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Sun Out

Selected Poems 1952–54

A Note on Sun Out

The poems I wrote between 1952 and 1954 are in such a different style from those I wrote afterwards that they never seemed to fit into my books. One did get into Thank You, and I included four or five others in my Selected Poems of 1994, but I imagine that there they seem more like early oddities than like something that goes with the rest of the poetry. I think their nature will be clearer in a book of their own.

The social and literary context of these poems was the early fifties New York art and poetry world, at least the part of it that I knew. This included the dramatic, splashy, beautiful paintings of Jane Freilicher and Larry Rivers, and Frank O’Hara’s seemingly endless inspiration and John Ashbery’s eloquent mysteriousness. We poets and painters hung around a lot together, showed each other our works, and were made by this camaraderie very (or more than otherwise) ambitious, envious, emulous, and, I think, lucky. Everyone had an immediately available audience that had no reason not to be critical or enthusiastic. Also I had just spent a year in France, immersed not only in French poetry but in the French language, which I understood and misunderstood at the same time. Words would have several meanings for me at once. Blanc (white) was also blank and, in the feminine, Blanche, the name of a woman. The pleasure—and the sense of new meanings—I got from this happy confusion was something I wanted to re-create in English.

This double or triple quality of words that I imperfectly understood, along with the repetitions, substitutions, and interruptions that for me seemed to go with it, including the abundant use of quotations and exclamations, once I began to hear them all together, constituted a way of using the language that was very stirring to me and seemed to mean a lot. It gave me a strong sensation of speaking the truth; it seemed what had to be said (at least what had to be said by me). If the general sense it made was somewhat clear to me, its individual subjects were less so. When, much later, I came on it, a statement by Wittgenstein seemed to apply: “There are no subjects in the world. A subject is a limitation of the world.” Of course everything, once it is written about, even if it’s a wild chaos, is bound eventually to become itself a sort of subject. I wanted to keep my subject up in the air as long as possible. For two years, as long as my close relationship to this language lasted, I had the happy sensation of discovery.

Kenneth Koch
June 2002

Sun Out


Bananas, piers, limericks

I am postures

Over there, I, are

The lakes of delectation

Sea, sea you! Mars and win-

Some buffalo

They thinly raft the plain,

Common do




It ice-floes, hit-and-run drivers,

The mass of the wind.

Is that snow

H-ing at the door? And we

Come in the buckle, a

Vanquished distinguished

Secret festival, relieving flights

Of the black brave ocean.



The Chase—First Day


While stealing samples from the grocery store

We knew the green grass blew, and the cabs attempted—

O close to my heart, white days of some invention,

White didn’t you know before?




It was a whale that swam, or a ring in the sink then,

The damp nickel among the white

Rainbows (Williams), white didn’t I

Know that the mints were going to check you like persons?




Sleet machines!

I approach you like a moth dizzy with materials,

Dick! disk! public peaces of entertainment!

O lonely place-parking under the wonder-falls!




Did the police bend over the taste of peppermint

With the grace of ballet dancers? do the pumps renew?

White might I see you on the whoming dimway

At day and night, and yet win praise of you,

I’ll fold my chair in the summer rain,

                         To Jean White.



Highway Barns, the Children of the Road


Amaryllis, is this paved highway a

Coincidence? There we were

On top of the fuel bin. In the autos

Dusk moved silently, like pine-needle mice.

Often I throw hay upon you,

She said. The painted horse had good news.

Yes, I really miss him, she waves,

She pants. In the dusk bin the fuel reasoned silently.

Amaryllis, is this paved highway a

Coincidence? My ears were glad. Aren’t you?

Aren’t you healthy in sight of the strawberries,

Which like pine-needle lace fight for dawn fuel?

The white mile was lighted up. We shortened

Our day by two whole tusks. The wind rang.

Where is the elephant graveyard? She missed the pavement.

A load of hay went within speaking distance of the raspberries.

Overture to the tone-deaf evening! I don’t see its home.

Prawns fell from that sparkling blue sphere.

The land is coughing, “Joy!” Hey, pavements, you charmers,

When are you going to bring me good news?



No Biography


If followed to Matador

What Spice Islands!

What I-spy lands. Shush the door,

We shall be calm as a print

Seating not revealing.…

Is my filing

The disturbance to liberate the equator,

Master Moon? How literary, you

Fire with excitement.

Yes, but I’m a liar for the week.

By Thailand! is this minute livable?

The Bear replies: Here is my paw,

Living while concealing.…

He invited him! Who? Why? Oh,

Speak to me beneath the envelope,

Lie now beneath the roses.

Don’t you believe it’s true,

The unmanageable seam?

What’s that? Stifle

Me! but do not let this go! Where?

Love. He follows a photograph.

I wish I’d the moon,

He knows—what? Sees her? Simply. Dreams!

Though refusals could be lively.

Own this, while with a peculiar …

No! you’re not going to stamp again?

See

Iron coming late. He’s not afraid of overturning the tundra.



Ellie Campaigns after a Candidate’s Defeat


SHE

    Oh let my mirror pay the bunny-tax,

    I’m tired of Shilohs. In from Ping-Pong—?




ELLIE 1

    I see the sighing spray of spring;

    The grass is jumping, the roots leap

    Phones.




SHE

    Man comes carrying a tire.




TOGETHER

    We are the willows beneath the bear rug.




SHE

    Has any election done less than a wine

    Of beastly furniture? and can we be alone,

    Is iron? when are the maddening

    Steep if consoling fractions of history done




ELLIE 1

    As when by a sign-featured hand? And she shudders




SHE

    I sent these same ladders into pastures.




THE CANDIDATE

    The bell of your studio lights

    Drove me to ruin. I ran out into advance

    But they could not turn round my

    Marining out. And I …




THREE GIRLS

    We are three virgins, scansion-hearted,

    To whom the words of Shakespeare cry our

    Peruvianly-inspired hair …




ELLIE 1

    O matches!

    The invention of the soundtruck can presume

    The natural limits of rights, but sandy parks

    Are strown by bettors, and the unnatural monsoon

    Casts its ballot eternally for oblivion,




SHE

    Say, of dying parks of velvety orange hair,

    Porches to face death’s thrills,

    And the agnostic peaches of today.



Rapping Along


Greatness on a day

Meant for steadiness and study halls,

Oh can suicide be so near

And the telephone’s valence

Our teacher of reaching hills?

And can the policeman’s villa

Ever pelt the other fellow

With the wallet of his stars?




In the reversed dream

Grandmother wore an owl; so that

Silver feet made my desk

A drama: then tiny golden snow

At tears, tears! you know collar

Which the windy tree wore. “O my

Reality!” the calm wind swears

Into that.




Long before I raided the ocean

And the leafage had swum

Away; when the broken Piraeos of a bell

Heavens and force.… O specks, and dog

“We brang.” So their team bust me

In the will, “Frozen Bars,”

Oh way out beyond the leaving cars

Of stay-you-dogs-in-one-place!



Poem


“Sweethearts from abroad,” the madrigal

Sang. When I lay down to sleep

On the team, forest. Future, dear

Elision. Fame said, “She must be Latin.”

Within these rooms camels may

Skim a future. Don’t shed a tear

My damn darling, on the candle

Which he whom I hate carries. No,

Let him light the niece, sky

And heart picture. Phooey! ice

Below the tram with heaven

In my arms, who cares? a mouse or a dream

Lies waiting upon the divan

For weary to spend its pith

Dreams and calls! the intention

To die asleep, the expansion

Of a moment of inattention

Which an age of plagiarism can never evict—

Oh shame, dear stammered, snow

Where the little clubs are brilliant,

And the fanning park

In lover’s track of clacked-up snow;

For mints, your clear summer

And my cold hair! the legs go better.



Pericles


Scene 1




FRIEND

    I stop and go, Pericles.




PERICLES

    Because we have come to find this land




FRIEND

    In the midst of truth,

    climates, guitars




PERICLES

    This breeze is smaller than my mouth




FRIEND

    O Pericles

    what is a leader?




PERICLES

    How we have grown, dears, since we’ve been from Greece!




FRIEND

    How tall a music




PERICLES

    Lies wasting on the shore.



Scene 2


ANOTHER MAN

    Here I sit.



Scene 3


A WOMAN

    Not that the gnat of smallness itself

    has anything to offer the beach

    with and through, without our tears

    as if some tea had raised a blind

    into the concussion of nonsense,

    and a coughing death.




    In Athens I saw twenty-nine old people

    and the sidewalk was faery.

    Oh everywhere the rats struck down ribbons,

    heaven. A slave ship hides my ears.




    O friends

    amid the fornication of signposts

    I saw a new Greece

    arise!



Scene 4


FRIEND

    You know. And yet

    he is bothered by the misery of pebbles

    which hat the lovely show

    in which he dies and does appear.

    He: “Take me back to the faucets

    of truth; my mind is a mass.”




PERICLES

    Here is freshness and the shore’s timeless teeth!



Scene 5


FRIEND

    There’s no midnight mystery

    and no coconuts here to see,

    nothing

    but the ocean’s sea

    which will wash history’s tattoos from me;

    I hope to live satisfactorily

    like a capon that’s struck by a tree

    and does die gladly

    bereft, O large, of his sexuality.

    Oh as honey fills the bee

    while the waves’ orchestra’s business spree

    sticks its night in your head like a country,

    and as the madman throws the flea

    to music, helplessly,

    here always shall I be

    and not in idolatry

    but yet superfluous as a ski

    in a barge; while the withered air

    reduces baneful boughs to everywhere.




PERICLES

    Good night, the parachutes have gone to sleep.




FRIEND

    I stop and go, Pericles.



Scene 6


PERICLES

    The air is Chinese!

    I felt so strange

    the day after tomorrow.

    The stops have been removed

    and the bottle is filled with leeks.

    In the forest a sparring partner

    whispers, “We grow.”

    O maidenhead of today

    O maidenhead of yesterday




FRIEND

    My lord, I found this face in the sand.




PERICLES

    Drop it!




FACE OF ANOTHER MAN

    Help!



CURTAIN

Epilogue


    (Spoken by the conductor of the orchestra)




    And would it not have been too late

    The gas goes on the gas goes off

    And we stood there with pure roots

    In silence in violence one two one two

    Will you please go through that again

    The organ’s orgasm and the aspirin tablet’s speechless spasm.



The Dead Body


If my entrance is winter,

You won’t sunshine the blackboard

And ask the music loins for water—

Oh no, you wouldn’t do that!

But if the flowers from outside

Reintegrated the sweet potato,

Then it began to hail,

A cow should lie down in the breezes.

I notice that your harvest

Is bitter. There are lilies

In steerage after the phonograph

Of this afternoon, which is hug me

Tight, ocean! Early in this day they

Met, now it is winter, the sun arcs

Like ruined laundry, a big

Guy, a sweet girl. The moon sings,

“I labeled two entrances beneath her sweater.

And there are two countries for mice.

Fourteen cellars give me cashmere,

Rome, lamplight, and steel.

