Eulogy to a Hell of a Dame
Charles Bukowski

some dogs who sleep at night
must dream of bones

and | remember your bones
in flesh

and best

in that dark green dress
and those high-heeled bright
black shoes,

you always cursed when you drank,
your hair coming down you
wanted to explode out of
what was holding you:
rotten memories of a
rotten

past, and

you finally got

out

by dying,

leaving me with the

rotten

present;

you've been dead

28 years

yet | remember you

better than any of

the rest;

you were the only one
who understood

the futility of the
arrangement of

life;

all the others were only
displeased with

trivial segments,

carped

nonsensically about
nonsense;

Jane, you were

killed by

knowing too much.

here's a drink

to your bones

that

this dog

still

dreams about.

On This Day | Complete My 36" Year
Lord Byron

'Tis time this heart should be unmoved,
Since others it hath ceased to move:
Yet, though | cannot be beloved,

Still let me love!

My days are in the yellow leaf;

The flowers and fruits of love are gone;
The worm, the canker, and the grief,
Are mine alone!

The fire that on my bosom preys
Is lone as some volcanic isle;
No torch is kindled at its blaze—
A funeral pile!

The hope, the fear, the jealous care,
The exalted portion of the pain

And power of love, | cannot share,
But wear the chain.

But 'tis not thus—and 'tis not here—

Such thoughts should shake my soul, nor now,

Where glory decks the hero's bier,
Or binds his brow.

The sword, the banner, and the field,
Gilory and Greece, around me see!
The Spartan, borne upon his shield,
Was not more free.

Awake! (not Greece—she is awake!)
Awake, my spirit! Think through whom
Thy life-blood tracks its parent lake,
And then strike home!

Tread those reviving passions down,
Unworthy manhood!-unto thee
Indifferent should the smile or frown
Of beauty be.

If thou regret'st thy youth, why live?
The land of honourable death

Is here:—up to the field, and give
Away thy breath!

Seek out—less often sought than found—
A soldier's grave, for thee the best;

Then look around, and choose thy ground,
And take thy rest.

She Walks in Beauty
Lord Byron

She walks in beauty like the night

of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that's best of dark and bright
meets in her aspect and her eyes:
Thus mellow'd to that tender light
which heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,
had half impair'd the nameless grace
which waves in every raven tress,

or softly lightens o'er her face -

where thoughts serenely sweet express
how pure, how dear their dwelling - place.

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow,
so soft, so calm, yet eloquent,

the smiles that win, the tints that glow,
but tells in days of goodness spent,

a mind at peace with all below,

a heart whose love is innocent.

To Mary, On Receiving Her
Picture
Lord Byron

This faint resemblance of thy charms,
(Though strong as mortal art could give,)
My constant heart of fear disarms,
Revives my hopes, and bids me live.

Here, | can trace the locks of gold
Which round thy snowy forehead wave;

The cheeks which sprung from Beauty's mould,

The lips, which made me Beauty's slave.

Here | can trace---ah, no! that eye,
Whose azure floats in liquid fire,
Must all the painter's art defy,
And bid him from the task retire.

Here, | behold its beauteous hue;

But where's the beam so sweetly straying,
Which gave a lustre to its blue,

Like Luna o'er the ocean playing?

Sweet copy! far more dear to me,
Lifeless, unfeeling as thou art,

Than all the living forms could be,

Save her who plac'd thee next my heart.

She plac'd it, sad, with needless fear,
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Lest time might shake my wavering soul,
Unconscious that her image there
Held every sense in fast control.

Thro' hours, thro' years, thro' time, 'twill cheer--

My hope, in gloomy moments, raise;
In life's last conflict 'twill appear,
And meet my fond, expiring gaze.

| Met a Genius
Charles Bukowski

| met a genius on the train
today

about 6 years old,

he sat beside me

and as the train

ran down along the coast
we came to the ocean
and then he looked at me
and said,

it's not pretty.

it was the first time I'd
realized
that.

| Could Take
Hayden Carruth

| could take
two leaves
and give you one.
Would that not be
a kind of perfection?

