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            This volume completes the new editions of
                William Carlos Williams’ poetry begun with the  Collected Poems: Volume
                    I, 1909—1939 (1986), and  Collected Poems: Volume II,
                1939—1962 (1988).

            When Williams’ plans for  Paterson began to take final shape in the
                early 1940s, he conceived of the poem as having four books, although he eventually
                published five, and in the last years of his life even started preliminary work on a
                sixth. The five books of  Paterson were originally published in separate
                volumes, in limited editions, in 1946, 1948, 1949, 1951 and 1958, and as they sold
                out they were reprinted, starting with Books I and II in 1949, in the
                publisher’s popularly priced New Classics series. For this reprint the text
                was entirely reset. Book III was added in 1950 and Book IV in 1951. The five books
                of  Paterson were first published together, with the fragments of the
                sixth, in 1963, and this edition was itself rearranged with the fifth printing in
                1969 for a reprint that reduced the total pagination by forty pages.

            Throughout the printing history of the reprints, changes were made to various parts
                of the text, sometimes through error, sometimes apparently in response to directions
                by the poet, and in the case of the fifth book—for which the reprint appeared
                posthumously—in response to the large number of differences noticed between
                the poem’s transcription of its prose sources and the language of those
                sources themselves, many of which had become available in research collections.

            In preparing this edition I have studied the known manuscripts, galleys, and page
                proofs of the poem, as well as its various printings, and detail the general
                editorial procedures guiding my decisions in Appendix B, “A Note on the
                Text.” I outline the principles governing the annotations at the head of
                Appendix C. I have provided information on the sources of the prose and some of the
                other allusions in the poem, where these are known to me, and my indebtedness to
                earlier scholars and annotators of the poem is recorded in the acknowledgments.

            In general, I have avoided citing Williams’ comments on particular lines and
                passages in the poem since, unlike his observations on the shorter poems, these
                remarks were numerous and many have been widely published in interviews with the
                poet and in other sources. John Thirlwall, the assiduous recorder of many of
                Williams’ comments on his work in the 1950s, published an extended essay on
                     Paterson reproducing material from his meetings with the poet, in 
                    New Directions
                 17 (1961): 252—310. However, I have included some of Williams’
                comments on his sources where these seemed particularly helpful, contributed to the
                background information on the poem’s composition, or had not previously, to my
                knowledge, been published. I have included the introductory material on the poem
                that Williams published with the first editions. In addition, at the conclusion of
                this Preface I reproduce some extended comments by the poet on Books I—IV, and
                some subsequent remarks he made concerning Book V.

            My hope for the annotations and textual notes is that they illustrate the
                relationship of the poem to its sources, provide a sense of the later stages of the
                poem’s evolution, and demonstrate the ways in which its text reflects the
                intentions, the circumstances, and the mechanics of its composition. The reader
                interested in the evolution of  Paterson as recorded in the poems that
                Williams published outside of his long poem needs to consult the  Collected
                volumes. In a number of his comments on  Paterson Williams noted as some of
                its antecedents his early poem “The Wanderer” (Collected Poems:
                    Volume 1, 27—36 and 108—117), which contains a section on
                Paterson, and his 1927 prose/poetry sequence “A Folded Skyscraper” (pp.
                273—277). In 1927 Williams published in  The Dial an 85-line poem
                titled “Paterson” (pp. 263-266), parts of which were subsequently
                reworked into the published Book I. In the  New Directions 2 anthology of
                1937 Williams published “Patterson [sic] : Episode 17” (pp.
                439-443), which contains many lines incorporated into the finished Book III, and
                includes the oppressed but vital negro woman, the gang rape, and the
                “beautiful thing” refrain that are three central features of that
                book.

            But much of Williams’ work on  Paterson in the late 1930s and early
                1940s went into a concept of the poem that he eventually rejected, a long series of
                short lyrics many of which were gathered into the manuscript “Detail &
                Parody for the poem Paterson” that Williams sent to his friend and publisher
                James Laughlin in March 1939. A version of this arrangement is now in the SUNY
                Buffalo collection (D4). During these years Williams published some of the poems
                arising from this conception of  Paterson in magazines, and did not
                subsequently reprint some of them. These poems can be found among the first
                ninety-five pages of the  Collected Poems, Volume II.  In 1941 Williams
                published a fifteen-poem sequence titled “For the poem
                Paterson” in his pamphlet  The Broken Span (see Volume II,
                pp. 14—22), but only the three lines serving as a headnote to the poems,
                beginning “A man like a city and a woman like a flower,” appeared in
                     Paterson as he finally conceived it.

