark world grieve me
While thy heart suffers there.

I' Il not weep because the summer’ s glory
Must always end in gloom
And follow out the happiest story—

It closes with a tomb

And I am weary of the anguish
Increasing winters bear

Weary to watch the spirit languish
Through years of dead despair.

So if a tear when thou art dying
Should haply fall from me

It is but that my soul is sighing
To go and rest with thee.

52
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Remembrance

Cold in the earth—and the deep snow piled above thee
Far far removed cold in the dreary grave
Have I forgot my only Love to love thee

Severed at last by Time' s all-severing wave

Now when alone do my thoughts no longer hover
Over the mountains on that northern shore
Resting their wings where heath and fern-leaves cover

Thy noble heart for ever ever more

Cold in the earth—and fifteen wild Decembers
From those brown hills have melted into spring
Faithful indeed is the spirit that remembers

After such years of change and suffering

Sweet Love of youth forgive if I forget thee
While the world’ s tide is bearing me along
Other desires and other hopes beset me

Hopes which obscure but cannot do thee wrong

No later light has lightened up my heaven

No second morn has ever shone for me

54



All my life’ s bliss from thy dear life was given

All my life’ s bliss is in the grave with thee.

But when the days of golden dreams had perished
And even Despair was powerless to destroy
Then did I learn how existence could be cherished

Strengthened and fed without the aid of joy.
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Last Words

I knew not ' twas so dire a crime
To say the word *  Adied’

But this shall be the only time
My lips or heart shall sue.

The wild hillside the winter morn
The gnarled and ancient tree
If in your breast they waken scorn

Shall wake the same in me.

I can forget black eyes and brows
And lips of falsest charm
If you forget the sacred vows

Those faithless lips could form.

If hard commands can tame your love
Or strongest walls can hold
I would not wish to grieve above

A thing so false and cold.

And there are bosoms bound to mine

With links both tried and strong

58



And there are eyes whose lightning shine

Has warmed and blest me long

Those eyes shall make my only day
Shall set my spirit free
And chase the foolish thoughts away

That mourn your memory.

59
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Christina Rossetti

Song

Oh roses for the flush of youth
And laurel for the perfect prime
But pluck an ivy branch for me

Grown old before my time.

Oh violets for the grave of youth
And bay for those dead in their prime
Give me the withered leaves I chose

Before in the old time.
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64

A Dirge

Why were you born when the snow was falling
You should have come to the cuckoo’ s calling
Or when grapes are green in the cluster
Or at least when lithe swallows muster

For their far off flying

From summer dying.

Why did you die when the lambs were cropping
You should have died at the apples’ dropping
When the grasshopper comes to trouble
And the wheat-fields are sodden stubble

And all winds go sighing

For sweet things dying.
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Song

When I am dead my dearest
Sing no sad songs for me
Plant thou no roses at my head

Nor shady cypress tree

Be the green grass above me
With showers and dewdrops wet
And if thou wilt remember

And if thou wilt forget.

I shall not see the shadows
I shall not feel the rain
I shall not hear the nightingale

Sing on as if in pain

And dreaming through the twilight
That doth not rise nor set
Haply I may remember

And haply may forget.
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A Birthday

My heart is like a singing bird
Whose nest is in a watered shoot
My heart is like an apple-tree
Whose boughs are bent with thickset fruit
My heart is like a rainbow shell
That paddles in a halcyon sea
My heart is gladder than all these

Because my love is come to me.

Raise me a dais of silk and down
Hang it with vair and purple dyes
Carve it in doves and pomegranates
And peacocks with a hundred eyes
Work it in gold and silver grapes
In leaves and silver fleur-de-lys
Because the birthday of my life

Is come my love is come to me.
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Emily Dickinson

Publication

Publication—is the Auction
Of the Mind of Man—
Poverty—be justifying

For so foul a thing

Possibly—but We—would rather
From Our Garret go
White—Unto the White Creator—

Than invest—QOur Snow—

Thought belong to Him who gave it—
Then—to Him Who bear

Its Corporeal illustration—Sell

The Royal Air—

In the Parcel—Be the Merchant
Of the Heavenly Grace—
But reduce no Human Spirit

To Disgrace of Price—
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To Fight Aloud Is Very Brave

To fight aloud is very brave
But gallanter 1 know
Who charge within the bosom

The cavalry of woe.

Who win and nations do not see
Who fall and none observe
Whose dying eyes no country

Regards with patriot love.

We trust in plumed procession
For such the angels go
Rank after rank with even feet

And uniforms of snow.
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I Taste a Liquor Never Brewed

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 |
And debauchee of dew
Reeling through 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 the more
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This Is My Letter to the World

This is my letter to the World

That never wrote to Me—

The simple News that Nature told—
With tender Majesty

Her Message is committed
To Hands I cannot see—
For love of Her—Sweet—countrymen—

Judge tenderly—of Me

76
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Alice Meynell

Renouncement

I must not think of thee and tired yet strong
I shun the thought that lurks in all delight—
The thought of thee—and in the blue Heaven’ s height
And in the sweetest passage of a song.
Oh just beyond the fairest thoughts that throng
This breast the thought of thee waits hidden yet bright
But it must never never come in sight
I must stop short of thee the whole day long.
But when sleep comes to close each difficult day
When night gives pause to the long watch I keep
And all my bonds I needs must loose apart
Must doff my will as raiment laid away—
With the first dream that comes with the first sleep
I run I run I am gathered to thy heart.
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Mary Elizabeth Coleridge

Unwelcome

We were young we were merry we were very very wise
And the door stood open at our feast
When there passed us a woman with the West in her eyes

And a man with his back to the East.