Now I must go to sleep

Amid the strawberry camps of Morocco.”

A stone answered the moon,

Saying, “You certainly make the phone ring

And sheet the town hall

In glorious light, but

Oh, moon, in what rig the trees are

Tonight.” There were dancers and

Apples inside the helium observatory

And I again gave my hat

To September’s leaning manners—

We sung the flutist, earlier than

The muddy leaves. Explosion happens,

And reminders, the easiest big

World, hobnobbing with the trees

Beside the dam-works. “Hoo hoo hoo,”

Sings the common, “no aviary

Am I.” And my knee takes its photograph!

“Life proves nothing,”

Sings the lavatory, imbued with pavements

Of Stonehenges by silences

Which catalogue the rose’s. Other playmates ripped out the pictures

And “drave” me my room’s orange

To pin. “Open, heaven, their suits

And Chinas, for we are they, now

Especially, among earth’s million limes.”



Asunder

1


Where were you when they handed out teeth?

I struck out in a season of baseball

Toward the legend of apples; I filled

The air with the china’s whimpering. Duty

Romanced me through the inches of paper baskets

In the Sunday of charmed ceilings. Why won’t you

Be kind? Because I am not here for this session.

I am dancing around a joy-filled coroner. The

Ablative case hates me. The hedges are freezing.

You would look nice in a wastebasket.




I came toward my darling last October

With cams and deceiving optional bracelets

Of sleepy light! She received as in bins

My nervous air of smiling as within her hand

Winter’s begun! No, for that bitch in violets

Is britches in voices. Animals

Fill the fear, whose benign April will patch

The sea! Far better than ivory clothes!



2


Now it is Sunday and the leap year is over;

The Polish light is descending a mountain of lawyers

Named cattle, the march is saved

From last Juno ontology. Can the basin reciprocate

African harmony’s sleepy films? Negative

Poseidon! O chows. They choose to eat sleepy plates

Of grand opera, times digressing natives,

In clockwork shoes, a medicine to shovel them violets

In the way good counsel cerebrates the scalding shore.



3


He is the comic fantastic

Tents. The bandleaders notice him

Through the saving brine. A dash of fishes

Summers him. He eats chemicals. They

Dash his bronco into the

Sea of soul confusion. The marginalia

Of his lungs!




What social force upon this easy doorstep

Can or may weather his hatless blimp?

I know you notice that these airy things

Are dogs.




Who heeds the flying violence

Of his pate, and the medicine

Of jam-filled violets, the traffic lights

Of lips?



When They Packed Up, We Went

1


O candy Frigidaires, eagles, and paint boxes

Paints are not a loan beneath the Frigidaire. No, here’s a pin

To wind some felonous hat-dog on; O sleepiness!

The fainting pine needles of racism oppress my box.

Fuss alone at the theater, maleficent fooeys

Of carolizing.



2


And divinely she gets up

And drives down

Into the bitterest theatres

Of leaves and in a frown

Chic races, mighty heart

Of hands into my tray

She sleeps at last

The acres man gives away.



3


O advancing negress of the moon, beer mug;

Heart without its paleness being entirely grown

Facile with inner meanness, casket filled with sloops,

Nut-head, I see there air eyebrows in your gown, Mrs.

Ann Ann Ann Ann Ann Ann Ann. Ann.



4


The hurricane sanctions him to death like the

Striptease of Lenin described by a leak!

Amidst the white blossoms of her first June growing

Down amidst his throbbing bosom with alacrity!

O the ash cans were foaming with crime! the sea

Was bright with your alimony and chivalry!



5


In the sight of your dagger I refused to fight calmly with myself, expecting the nurse of disreason to pick me up and throw me off the gangway, O specials! Night, a soda.

O faces, facts, nights on, under, there.



6


When the entrails of my really absolute calm

Seem the crying of my helmet, O-may-snow,

Take me to Texas, where the dogies weeping, “Midnight

Hurts your pants, to fight calmly, desiderata,”

Concentrates me on the deafness of “to go.”

In Austin the steel diversity is beautiful

As the auctioning of chemistry sets; I nod

And fill the embarrasing night

With these replies, “I shall never go home in a sweater

And the damning first place

While the conscience reigns

In the trench; rats of Boston!”

A kindly white juror is safe as this bench, while

We sleep through town,

And the bargains go up—




O a great entertainer lies strapped to the down.



7


The dads came up from Boston

With violence in their hearing

And their navels labeled

“The people of Venice,”

And they swiftly ate the dabs

Of tootling disgust. Everybody yelled, “Dads

Are secrets!” and “Any boot

In a brain-stir,” but the dads went down

Into the city of blue jeans

And calmness. When Death cried,

“Add!” they began to scream,

“Force, Junior!”; yet time is all.

And nobody kissed the dads

Saturday afternoon, Sunday, and

We spit into the endearing carnival,

Seasons and faces.…



8


O candy candy alligator charm

This Louisiana chain into the hall

Without a davenport,

But snow!



Atlantis Was Original


Too fanned by so tomorrow’s ink knot’s weak purple

daisy ignorant fan club. He prowl. Pearl. Mid-

nights. Oh. She is, winking their (“Indians’ ”) fan club

apart. “It merely tempts me, Jason, my heart—” Bed of New Jersey,

and air ink of their clatter: “Mouses.” “Breast.” “Show

me into him there when all fan clubs start.” Her agrees

finds he him as were went there. “My seams we’re

every jersey. Silence. It is a purple knockout.




Because we came here, we did not expect to find perfect seasons

and rats raining, into the tunes of everywhere, by gosh!” Mentality

of a the Greeks’ closing sentence. Tam to May, “Borrow!” It isn’t.

Mighty. And than blue wests a swings gain neutrality, Oh Hen:

“Art eats waves. Gorillas arch coming. He: ‘Widest imbecility

of hardest designs few three Mexico—I’m quiet, singable dodger.’ Air is blind

but not the paw.” He is heaving forward then from arrest’s

big lozenge: “House, cool middle waking, drive nits and the turrets!”




The shops are comfortably free, and the licensee’s net

is everywhere respected, orange paper packages and meant

speech, frowzily frozen, and beautifully free for the inspectors,

so neighborly, of buildings’ China, magic ant! “Brings horse to me

lilac respectability jockey-mentioning, shirtwaisted front nylon

bed nicky intelligence. For each smooth occasion, why are you worried

about the railroads?” She sings in tights to the bed-away, rose,

and devilish fringes—Since action’s frail in delightful forge her seat.



Where Am I Kenneth?

1


Nail Kenneth down

For I fear the crying bloomers

Of a gnome race

They come yessing among the trees

Like your Boston survivor

Nail Kenneth down




Pick Kenneth up

For it is necessary that the sun

Will be a comb of the blue trees

And there’s no cough to race

The tumbling seething jenny

Pick him up, put him to work




Amid the freed trees. Is this Boston?

Look around you. Am I Kenneth?

“The changing sighs of her disgust,”

A young man said, “am blue-kneed dust.”

Kenneth waddled into a store and said,

“Pick me up,” and said, “Apples, down.”



2


Beyond the costly mountains

Some pills are going to sleep

Frank will cover them with blinding bloomers

Janice appears from multiple nowhere

The sun was a hot disk

How do you spell “dish”?




“The young Ann falls off lie zoom

January ends a room

I am afraid life in a tomb,”

The Doc comes in, “Hi, disk.”

“Halo Kenneth, the sunlight is a factory.”




Nail Kenneth down

For I fear the shades have gone to sleep

Throw the windows, and hey!

Grace comes, it is a rabbit

A rabbit discovers the triumph’s lips

And a tuneless campus is deader than ships



3


With the object of a displaced foot.

Kenneth is reading a novel

Nail us down

Skip the air

The sea is a ship,

And yet a ship of consultation!




So hail the words down, but lead in the air!




(Blue is the air above concentric Lambeth.)



Without Kinship

Scene 1


    Somewhere on the lawn of Longfellow’s House, in Cambridge, Massachusetts.

    A nightingale leans over her ironing board.




NIGHTINGALE

    It is small and white.




IRONING BOARD

    Over the pill and far away

    I hot a vision of white

    So mental, that where carpets kneel.




NIGHTINGALE

    Loon, pyramid, shine-shine,

    O bark that has suds, little keel

    In the gemlight, O bibarkcycle—




IRONING BOARD

    Am I then, lady’s head,

    Which you have tied unto a knot?




PEBBLE

    Kenneth stands for constancy,

    Roommate for regret;

    Our Christian society for clemency

    To the dancing Sundays of seas’ frenetic egret.

    Janice stands for Japanese

    Maple trees, which stream about this yard

    As though a mariner’d come here

    To find his ocean hard.




GIRL PEBBLE

    O Melvin!




PEBBLE

    Charmian!

    (They go together and form a driveway.)



Scene 2


The Nurse.



NURSE

    These modern gems have laziness;

    My hat is his. This Denver sun

    Shines on and down

    What grassy slopes?

    Season! here is the soap factory;

    There is the charged balloon.

    My grandfather at eighty offered

    The stanza a million dollars

    That could make him feel as though

    He were really a lagoon.

    His face is now seldom

    More than unscientific explanation

    For a rug. Oh, carry me, impossible slug!




    (She lies down, too, and becomes driveway.)



Scene 3


Roadway, driveway. PATIENCE and HANDY are in their car.




HANDY

    Harrisonville to Spokane

    In nine thousand three hundred and sixty-seven

    Days, it doesn’t seem impossible!




PATIENCE

    A storm moderates me this end.




NIGHTINGALE (from below, as she and her ironing board are now part of the driveway)

    Gazing with hope




PEBBLE

    This morning upon the




NURSE

    Foolish capers in the sun




GIRL PEBBLE

    I understood for the last time




IRONING BOARD

    How the fan-shaped crisscrosses,

    Which speak to everything, are done.




FOOTBALL (comes flying through)

    I gave, for love, my terrifying heart.

    Ah, that laughing, papery summer, when we kissed

    The leaves of every down, that showed the field

    A prayer, and at evening a park.




HANDY

    Please, Patience, take this green dress!




PATIENCE

    O branches! where is the collie of happiness?




EVERYONE

    Woof! Woof!



Everyone Is Endymion

1


For the two night of my tea nights

Rattrap shop

Hee, he: mouse, supper, and testament,

Column, laying abstractions,

Lemons, pyramid, algebra, and lids

A metropolitan oafness of labor

Fast adhering to light’s zone

Asks you to be within socks on

By Rhone-light, a sea of custom

Landslides, fit and pains

Vastly: land, chiffon peanuts,

Nails, pirate, illness, pier-red parks.

She says, “You got me this way sobbing,

Yet all my finds have friends.

At least you can poach me.”

Of constancy her landslide by hats.

Such ones met out with hearts

In my love’s town, a kangaroo, an ostrich.



2


The blue beer of disunion

United their leading parts

In sanity, and “I” screamed,

“The housekeeper is wet paints

In cure

Crew,” when death-adventurer came,

With bears, Afton, burning parts.