            Despite his struggles, Williams seems to have always felt close to the point of
                solving his formal difficulties. He told James Laughlin in 1942 that he would have
                the poem ready for the Spring 1943 list, but the book that he then did offer
                Laughlin was  The Wedge (1944), which contains many poems pulled from the
                now-abandoned “Detail & Parody” concept. In April 1943 Williams
                published a short poem titled “Paterson: The Falls” (Volume II,
                57—58), which outlined a work in “4 sections” and detailed a
                number of the central themes and features that subsequently appeared in the poem.
                But he wrote to Laughlin on December 27, 1943, “That God damned and I mean God
                damned poem  Paterson has me down. I am burned up to do it but don’t
                quite know how. I write and destroy, write and destroy. It’s all shaped up in
                outline and intent, the body of the thinking is finished but the technique, the
                manner and the method are unresolvable to date. I flounder and flunk.” In
                April 1944 he told Laughlin the poem was “near finished,” and nine
                months later that it was “nearing completion.” By May 1945 Book I was at
                the printer, but in September, on receiving the galleys, Williams was so
                dissatisfied he felt he must “slash it unmercifully ... I wish I had the guts
                to say to burn the whole  Paterson script.” Book I, delayed by the
                extensive galley revisions, finally appeared the following June.

            Even while working on Book IV Williams began to consider a fifth book, noting to
                himself on a typescript now filed at the Beinecke Library (Za 189) “maybe even
                a 5th Book of facts—Recollections.” In October 1952, just over a year
                after the publication of Book IV, he published a twenty-four-line poem
                “Paterson, Book V: The River of Heaven,” but reported to Laughlin in
                1954 that the poem had “got side-tracked. It turned into something
                else”—that “something else” being his well-known poem
                “Asphodel, That Greeny Flower.”  Paterson V eventually appeared
                in 1958, on Williams ’ seventy-fifth birthday. Writing to Laughlin within the
                week to thank him for the publication party, Williams hinted at a possible 
                    Paterson VI, but the increasing handicaps produced by his periodic strokes
                left the four sheets Williams typed out in late 1960 and early 1961 as all there was
                to be of a sixth book.

            With the fourth (1968) and subsequent printings of the collected  Paterson 
                New Directions printed the first three pages of Chapter 58 from Williams’
                    Autobiography by way of an introduction to the first four books of the
                poem. The interested reader will find in that chapter a helpful supplement to the
                comments by Williams following this Preface. I reproduce below a statement by the
                poet from a New Directions press release marking the publication of Book IV in June
                1951 that appeared two weeks before the publication date. Following the statement is
                the “Author’s Note” that introduced the poem in all the New
                Classics and subsequent printings of the collected  Paterson. (For the
                substantially similar version that appeared with Book I in 1946 see page 253.)
                Williams’ comment on Book V that follows the “Author’s Note”
                is part of a letter he wrote to Robert MacGregor, vice-president of New Directions,
                on May 16, 1958 (New Directions archives), that was reprinted on the dust jacket of
                the first, 1958, edition of Book V. A shorter version was printed when Book V was
                reset and joined the collected  Paterson  in 1963. I reprint the version on
                the dust jacket of the first edition.

            C. M.
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            A STATEMENT BY WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS ABOUT
                THE POEM PATERSON

            May 31, 1951

            I have no recollection when it was that I
                first began thinking of writing a long poem upon the resemblance between the mind of
                modern man and a city. From something Vivienne Koch discovered among my notes it may
                be that 1925 was the year when I first made any record of the notion. Certainly by
                1927 when I was given The Dial’s award following their publication of
                the poem “Paterson” my thoughts on the general theme I wanted to treat
                were well along.

            Having decided what I wanted to do I took my time deciding how I should go about the
                task. The thing was to use the multiple facets which a city presented as
                representatives for comparable facets of contemporary thought thus to be able to
                objectify the man himself as we know him and love him and hate him. This seemed to
                me to be what a poem was for, to speak for us in a language we can understand. But
                first before we can understand it the language must be recognizable. We must know it
                as our own, we must be satisfied that it speaks for us. And yet it must remain a
                language like all languages, a symbol of communication.

            Thus the city I wanted as my object had to be one that I knew in its most intimate
                details. New York was too big, too much a congeries of the entire world’s
                facets. I wanted something nearer home, something knowable. I deliberately selected
                Paterson as my reality. My own suburb was not distinguished or varied enough for my
                purpose. There were other possibilities but Paterson topped them.

            Paterson has a definite history associated with the beginnings of the United States.
                It has besides a central feature, the Passaic Falls which as I began to think about
                it became more and more the lucky burden of what I wanted to say. I began to read
                all I could about the history of the Falls, the park on the little hill beyond it
                and the early inhabitants. From the beginning I decided there would be four books
                following the course of the river whose life seemed more and more to resemble my own
                life as I more and more thought of it: the river above the Falls, the catastrophe of
                the Falls itself, the river below the Falls and the entrance at the end into the
                great sea.

            There were a hundred modifications of this general plan as, following the theme
                rather than the river itself, I allowed myself to be drawn on. The noise of the
                Falls seemed to me to be a language which we were and are seeking and my search, as
                I looked about, became to struggle to interpret and use this language. This is the
                substance of the poem. But the poem is also the search of the poet for his language,
                his own language which I, quite apart from the material theme had to use to write at
                all. I had to write in a certain way to gain a verisimilitude with the object I had
                in mind.