O still grew the hearts that were beating so fast
The loudest voice was still.

The jest died away on our lips as they passed
And the rays of July struck chill.

The cups of red wine turned pale on the board
The white bread black as soot.

The hound forgot the hand of her lord
She fell down at his foot.

Low let me lie where the dead dog lies
Ere I sit me down again at a feast
When there passes a woman with the West in her eyes

And a man with his back to the East.
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Charlotte Mew

The Trees Are Down

—and he cried with a loud voice
Hurt not the earth neither the sea
nor the trees—

Revelation .

They are cutting down the great plane-trees at the end of
the gardens.

For days there has been the grate of the saw the swish of
the branches as they fall

The crash of trunks the rustle of trodden leaves

With the' Whoops” and the® Whoas " the loud common
talk the loud common laughs of the men above it

all.

I remember one evening of a long past Spring

Turning in at a gate getting out of a cart and finding a
large dead rat in the mud of the drive.

I remember thinking alive or dead a rat was a god-for-
saken thing

But at least in May that even a rat should be alive.
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The week’ s work here is as good as done. There is just

one bough
On the roped bole in the fine grey rain
Green and high
And lonely against the sky.
Down now —

And but for that
If an old dead rat

Did once for a moment unmake the Spring I might

never have thought of him again.

It is not for a moment the Spring is unmade to-day

These were great trees it was in them from root to stem

When the men with thé’ Whoops” and thé® Whoas” have
carted the whole of the whispering loveliness away

Half the Spring for me will have gone with them.

It is going now and my heart has been struck with the
hearts of the planes
Half my life it has beat with these in the sun in the
rains
In the March wind the May breeze
In the great gales that came over to them across the roofs

from the great seas.
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There was only a quiet rain when they were dying
They must have heard the sparrows flying
And the small creeping creatures in the earth where they
were lying—
But I all day I heard an angel crying

* Hurt not the trees.”
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Amy Lowell

The Cyclists

Spread on the roadway

With open-blown jackets

Like black soaring pinions

They swoop down the hillside
The Cyclists.

Seeming dark-plumaged
Birds after carrion
Careening and circling
Over the dying

Of England.

She lies with her bosom
Beneath them no longer
The Dominant Mother
The Virile—but rotting

Before time.

The smell of her tainted

Has bitten their nostrils.

Exultant they hover

And shadow the sun with
Foreboding.
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Grotesque

Why do the lilies goggle their tongues at me
When I pluck them

And writhe and twist

And strangle themselves against my fingers
So that I can hardly weave the garland
For your hair

Why do they shriek your name

And spit at me

When I would cluster them

Must I kill them

To make them lie still

And send you a wreath of lolling corpses
To turn putrid and soft

On your forehead

While you dance
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Mina Loy

Photo after Pogrom

Arrangement by rage
of human rubble
the false-eternal statues of the slain

until they putrify

Tossed on a pile of dead

one woman

her body hacked to utter beauty
oddly by murder

attains the absolute smile
of dispossession

the marble pause before the extinct haven.

Death’ s drear
erasure of fear
the unassumed

composure

the purposeless peace
sealing the faces

of corpses.

Corpses are virgin.
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An Old Woman

The past has come apart
events are vagueing
the future is a seedless pod

the present  pain.

Not even pain has that precision

with which it struck in youth.

Years like moths
erode internal organs
hanging or falling

in a spoiled closet.

Does your mirror bedevil you
Or is the impossible

possible to senility

How could the erstwhile
agile and slim self—

that narrow silhouette—
come to contain

this huge incognito—

this bulbous stranger—

only to be exorcised by death

Dilation has entirely dominated

your long reality.
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Lola Ridge

Saint’ s Bridge

Light across the courtyard

intercepts the snow. . .

swarming particles of light

follow each other in shimmering confusion

as though the moon were snowing out of her
mountains

emptying her craters of their silvery ash. ..

light

spinning a gossamer trestle

swung from the flame of windows

reaching a broad and shining arm

on which saints might hang their garments.
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Sara Teasdale

After Parting

Oh I have sown my love so wide
That he will find it everywhere
It will awake him in the night
It will enfold him in the air.

I set my shadow in his sight

And I have winged it with desire
That it may be a cloud by day

And in the night a shaft of fire.
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Enough

It is enough for me by day
To walk the same bright earth with him
Enough that over us by night

The same great roof of stars is dim.

I have no care to bind the wind
Or set a fetter on the sea—
It is enough to feel his love

Blow by like music over me.
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Elinor Wylie

Sanctuary

This is the bricklayer hear the thud
Of his heavy load dumped down on stone.
His lustrous bricks are brighter than blood

His smoking mortar whiter than bone.