But | prefer
one leaf
torn to give you half
showing

(after all these years, simply)
love's complexity in an act,
the tearing and
the unique edges—

one leaf (one word) from the two
imperfections that match.

Mr. Pogreba




Poetry
Pablo Neruda

And it was at that age...Poetry arrived
in search of me. | don't know, | don't know where
it came from, from winter or a river.

| don't know how or when,

no, they were not voices, they were not
words, nor silence,

but from a street | was summoned,
from the branches of night,

abruptly from the others,

among violent fires

or returning alone,

there | was without a face

and it touched me.

| did not know what to say, my mouth
had no way

with names

my eyes were blind,

and something started in my soul,
fever or forgotten wings,

and | made my own way,
deciphering

that fire

and | wrote the first faint line,
faint, without substance, pure
nonsense,

pure wisdom

of someone who knows nothing,
and suddenly | saw

the heavens

unfastened

and open,

planets,

palpitating planations,

shadow perforated,

riddled

with arrows, fire and flowers,
the winding night, the universe.

And |, infinitesmal being,

drunk with the great starry

void,

likeness, image of

mystery,

| felt myself a pure part

of the abyss,

| wheeled with the stars,

my heart broke free on the open sky.

Leaning Into The Afternoons
Pablo Neruda

Leaning into the afternoons | cast my sad nets
towards your oceanic eyes.

There in the highest blaze my solitude lengthens
and flames,
its arms turning like a drowning man's.

I send out red signals across your absent eyes
that wave like the sea or the beach by a
lighthouse.

You keep only darkness, my distant female,
from your regard sometimes the coast of dread
emerges.

Leaning into the afternoons | fling my sad nets
to the sea that is thrashed by your oceanic eyes.

The birds of night peck at the first stars
that flash like my soul when | love you.

The night gallops on its shadowy mare
shedding blue tassles over the land.

Monsoons
Pablo Neruda

Eventually, | went to live across the sea.
My house was set up in magic places,
chapter of waves,

of wind and salt, eye and eyelid

of a stubborn underwater star.
Wondrous the extravagance of the sun,
the ample green of palm trees,

on the edge of a forest of masts and fruit,
with a sea harder than a blue stone,
under a sky new-painted every day,
never the delicate boat of one cloud,
but an absurd gathering--

rumbling thunder and water falling

in cataracts, a hiss of anger--

gravid monsoon exploding overhead,
emptying out the great bag of its power.
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Injustice
Pablo Neruda

Whoever discovers the who of me will find out the
who of you,

and the why, and the where.

Early on, | discovered the range of injustice.
Hunger was not just hunger,

but rather a measure of man.

cold and wind were also measures.

The proud man racked up a hundred hungers, then
fell.

Pedro was buried at the hundredth frost.

The poor house endured a single wind.

And | learned that centimeter and gram,
spoon and tongue, were measures of greed,
and that the harassed man soon fell

in a hole, and knew no more.

Nothing more. That was the setting,

the real gift, the reward, light, life.

That was it, suffering cold and hunger,

not having shoes, feeling fear

in front of the judge, in front of the other one,
the other being with his sword or his inkwell,
and so, digging and cutting,

sewing, making bread, planting wheat,
hammering every nail the wood needed,
burrowing in the earth as in intestines

to drag out, blind, the cracking coal,

and, even more, going up rivers and mountains,
riding horses, tending to ships

baking tiles, blowing glass, washing clothes
in such a way as to make that seem

a kingdom newly brought into being,

grapes shining in their clusters,

when man set his mind on being content,

and was not, and was not so. | was discovering
the laws of misery,

the throne of bloodstained gold,

the whore freedom,

the land with no overcoat,

the wounded, worn-out heart,

and the sound of the dead, tearless,

dry, like falling stones.

And then | left off being a child

because | understood then that for my people
life was not allowed

and the grave has forbidden them.

Clenched Soul
Pablo Neruda

We have lost even this twilight.
No one saw us this evening hand in hand
while the blue night dropped on the world.

| have seen from my window
the fiesta of sunset in the distant mountain tops.