            So the objective became complex. It fascinated me, it instructed me besides. I had to
                think and write, I had to invent the means to get said, in the pattern of the terms
                I employed, what appeared as called for. And I had to think hard as to how I was
                going to end the poem. It wouldn’t do to have a grand and soul satisfying
                conclusion because I didn’t see any in my subject. Nor was I going to be
                confused or depressed or evangelical about it. It didn’t belong to the
                subject. It would have been easy to make a great smash up with a
                ‘beautiful’ sunset at sea, or a flight of pigeons, love’s end and
                the welter of man’s fate.

            Instead, after the little girl gets herself mixed up at last in the pathetic
                sophisticate of the great city, no less defeated and understandable, even lovable,
                than she is herself, we come to the sea at last. Odysseus swims in as man must
                always do, he doesn’t drown, he is too able but, accompanied by his dog,
                strikes inland again (toward Camden) to begin again.
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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

            Paterson is a long poem in four
                parts—that a man in himself is a city, beginning, seeking, achieving and
                concluding his life in ways which the various aspects of a city may embody—if
                imaginatively conceived—any city, all the details of which may be made to
                voice his most intimate convictions. Part One introduces the elemental character of
                the place. The Second Part comprises the modern replicas. Three will seek a language
                to make them vocal, and Four, the river below the falls, will be reminiscent of
                episodes—all that any one man may achieve in a lifetime.
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            In a letter to New Directions, Dr. Williams, now 75, commented on the making of 
                    Paterson, Five, as follows: “Were I younger, needless to say, it
                would have been a different poem. But then it would not have been written at all.
                After  Paterson, Four ten years have elapsed. In that period I have come to
                understand not only that many changes have occurred in me and the world, but I have
                been forced to recognize that there can be no end to such a story I have envisioned
                with the terms which I had laid down for myself. I had to take the world of Paterson
                into a new dimension if I wanted to give it imaginative validity. Yet I wanted to
                keep it whole, as it is to me. As I mulled the thing over in my mind the composition
                began to assume a form which you see in the present poem, keeping, I fondly hope, a
                unity directly continuous with the Paterson of  Pat. I to 4.
                Let’s hope I have succeeded in doing so.”


    
        BOOK ONE

        (1946)

         

        : a local pride; spring, summer, fall and the sea; a confession; a
                basket; a column; a reply to Greek and Latin with the bare hands; a gathering up; a
                celebration;

        in distinctive terms; by multiplication a reduction to one;
                daring; a fall; the clouds resolved into a sandy sluice; an enforced pause;

        hard put to it; an identification and a plan for action to
                supplant a plan for action; a taking up of slack; a dispersal and a
                metamorphosis.

         

        Paterson: Book I
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        PREFACE

        “Rigor of beauty is the quest. But how
            will you find beauty when it is locked in the mind past all remonstrance?”

        To make a start,

        out of particulars

        and make them general, rolling

        up the sum, by defective means—

        Sniffing the trees,

        just another dog

        among a lot of dogs. What

        else is there? And to do?

        The rest have run out—

        after the rabbits.

        Only the lame stands—on

        three legs. Scratch front and back.

        Deceive and eat. Dig

        a musty bone

        For the beginning is assuredly 

        the end—since we know nothing, pure

        and simple, beyond 

        our own complexities.

        Yet there is

        no return: rolling up out of chaos,

        a nine months’ wonder, the city

        the man, an identity—it can’t be

        otherwise—an

        interpenetration, both ways. Rolling

        up! obverse, reverse;

        the drunk the sober; the illustrious 

        the gross; one. In ignorance

        a certain knowledge and knowledge, 

        undispersed, its own undoing.

        (The multiple seed,

        packed tight with detail, soured,

        is lost in the flux and the mind,

        distracted, floats off in the same

        scum)

        Rolling up, rolling up heavy with

        numbers.

        It is the ignorant sun

        rising in the slot of

        hollow suns risen, so that never in this 

        world will a man live well in his body

        save dying—and not know himself

        dying; yet that is 

        the design. Renews himself 

        thereby, in addition and subtraction,

        walking up and down.

        and the craft,

        subverted by thought, rolling up, let

        him beware lest he turn to no more than

        the writing of stale
            poems   .   .   .

        Minds like beds always made up,

        (more stony than a shore)

        unwilling or unable.

        Rolling in, top up,

        under, thrust and recoil, a great clatter:

        lifted as air, boated, multicolored, a

        wash of seas—

        from mathematics to particulars—

        divided as the dew,

        floating mists, to be rained down and

        regathered into a river that flows

        and encircles:

        shells and animalcules

        generally and so to man,

        to Paterson.

         

        The Delineaments of the Giants
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        I.

        Paterson lies in the valley under the Passaic
            Falls

        its spent waters forming the outline of his back. He

        lies on his right side, head near the thunder

        of the waters filling his dreams! Eternally asleep,

        his dreams walk about the city where he persists

        incognito. Butterflies settle on his stone ear.