Set each sharp-edged fire-bitten brick
Straight by the plumb-line’ s shivering length
Make my marvelous wall so thick

Dead nor living may shake its strength.

Full as a crystal cup with drink

Is my cell with dreams and quiet and cool. . . .

Stop old man You must leave a chink

How can I breathe You can’ t ~you fool
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H.D. Hilda Doolittle

Evening

The light passes

from ridge to ridge

from flower to flower—
the hypaticas wide-spread
under the light

grow faint—

the petals reach inward
the blue tips bend

toward the bluer heart

and the flowers are lost.

The cornel-buds are still white
but shadows dart

from the cornel-roots—

black creeps from root to root

each leaf

cuts another leaf on the grass

shadow seeks shadow

then both leaf

and leaf-shadow are lost.
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The Moon in Your Hands

If you take the moon in your hands
and turn it round
heavy slightly tarnished platter

you' re there

if you pull dry sea-weed from the sand
and turn it round
and wonder at the underside’ s bright amber

your eyes

look out as they did here
you don’ t remember

when my soul turned round

perceiving the other-side of everything
mullein-leaf dogwood-leaf moth-wing

and dandelion-seed under the ground.
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Edith Sitwell

Still Falls the Rain
The Raids 1940. Night and Dawn

Still falls the Rain—
Dark as the world of man black as our loss—
Blind as the nineteen hundred and forty nails

Upon the Cross.

Still falls the Rain
With a sound like the pulse of the heart that is changed to
the hammer-beat
In the Potter’ s Field and the sound of the impious feet
On the Tomb
Still falls the Rain

In the Field of Blood where the small hopes breed and the
human brain

Nurtures its greed that worm with the brow of Cain.

Still falls the Rain

At the feet of the Starved Man hung upon the Cross.

Christ that each day each night nails there have mercy
on us—

On Dives and on Lazarus

Under the rain the sore and the gold are as one.
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Still falls the Rain—

Still falls the blood from the Starved Man's wounded
Side

He bears in His Heart all wounds —those of the light that
died

The last faint spark

In the self-murdered heart the wounds of the sad

uncomprehending dark

The wounds of the baited bear —
The blind and weeping bear whom the keepers beat
On his helpless flesh. . . the tears of the hunted hare.

Still falls the Rain—

Then—O Ile leape up to my God who pulles me doune—

See see where Christ’ s blood streames in the firmament

It flows from the Brow we nailed upon the tree

Deep to the dying to the thirsting heart

That holds the fires of the world —dark-smirched with
pain

As Caesar’ s laurel crown.

Then sounds the voice of One who like the heart of man
Was once a child who among beasts has lain—
“ Still do I love still shed my innocent light my Blood
for thee.”
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The Swans

In the green light of water like the day

Under green boughs the spray

And air-pale petals of the foam seem flowers —
Dark-leaved arbutus blooms with wax-pale bells
And their faint honey-smells

The velvety syringa with smooth leaves

Gloxinia with a green shade in the snow

Jasmine and moon-clear orange-blossoms and green blooms
Of the wild strawberries from the shade of woods.
Their showers

Pelt the white women under the green trees
Venusia Cosmopolita Pistillarine—

White solar statues white rose-trees in snow
Flowering for ever child-women half stars

Half flowers waves of the sea born of a dream.
Their laughter flying through the trees like doves
These angels come to watch their whiter ghosts

In the air-pale water archipelagos

Of stars and young thin moons from great wings falling
As ripples widen.

These are their ghosts their own white angels these

O great wings spreading—
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Your bones are made of amber smooth and thin
Grown from the amber dust that was a rose
Or nymph in swan-smooth waters.
But Time' s winter falls
With snows as soft as soundless. .. Then who knows

Rose-footed swan from snow or girl from rose
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Marianne Moore

The Steeple-Jack

Diirer would have seen a reason for living

in a town like this with eight stranded whales
to look at with the sweet sea air coming into your house
on a fine day from water etched

with waves as formal as the scales

on a fish.

One by one in two' s in three’ s the seagulls keep
flying back and forth over the town clock

or sailing around the lighthouse without moving their
wings—

rising steadily with a slight
quiver of the body—or flock

mewing where

a sea the purple of the peacock’ s neck is

paled to greenish azure as Diirer changed
the pine green of the Tyrol to peacock blue and guinea
grey. You can see a twenty-five-

pound lobster and fish-nets arranged
to dry. The
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whirlwind fife-and-drum of the storm bends the salt
marsh grass disturbs stars in the sky and the
star on the steeple it is a privilege to see so

much confusion.

A steeple-jack in red has let
a rope down as a spider spins a thread
he might be part of a novel but on the sidewalk a
sign says C.].Poole Steeple-Jack
in black and white and one in red

and white says

Danger. The church portico has four fluted

columns each a single piece of stone made
modester by white-wash. This would be a fit haven for
waifs children animals prisoners

and presidents who have repaid

sin-driven

senators by not thinking about them. One

sees a school-house a post-office in a
store fish-houses hen-houses a three-masted schooner on
the stocks. The hero the student

the steeple-jack each in his way

is at home.
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It scarcely could be dangerous to be living

in a town like this of simple people
who have a steeple-jack placing danger-signs by the church
when he is gilding the solid-

pointed star which on a steeple

stands for hope.
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Silence

My father used to say

" Superior people never make long visits

have to be shown Longfellow’ s grave

or the glass flowers at Harvard.