O sables, bedroom

Necklaces, and pinch, safe,

Lorry, billboard, asp, and faculty

Limpets, grass, laymen with coffee:

“Didn’t we act stupid without our chairs

In the fashion, this afternoon,

Beneath the tree-bellows of everyone?”



Gypsy Yo-yo


There are ban-dares of “lame” low

Beside “tree” entrance. Hint. Barricades

He ogle. Are the bleeding lifesavers?

Rent hippopotamus! Ave.

Talked savage. In

Says on emp. out

Care, as! bed; free auto tires

Coat, on’d am, O box “e’en” blouse.



In the Ashes of June


I am waking off in the wooded arms apartments

Of cerebrating trees’ bison. I think bicycle

No land. And the gypsy

Gives her knees. The sabbath is over. Choir is dog

Am in roses. Gene-harp I love you

Lanes, oh! more modern than Alaska. Entry

Is tree the strewn

Apartment-ships-bicycle.




Music everywhere bench with Betty

On it.

Paris of ragged sighs! Oh love

The boat. Anchorage. Sweetness. Cordwood. And banana

Sin tree sun tea marrying time

Egypt, interest. As in Havana

It as is as, sweet cigars and swift comment.




“Nary a one can go into the coo

Key clock.” I live, I limp. She

Is has and does.

And there anything knows

Mutt; they whistle

“Science and basketball.” Prey, parcels

When they “have freed” me.

Tonight. Goodbye. A lantern. Straight top hat.



Is Nothing Reserved for Next Year, Newlyweds on Arbor Day?


The rosy future

Is a sled all the furniture

You brought inside

What about the whoopee

Flowers and the chief drops




Slide out the window

The vampire the vacuum cleaner

The pocketbook the rags

The rugs I am smiling dear moustache

You are a Chinese laundry




In a garden of orange snow

Nor mind how far the gables go

Neither the red honesty

Oh the music’s children

The gun’s original behest




I smashed him

Smashed

The dark and darling flowers grow

Behind the living bells

“A sled is all the furniture”




But isn’t cups

Cuckoos and formulas

The very fallen street of nuts?

Yes, here’s perfumes

Habeus perfumes! My house!




Once, hound street of doors

They said you threw

Eloping ripeness upon the air

O yes, within my sweater

The rosy future




It ripens like cabs

I hope cigars

The yessing nine of an event

For youthful love the oranges

And furies.



Limits

1


And the chorus

Of “Wear purple gloves like a sundae”

Circumstances the Afghanistan flowers

The feet under the hue of

The mid-Atlantic,




She has a night simple face,

The accounting for Lambeth,

Lunacies in October,

He wears freezing, he walks writing;

“Your name is Lee




And yet my land

Is on your universe.

Should borrowing expire

And brightness exalt

You would be the campus-horse of sleds,




For whom, as yet, nothing goes on.”



2


In the murdersome chorus lines of the snow

An entire bird fell biffing from off a tire;

I see her, old Amy, she puts out the fire

And the trees pull my wings to a celebration

Of almanacs, Rome-air-season, and saids:

“We live at the halt of the universe!”

Are the cups’ song; and snowy dignitaries

Fall like laminated paper in wards

I find whims the hospital plate; lingering

To five string, as children-cool eat the climbs

Out Tohu Bohu, for things, in fears, for dogs.

Does anyone hear you smile? Eat the pears and peaches

That Father Ludwig counsels yesterday. Here

Is Firkwild Landing, a notification of stars

On deliberate space, and rational punitive ears

Of a delighted history because I love you.

She was standing beside him in radiance.

He thought, “How can I ever live?” And she,

“The uniform of the gladdest malt is its sureness.”



3


Within a tumbling lake you ran brains behind the snow

As though chemise must capture Austria.




To know the symphony of calming death,

O poor weeping oblong!




As if to grow them, the freshness of a wheat

Or holiday dims a granary, the sweet oaf!



Ohio


“Hi, you ant!”

So encouraged unsoaking bees

With fulfillment

Rosy bikes’ age telephone if flowers

Havana-smoking wavy tube

In yo-yos’ vicinity crush

Ape dash the wintry season.




“Theory were mentioned

Too bag.”




Hispania homogenized

For ankle tablets’ tall de-honey

(Inseminate!) Havre in crush wander a “Li”

Pore. Climate Junction.

Cow nigh oat sea estranged

Evening high vastness, laid Z,

In “wild pillow,” bench-car mints.



No Job at Sarah Lawrence


O woebegone snowflakes, a million cold tablets, alas! merry hat, merry commonplace, take place Nan marriage is show business

Parade grounds O peace, winter carriage ocean phenomena eagle rain

Banister. Shy people! Europe dent flake easily Montanas

Sherry. Leaf, O loom! seldom

Beside the Greekish wood

A normless kind sweeping dintless carriage

“Moften” would appear. She peaks

Grapes, lines! Man

Toppled, de oh ho yo ho, canary C-foot forests, at now

Oh, harbour; extra lines

Ring at tea foot and certain cows, Oh the bottom

Of a series! how green, camphor, foot ball, Elmer, sing, elbow, sand runners, Mediterranean

Armament of tea!




Long long ago, amid the coastlines’ breastline magic

Slantline briefcase’s

Sweetheart coop llama and sphinx production

O pagans! hear,

Whore, naturalism, simplicity, seduction, amphitheatre,




January, milkmen, hopelessness, and, stare!

Try idea, it is modern, cigars! If blankets

Mutter in cargo, defrayed chests’

Anagram, O coconuts, jujube, and lingo!




Lady, my jungle.

How fond you are of illness,

Elevation, comedy crash beep hooray

Call “ness,” life. Sacrilege

Is gnome silver umpire tam, sin,

Sweet to you! Baden

Baden! Lily petals.

We.

Backed through Tulsa, wintry, China’s, freshman

Whose queer remark on everything we noticed

Was “Comedy eagle January meditation forehead.”

Weird freshman come true delightful rosy night

Sand jumping Samothrace. O peculiar! language,

Scat, rhumba, trireme, manx, silverware, hoop forget! Bogs

Ladylike as the “perfeeect” hornet! Carpet repairs! Oh!

Save me! logs, “hay-pron,” forehead, -sail, oh, of slim




Calcium!



Poem


Roof in me, tone-deaf flail!

Clubfoot, mirror, cacophony!

Orchestra of picture-mail

Seed catalogue of yellow finch-valentines,

Drive mirth to sleep! “Next time.”




Four-eyes, November talk-boat!

Swift memory shale questioning

Steep Andes cough tic mentioning

Sabotage quiet pensioning skeet

Buffalo quack nimrod shoots vest key.




O nameplates, foreign till-bow!

Numbers of Crimean Sung

French dog shows’ climate speak quietude

Froth Medici Ghent horses, O pock!

Sail me from cart, hooky, and sail!



Sunshine on January 15

    
        “This is my hat’s weather.”



Opponent disarm firearm

A halo of flowers

Dean London

An apple of early floors

To cope with

Our poor bridge of an

Army of hated flowers,

So goodbye to this environment!




I wish to remember

Their falling fur coats

Whose hair was “too anguished

To limit” the crime wave

Of teased bodies

My loss helps you

Into a hen

And the cheer confabulates once more.



The Kinkaid Subway


O corpse of March! in my ranch

Automobile subtitles. Ranches reply

Ranches apes to angels,

“Ha ha boxes of apes!” Railings

That lift up to the beautiful city

Apes the tree-bout’s limitations for

Niceness ankles ankles today

Soon day. O boxed cool breeze! Mex-

Icans! “I love to climb that valley up in hill

To what oh

Peacock slays then cuckoo hat.”

But we met on the open street

If Paris, near the breaking of lemons

Riot. A room. “Bake home,” sang the wry weather;

“Yes” is what the went-title said.




“Good morning,” sang the Swedish substitute, “at last

The title of drinking water is when

The apple of formlessly crying today

Kenneth sunrise.” O about! movement

Ship-easing rags! “I clank,” sheep-

Hooded then fire methods, oh! Arch

Of banking! “Wade in minutes,” she cried—

Ink peroxide-machine May love you

Doughnut, the Kinkaid Subway,

“Goodbye, goodbye.” Music. And then snow.

Oh sing! “His shore finally sees

The angry radiator—back lots ink famous!”



Guinevere, or The Death of the Kangaroo


    Scene: a street, a plaza.




GUINEVERE

    O solids!




GIRAFFE (moving along the sidewalk)

    Yes, and you know, last evening there were junctures

    of drunken breath’s dear pink flowers on my lariat.

    He put around me. They said, “Denmark and the

    vitrines! nameless one!”




WEISSER ELEFANT (crossing the street toward the GIRAFFE at right angles)

    I remember.




GUINEVERE (sings)

    With soles on her shoes,

    She takes the gyroscope

    Between her fingers,

    And, quietly, it spins.




KANGAROO (waiting at point where the paths of the GIRAFFE and WEISSER ELEFANT cross)

    The. Oh the the. The. I gave the pillow a cussing sandwich. America said, “A tree.” The manager lay dead. Cuff links.




GIRAFFE (pausing)

    Listen, darlings, don’t be so sassy. Do you remember when Chicago was only fingertips?




ALL (sing)

    Though circumstances may collect our iced man!




MAN (who enters)

    Unpin these benches that you may descry

    The leafs beneath them. Lovers know my voice

    As that which is or was most at the docks

    Before they stopped shipping roses to say “vivre,”

    O macadam. A child sicklier than restaurant

    Waits for the marrying blue of a stiff morning.

    We seem to go to run about in a stiff roustabout,

    Cuter is the pear of string. Common last touch

    Is to die at the nest. Roommate, charm bracelet,

    Oh I swear, this is Mexico City.




CHIEFTAIN

    He is falling toward me like the charm bracelet

    I saw laughing out of the window. At this minute a giraffe

    Knows the cow who is offering night my atlas.

    The wind, curving from Chinese charm bracelet

    To charm bracelet, seems to counsel me, “Dollars,

    Feenamint, dollars, gun smoke.” After one night

    With Dolores, I visited the Huguenot people.




CAPTAIN

    Anchors aweigh!




    (The plaza with all its occupants floats away; VENUS rises from the waves.)




VENUS

    Listen. Listen to the bouquet.

    Baby, that placing powder in the pistols,

    Married, and placing pistols in the bouquet,

    Left me to be long ago at this moment,

    Lively the goddess, a headache. A market

    Of fleas!




    (It is Paris, a Place. VENUS disappears.)




FIRST FLEA

    Let go of my left elbow.




SECOND FLEA

    That’s your potbelly!




A PINK GIRL

    I chanced to find these two

    Arguing. There were sadly smoke,

    Giant cow-guns, shoguns; and, it appears,

    A glass page blonder as a neck of blue jeers.




giraffe and venus (entering together)

    Aren’t we a stray couple

    From No Land? Oh when

    Will catching diseases fly in our plane?




PILOT

    Never! Take everyone a box.