        Immortal he neither moves nor rouses and is seldom 

        seen, though he breathes and the subtleties of his

        machinations

        drawing their substance from the noise of the pouring 

        river

        animate a thousand automatons. Who because they

        neither know their sources nor the sills of their

        disappointments walk outside their bodies aimlessly

        for the most part, 

        locked and forgot in their desires—unroused.

        —Say it, no ideas but in things—

        nothing but the blank faces of the houses 

        and cylindrical trees

        bent, forked by preconception and
            accident—

        split, furrowed, creased, mottled, stained—

        secret—into the body of the light!

        From above, higher than the spires, higher

        even than the office towers, from oozy fields 

        abandoned to grey beds of dead grass,

        black sumac, withered weed-stalks,

        mud and thickets cluttered with dead leaves—

        the river comes pouring in above the city

        and crashes from the edge of the gorge

        in a recoil of spray and rainbow mists—

        (What common language to unravel?

        .   .   combed into straight lines 

        from that rafter of a rock’s

        lip.)

        A man like a city and a woman like a flower

        —who are in love. Two women. Three women.

        Innumerable women, each like a flower.

        But

        only one man—like a city.

        In regard to the poems I left with you; will
            you be so kind as to return them to me at my new address? And without bothering to
            comment upon them if you should find that embarrassing—for it was the human
            situation and not the literary one that motivated my phone call and visit.

        Besides, I know myself to be more the woman than the poet; and
            to concern myself less with the publishers of poetry than with … living
            …

        But they set up an investigation … and my doors are
            bolted forever (I hope forever) against all public welfare workers, professional
            do-gooders and the like.

        Jostled as are the waters approaching 

        the brink, his thoughts

        interlace, repel and cut under,

        rise rock-thwarted and turn aside

        but forever strain forward—or strike

        an eddy and whirl, marked by a 

        leaf or curdy spume, seeming 

        to forget   .

        Retake later the advance and

        are replaced by succeeding hordes

        pushing forward—they coalesce now

        glass-smooth with their swiftness,

        quiet or seem to quiet as at the close

        they leap to the conclusion and

        fall, fall in air! as if

        floating, relieved of their weight,

        split apart, ribbons; dazed, drunk

        with the catastrophe of the descent

        floating unsupported 

        to hit the rocks: to a thunder,

        as if lightning had struck

        All lightness lost, weight regained in

        the repulse, a fury of 

        escape driving them to rebound 

        upon those coming after—

        keeping nevertheless to the stream, they

        retake their course, the air full

        of the tumult and of spray 

        connotative of the equal air, coeval,

        filling the void

        And there, against him, stretches the low
            mountain.

        The Park’s her head, carved, above the Falls, by the
            quiet

        river; Colored crystals the secret of those rocks;

        farms and ponds, laurel and the temperate wild cactus,

        yellow
            flowered   .   .   facing him, his

        arm supporting her, by the Valley of the Rocks,
            asleep.

        Pearls at her ankles, her monstrous hair

        spangled with apple-blossoms is scattered about into

        the back country, waking their dreams—where the deer
            run

        and the wood-duck nests protecting his gallant plumage.

        In February 1857, David Hower, a poor shoemaker
            with a large family, out of work and money, collected a lot of mussels from Notch Brook
            near the City of Paterson. He found in eating them many hard substances. At first he
            threw them away but at last submitted some of them to a jeweler who gave him twenty-five
            to thirty dollars for the lot. Later he found others. One pearl of fine lustre was sold
            to Tiffany for $900 and later to the Empress Eugenie for $2,000 to be known thenceforth
            as the “Queen Pearl,” the finest of its sort in the world today.

        News of this sale created such excitement that search for the
            pearls was started throughout the country. The Unios (mussels) at Notch Brook and
            elsewhere were gathered by the millions and destroyed often with little or no result. A
            large round pearl, weighing 400 grains which would have been the finest pearl of modern
            times, was ruined by boiling open the shell.

        Twice a month Paterson receives

        communications from the Pope and Jacques

        Barzun

        (Isocrates). His works 

        have been done into French 

        and Portuguese. And clerks in the post-

        office ungum rare stamps from 

        his packages and steal them for their

        childrens’ albums   .

        Say it! No ideas but in things. Mr.

        Paterson has gone away

        to rest and write. Inside the bus one sees

        his thoughts sitting and standing. His

        thoughts alight and scatter—

        Who are these people (how complex

        the mathematic) among whom I see myself

        in the regularly ordered plateglass of

        his thoughts, glimmering before shoes and
            bicycles?

        They walk incommunicado, the

        equation is beyond solution, yet

        its sense is clear—that they may live 

        his thought is listed in the Telephone

        Directory—

        And derivatively, for the Great Falls,

        PISS-AGH! the giant lets fly! good Muncie, too

        They craved the miraculous!