Self-reliant like the cat—

that takes its prey to privacy

the mouse’ s limp tail hanging like a shoelace from its
mouth—

they sometimes enjoy solitude

and can be robbed of speech

by speech which has delighted them.

The deepest feeling always shows itself in silence

not in silence but restraint.”

Nor was he insincere in saying“ Make my house your
inn.

Inns are not residences.
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Edna St. Vincent-Millay

I Think I Should Have

I think I should have loved you presently

And given in earnest words I flung in jest

And lifted honest eyes for you to see

And caught your hand against my cheek and breast
And all my pretty follies flung aside

That won you to me and beneath your gaze
Naked of reticence and shorn of pride

Spread like a chart my little wicked ways.

I that had been to you had you remained

But one more waking from a recurrent dream
Cherish no less the certain stakes I gained

And walk your memory’ s halls austere supreme
A ghost in marble of a girl you knew

Who would have loved you in a day or two.
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Loving You Less than Life

Loving you less than life a little less

Than bitter-sweet upon a broken wall

Or brush-wood smoke in autumn 1 confess
I cannot swear I love you not at all.

For there is that about you in this light—
A yellow darkness sinister of rain—
Which sturdily recalls my stubborn sight
To dwell on you and dwell on you again.
And I am made aware of many a week

I shall consume remembering in what way
Your brown hair grows about your brow and cheek
And what divine absurdities you say

Till all the world and I and surely you

Will know I love you whether or not I do.
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Victoria Sackville-West

Sometimes When Night. . .

Sometimes when night has thickened on the woods

And we in the house’ s square security

Read speak a little read again

Read life at second-hand speak of small things

Being content and withdrawn for a little hour

From the dangers and fears that are either wholly absent

Or wholly invading —sometimes a shot rings out

Sudden and sharp complete. It has no sequel

No sequel for us only the sudden crack

Breaking a silence followed by a silence

Too slight a thing for comment slight and usual

A shot in the dark fired by a hand unseen

At a life unknown finding or missing the mark

Bringing death bringing hurt teaching perhaps escape

Escape from a present threat a threat recurrent

Or ending once and for all But we read on

Since the shot was not at our hearts since the mark was
not

Your heart or mine not this time my companion.
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Louise Bogan

Song for the Last Act

Now that I have your face by heart 1 look

Less at its features than its darkening frame
Where quince and melon yellow as young flame
Lie with quilled dahlias and the shepherd’ s crook.
Beyond a garden. There in insolent ease

The lead and marble figures watch the show

Of yet another summer loath to go

Although the scythes hang in the apple trees.
Now that I have your face by heart I look.

Now that I have your voice by heart 1 read

In the black chords upon a dulling page

Music that is not meant for music’ s cage

Whose emblems mix with words that shake and
bleed.

The staves are shuttled over with a stark

Unprinted silence. In a double dream

I must spell out the storm the running stream.

The beat’ s too swift. The notes shift in the dark.



Now that I have your voice by heart I read.

Now that I have your heart by heart I see

The wharves with their great ships and architraves
The rigging and the cargo and the slaves

On a strange beach under a broken sky.

O not departure but a voyage done

The bales stand on the stone the anchor weeps
Its red rust downward and the long vine creeps

Beside the salt herb in the lengthening sun.

Now that I have your heart by heart I see.
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Stevie Smith

Is It Wise

Is it wise

To hug misery

To make a song of Melancholy
To weave a garland of sighs
To abandon hope wholly

No it is not wise.

Is it wise

To love Mortality

To make a song of Corruptibility
A chain of linked lies

To bind Mutability

No it is not wise.

Is it wise

To endure

To call up Old Fury

And Pain for a martyr’ s dowry
When Death’ s a prize

Easy to carry

No it is not wise.
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Robin Hyde

The Deserted Village

In the deserted village sunken down

With a shrug of last weak old age pulled back to earth
All people are fled or killed. The cotton crop rots

Not one mild house leans sideways a man on crutches
Not a sparrow earns from the naked floors

Walls look but cannot live without the folk they loved—
It would be a bad thing to awaken them.

Having broken the rice-bowl seek not to fill it again.

The village temple well built with five smashed gods
ten whole ones

Does not want prayers. Its last vain prayer bled up

When the women ran outside to be slain.

A temple must house its sparrows or fall asleep

Therefore a long time under his crown of snails

The gilded Buddha demands to meditate.

No little flowering fires on the incense-strings

Startle Kwan-Yin whom they dressed in satin—

Old women sewing beads like pearls in her hair.

138



This was a temple for the very poor ones

Their gods were mud and lath but artfully

Some village painter coloured them all.

Wooden dragons were carefully carved.