    (He passes out little boxes, which, when they are opened, reveal white pieces of paper.)




WEISSER ELEFANT (reads)

    “The bench you are sitting on is made of orange boa constrictors which have been treated with piratical chocolate Georgia-bannisters. The Maryland of your face. Despite what you have been, ho ho, the incinerator is not a call girl. Depart before the ice cream melts.” Mine is about food!




GUINEVERE (throwing herself on Weisser Elefant):

    O my lover, my lover!




PILOT

    Wait a minute. Read yours.




GUINEVERE (gazes into VENUS’s face)

    “Your head may be paralyzed by lint.” Orchids! buzz saws!




ORCHIDS

    This is not blood. This is an orchard

    Through which you may walk. Like a bug.




BUZZ SAW

    Everybody: one, two, three!

    Plywood!

    Goldsmith!

    Sunglasses!

    (The plaza splits in two like an orange. WEISSER ELEFANT eats half of it. On the other half, Guinevere is playing a guitar to the KANGAROO, and playing cards are falling from his pocket. In the slight breeze one can just make out the chorus of neckties. It seems as if the Old World has become the New. A MOUSE enjoys this séance.)




MOUSE

    God plays the guitar

    And Religion listens.

    The weary squash

    Lurks beside the lotus.

    See! the glass buildings

    Decide nothing.

    We are the sobbing world,

    Just as they are in the nude.




GUINEVERE (very loud)

    Photomatic bad living

    Gigantic prisms. Beaued. Gee. Leaves!




KANGAROO (softly)

    Pretty Geneva, pretty Southland, beloved orchestra!




GUINEVERE

    I am pink in the nude.




KANGAROO

    Yes yes.




GUINEVERE

    O Joy!




KANGAROO

    Listen. Baccalaureate. Is that

    Prometheus?




MAN (wearing a large mouse head and playing the guitar)

    Only in the bathroom, knees would care

    And the table of good red air

    Seriously affronts the car

    With the yellow daffodils of today.

    Somnolent I see an amethyst

    Clearing the way for future

    Eons, the ragged hoop

    And the dippy Fragonard of fluffier days,

    Played to the tune of our pablum violin.




GUINEVERE (throws herself, kissing, against a statue)

    O you, concede that I am the airport!




MAN WITH MOUSE HEAD

    America is like an elephant whose baseballs

    Are boundaries

    Of sunlight. This is peppermint,

    That billiard shore. Now she gets,

    Like horror, the main idea, a stove that is

    Brilliant as the curling raspberries and move to his heart.

    O olives, I know your reputation for fairness,

    And every pipe dreams of a shirtwaisted kimono

    Beyond the callow limousine of the funnies; but Nugent

    Drank the Coca-Cola, and Allen left the boudoir

    Where Jane lay down like a saint, the music of a thumb

    Daring the elate, childless strings.

    O mothers, weevil, marketplace of the Sixties,

    What is the road to Gary, China?




GUINEVERE

    Should industry delay,

    Or mice parade? Is that a youth group

    Singing: “Daft, weird, kind pennons,

    Yo-yos and hills, shirts and displays”?




MAN WITH MOUSE HEAD

    O Germany of sofas,

    Are we so clear

    As beer is harmless?




GIRAFFE

    A shoplifting land of railroad pyjamas

    Passed my door, evil film stars.

    Huguenot! evil girls of film-star plantation!




HIPPO

    Yes because we meant to spend the summer;

    But now we see the human element

    Is merely a white bear, tipping stars

    By the briefcase of a violet hand

    Meant to inform and believe concatenated

    The surface of a wheel-lake or morgen

    Meaning morning in German. Yes I meant

    To thumb a ride along the Champs Elysées,

    But the sunny Negro

    Of handsome stars

    Bid for the fingers of my door, and lo! I lay,

    The Hippopotamus, sweating as if funny

    Water may come true even in the summertime

    And—




    (Bang! The HIPPO falls dead.)




SOMEONE

    Pure Pins the Lobster!




    (YELLOWMAY comes in and takes off all Guinevere’s clothes; GUINEVERE puts her clothes back on.)




GUINEVERE

    The shortest way to go home yesterday

    He always called the best way.

    There’s no suffering in a limeade

    Of clearer captains, carpenters, and shipwrights

    From grains solidly

    In the pier. Oh the white shore, the red sea—




    (YELLOWMAY takes her hand; they walk along the seashore.)




YELLOWMAY

    And the works of pineapple.

    I have often been a shipmaster

    But never a ship. The blow from Tangiers

    Never came.




GUINEVERE

    Soldiers waiting at my hammock

    Counseled me, “Be as back as soot.”

    Oh nuts, the chairs have gone away.




YELLOWMAY

    Paintings of the sea, I won’t reveal to you my name is Yellowmay.




MAN (without the mouse head)

    Or the lobster

    That oval

    Which I often noticed.

    I think,

    “Is this a cigar

    Or, baby! maybe

    The license for a white cigarette,

    Given by the shields.”

    And when the frog becomes a bicycle,

    Dear days of pineapple,

    Lilac where the giant ripple

    Rushes, as past a kangaroo.




KANGAROO

    O mournful existence within a matchbox

    With a sullen cockatoo

    Whose brain beats its own division

    And dandy “wawa”—




OCEAN

    Oh Sweden is endless! the earliest time to drink.




YELLOWMAY

    Are we drinking in chairs like a column?




GUINEVERE

    Oh yes, master. Come jinx with the merry columbine!




    (Suddenly it is spring. The HIPPO appears solus, covered with garlands of flowers.)




HIPPO

    Decency of printemps O

    Knocks on my pillow!

    Houses without a door!

    Suitcases which miss my sleeves!

    O bears, you, too, on the misty shore

    Of the sea, in whose elbows

    I hear a moth beginning

    To mourn on a blue, beautiful violin.




    (The SKY descends, covering all with blue; from the empty stage comes a song.)




VOICE FROM EMPTY STAGE

    Who cares about them

    In a grouping again

    Or the poking amethyst

    And delicious anthem?

    The bread in the butter box

    And a dictionary—

    The day fears to tell me

    Of white screams. Oh, don’t you know it,

    The marriage of blue-

    Bells, America, generous, as white screens

    Failing, the magazine basement

    Of archways. Water

    The generous magazines!




    Summery blue daylight

    The manner of machines,

    Daguerrotype, cigarette store.




    (The dead body of the KANGAROO is dragged across the stage by a two-horse cart.)



The Cat’s Breakfast


Air-front days




O cardinal the red robes of an angel

Are falling off the winter too

In the season of are we I ate fist

True hail! the sigh’s blue

Wheat, wheat

Whose clothes are stationed mines

A lost canals of love




Through reading dance

But where the event’s lust

Did not begin quietly, does

Answer on my toes

Winter, weights, seepy ties




Writer, sandbaggery, troths

Freeze the painter

Hams’ collectives’

Summers’ tunes’ qualities




As we are. Nights.

Heat hums, “Airway the madman

Comes: ‘too,’ ” so wish we advance.



Your Fun Is a Snob


Amnesty store by the facing machine

In the winter of glove

Raiding Western minutes

She spoke low, as a dram,

“On the hinge of a dainty glue

Hundred daisy become a fox

Listen, to what these pinstripes bore

A sin from firewood, up this day

Stump, wheat, end! at my mule team passes

In with love Death Valley.”

Through, goodbye mainland!

“These tears, I’m stacking way,”

She whirling smiled, “goodbye,” is the plan

Of aspen rain-tinned sunlight, on, “ahem!”




In the next minute the feature is oh

I am backing, science

Halve the apple, plates, come, too.

She is reading in her silk stocking,

La la: “I’ve got a famous apartment

In cooking. Religion

In the worst ways, that leaves to the basement,

What I know

The handmade height is made you

Is fun, but your fun is a snob.”

Agrees, to walk out, illness, the wax taxis,

Reading, “Hopeless mints of lead.…” So her

Shy lends night, a helpless manner

Without, in leaflets, to within, often “we’re,” the crib.



The Merry Stones

Scene 1


    A room in a house by the sea. Roy, a young man, is lying in bed. Ingelil, a young Swedish nurse, is standing at the bedside.




INGELIL

    Lay down and be slumbering. A cabinet is kind. The music is full of fishes. Have some liberty. Eat colds. Don’t be neglected. Board up the hose. Thank the rip-tides. Lose collectedness. Break, break the ramps.




ROY

    I went to smiling wrists.




INGELIL

    Govern the deciding wasps. Age new badness. Sign

    Lohengrin. Be out on the Caspian.




ROY

    Locks were coming in bananas.

    Furniture is necks.

    Sacrilege is leaning on tiny horse.

    A lamprey, oh, has begun to kiss

    The sea.




INGELIL

    Use the deigning colors of this cabinet for your windows; only don’t, when the winter comes, complain of the cannon-fare of the horses; for as surely as hay is tucked into the orphan straw, time will have guess his last lust in the ephemeral killing bottle. I am a laziness that comes from a nuttier country; I see to not understand your flailing indecrepitude. May the blue star of yesterday pink its liberal summit to that head, this yours, which, like a revolvement, fats the walls with lowing circumvention. Oh, goodbye, normal!




ROY

    Farewell, moral, and may the neckerchiefs of humming be kind cousins to your gloom. The illiterate flowers are incompatible with shows.



Scene 2


    A room. JIM, a young man, is lying in bed.




JIM

    If I should die, myself,

    Give me the wallpaper

    And wrap me up around the ceiling,

    As if sky to an ornament.

    Oh how fitting is my known

    Beneath the dense whack of the sheet;




    If mattress covers in truth

    Were known, ah, steel would be riven!

    But I am back to my back

    On flowers, like the Chinese river

    Sink-you-and-go-long-go-she-go,

    And music is everywhere.

    I wonder if this knife

    Would not slay me like an imbecile

    If I let it fall, down snow-light

    In registered rocks from here—




    (He seems to stab himself.)




    Oh, lie steep as a swan!

    Exaggeration of comments, then help me!



Scene 3


    A bare stage.




MASTER OF CEREMONIES (about forty-five years old)

    Here are the starriest chain-waving starvers

    That ever an eyeball sees, O chasing frankness with sleds!




    (Exit M.C.)




FIRST SHOWGIRL

    I am the music bell of doughnuts, ruthful ball,

    Beds at night in the Sierras, the beach of brass

    That an annoyedly soft breast dims,

    And my revealing counsels are foolish with sonnets.




SECOND SHOWGIRL

    The least of time’s molluscs, and last of the golden hinters

    Am I, come down to Seventieth with my scants on!

    I am teas

    Without formulas! London!




THIRD SHOWGIRL

    I am the bashful banditress of beans,

    Irritants, Coca-Cola, and steaks.

    I lie beyond the built-in Sierra of plates

    To see our cares mated to a roach in oblivion!




MASTER OF CEREMONIES (reenters; he is much younger)

    So seize your hats,

    Be merry as a phone,

    And cry out at the graying night,

    “Oh thou high pajama of happiness!”