        A gentleman of the Revolutionary Army, after
            describing the Falls, thus describes another natural curiosity then existing in the
            community: In the afternoon we were invited to visit another curiosity in the
            neighborhood. This is a monster in human form, he is twenty-seven years of age, his face
            from the upper part of his forehead to the end of his chin, measures twenty-seven
                inches, and around the upper part of his head is twenty-one inches: his eyes
            and nose are remarkably large and prominent, chin long and pointed. His features are
            coarse, irregular and disgusting, his voice rough and sonorous. His body is twenty-seven
            inches in length, his limbs are small and much deformed, and he has the use of one hand
            only. He has never been able to sit up, as he cannot support the enormous weight of his
            head; but he is constantly in a large cradle, with his head supported on pillows. He is
            visited by great numbers of people, and is peculiarly fond of the company of clergymen,
            always inquiring for them among his visitors, and taking great pleasure in receiving
            religious instruction. General Washington made him a visit, and asked “whether he
            was a Whig or a Tory.” He replied that he had never taken an active part
            on either side.

        A wonder! A wonder!

        From the ten houses Hamilton saw when he looked (at the falls!)
            and kept his counsel, by the middle of the century—the mills had drawn a
            heterogeneous population. There were in 1870, native born 20,711, which would of course
            include children of foreign parents; foreign 12,868 of whom 237 were French, 1,420
            German, 3,343 English—(Mr. Lambert who later built the Castle among them), 5,124
            Irish, 879 Scotch, 1,360 Hollanders and 170 Swiss—

        Around the falling waters the Furies hurl!

        Violence gathers, spins in their heads summoning

        them:

        The twaalft, or striped bass was also abundant,
            and even sturgeon, of a huge bigness, were frequently caught:—On Sunday, August
            31, 1817, one seven feet six inches long, and weighing 126 pounds, was captured a short
            distance below the Falls basin. He was pelted with stones by boys until he was
            exhausted, whereupon one of them, John Winters, waded into the water and clambered on
            the back of the huge fish, while another seized him by the throat and gills, and brought
            him ashore. The Bergen Express and. Paterson Advertiser of Wednesday, September
            3, 1817, devoted half a column to an account of the incident, under the heading,
            “The Monster Taken.”

        They begin!

        The perfections are sharpened 

        The flower spreads its colored petals

        wide in the sun

        But the tongue of the bee 

        misses them 

        They sink back into the loam

        crying out 

        —you may call it a cry

        that creeps over them, a shiver

        as they wilt and disappear:

        Marriage come to have a shuddering

        implication

        Crying out

        or take a lesser satisfaction:

        a few go

        to the Coast without gain—

        The language is missing them

        they die also 

        incommunicado.

        The language, the language

        fails them

        They do not know the words

        or have not

        the courage to use them   .

        —girls from

        families that have decayed and

        taken to the hills: no words.

        They may look at the torrent in

        their minds

        and it is foreign to them.   .

        They turn their backs 

        and grow faint—but recover!

        Life is sweet 

        they say: the language!

        —the language 

        is divorced from their minds,

        the
            language   .   .   the language!


        If there was not beauty, there was a
            strangeness and a bold association of wild and cultured life grew up together in the
            Ramapos: two phases.

        In the hills, where the brown trout slithered among the shallow
            stones, Ring-wood—where the old Ryerson farm had been—among its velvet
            lawns, was ringed with forest trees, the butternut, and the elm, the white oak, the
            chestnut and the beech, the birches, the tupelo, the sweet-gum, the wild cherry and the
            hackleberry with its red tumbling fruit.

        While in the forest clustered the ironworkers’ cabins, the
            charcoal burners, the lime kiln workers—hidden from lovely Ringwood—where
            General Washington, gracing any poem, up from Pompton for rest after the traitors’
            hangings could be at ease—and the links were made for the great chain across the
            Hudson at West Point.

        Violence broke out in Tennessee, a massacre by the Indians,
            hangings and exile—standing there on the scaffold waiting, sixty of them. The
            Tuscaroras, forced to leave their country, were invited by the Six Nations to join them
            in Upper New York. The bucks went on ahead but some of the women and the stragglers got
            no further than the valley-cleft near Suffern. They took to the mountains there where
            they were joined by Hessian deserters from the British Army, a number of albinos among
            them, escaped negro slaves and a lot of women and their brats released in New York City
            after the British had been forced to leave. They had them in a pen there—picked up
            in Liverpool and elsewhere by a man named Jackson under contract with the British
            Government to provide women for the soldiers in America.

        The mixture ran in the woods and took the general name,
            Jackson’s Whites. (There had been some blacks also, mixed in, some West Indian
            negresses, a shipload, to replace the whites lost when their ship, one of six coming
            from England, had foundered in a storm at sea. He had to make it up somehow and that was
            the quickest and cheapest way.)

        New Barbadoes Neck, the region was called.