Finding in mangled wood one smiling childish tree
Roses and bells not one foot high

I set it back at the feet of Kwan-Yin.

A woman’ s prayer-bag

Having within her paper prayers paid for in copper
Seeing it torn [ gathered it up.

I shall often think ©* The woman I did not see
Voiced here her dying wish.

But the gods dreamed on. So low her voice so loud

The guns all that death-night who would stoop to

hear '
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Kathleen Raine

The Wilderness

I came too late to the hills they were swept bare
Winters before 1 was born of song and story

Of spell or speech with power of oracle or invocation

The great ash long dead by a roofless house its branches
rotten

The voice of the crows an inarticulate cry

And from the wells and springs the holy water ebbed

away.

A child I ran in the wind on a withered moor
Crying out after those great presences who were not there

Long lost in the forgetfulness of the forgotten.

Only the archaic forms themselves could tell
In sacred speech of hoodie on gray stone or hawk in air

Of Eden where the lonely rowan bends over the dark pool.

Yet I have glimpsed the bright mountain behind the
mountain

Knowledge under the leaves tasted the bitter berries red

Drunk water cold and clear from an inexhaustible hidden

fountain.
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Dorothy Livesay

Green Rain

I remember long veils of green rain
Feathered like the shawl of my grandmother—
Green from the half-green of the spring trees

Waving in the valley.

I remember the road

Like the one which leads to my grandmother’ s house
A warm house with green carpets

Geraniums a trilling canary

And shining horse-hair chairs

And the silence full of the rain’ s falling

Was like my grandmother’ s parlour

Alive with herself and her voice rising and falling—

Rain and wind intermingled.

I remember on that day

I was thinking only of my love
And of my love’ s house.

But now I remember the day

As | remember my grandmother.

I remember the rain as the feathery fringe of her shawl.
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Elizabeth Bishop

One Art

The art of losing isn’ t hard to master
so many things seem filled with the intent

to be lost that their loss is no disaster.

Lose something every day. Accept the fluster
of lost door keys the hour badly spent.

The art of losing isn’ t hard to master.

Then practice losing farther losing faster
places and names and where it was you meant

to travel. None of these will bring disaster.

I lost my mother’ s watch. And look my last or
next-to-last of three loved houses went.

The art of losing isn’ t hard to master.

I lost two cities lovely ones. And vaster
some realms I owned two rivers a continent.

I miss them but it wasn’ t a disaster.

—LEven losing you the joking voice a gesture
I love I shan't have lied. It s evident
the art of losing’ s not too hard to master

though it may look like Write it like disaster.
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Insomnia

The moon in the bureau mirror
looks out a million miles

and perhaps with pride at herself
but she never never smiles
far and away beyond sleep or

perhaps she’ s a daytime sleeper.

By the Universe deserted

she’ d tell it to go to hell

and she’ d find a body of water
or a mirror on which to dwell.
So wrap up care in a cobweb

and drop it down the well

into that world inverted

where left is always right

where the shadows are really the body
where we stay awake all night

where the heavens are shallow as the sea

is now deep and you love me.
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Josephine Miles

If You Will

Shall I pull the curtains against the coming night

No there is still a fine sun in the tree tops let them be.

All right now it is darker shall I now

Close out the dark You will close out the light.

All right how quick the dark comes. But see how the
moon

Floods as it floods the earth even this room.

Moonlight it’ s time to sleep shall I draw now

Curtains against the cold It' s summer weather.

Shall I Yes if you will the light will pass.

It is your life that stands beyond the glass.
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Judith Wright

Storm

On the headland’ s grassed and sheltered side

out of the wind I crouch and watch

while driven by the seaward ship-destroying storm
races of insane processional breakers come.

A long-dead divine authority reflows the tide

at evening and already the gnawed hill of beach

alters and shrinks. The waves cry out Let us be done.

Let us be done with the long submission the whips

that hurl us for ever on time’ s frigid stone

mouthing our ever-repeated plea for an answer and getting
none.

Let us break free smash down the land’ s gate

and drown all questions under a black flood.

Hate then the waves cry hate.

And round each headland of the world each drenching
rock

crowding each wild spray-drop as in the womb’ s calm
lying

they beat and whirl on the waves the invisible legion
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of momentary crystals less-than-a-second’ s-tick

lives love' s first and everywhere creation

so small so strong that nothing of this mad rock-torn
surge and violence not the storm’ s final desperation
touches them

busy in the unhurt stillness breeding and dying.
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The Hawthorn Hedge

How long ago she planted the hawthorn hedge—
she forgets how long ago—
that barrier thorn across the hungry ridge

thorn and snow.

It is twice as tall as the rider on the tall mare
who draws his reins to peer
in through the bee-hung blossom. Let him stare.

No one is here.

Only the mad old girl from the hut on the hill
unkempt as an old tree.
She will hide away if you wave your hand or call

she will not see.

Year-long wind turns her grindstone heart and whets
a thornbranch like a knife
shouting in wintef Death” and when the white bud sets

more loudly “ Life.”

She has forgotten when she planted the hawthorn hedge
that thorn that green that snow
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birdsong and sun dazzled across the ridge—

it was long ago.