    Last week

    I felt it know you care so cold.



Scene 4


    In the Sierras.




ELDERLY MAN

    A season is my birthright; for which reason

    Winter is very indebted to hats. We are

    Condemning you to

    Breath under water.




BOB

    But I am a mountain lad! my whole bearing and being

    Calls out for freedom from Fordham.




ELDERLY MAN

    Nevertheless, go under;

    And when you rise, the flowers of heat

    Will open your eyes,

    And you shall see this Sierra

    As the beautiful door to the bust

    Of the highly chlorinate female wind

    Who hides the masculine hills in her boxes;

    The magic of forceful steam

    Will be yours, and the shying parts of airplanes,

    The linked romance of degustation

    And paralysis, to lie on, in the nights of tragic green.




BOB

    I am asea with lust!




ELDERLY MAN

    Yet no more forgotten

    Than a cast-iron ring.

    We are bored by the midday of flowers,

    The Romeo riling amid the wildflowers,

    And the beggar the boar smiling into the flowers.



Scene 5


    A hotel room.




AL (a young husband)

    There is another scene than this hotel room!

    Where the boy tries to take his life!

    O monsters, my wife!




NELLIE (his wife)

    He is walking the floor in rings!

    I once saw a Swedish stand amid the flowers and throw blood upon

    dancers, while sick man, roving up on the bourgeoisie, held in his hats

    the swan of their hands, as though a telephone rings.




    (Ring. It is a doorbell. Enter BOB.)




NELLIE (Throws her arms around AL.)

    Did you send for the bugles of Lancaster?



The Days to Solve

1


There are empty cars of an absolute beauty

Waiting for me beneath the dress

Of day. The lion has shaved,

And hell is willing,

O affair O affair!




Acting summer removes the disk

Of lilac stupidity.

There are sharp reeds in the city

For disintegration.

I watch a love fall. Hills!



2


Master Chicago! oh the sunlight in milk

Of parenthood! When vichy threw out

Its arrival to blossom saint

And froze the radios like backs

Of cigarette-bards,

Champagne-leaves, Pepper Martin

And true-loves, auto gypsy

Of the ceiling-sink to the Rome we cut

In starlight, delicately alone

Like flag-boys, meeting after sound

Had turned the head blue!



3


May the gross air be

Sonnet! O bigness!

Grape ships!




Den of mines, use,

There is not a taint on her foot

Made by an it or a madman

Often flowers and shoes’ remedy—

Million. Foe in act’s hire!




The bread is beautiful beneath the sunlight

Easily medley deep at silence

Sews. As the air is right

By hit’s orange graph.



En l’An Trentièsme de Mon Eage


O red-hot cupboards and burning pavements, alas it’s summer my cheeks fall into somewhere and alas for the Rainbow Club.

Flowery pins bluejay introspection anagrams. On this day I complete my twenty-ninth year! I remember the lovely margarine

And the ack-ack of the Chinese discomfortable antiaircraft bullets shouting into the clay weather like a beachball in Terry and the Pirates,

A canoe in shorts, or a laughing raincoat of Bessemer steel. What lightness it is to be still

Here, among the orange living, like a spine faculty in the harvest diversity cup, a red Chinese giraffe that imitates a rose

Like a lover of steel mittens in collarbone harness time, blimp-lovely, and hooky players in the green shark

Museum, the sand everywhere around, forming a coat for the naked pencils; the last laugh is on me, says air—

O spring! no, summer! O winter!




The coconut magistrate adopted my little sister, “Cousin.”

She had always wear a green sweater and toy play in the sybaritic air.

I am trying to clean up the loft, I can do it a lot easier, with blue air

And red seagulls and green crashes. “Cousin” was put among the simple cases,

And when she came to see me (that was during my sixteenth summer), I said,

Cousin are you glad to be home? and she handed me a lime swimmer.

Boys often ask me my advice on how they can become more sensitive

To orange wagons sunning themselves beside green curbstones, but “Cousin” said,

Take this lime advance. Shoe box. We are swimming toward a coffee aspirin tablet.

I didn’t know what it meant at the time; and when “Cousin” was packed away

With the other Christmas ornaments, she asked me once more, California lime Swinburne?

But Mother and I laughed at her little cookies and went home. What does it mean?

“Chorusgirl” was the name of a dog I had aged seven. I kept him until I was nineteen. In nineteen forty-four he reappeared as an ancient cook. But one could see the laughing young eyes beneath her (his) gray hair.

And then I touched Coffee Silverware in the Park on her lime-colored shoulder, and we kissed

After eating close to a million hamburgers, and drinking bourbon out of little hollow glass trees.

That was the advantage of living close to Kentucky! The sedge laboratories closed down over New Year’s

Day, so Kent and I had to search the barnyard for a light blue accident

Machine; he went to Texas in the same year and founded a shortage hospital

Of pure ice, toward which lovely secret purple ladders fell. I sandwiched

In seeing him while I was canoeing through there in the army. Our

Regimental insignia was an ordinary, clean polar bear looking at the sun

As if he were surprised to be in a war.… To not hear coconut music

Was all right, but once I did … ! O dreams! O nostalgia! A campus of cotton roses to detach my wristwatch

Was my dream, and matchsticks the color of yellow real estate, with white bearskin gloves

To hold a pink apple! It took place on a bed in New York, a rich neighborhood, O coffee-covered sentimentality!




What is your knowledge of the novel? is it happy? are you trying to cover up for the green ants? When will the popcorn graduate? The peach’s mother and father came down to the wedding in fuzz.

Grasping for the boat rail, I inquired after “Cousin” and was showered with green lemons. I didn’t know you were in love with her! I said to Raspberry Corpuscle. He shoved me out into the water.

Amid this blue clothing was I dying or living? how old was I? I had not yet published “Fuel Bedrooms,” so let me see.… Nancy’s hands were covered with glass sandwiches. She offered me seventeen. I said, They’re green! She said, Gondolier!

The towers fell down. Mr. Howard, Mrs. Raspberry. Rosemary Character Study was holding the candy door wide open for me.…

Clean up the happy boats, my son, for we’re going to take a vacation manuscript. Doctor “Raspberries” to tell me I’m crazy still in the future like a white plywood

Airplane. But Jane bought paints! We fractured the coffin-balloon. She wore a redbird hat. Alice favored the Cubs. Together they fought with tinfoil spoons. A glass of beer-water please!




September. The red photograph-milkmen’s clay hods

Plant sybaritic green clay roses through the center of Cow

Museum. “Peanut” arrives in a fur coat. Some more clay?

No thank you, I have to miss the detestable passenger plane

Of agoraphobic candy, which thousands consider a Mississippi

Hairline. Isn’t it customary to Presbyterian Hospital? Larks in a motor.

Water, water, water! Heavenly December. O my sovereign, the railroad illness!

Aerate the detached choochoo! The leaves fell, greener than grass-

Colored leather. Can I sell you the wheels, sweet European doctor?




Argentine. Italy. Cairo. Myopia. The Last Supper. My twenty-sixth birthday.




Nudity Silex Kleenex bells June the Empire State Building.

Do you remember France? Can ants be a peasant? When did the daughter of Wendell Willkie walk like green lipstick toward the frogs?

Oh why is the weather no signal of gloom, sweet February twenty-seventh? The restaurant would not serve licorice, you remember,

To persons under the age of five, and still I love news! Sweet music of cement,

Am I a has-been? What? The water is feeling very pretty and green. The gunpowder is coughing beside the submarine archway

Of my twenty-ninth birthday, sea lion, cloudburst November! Did the bullfrog say he had something he wants to celebrate? Well, come on!

We can’t stand here forever smoking bumblebee cigarettes!



The Man

PENIS


Dancing away from your cars by the frond of the sea I live;

The ramparts are pure rectitude: cut parachutes and deep-sea powdered sugar,

A fine run in the silence of the rain—



ARM


                         O blue cosmos

Run and financier! Why, there is a France of my up-and-at-them tomb,

A lemon-ray of surreptitious canal sound

Which hops into a series of helpless land.



MIND


I am the mind, dazzling mind reader

Chorus girl in frame-ups landslider

Definition by teacups heavier

Than your Pompeii.



FINGERS


Shorthand the substitute ring me a rose panorama

Climbing western and shirt helpless

The beachless cat. Tomorrow containers!



FOREHEAD


Ocean of Nibelungenlied! Romulus

Satie Mellon canard shoeflex Greene

Dairy farmer. Virus.



NOSE


Oregon bell and carpet.

Leftover silverness. A bell. In a carpet.



EYE


He walks to containers. When the dancing tulip overflows.

The restaurant’s a son today. It is sun today.

We throw its overwhelming into the free top that overflows

Blue, violet, purple, everything, the Caribbean ovaries.



OVARIES


What is it? Why am I here?



WRIST


A longer knee events will stop confines orange

Orchestra chocolate logy and snuffly contagious cough.

Reference.



TIBIA


When the foreleg is blue

Covering the lanternslides with fluff country

Panoramic Canada seventieth

Catalogue white swans beer barrel publishing mouse ditch

Wristwatch.



KNEE


With fennel pals the ranch.

The best nights in Arabia. Cotton punches. Rearward actions.

Possibilities will not grumble toward the cheated giraffe

Quietly bursting the cactus with tweezers of cherries,

Just as I cannot remember my norm.

Was bent like this? and is unlike this? Cardboards

Jinglebells and playing cards,

Showing bleachers in light glass.



KNUCKLES


The benches have always been auctioned.



SPINE


The backache penny come niche a lesson

Boa constrictor easel pretzel nylon preaches ruffles

Dance elevators less and more dark

Sassafras relieves me foghorn parenthood quietly duck

Penniless master and a nincompoop hallway

Which seasons come into and look.



HEART


Leopard spots. Why not be a dancer?

Trim summer. Is the hookworm conceived as a relative?

Bust the ocean. In Canada when they say “opera,” she brings the nurse.

When silence intimidates the two opium eaters. Rats’ legs for breakfast.

Tar and feather the oak tree’s builder. Let your mind wander.

Over there. In all kinds of weather. Candy strips them. He builds a glider.

The bell-buoy is a captain. Hate the ocean’s builder.

We scream to the sun for kindling wood. Suzanne ignites.

Listen when they say “The peach is hollow”

Because they’re lying. Speak of the Renaissance. Describe the feeling beneath five layers of snow.

When you are in Romania, be facetious. And they will love you there.

Office furniture. Sailboat’s blue mints. Calico shovels. Evening and Ireland.

See me handspringing my lookee breast of copper!

The larks bring me,

The dazzling earth has wended

Sunder. I ate lunch in the popularity engine.

She passed the benches. A dog raffle just ended. Your song can’t feel the motor. The referee has overalls.

Marching beside me I felt that breast of onion!

Looking into the trees. The afternoon was a sundial. Our wheels came, too.

Suddenly my answer was changed: the shooting lemons ate whiskey a sheep gave a hornet publicity! an architect fell from his office!