        Cromwell, in the middle of the seventeenth century, shipped some
            thousands of Irish women and children to the Barbadoes to be sold as slaves. Forced by
            their owners to mate with the others these unfortunates were succeeded by a few
            generations of Irish-speaking negroes and mulattos. And it is commonly asserted to this
            day the natives of Barbadoes speak with an Irish brogue.

        I remember

        a Geographic picture, the 9 women

        of some African chief semi-naked

        astraddle a log, an official log to

        be presumed, heads left:

        Foremost

        froze the young and latest,

        erect, a proud queen, conscious of her power,

        mud-caked, her monumental hair

        slanted above the brows—violently frowning.

        Behind her, packed tight up 

        in a descending scale of freshness

        stiffened the others

        and
            then     .     .

        the last, the first wife, 

        present! supporting all the rest growing

        up from her—whose careworn eyes

        serious, menacing—but unabashed; breasts

        sagging from hard
            use     .     .

        Whereas the uppointed breasts

        of that other, tense, charged with

        pressures unrelieved     .

        and the rekindling they bespoke

        was evident.

        Not that the lightnings

        do not stab at the mystery of a man

        from both ends—and the middle, no matter

        how much a chief he may be, rather the more

        because of it, to destroy him at home   .

        .     .     Womanlike, a vague
            smile,

        unattached, floating like a pigeon

        after a long flight to his cote.

        Mrs. Sarah Cumming, consort of the Rev. Hooper
            Cumming, of Newark, was a daughter of the late Mr. John Emmons, of Portland, in the
            district of Maine…. She had been married about two months, and was blessed with a
            flattering prospect of no common share of Temporal felicity and usefulness in the sphere
            which Providence had assigned her; but oh, how uncertain is the continuance of every
            earthly joy.

        On Saturday, the 20th of June, 1812, the Rev. Cumming rode with
            his wife to Paterson, in order to supply, by presbyterial appointment, a destitute
            congregation in that place, on the following day…. On Monday morning, he went
            with his beloved companion to show her the falls of the Passaic, and the surrounding
            beautiful, wild and romantic scenery,—little expecting the solemn event to
            ensue.

        Having ascended the flight of stairs (the Hundred Steps) Mr.
            and Mrs. Cumming walked over the solid ledge to the vicinity of the cataract, charmed
            with the wonderful prospect, and making various remarks upon the stupendous works of
            nature around them. At length they took their station on the brow of the solid rock,
            which overhangs the basin, six or eight rods from the falling water, where thousands
            have stood before, and where there is a fine view of the sublime curiosities of the
            place. When they had enjoyed the luxury of the scene for a considerable length of time,
            Mr. Cumming said, “My dear, I believe it is time for us to set our face
            homeward”; and at the same moment, turned round in order to lead the way. He
            instantly heard the voice of distress, looked back and his wife was gone!

        Mr. Cumming’s sensations on the distressing occasion may,
            in some measure, be conceived, but they cannot be described. He was on the borders of
            distraction, and, scarcely knowing what he did, would have plunged into the abyss, had
            it not been kindly ordered in providence that a young man should be near, who instantly
            flew to him, like a guardian angel, and held him from a step which his reason, at the
            time, could not have prevented. This young man led him from the precipice, and conducted
            him to the ground below the stairs. Mr. Cumming forced himself out of the hands of his
            protector, and ran with violence, in order to leap into the fatal flood. His young
            friend, however, caught him once more…. Immediate search was made, and diligently
            continued throughout the day, for the body of Mrs. Cumming; but to no purpose. On the
            following morning, her mortal part was found in a depth of 42 feet, and, the same day,
            was conveyed to Newark.

        A false language. A true. A false language pouring—a

        language (misunderstood) pouring (misinterpreted) without

        dignity, without minister, crashing upon a stone ear. At least

        it settled it for her. Patch too, as a matter of fact. He

        became a national hero in ’28, ’29 and toured the country

        diving from cliffs and masts, rocks and bridges—to prove his

        thesis: Some things can be done as well as others.

        THE GRRRREAT HISTORY of that

        old time Jersey Patriot

        N.   F.   P A T E R
            S O N !

        (N for Noah; F for Faitoute; P
            for short)

        “Jersey Lightning”
            to the boys.

        So far everything had gone smoothly. The pulley
            and ropes were securely fastened on each side of the chasm, and everything made in
            readiness to pull the clumsy bridge into position. It was a wooden structure boarded up
            on both sides, and a roof. It was about two o’clock in the afternoon and a large
            crowd had gathered—a large crowd for that time, as the town only numbered about
            four thousand—to watch the bridge placed in position.

        That day was a great day for old Paterson. It being Saturday,
            the mills were shut down, so to give the people a chance to celebrate. Among those who
            came in for a good part of the celebration was Sam Patch, then a resident in Paterson,
            who was a boss over cotton spinners in one of the mills. He was my boss, and many a time
            he gave me a cuff over the ears.