Her hands were strong in the earth her glance on the
sky

her song was sweet on the wind.

The hawthorn hedge took root grew wild and high

to hide behind.
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Nancy Cato

Independence

I will think of the leech-gatherer on

the lonely moor .—Wordsworth

How the red road stretched before us mile on mile
Narrowing into the distance straight as though ruled
On yellow paper away to the lilac hills

Low on the horizon. Above them the storm-clouds piled
In a sky blue as though bruised yet all ahead

Was glowing in an unearthly wash of light—

Dry roly-poly and saltbush lit to beauty

The sky a menace but the wide plains bright.

And there in that lonely place an ancient swagman

Traveller bagman sundowner what you will—

His rolled-up blankets slung aslant his shoulders

Billy dangling his back to the line of hills

And the coming storm as mysterious in that place
With his hat set straight and his grey beard blowing

As a small ship glimpsed a moment far from land.

Where did he come from where could he be going
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I shall never know for we had to race the rain
That turns the blacksoil plains to a gluey mud
Bogging to the axles. Only a wave of the hand
But still the imagination glows the blood

Stirs at the memory of that symbolic stranger
Glimpsed in a moment of vision and swiftly gone
Man and his independent spirit alone

On the vast plains with night and rain coming on.
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Gwendolyn Brooks

A Song in the Front Yard

I' ve stayed in the front yard all my life.
I want a peek at the back
Where it’ s rough and untended and hungry weed grows.

A girl gets sick of a rose.

I want to go in the back yard now
And maybe down the alley
To where the charity children play.

I want a good time today.

They do some wonderful things.

They have some wonderful fun.

My mother sneers but I say it’ s fine

How they don’ t have to go in at quarter to nine.
My mother she tells me that Johnnie Mae

Will grow up to be a bad woman.

That George’ 1l be taken to Jail soon or late

On account of last winter he sold our back gate.

But I say it' s fine. Honest 1 do.

And I d like to be a bad woman too

And wear the brave stockings of night-black lace
And strut down the streets with paint on my face.
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Margaret Avison

Tennis

Service is joy to see or swing. Allow

All tumult to subside. Then tensest winds
Buffet brace viol and sweeping bow.

Courts are for love and volley. No one minds
The cruel ellipse of service and return

Dancing white galliardes at tape or net

Till point on the wire’ s tip or the long burn-
ing arc to nethercourt marks game and set.
Purpose apart perched like an umpire dozes
Dreams golden balls whirring through indigo.
Clay blurs the whitewash but day still encloses
The albinos bonded in their flick and flow.
Playing in musicked gravity the pair

Score liquid Euclids in foolscaps of air.

165



Poems by Women

1918—

1960

1966

166




May Swenson

Four-Word Lines

Your eyes are just

like bees and I

feel like a flower.
Their brown power makes
a breeze go over

my skin. When your
lashes ride down and
rise like brown bees’
legs your pronged gaze
makes my eyes gauze.
I wish we were

in some shade and

no swarm of other
eyes to know that

I’ m a flower breathing
bare laid open to
your bees' warm stare.
I' d let you wade

in me and seize

with your eager brown
bees’ power a sweet

glistening at my core.
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Gwen Harwood

Father and Child Barn Owl

Daybreak the household slept.
I rose blessed by the sun.

A horny fiend 1 crept

out with my father’ s gun.

Let him dream of a child

obedient angel-mild—

old No-sayer robbed of power
by sleep. I knew my prize

who swooped home at this hour
with daylight-riddled eyes

to his place on a high beam

in our old stables to dream

light' s useless time away.

I stood holding my breath

in urine-scented hay

master of life and death

a wisp-haired judge whose law

would punish beak and claw.
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My first shot struck. He swayed
ruined beating his only

wing as | watched afraid

by the fallen gun a lonely

child who believed death clean

and final not this obscene

bundle of stuff that dropped

and dribbled through loose straw
tangling in bowels and hopped
blindly closer. I saw

those eyes that did not see

mirror my cruelty

while the wrecked thing that could
not bear the light nor hide
hobbled in its own blood.

My father reached my side

gave me the fallen gun.

End what you have begun.’

I fired. The blank eyes shone
once into mine and slept.

I leaned my head upon

my father' s arm and wept
owl-blind in early sun

for what I had begun.
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Denise Levertov

The Victors

In June the bush we call
alder was heavy listless

its leaves studded with galls

growing wherever we didn’ t
want it. We cut it

savagely hunted it from the pasture chopped it

away from the edge of the wood.
In July still everywhere it appeared

wearing green berries.

Anyway it must go. It takes
the light and air and the good of the earth

from flowers and young trees.

But now in August
its berries are red. Do the birds

eat them Swinging

clusters of red the hedges are full of them
red-currant red a graceful

ornament or a merry smile.
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The Willows of Massachusetts

Animal willows of November

in pelt of gold enduring when all else
has let go all ornament

and stands naked in the cold.