Chloroform sat sweetly amused: O ranch houses of green snow

Lectures, castles and rotations. Luminous yet fearless bevel,

What are we? You white bowlegged valleys! I am the happy rose

The working classes have arisen like bright

Seals, and burned the ships whose dark

Indications of blood swing cars by a mere nostalgic smell. Weaken, distinctions,

While passionate light

Darkens the formations. There is a pig on the fortifications.

Remember the star of Bethlehem? Cut dead the commander of the root.

Stand on this pier. Summer now brings its roomy cathexis.

By night the elephant is heard, and by day the water. Now it is day,

she must depart. That way they hear nothing. It is a concert.

From far over the desert a crocodile begins. When they called on one another last Easter, it was a rooster. Now a carpet begins to unfold for them.

She wants to be the first. He watches her like a cicada; and when he is no longer interested

The waters flee with them like sundials. The green cities sit down and laugh. To grieve in that climate!

He gives her a pair of angels. They vanish like originals. All is dark …

But last summer, I swear,

I heard a voice saying, “Blundering

Coma dancing wild ineptitude, seriousness cars delve orange white

And mother-of-pearl kimonos bleeds delight.

Investing aorta kimono suttee’s quietness healthy pianos

Nought handles them for me like shoes.”



TEETH


Coldly the knife is Montana



TORSO


Run by the rink lace



HIPS


Orchestra when foetal ice



THIGH


Carnival handball football millionaire

Yes I gave all my gold gives to

The chest, the shoulders, the armpits, the ears, and facial hair



EAR


We hand together



FACIAL HAIR


Love and laughter



ARMPIT


The Earth Mother of silent things



TOE


Bastinado potato



SHOULDER


Boiling



PALM OF THE HAND


Lobster scenario



HEAD HAIR


And can’t one gold give will not

Ecstasy domino shoe foot quiescent



REAR


Not to banister forever and ever the bare



SKULL


Rusting of hennaed springtime

Into an act the foot

Wills?



THUMBNAIL


Yet how can we be silent … ?



Notes

    The Chase—First Day. This poem was inspired by the chase for the white whale in Moby Dick.

    Highway Barns, the Children of the Road. “Barns” in the title is, of course, to be read also as “bairns.”

    Ellie Campaigns After a Candidate’s Defeat. Ellie goes on campaigning even after Adlai Stevenson’s defeat in the presidential race of 1952. “Elecampane” is a sweetmeat and stimulant sometimes referred to in pre-Elizabethan plays.

    Poem/“Sweethearts from abroad.” The “locale” of this poem is the Cedar Bar on a winter night in 1953.

    Pericles. This play was inspired by a John Cage concert downtown, I think at the Cooper Union, at which the conductor decided to repeat Cage’s piece (which was full of silences).

    Guinevere, or the Death of the Kangaroo. The subtitle is a sort of echo of Hemingway’s Death in the Afternoon. The Weisser Elefant is from Rilke’s poem about the merry-go-round. The Mexican and animal-killing ambience of the work was the result of a short trip I made to Mexico while writing When the Sun Tries to Go On.

    Where Am I Kenneth? Janice in this poem is my first wife, and Frank is Frank O’Hara; “Lambeth” is probably there because the dance “The Lambeth Walk” was popular at the time.

    No Job at Sarah Lawrence. In 1953 I was looking for a teaching job. This poem was written in response to my failing to get one at Sarah Lawrence.

    The Kinkaid Subway. The poem seems at least partly about the power of having one’s own private subway.

    Your Fun Is a Snob. The scene is a friend (the painter Jane Freilicher) standing next to a cigarette machine on Third Avenue on a winter day.

    The Man. I didn’t exactly write this as a play—there are no stage directions—though I can imagine it as one. I was intrigued by the idea of each of the parts of a person having its say—in the case of the heart, a rather long one.


THANK YOU AND OTHER POEMS

On the Great Atlantic Rainway


I set forth one misted white day of June

Beneath the great Atlantic rainway, and heard:

“Honestly you smite worlds of truth, but

Lose your own trains of thought, like a pigeon.

Did you once ride in Kenneth’s machine?”

“Yes, I rode there, an old man in shorts, blind,

Who had lost his way in the filling station; Kenneth was kind.”

“Did he fill your motionless ears with resonance and stain?”

“No, he spoke not as a critic, but as a man.”

“Tell me, what did he say?” “He said,

‘My eyes are the white sky, the gravel on the groundway my sad lament.’ ”

“And yet he drives between the two.…” “Exactly, Jane,




And that is the modern idea of fittingness,

To, always in motion, lose nothing, although beneath the

Rainway they move in threes and twos completely

Ruined for themselves, like moving pictures.”

“But how other?” “Formulalessness, to go from the sun

Into love’s sweet disrepair. He would fondly express

‘Rain trees’—which is not a poem, ‘rain trees.…’ ”

“Still, it is mysterious to have an engine

That floats bouquets! and one day in the rear-vision

Mirror of his car we vowed delight,

The insufficiency of the silverware in the sunlight,

The dreams he steals from and smiles, losing gain.”




“Yet always beneath the rainway unsyntactical

Beauty might leap up!” “That we might sing

From smiles’ ravines, ‘Rose, the reverse of everything,

May be profaned or talked at like a hat.’ ”

“Oh that was sweet and short, like the minuet

Of stars, which would permit us to seem our best friends

By silver’s eminent lights! For nature is so small, ends

Falsely reign, distending the time we did

Behind our hope for body-work, riding with Kenneth.”

Their voicing ceased, then started again, to complain

That we are offered nothing when it starts to rain

In the same way, though we are dying for the truth.



Summery Weather


One earring’s smile

Near the drawer

And at night we gambling

At that night the yacht on Venice

Glorious too, oh my heavens

See how her blouse was starched up.

“The stars reminded me of youse.”

“His lip sticks out. His eye is sailing.

I don’t care what happens

Now,” she says,

“After those winters in Florida!”

As for a pure dance

With oranges,

“All my factories

Need refilling,”

The corpse said, falling down between them.

“Okay okay

Here’s a banana and a bandana

The light on a bright night,

With which, to finish, my personal challenge.”

Oh how she admired him!

Lovely are fireworks;

Given, the shirts have a sale

To themselves; but

The wind is blowing, blowing!



The Brassiere Factory


Is the governor falling

From a great height?

Arm in arm we fled the brassiere factory,

The motion-boat stayed on the shore!

I saw how round its bottom was

As you walked into southern France—

Upon the light hair of an arm

Cigar bands lay!

I kissed you then. Oh is my bar

The insect of your will? The water rose,

But will the buffalo on

The nickel yet be still?

For how can windows hold out the light

In your eyes!

Darling, we fled the brassiere factory

In forty-eight states,

Arm in arm,

When human beings hung on us

And you had been arrested by the cloths

Were used in making, and I said, “The Goths

Know such delight,” but still we fled, away

Into a dinner atmosphere

From all we knew, and fall asleep this day.

O maintenance men, with cruel eyes,

Then arm in arm we fled the listless factory!

The music changed your fingers’ ends to pearl,

I punched you, you foolish girl,

For thanks to the metronome we got out alive, in the air

Where the sun filled us with cruelty!

There’s what to do

Except despair, like pages! and laugh

Like prawns, about the sea!

Oh arm in arm we fled the industry

Into an earth of banks

And foolish tanks, for what bare breasts might be.



The Bricks


The bricks in a wall

Sang this song

“We shall not fall

The whole day long

But white and small

Lie in abandon.”




Then the fair maid

Passed with her love

And she to him said,

“There are stars above

Where they have been laid

Let us lie in abandon.”




Then the wolf came

With his teeth in abandon

And the lion came

With his teeth in abandon

And they ravaged and he came

To the white stone




And he kissed the field’s grass

And he lay in abandon.

“I forget if she was

Or he was the stone

Or if it was the animals,”

And, “Everything comes soon.”



January Nineteenth

1


Houses do not fail to sing in a ghostly way among themselves.

“I felt foolish in the fishmarket of white horses.” “She hands me the pleasant nucleus.”

“The French parliament have grouped themselves around silence.” Yes, the houses sing!

“The ear sails itself into the wintry custom of door telephones!” Wintry lake!

Bassinets leak through the covers of ice-dripping magazines

Of Clark Bar kindness, in the midst of Romeo My Telegraph Street. Like a wheel of cigars

Unfinished by Perseus, the coconut bra parts with chilblains

The unbanished sidewalk, where secret members of the Tear walk. O boisterousness!

“She wears a tiara of idleness, she has cocoa on her chair-bonnet;

Each of her children is worth sixteen dollars a million, her hat is in Nebraska;

Her feet are in South Fort Worth, Texas, and the ale manufacturers

Are agreed to cut criss-crosses in green upon the lilac statue of her milliner—”

So—“my strength.”

“The cheerleaders have penciled the bathtubs with the words ‘Maine State’

So as not to be bothered by her prettiness, her booths have become a sidewalk, her eyes a dove

On the cover of Plinth Magazine, and her groceries the weather

In red and green; the weather is costly and marvelous!” The shoe slips, and the eye comes, off,

But the basket of circuses is still free on the arm of the sanctified circus deliverer,

Whose swift speeches cancel our leaves for seventy weeks. “Bakery of coffee gloves!

Oh Lorna Doone fizzled the dazzling icicle-pencil

By sheer blue shirts.” My hill! “Let’s turn to the pathway of potatoes!”



2


Buttes-Chaumont pleased Aragon; the fire department say, “Flint is our religion.”

The bone Andes are still pledging facial Switzerland to Peruvian intestinal prisms

Too coffee-like to replace the face; but then that tissue paper is their business. Our replica

Of all this is the sunset, a basilica of friendly brassieres—

The government of Switzerland may not be overcome by gonorrhea!

Finland wants “boats.” The sheep want to go to Finland.

“Sand will not make you a very thrilling overcoat,” the house said to me;

Our peach tree sat down. “Chalk was dreaming of the lightning and thunder.”




The hilt of the swords! the hilt of the swords!

The sheep tree, the lightning and thunder!

Powder writes another novel to itself:

Passengers, adroit pyramids, and blue triremes!

Oh how I hate to “Gogol”! Now, baby sweater!

The Green Cab Sighs have fallen in love.



Desire for Spring


Calcium days, days when we feed our bones!

Iron days, which enrich our blood!

Saltwater days, which give us valuable iodine!

When will there be a perfectly ordinary spring day?

For my heart needs to be fed, not my urine

Or my brain, and I wish to leap to Pittsburgh

From Tuskegee, Indiana, if necessary, spreading like a flower

In the spring light, and growing like a silver stair.

Nothing else will satisfy me, not even death!

Not even broken life insurance policies, cancer, loss of health,

Ruined furniture, prostate disease, headaches, melancholia,

No, not even a ravaging wolf eating up my flesh!

I want spring, I want to turn like a mobile

In a new fresh air! I don’t want to hibernate

Between walls, between halls! I want to bear

My share of the anguish of being succinctly here!

Not even moths in the spell of the flame

Can want it to be warmer so much as I do!