        Well, this day the constables were on the look for Patch,
            because they thought he would be on a spree and cause trouble. Patch had declared so
            frequently that he would jump from the rocks that he was placed under arrest at various
            times. He had previously been locked up in the basement under the bank with a bad case
            of delirium tremens, but on the day the bridge was pulled across the chasm he was let
            out. Some thought he was crazy. They were not far wrong.

        But the happiest man in the town that day was Timothy B. Crane,
            who had charge of the bridge. Tim Crane was a hotel keeper and kept a tavern on the
            Manchester side of the Falls. His place was a great resort for circus men. Such famous
            circus men of the long ago as Dan Rice and James Cooke, the great bareback rider,
            visited him.

        Tim Crane built the bridge because his rival, Fyfield, who kept
            the tavern on the other side of the falls, was getting the benefit of the
            “Jacob’s Ladder,” as it was sometimes called—the “hundred
            steps,” a long, rustic, winding stairs in the gorge leading to the opposite side
            of the river—it making his place more easy to get to…. Crane was a very
            robust man over six feet tall. He wore side whiskers. He was well known to the other
            citizens as a man of much energy and no little ability. In his manner he resembled the
            large, rugged stature of Sam Patch.

        When the word was given to haul the bridge across the chasm,
            the crowd rent the air with cheers. But they had only pulled it half way over when one
            of the rolling pins slid from the ropes into the water below.

        While all were expecting to see the big, clumsy bridge topple
            over and land in the chasm, as quick as a flash a form leaped out from the highest point
            and struck with a splash in the dark water below, swam to the wooden pin and brought it
            ashore. This was the starting point of Sam Patch’s career as a famous jumper. I
            saw that, said the old man with satisfaction, and I don’t believe there is another
            person in the town today who was an eye-witness of that scene. These were the words that
            Sam Patch said: “Now, old Tim Crane thinks he has done something great; but I can
            beat him.” As he spoke he jumped.

        There’s no mistake in Sam Patch!

        The water pouring still

        from the edge of the rocks, filling

        his ears with its sound, hard to interpret.

        A wonder!

        After this start he toured the West, his only
            companions a fox and a bear which he picked up in his travels.

        He jumped from a rocky ledge at Goat Island into the Niagara
            River. Then he announced that before returning to the Jerseys he was going to show the
            West one final marvel. He would leap 125 feet from the falls of the Genesee River on
            November 13, 1829. Excursions came from great distances in the United States and even
            from Canada to see the wonder.

        A platform was built at the edge of the falls. He went to great
            trouble to ascertain the depth of the water below. He even successfully performed one
            practice leap.

        On the day the crowds were gathered on all sides. He appeared
            and made a short speech as he was wont to do. A speech! What could he say that he must
            leap so desperately to complete it? And plunged toward the stream below. But instead of
            descending with a plummet-like fall his body wavered in the air—Speech had failed
            him. He was confused. The word had been drained of its meaning. There’s no mistake
            in Sam Patch. He struck the water on his side and disappeared.

        A great silence followed as the crowd stood spellbound.

        Not until the following
            spring was the body found frozen in an ice-cake.

        He threw his pet bear once from the cliff overlooking the
            Niagara rapids and rescued it after, down stream.

         

        II.

        There is no direction. Whither? I

        cannot say. I cannot say 

        more than how. The how (the howl) only

        is at my disposal (proposal) : watching—

        colder than stone   .

        a bud forever green,

        tight-curled, upon the pavement, perfect 

        in juice and substance but divorced, divorced

        from its fellows, fallen low—

        Divorce is 

        the sign of knowledge in our time,

        divorce! divorce!

        with the roar of the river

        forever in our ears (arrears)

        inducing sleep and silence, the roar

        of eternal
            sleep   .   .   challenging 

        our waking—

        —unfledged desire, irresponsible,
            green,

        colder to the hand than stone,

        unready—challenging our waking:

        Two halfgrown girls hailing hallowed Easter,

        (an inversion of all out-of-doors) weaving

        about themselves, from under

        the heavy air, whorls of thick translucencies

        poured down, cleaving them away,

        shut from the light: bare-

        headed, their clear hair dangling—

        Two—

        disparate among the pouring

        waters of their hair in which nothing is

        molten—

        two, bound by an instinct to be the same: 

        ribbons, cut from a piece, 

        cerise pink, binding their hair: one—

        a willow twig pulled from a low 

        leafless bush in full bud in her hand,

        (or eels or a moon!)

        holds it, the gathered spray,

        upright in the air, the pouring air,

        strokes the soft fur—

        Ain’t they beautiful!

        Certainly I am not a robin nor erudite,

        no Erasmus nor bird that returns to the same

        ground year by year. Or if I
            am   .   .

        the ground has undergone 

        a subtle transformation, its identity altered.

        Indians!

        Why even speak of “I,” he dreams,
            which 

        interests me almost not at all?

        The theme

        is as it may prove: asleep, unrecognized—

        all of a piece, alone

        in a wind that does not move the others—

        in that way: a way to spend

        a Sunday afternoon while the green bush
            shakes.