Cold shine of sun on swamp water
cold caress of slant beam on bough
gray light on brown bark.
Willows—Tlast to relinguish a leaf
curious patient lion-headed tense
with energy watching

the serene cold through a curtain

of tarnished strands.
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Janet Frame

Telephonist

Her sense of humor has no gold stop

or sweetly flowing channel.

Her heavy feet plough tweed

through a silk and lace paddock of earth
upturning pink daisies and hoppity mice

with no by your leave or remedial poem.

She can laugh with any farmer

her arms akimbo her mouth braying
the yokel burden of a woman

who slaps daylight on the back

who walks in her lace country

with every flea-bitten shaggy dog.

Yet for eight hours each day

in the swiveling city of concrete

the talking wire commands her loud mouth.
She becomes the vital link the braying ass
bearing news of life and death

to the hungry starstruck city.
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Maxine Kumin

Morning Swim

Into my empty head there come

A cotton beach a dock wherefrom

I set out oily and nude

Through mist in chilly solitude.

There was no line no roof or floor

To tell the water from the air.

Night fog thick as terry cloth

Closed me in its fuzzy growth.

I hung my bathrobe on two pegs.
I took the lake between my legs.

Invaded and invader 1

Went overhand on that flat sky.

Fish twitched beneath me quick and tame.

In their green zone they sang my name
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And in the rhythm of the swim

I hummed a two-four-time slow hymn.

I hummed Abide With Me GThe beat
Rose in the fine thrash of my feet

Rose in the bubbles I put out

Slantwise trailing through my mouth.

My bones drank water water fell

Through all my doors. I was the well

That fed the lake that met my sea
In which I sang Abide With Me.
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Elizabeth Jennings

I Feel

I feel I could be turned to ice
If this goes on if this goes on.
I feel I could be buried twice

And still the death not yet be done.

I feel I could be turned to fire
If there can be no end to this.
I know within me such desire

No kiss could satisfy no kiss.

I feel I could be turned to stone
A solid block not carved at all
Because I feel so much alone.

I could be grave-stone or a wall.

But better to be turned to earth
Where other things at least can grow.
I could be then a part of birth

Passive not knowing how to know.
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Anne Sexton

Her Kind

I have gone out a possessed witch
haunting the black air braver at night
dreaming evil I have done my hitch

over the plain houses light by light

lonely thing twelve-fingered out of mind.
A woman like that is not a woman quite.

I have been her kind.

I have found the warm caves in the woods
filled them with skillets carvings shelves
closets silks innumerable goods

fixed the suppers for the worms and the elves
whining rearranging the disaligned.

A woman like that is misunderstood.

I have been her kind.

I have ridden in your cart driver

waved my nude arms at villages going by
learning the last bright routes survivor
where your flames still bite my thigh

and my ribs crack where your wheels wind.
A woman like that is not ashamed to die.

I have been her kind.
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The Abortion

Somebody who should have been born is gone G

Just as the earth puckered its mouth
each bud puffing out from its knot

I changed my shoes and then drove south.

Up past the Blue Mountains where
Pennsylvania humps on endlessly

wearing like a crayoned cat its green hair

its roads sunken in like a grey washboard
where in truth the ground cracks evilly

a dark socket from which the coal has poured
Somebody who should have been born is gone G
the grass as bristly and stout as chives

and me wondering when the ground would break
and me wondering how anything fragile survives
up in Pennsylvania [ met a little man

not Rumpelstiltskin at all at all. ..
he took the fullness that love began.
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Returning north even the sky grew thin
like a high window looking nowhere.

The road was as flat as a sheet of tin
Somebody who should have been born is gone G
Yes woman such logic will lead

to loss without death. Or say what you meant

you coward. . . this baby that I bleed.
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Adrienne Rich

Lucifer in the Train

Riding the black express from heaven to hell
He bit his fingers watched the countryside
Vernal and crystalline forever slide

Beyond his gaze the long cascades that fell
Ribboned in sunshine from their sparkling height
The fishers fastened to their pools of green
By silver lines the birds in sudden flight—
All things the diabolic eye had seen

Since heaven’ s cockcrow. Imperceptibly
That landscape altered now in paler air

Tree hill and rock stood out resigned severe

Beside the strangled field the stream run dry.

Lucifer we are yours who stiff and mute
Ride out of worlds we shall not see again
And watch from windows of a smoking train
The ashen prairies of the absolute.

Once out of heaven to an angel’ s eye
Where is the bush or cloud without a flaw
What bird but feeds upon mortality

Flies to its young with carrion in its claw
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O foundered angel first and loneliest
To turn this bitter sand beneath your hoe
Teach us the newly-landed what you know

After our weary transit find us rest.
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From Twenty-One Love Poems

4
I wake up in your bed. I know I have been dreaming.
Much earlier the alarm broke us from each other
you ve been at your desk for hours. I know what I
dreamed
our friend the poet comes into my room
where I' ve been writing for days
drafts carbons poems are scattered everywhere
and I want to show her one poem
which is the poem of my life. But I hesitate
and wake. You' ve kissed my hair
to wake me. I dreamed you were a poem
I say a poem I wanted to show someone. . .
and I laugh and fall dreaming again
of the desire to show you to everyone I love
to move openly together
in the pull of gravity which is not simple
which carries the feathered grass a long way down the

upbreathing air.
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Svlvia Plath