Not even the pilot slipping into the great green sea

In flames can want less to be turned to an icicle!

Though admiring the icicle’s cunning, how shall I be satisfied

With artificial daisies and roses, and wax pears?

O breeze, my lovely, come in, that I mayn’t be stultified!

Dear coolness of heaven, come swiftly and sit in my chairs!



To You


I love you as a sheriff searches for a walnut

That will solve a murder case unsolved for years

Because the murderer left it in the snow beside a window

Through which he saw her head, connecting with

Her shoulders by a neck, and laid a red

Roof in her heart. For this we live a thousand years;

For this we love, and we live because we love, we are not

Inside a bottle, thank goodness! I love you as a

Kid searches for a goat; I am crazier than shirttails

In the wind, when you’re near, a wind that blows from

The big blue sea, so shiny so deep and so unlike us;

I think I am bicycling across an Africa of green and white fields

Always, to be near you, even in my heart

When I’m awake, which swims, and also I believe that you

Are trustworthy as the sidewalk which leads me to

The place where I again think of you, a new

Harmony of thoughts! I love you as the sunlight leads the prow

Of a ship which sails

From Hartford to Miami, and I love you

Best at dawn, when even before I am awake the sun

Receives me in the questions which you always pose.



Aus Einer Kindheit


Is the basketball coach a homosexual lemon manufacturer? It is suspected by O’Ryan in his submarine.

When I was a child we always cried to be driven for a ride in that submarine. Daddy would say Yes!

Mommy would say No! The maid read Anna Karenina and told us secrets. Some suspected her of a liaison with O’Ryan. Nothing but squirrels

Seemed to be her interest, at the windows, except on holidays, like Easter

and Thanksgiving, when

She would leave the basement and rave among the leaves, shouting, I am the Spirit of Softball! Come to me!

Daddy would always leave town. And a chorus of spiders

Would hang from my bedroom wall. Mommy had a hat made out of pasty hooks. She gave a party to limburger cheese.

We all were afraid that O’Ryan would come!

He came, he came! as the fall wind comes, waving and razing and swirling the leaves

With his bags, his moustache, his cigar, his golfball, his pencils, his April compasses, and over his whole

Body we children saw signs of life beneath the water! Oh!

Will he dance the hornpipe? we wondered, Will he smoke a cigar underneath eleven inches of ocean? Will he beat the pavement

Outside our door with his light feet, for being so firm? Is he a lemon Memnon?

O’Ryan O’Ryan O’Ryan! The maid came up from the basement, we were all astonished. And she said, “Is it Thanksgiving? Christmas? I felt

A force within me stir.” And then she saw O’Ryan! The basketball coach followed her up from the cellar. He and O’Ryan fight!

No one is homosexual then! happily I swim through the bathtubs with my scarlet-haired sister

Z. (“O women I love you!” O’Ryan cried.) And we parked under water. Then, looking out the window,

We saw that snow had begun to fall, upon the green grass, and both shyly entered the new world of our bleached underwear. Rome! Rome!

Was our maid entertaining that limburger cheese, or my mother? has the passageway fallen asleep? and can one’s actions for six years be called improper”?

I hope not. I hope the sea. I hope cigars will be smoked. I hope it from New York to California. From Tallahassee to St. Paul.

I hope the orange punching bag will be socked, and that you’ll be satisfied, sweet friend. I hope international matrimony, lambent skies, and “Ship, ahoy!”

For we’re due to be dawned on, I guess.



Spring


Let’s take a walk

In the city

Till our shoes get wet

(It’s been raining

All night) and when

We see the traffic

Lights and the moon

Let’s take a smile

Off the ashcan, let’s walk

Into town (I mean

A lemon peel)




Let’s make music

(I hear the cats

Purply beautiful

Like hallways in summer

Made of snowing rubber

Valence piccalilli and diamonds)

Oh see the arch ruby

Of this late March sky

Are you less intelligent

Than the pirate of lemons

Let’s take a walk




I know you tonight

As I have never known

A book of white stones

Or a bookcase of orange groans

Or symbolism

I think I’m in love

With those imaginary racetracks

Of red traced grey in

The sky and the gimcracks

Of all you know and love

Who once loathed firecrackers

And license plates and

Diamonds but now you love them all

And just for my sake

Let’s take a walk

Into the river

(I can even do that

Tonight) where

If I kiss you please

Remember with your shoes off

You’re so beautiful like

A lifted umbrella orange

And white we may never

Discover the blue over-

Coat maybe never never O blind

With this (love) let’s walk

Into the first

Rivers of morning as you are seen

To be bathed in a light white light

Come on



In Love with You

1


O what a physical effect it has on me

To dive forever into the light blue sea

Of your acquaintance! Ah, but dearest friends,

Like forms, are finished, as life has ends! Still,

It is beautiful, when October

Is over, and February is over,

To sit in the starch of my shirt, and to dream of your sweet

Ways! As if the world were a taxi, you enter it, then

Reply (to no one), “Let’s go five or six blocks.”

Isn’t the blue stream that runs past you a translation from the Russian?

Aren’t my eyes bigger than love?

Isn’t this history, and aren’t we a couple of ruins?

Is Carthage Pompeii? is the pillow the bed? is the sun

What glues our heads together? O midnight! O midnight!

Is love what we are,

Or has happiness come to me in a private car

That’s so very small I’m amazed to see it there?



2


We walk through the park in the sun, and you say, “There’s a spider

Of shadow touching the bench, when morning’s begun.” I love you.

I love you fame I love you raining sun I love you cigarettes I love you love

I love you daggers I love smiles daggers and symbolism.



3


Inside the symposium of your sweetest look’s

Sunflower awning by the nurse-faced chrysanthemums childhood

Again represents a summer spent sticking knives into porcelain raspberries, when China’s

Still a country! Oh, King Edward abdicated years later, that’s

Exactly when. If you were seventy thousand years old, and I were a pill,

I know I could cure your headache, like playing baseball in drinking-water, as baskets

Of towels sweetly touch the bathroom floor! O benches of nothing

Appear and reappear—electricity! I’d love to be how

You are, as if

The world were new, and the selves were blue

Which we don

When it’s dawn,

Until evening puts on

The gray hooded selves and the light brown selves of …

Water! your tear-colored nail polish

Kisses me! and the lumberyard seems new

As a calm

On the sea, where, like pigeons,

I feel so mutated, sad, so breezed, so revivified, and still so unabdicated—

Not like an edge of land coming over the sea!



Poem


And so unless

I’m going to see your face

Bien soon

What’s the point in everything

Going on this

Way like a chimney

Or a pint of marriage a

Western carriage

Cold and drear

Like an Afric foe

Whose stretcher bearer

Is starving while

Feeding him greens?

Yesterday you said

Today you’d say

If tomorrow has

Gone to bed (as in Proust)

Because of the rings

And the lilac weather

Of a gift;

You promised, as

The stars were

Green and blue

Points, a red and white gift; yesterday,

As I say, it was all very

Clear; and yes glitters

Upon the carriage

In green briars

And modesty, not

A baby carriage! I wish

Tears, together,

South, university, winter—

Not: jesting with

Summer, very free. I know.

I know it is white than

When hourly the grape undone

By fox’s gift; and

Then too you must know

It’s not really

The faculty for wishing

To stone me with paper—

Here’s a kiss from today



Farm’s Thoughts


Hay, passion stilled the

Cool and charming disk.

Straw, I know you think I’m rude

And yet it’s true: the sun’s wrong.

How sweetly the weeks turned

The whole month of September.

Do I believe in you?

Does the rye believe in you?

The sunlight will last all day.

Rye, I think you are mistaken

There. Straw, kiss me. Never, hay.

The sunlight may go wrong

And create a wilderness; a wilderness

Will never create hay. Back me up, then—

The elements create a waterfall.

With vim and vigor, straw,

To avoid being stern I’ll

Catapult past the green fruit

Fallen beside honor’s mesh. Fresh

Green lives seem to spawn there.

The sun shines down through

Violet-besprinkled fields;

Dawn acts with a club, and we agree on everything

Long beforehand. It’s the dew, hay …




I am the horse, alive and everything.

On the merry-go-round I made you happy as anything.

In these harvest fields they kick my body like a plaything.




I am the panther, soda fountain of the zoo;

I will represent exoticism here on the farm with you.




I am the elephant, the last laugh of hips.

I land smiling from an Africa of ships.




Near the dirt door, on the road to the farmhouse,

Please pick me up, hold me in your hands, a chicken! not a mouse,

Not a chipmunk, not a lizard, not a cow …

Sherbet dreams of me in winter: dairy cow.




Mother farmhouse, residual axis,

Please hear the mushroom phantom sweet

Queer clear voice of the dog-sweets

Left abandoned by a rigorous monster after …




Let not civilization enter! Green, draw the curtain.




Morning sweetly shines down on us pigs.

In the afternoon when the rake separates

Diet from dust, the friendly germ will separate some of us

From each other, and heads will be laid in earth.

The best thing a pig can hope for is sun.

When, shyly, in the morning, heads come forth

From the sty, we believe in everything

The air sets forth—mud, green, and trees—if the sun is shining;

If not, then it’s a day like any other, a finger stuck in the earth

Like smoke, and the cold breeze of the mud, the deadly hammer

Crashing our skulls for the unreciprocating worm.




In the headlands we heard a murmur. It was the goats! We, the goats,

Wish you, Barbara and Mitchell, a happy stay on the farm.

Drink plenty of goat’s milk every morning

And you will grow big and strong

Like the clouds over Mount Sinai, when Moses stood there.

We goats know our Biblical history!

Here is a red-and-blue book in which you can read

About China, and the opera in the Romance countries. Be kind

To goats, and always remember to speak in the morning

Nicely to one another, so as not to ruin the day,

Which might otherwise be spent in cursing and thrashing

As the farmer sometimes does, your Uncle Peter;

Then he kicks tin cans and pulls the beards of us goats.

It is only our love of this environment which helps us to bear

Him. We’ve never been anyplace else. And we send you a

Kiss.




The horses are real, Mitchell! Oh, what fun we’ll have!




Get those goddamn children out of the kitchen, Uncle Lillian,

Or I’ll grind them up and feed them to the pigs!




The horror of night

Descends on the cottage,

And only the goat-hair

Is visible, gleaming in the starlight.

The hay is silent. The meadow is overturned,

And the green

Where the children play

Is also the pigs’ thatched cottage

Where they roost

In peace and seem

To cry past the straw and the rye to abandoned goodness,

Which is really only another word for

Feathers …




                         Hi! Kra! Kray! Croak!

Creek! Creek! Fresh water, bleep,

Another day. Haul off and chicken

Every chicken, to chicken chicken, sorrow-pigs!




Filmed in the morning I am

A pond. Dreamed of at night I am a silver

Pond. Who’s wading through me? Ugh!




I love you, hay.




I love you, straw.




And so I am the sun.

Don’t you wish it about everything?




The pavement that streams past you on the wall.

My laughter is inherited from you all.