        .      .   a mass of detail

        to interrelate on a new ground, difficultly;

        an assonance, a homologue

        triple piled

        pulling the disparate together to clarify

        and compress

        The river, curling, full—as a bush
            shakes

        and a white crane will fly

        and settle later! White, in

        the shallows among the blue-flowered

        pickerel-weed, in summer, summer! if it should

        ever come, in the shallow water!

        On the embankment a short,

        compact cone (juniper)

        that trembles frantically 

        in the indifferent gale: male—stands

        rooted there   .

        The thought returns: Why have I not

        but for imagined beauty where there is none

        or none available, long since

        put myself deliberately in the way of death?

        Stale as a whale’s breath: breath!

        Breath!

        Patch leaped but Mrs. Cumming shrieked

        and fell—unseen (though

        she had been standing there beside her
            husband half

        an hour or more twenty feet from the edge).

        : a body found next spring

        frozen in an ice-cake; or a body

        fished next day from the muddy swirl—

        both silent, uncommunicative

        Only of late, late! begun to know, to

        know clearly (as through clear ice) whence

        I draw my breath or how to employ it

        clearly—if not well:

        Clearly!

        speaks the red-breast his behest. Clearly!

        clearly!

        —and watch, wrapt! one branch

        of the tree at the fall’s edge, one

        mottled branch, withheld,

        among the gyrate branches

        of the waist-thick sycamore,

        sway less, among the rest, separate, slowly

        with giraffish awkwardness, slightly

        on a long axis, so slightly

        as hardly to be noticed, in itself the tempest:

        Thus

        the first wife, with giraffish awkwardness

        among thick lightnings that stab at 

        the mystery of a man: in sum, a sleep, a 

        source, a scourge   .

        on a log, her varnished hair

        trussed up like a termite’s nest (forming

        the lines) and, her old thighs 

        gripping the log reverently, that,

        all of a piece, holds up the others—

        alert: begin to know the mottled branch

        that sings   .

        certainly NOT the university,

        a green bud fallen upon the pavement its

        sweet breath suppressed: Divorce (the

        language stutters)

        unfledged:

        two sisters from whose open mouths 

        Easter is born—crying aloud,

        Divorce!

        While

        the green bush sways: is whence

        I draw my breath, swaying, all of a piece,

        separate, livens briefly, for the moment

        unafraid    .     .

        Which is to say, though it be poorly

        said, there is a first wife

        and a first beauty, complex, ovate—

        the woody sepals standing back under

        the stress to hold it there, innate

        a flower within a flower whose history

        (within the mind) crouching

        among the ferny rocks, laughs at the names 

        by which they think to trap it. Escapes!

        Never by running but by lying still—

        A history that has, by its den in the 

        rocks, bole and fangs, its own cane-brake 

        whence, half hid, canes and stripes

        blending, it grins (beauty defied)

        not for the sake of the encyclopedia.

        Were we near enough its stinking breath

        would fell us. The temple upon

        the rock is its brother, whose majesty

        lies in jungles—made to spring,

        at the rifle-shot of learning: to kill

        and grind those bones:

        These terrible things they reflect:

        the snow falling into the water,

        part upon the rock, part in the dry weeds

        and part into the water where it 

        vanishes—its form no longer what it was:

        the bird alighting, that pushes

        its feet forward to take up the impetus

        and falls forward nevertheless 

        among the twigs. The weak-necked daisy 

        bending to the
            wind     .     .     .

        The sun

        winding the yellow bindweed about a

        bush; worms and gnats, life under a stone.

        The pitiful snake with its mosaic skin

        and frantic tongue. The horse, the bull 

        the whole din of fracturing thought

        as it falls tinnily to nothing upon the streets

        and the absurd dignity of a locomotive

        hauling freight—

        Pithy philosophies of 

        daily exits and entrances, with books

        propping up one end of the shaky table—

        The vague accuracies of events dancing two

        and two with language which they 

        forever surpass—and dawns 

        tangled in darkness—

        The giant in whose apertures we

        cohabit, unaware of what air supports

        us—the vague, the particular 

        no less vague

        his thoughts, the stream

        and we, we two, isolated in the stream,

        we also: three alike—

        we sit and talk

        I wish to be with you abed, we two 

        as if the bed were the bed of a stream

        —I have much to say to you

        We sit and talk,

        quietly, with long lapses of silence

        and I am aware of the stream

        that has no language, coursing

        beneath the quiet heaven of

        your eyes

        which has no speech; to 

        go to bed with you, to pass beyond 

        the moment of meeting, while the

        currents float still in mid-air, to

        fall—

        with you from the brink, before

        the crash—

        to seize the moment.

        We sit and talk, sensing a little

        the rushing impact of the giants’

        violent torrent rolling over us, a 

        few moments.

        If I should demand it, as 

        it has been demanded of others 

        and given too swiftly, and you should

        consent. If you would consent

        We sit and talk and the

        silence speaks of the giants

        who have died in the past and have

        returned to those scenes unsatisfied

        and
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