Black Rook in Rainy Weather

On the stiff twig up there

Hunches a wet black rook

Arranging and rearranging its feathers in the rain.
I do not expect miracle

Or an accident

To set the sight on fire

In my eye nor seek

Any more in the desultory weather some design
But let spotted leaves fall as they fall

Without ceremony or portent

Although I admit I desire

Occasionally some backtalk

From the mute sky I can’ t honestly complain
A certain minor light may still

Leap incandescent

Out of kitchen table or chair
As if a celestial burning took

Possession of the most obtuse objects now and then—
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Thus hallowing an interval

Otherwise inconsequent

By bestowing largesse honor

One might say love. At any rate I now walk
Wary for it could happen

Even in this dull ruinous landscape  skeptical

Yet politic ignorant

Of whatever angel may choose to flare
Suddenly at my elbow. I only know that a rook
Ordering its black feathers can so shine

As to seize my senses haul

My eyelids up and grant

A brief respite from fear

Of total neutrality. With luck
Trekking stubborn through this season
Of fatigue 1 shall

Patch together a content

Of sorts. Miracles occur

If you care to call those spasmodic

Tricks of radiance miracles. The wait’ s begun again
The long wait for the angel

For that rare random descent.
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Fever 103°

Pure What does it mean
The tongues of hell
Are dull dull as the triple

Tongues of dull fat Cerberus
Who wheezes at the gate. Incapable
Of licking clean

The aguey tendon the sin the sin.
The tinder cries.

The indelible smell

Of a snuffed candle
Love love the low smokes roll

From me like Isadora’ s scarves I' m in a fright

One scarf will catch and anchor in the wheel.
Such yellow sullen smokes

Make their own element. They will not rise
But trundle round the globe

Choking the aged and the meek

The weak
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Hothouse baby in its crib
The ghastly orchid
Hanging its hanging garden in the air

Devilish leopard
Radiation turned it white
And killed it in an hour.

Greasing the bodies of adulterers
Like Hiroshima ash and eating in.
The sin. The sin.

Darling all night
I have been flickering off on off on.

The sheets grow heavy as a lecher’ s kiss.

Three days. Three nights.
Lemon water chicken

Water water make me retch.

I am too pure for you or anyone.
Your body

Hurts me as the world hurts God. I am a lantern—
My head a moon

Of Japanese paper my gold beaten skin

Infinitely delicate and infinitely expensive.
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Does not my heat astound you. And my light.
All by myself I am a huge camellia

Glowing and coming and going flush on flush.

I think I am going up
I think I may rise—
The beads of hot metal fly and I love 1

Am a pure acetylene
Virgin
Attended by roses

By kisses by cherubim
By whatever these pink things mean.

Not you nor him

Not him nor him
My selves dissolving old whore petticoats —
To Paradise.
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Audre Lorde

Coal

is the total black being spoken

from the earth’ s inside.

There are many kinds of open

how a diamond comes into a knot of flame
how sound comes into words coloured

by who pays what for speaking.

Some words are open like a diamond

on glass windows

singing out within the crash of sun.
Then there are words like stapled wagers
in a perforated book—buy and sign and tear apart—
and come whatever wills all chances

the stub remains

an ill-pulled tooth with a ragged edge.
Some words live in my throat

breeding like adders. Others know sun
seeking like gypsies over my tongue

to explode through my lips

like young sparrows bursting from shell.
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Some words

bedevil me.

Love is a word another kind of open.
As the diamond comes into a knot of flame
I am Black because I come from the earth’ s inside

Now take my word for jewel in the open light.
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Margaret Atwood

Brian the Still-Hunter

The man I saw in the forest

used to come to our house

every morning never said anything
I learned from the neighbours later

he once tried to cut his throat.

I found him at the end of the path
sitting on a fallen tree

cleaning his gun.

There was no wind

around us the leaves rustled.

He said to me

I kill because I have to

but every time I aim I feel
my skin grow fur
my head heavy with antlers
and during the stretched instant
the bullet glides on its thread of speed
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my soul runs innocent as hooves.

Is God just to his creatures

I die more often than many.

He looked up and I saw

the white scar made by the hunting knife

around his neck.

When I woke
I remembered he has been gone

twenty years and not heard from.
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Eden Is a Zoo

I keep my parents in a garden

among lumpy trees green sponges

on popsickle sticks. I give them a lopsided
sun which drops its heat

in spokes the colour of yellow crayon.

They have thick elephant legs

quills for hair and tiny heads

they clump about under the trees
dressed in the clothes of thirty years

ago on them innocent as plain skin.

Are they bewildered when they come across
corners of rooms in the forest
a tin cup shining like pearl

a frayed pink blanket a rusted shovel

Does it bother them to perform

the same actions over and over

hands gathering white flowers

by the lake or tracing designs in the sand
a word repeated till it hangs carved

forever in the blue air
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Are they content

Do they want to get out

Do they see me looking at them
from across the hedge of spikes
and cardboard fire painted red

I built with so much time

and pain but

they don’ t know is there
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