The yellow leaves and the green ones know my will.




I am the barefoot hill.




Mitchell, we’ll go barefoot.




Hurry into me, the sweet day.

O leaves, can’t you find another environment?

Something befriends me and hurts

At the corners of each thing I love.




It looks beautiful out.




Well, to be honest, as the color green,

I can only gather it all in once more and then let it out; this shall be seen

At the end of your stay. Something grows up to become a concert,

And at last the world finds him, the color grey

Accedes to red; and at the lost inn, where many pigs

Have stayed, the doorknobs when they’re blue are stones;

In the midst of yellow a word may drop

Which brings it orange.




I am the color blue, on a board in the room.




Bzz, buzz, what beautiful shirttails!




Oh how through the air my beloved Master Bee sails!



Geography

1


In the blue hubbub of the same-through-wealth sky

Amba grew to health and fifteenth year among the jungle scrubbery.

The hate-bird sang on a lower wing of the birch-nut tree

And Amba heard him sing, and in his health he too

Began to sing, but then stopped. Along the lower Congo

There are such high plants of what there is there, when

At morning Amba heard their pink music as gentlemanly

As if he had been in civilization. When morning stank

Over the ridge of coconuts and bald fronds, with agility

Amba climbed the permanent nut trees, and will often sing

To the shining birds, and the pets in their stealth

Are each other among, also, whether it be blue (thhhh) feathers

Or green slumber. Africa in Amba’s mind was those white mornings he sang

(thhhh) high trala to the nougat birds, and after

The trenches had all been dug for the day, Amba

Would dream at the edge of some stained and stinking pond

Of the afternight music, as blue pets came to him in his dreams;

From the orange coconuts he would extract some stained milk,

Underneath his feet roots, tangled and filthy green. At night

The moon (zzzzzz) shining down on Amba’s sweet mocked sleep.



2


In Chicago Louis walked the morning’s rounds with agility.

A boy of seventeen and already recognized as a fast milkman!

The whizz and burr of dead chimes oppressed the

Holocaustic unison of Frank’s brain, a young outlaw

Destined to meet dishonor and truth in a same instant,

Crossing Louis’ path gently in the street, the great secret unknown.



3


The fur rhubarb did not please Daisy. “Freddie,” she called,

“Our fruit’s gang mouldy.” Daisy, white cheeks with a spot of red

In them, like apples grown in paper bags, smiled

Gently at the fresh new kitchen; and, then, depressed,

She began to cover the rhubarb with her hands.



4


In the crushy green ice and snow Baba ran up and around with exuberance!

Today, no doubt, Father and Uncle Dad would come, and together they three would chase the whale!

Baba stared down through the green crusty ice at the world of fish

And closed his eyes and began to imagine the sweet trip

Over the musky waters, when Daddy would spear the whale, and the wind

Blow “Crad, crad!” through Uncle Dad’s fur, and the sweet end

Of the day where they would smile at one another over the smoking blubber

And Uncle Dad would tell tales of his adventures past the shadow bar

Chasing the white snow-eagle. Baba ran

Into the perfect igloo screaming with impatience, and Malmal,

His mother, kissed him and dressed him with loving care for the icy trip.



5


Ten Ko sprinted over the rice paddies. Slush, slosh, sloosh!

His brother, Wan Kai, would soon be returned from the village

Where he had gone … (Blue desire! …)



6


Roon startled her parents by appearing perfectly dressed

In a little white collar and gown.

Angebor lifted himself up so he might stare in the window at the pretty girl.

His little hands unclenched and dropped the coins he had saved for the oona.

He opened wide his eyes, then blinked at the pretty girl. He had never seen anything like that.

That evening, when it whitened in the sky, and a green

Clearness was there, Maggia and Angebor had no oona.

But Angebor talked with excitement of what he had seen, and Maggia drank zee’th.



7


The little prisoner wept and wailed, telling of his life in the sand

And the burning sun over the desert. And one night it was cool

And dark, and he stole away over the green sand to search for his parents.

And he went to their tent, and they kissed him and covered him with loving-kindness.

And the new morning sun shone like a pink rose in the heavens,

And the family prayed, the desert wind scorching their cool skin.



8


Amba arose. Thhhhhhh! went the birds, and clink clank cleck went

The leaves under the monkeys’ feet, and Amba went to search for water

Speaking quietly with his fresh voice as he went toward Gorilla Lake

To all the beasts. Wan Kai lifted his body from the rice mat

When his brother Ten Ko came running in. “They have agreed in the village,”

He said. Win Tei brought them tea. Outside the rain

Fell. Plop, plop. Daisy felt something stir inside her.

She went to the window and looked out at the snow. Louis came up the stairs

With the milk. “Roon has bronchitis,” said the American doctor,

“She will have to stay inside for ten days during this rain.” Amba

Sneaked away, and wanted to go there again, but Maggia said he could not go again in this rain

And would be sure to lose the money for the oona. Baba stared

At the green and black sea. Uncle Dad stood up in the boat, while Baba

Watched Father plunge his harpoon three times in the whale. Daisy turned

Dreamily around, her hand on her cheek. Frank’s boot

Kicked in the door. Amba wept; Ahna the deer was dead; she lay amid her puzzled young.

The sweet forms of the apple blossoms bent down to Wehtukai.

The boat split. Sun streamed into the apartment. Amba, Amba!

The lake was covered with gloom. Enna plunged into it screaming.



The Circus

1


We will have to go away, said the girls in the circus

And never come back any more. There is not enough of an audience

In this little town. Waiting against the black, blue sky

The big circus chariots took them into their entrances.

The light rang out over the hill where the circus wagons dimmed away.

Underneath their dresses the circus girls were sweating,

But then, an orange tight sticking to her, one spoke with

Blue eyes, she was young and pretty, blonde

With bright eyes, and she spoke with her mouth open when she sneezed.

Lightly against the backs of the other girls waiting in line

To clock the rope, or come spinning down with her teeth on the line,

And she said that the circus might leave—and red posters

Stuck to the outside of the wagon, it was beginning to

Rain—she said might leave but not her heart would ever leave

Not that town but just any one where they had been, risking their lives,

And that each place they were should be celebrated by blue rosemary

In a patch, in the town. But they laughed and said Sentimental

Blonde, and she laughed, and they all, circus girls, clinging

To each other as the circus wagons rushed through the night.



2


In the next wagon, the one forward of theirs, the next wagon

Was the elephants’ wagon. A grey trunk dragged on the floor …



3


Orville the Midget tramped up and down. Paul the Separated Man

Leaped forward. It rained and rained. Some people in the cities

Where they passed through were sitting behind thick glass

Windows, talking about their brats and drinking chocolate syrup.



4


Minnie the Rabbit fingered her machine gun.

The bright day was golden.

She aimed the immense pine needle at the foxes

Thinking Now they will never hurt my tribe any more.



5


The circus wagons stopped during the night

For eighteen minutes in a little town called Rosebud, Nebraska.

It was after dinner it was after bedtime it was after nausea it was

After lunchroom. The girls came out and touched each other and had fun

And just had time to get a breath of the fresh air of the night in

Before the ungodly procession began once more down the purple highway.



6


With what pomp and ceremony the circus arrived orange and red in the dawn!

It was exhausted, cars and wagons, and it lay down and leaped

Forward a little bit, like a fox. Minnie the Rabbit shot a little woolen bullet at it,

And just then the elephant man came to his doorway in the sunlight and stood still.



7


The snoring circus master wakes up, he takes it on himself to arrange the circus.

Soon the big tent floats high. Birds sing on the tent.

The parade girls and the living statue girls and the trapeze girls

Cover their sweet young bodies with phosphorescent paint.

Some of the circus girls are older women, but each is beautiful.

They stand, waiting for their cues, at the doorway of the tent.

The sky-blue lion tamer comes in, and the red giraffe manager.

They are very brave and wistful, and they look at the girls.

Some of the circus girls feel a hot sweet longing in their bodies.

But now is it time for the elephants!

Slowly the giant beasts march in. Some of their legs are clothed in blue papier-mâché ruffles.

One has a red eye. The elephant man is at the peak of happiness.

He speaks, giddily, to every one of the circus people he passes,

He does not know what he is saying, he does not care—

His elephants are on display! They walk into the sandy ring …



8


Suddenly a great scream breaks out in the circus tent!

It is Aileen the trapeze artist, she has fallen into the dust and dirt

From so high! She must be dead! The stretcher bearers rush out,

They see her lovely human form clothed in red and white and orange wiry net,

And they see that she does not breathe any more.

The circus doctor leaves his tent, he runs out to care for Aileen.

He traverses the circus grounds and the dusty floor of the circus entrance, and he comes

Where she is, now she has begun to move again, she is not dead,

But the doctor tells her he does not know if she will ever be able to perform on the trapeze again,

And he sees the beautiful orange and red and white form shaken with sobs,

And he puts his hand on her forehead and tells her she must lie still.



9


The circus girls form a cortege, they stand in file in the yellow and white sunlight.

“What is death in the circus? That depends on if it is spring.

Then, if elephants are there, mon père, we are not completely lost.

Oh the sweet strong odor of beasts which laughs at decay!

Decay! decay! We are like the elements in a kaleidoscope,

But such passions we feel! bigger than beaches and

Rustier than harpoons.” After his speech the circus practitioner sat down.



10


Minnie the Rabbit felt the blood leaving her little body

As she lay in the snow, orange and red and white,

A beautiful design. The dog laughs, his tongue hangs out, he looks at the sky.

It is white. The master comes. He laughs. He picks up Minnie the Rabbit

And ties her to a pine tree bough, and leaves.



11


Soon through the forest came the impassioned bumble bee.

He saw the white form on the bough. “Like rosebuds when you are thirteen,” said Elmer.

Iris noticed that he didn’t have any cap on.

“You must be polite when mother comes,” she said.

The sky began to get grey, then the snow came.

The two tots pressed together. Elmer opened his mouth and let the snow fall in it. Iris felt warm and happy.



12


Bang! went the flyswatter. Mr. Watkins, the circus manager, looked around the room.

“Damn it, damn these flies!” he said. Mr. Loftus, the circus clerk, stared at the fly interior he had just exposed.




The circus doctor stood beside the lake. In his hand he had a black briefcase.

A wind ruffled the surface of the lake and slightly rocked the boats.




Red and green fish swam beneath the surface of the water.

The doctor went into the lunchroom and sat down. No, he said, he didn’t care for anything to eat.

The soft wind of summer blew in the light green trees.



The History of Jazz

1


The leaves of blue came drifting down.

In the corner Madeleine Reierbacher was reading Lorna Doone.

The bay’s water helped to implement the structuring of the garden hose.

The envelope fell. Was it pink or was it red? Consult Lorna Doone.

There, voyager, you will find your answer. The savant grapeade stands

Remember Madeleine Reierbacher. Madeleine Reierbacher says,

“If you are happy, there is no one to keep you from being happy;

Don’t let them!” Madeleine Reierbacher went into the racing car.

The racing car was orange and red.
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