Sometimes a piece of sun
burned like a coin in my hand.

| remembered you with my soul clenched
in that sadness of mine that you know.

Where were you then?

Who else was there?

Saying what?

Why will the whole of love come on me suddenly
when | am sad and feel you are far away?

The book fell that always closed at twilight
and my blue sweater rolled like a hurt dog at my
feet.

Always, always you recede through the evenings
toward the twilight erasing statues.
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Don’t Go Far Off
Pablo Neruda

Don't go far off, not even for a day, because --
because -- | don't know how to say it: a day is long
and | will be waiting for you, as in an empty station
when the trains are parked off somewhere else,
asleep.

Don't leave me, even for an hour, because

then the little drops of anguish will all run together,
the smoke that roams looking for a home will drift
into me, choking my lost heart.

Oh, may your silhouette never dissolve on the
beach;

may your eyelids never flutter into the empty
distance.

Don't leave me for a second, my dearest,

because in that moment you'll have gone so far

I'll wander mazily over all the earth, asking,

Will you come back? Will you leave me here,
dying?

Don't go far off, not even for a day, because --
because -- | don't know how to say it: a day is long
and | will be waiting for you, as in an empty station
when the trains are parked off somewhere else,
asleep.

Don't leave me, even for an hour, because

then the little drops of anguish will all run together,
the smoke that roams looking for a home will drift
into me, choking my lost heart.

Oh, may your silhouette never dissolve on the
beach;

may your eyelids never flutter into the empty
distance.

Don't leave me for a second, my dearest,

because in that moment you'll have gone so far
I'l wander mazily over all the earth, asking,

Will you come back? Will you leave me here,
dying?

Tonight | Can Write

Pablo Neruda

Tonight | can write the saddest lines.
Write, for example, ‘The night is starry

and the stars are blue and shiver in the distance.'
The night wind revolves in the sky and sings.

Tonight | can write the saddest lines.
| loved her, and sometimes she loved me too.

Through nights like this one | held her in my arms.

| kissed her again and again under the endless sky.

She loved me, sometimes | loved her too.
How could one not have loved her great still eyes.

Tonight | can write the saddest lines.
To think that | do not have her. To feel that | have
lost her.

To hear the immense night, still more immense
without her.

And the verse falls to the soul like dew to the
pasture.

What does it matter that my love could not keep
her.
The night is starry and she is not with me.

This is all. In the distance someone is singing. In
the distance.
My soul is not satisfied that it has lost her.

My sight tries to find her as though to bring her
closer.
My heart looks for her, and she is not with me.

The same night, whitening the same trees.
We, of that time, are no longer the same.

I no longer love her, that's certain, but how | loved
her.

My voice tried to find the wind to touch her
hearing.

Another's. She will be another's. As she was
before my kisses.
Her voice, her bright body. Her infinite eyes.

I no longer love her, that's certain, but maybe | love
her.
Love is so short, forgetting is so long.

Because through nights like this one | held her in
my arms
my soul is not satisfied that it has lost her.

Though this be the last pain she makes me suffer
and these the last verses that | write for her.
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If You Forget Me
Pablo Neruda

| want you to know one thing.

You know how this is:

if | look

at the crystal moon, at the red branch
of the slow autumn at my window,

if | touch

near the fire

the impalpable ash

or the wrinkled body of the log,
everything carries me to you,

as if everything that exists,

aromas, light, metals,

were little boats

that sail

toward those isles of yours that wait for me.

Well, now,
if little by little you stop loving me
I shall stop loving you little by little.

If suddenly

you forget me

do not look for me,

for | shall already have forgotten you.

If you think it long and mad,
the wind of banners

that passes through my life,
and you decide

to leave me at the shore

of the heart where | have roots,
remember

that on that day,

at that hour,

| shall lift my arms

and my roots will set off

to seek another land.

But

if each day,

each hour,

you feel that you are destined for me

with implacable sweetness,

if each day a flower

climbs up to your lips to seek me,

ah my love, ah my own,

in me all that fire is repeated,

in me nothing is extinguished or forgotten,
my love feeds on your love, beloved,

and as long as you live it will be in your arms
without leaving mine.

Love
Pablo Neruda

What's wrong with you, with us,

what's happening to us?

Ah our love is a harsh cord

that binds us wounding us

and if we want

to leave our wound,

to separate,

it makes a new knot for us and condemns us
to drain our blood and burn together.

What's wrong with you? | look at you

and | find nothing in you but two eyes

like all eyes, a mouth

lost among a thousand mouths | have kissed, more
beautiful,

a body just like those that have slipped

beneath my body without leaving any memory.

And how empty you went through the world
like a wheat-colored jar

without air, without sound , without substance!
I vainly sought in you

depth for my arms

that dig, without cease, beneath the earth:
beneath your skin, beneath your eyes,
nothing,

beneath your double breast scarcely

raised

a current of crystalline order

that does not know why it flows singing.
Why, why, why,

my love, why?

Love Sonnet XI
Pablo Neruda

| crave your mouth, your voice, your hair.

Silent and starving, | prowl through the streets.
Bread does not nourish me, dawn disrupts me, all
day

| hunt for the liquid measure of your steps.

I hunger for your sleek laugh,

your hands the color of a savage harvest,
hunger for the pale stones of your fingernails,

| want to eat your skin like a whole almond.

| want to eat the sunbeam flaring in your lovely
body,

the sovereign nose of your arrogant face,

| want to eat the fleeting shade of your lashes,
and | pace around hungry, sniffing the twilight,
hunting for you, for your hot heart,

like a puma in the barrens of Quitratue.
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Two Happy Lovers
Pablo Neruda

Two happy lovers make one bread,

a single moon drop in the grass.

Walking, they cast two shadows that flow
together;

waking, they leave one sun empty in their bed.

Of all the possible truths, they chose the day;
they held it, not with ropes but with an aroma.
They did not shred the peace; they did not shatter
words;

their happiness is a transparent tower.

The air and wine accompany the lovers.
The night delights them with its joyous petals.
They have a right to all the carnations.

Two happy lovers, without an ending, with no
death,

they are born, they die, many times while they live:
they have the eternal life of the Natural.

We Are The Clumsy Passersby
Pablo Neruda

We are the clumsy passersby, we push past each
other with elbows,

with feet, with trousers, with suitcases,

we get off the train, the jet plane, the ship, we step
down

in our wrinkled suits and sinister hats.

We are all guilty, we are all sinners,

we come from dead-end hotels or industrial peace,
this might be our last clean shirt,

we have misplaced our tie,

yet even so, on the edge of panic, pompous,

sons of bitches who move in the highest circles
or quiet types who don't owe anything to anybody,
we are one and the same, the same in time's eyes,
or in solitude's: we are the poor devils

who earn a living and a death working
bureautragically or in the usual ways,

sitting down or packed together in subway
stations,

boats, mines, research centers, jails,

universities, breweries,

(under our clothes the same thirsty skin),

(the hair, the same hair, only in different colors).

We are the clumsy passersby, we push past each
other with elbows,

with feet, with trousers, with suitcases,

we get off the train, the jet plane, the ship, we step
down

in our wrinkled suits and sinister hats.

We are all guilty, we are all sinners,

we come from dead-end hotels or industrial peace,
this might be our last clean shirt,

we have misplaced our tie,

yet even so, on the edge of panic, pompous,

sons of bitches who move in the highest circles
or quiet types who don't owe anything to anybody,
we are one and the same, the same in time's eyes,
or in solitude's: we are the poor devils

who earn a living and a death working
bureautragically or in the usual ways,

sitting down or packed together in subway
stations,

boats, mines, research centers, jails,

universities, breweries,

(under our clothes the same thirsty skin),

(the hair, the same hair, only in different colors).

Ode To Sadness
Pablo Neruda

Sadness, scarab

with seven crippled feet,
spiderweb egg,
scramble-brained rat,

bitch's skeleton:

No entry here.

Don't come in.

Go away.

Go back

south with your umbrella,

go back

north with your serpent's teeth.
A poet lives here.

No sadness may

cross this threshold.

Through these windows
comes the breath of the world,
fresh red roses,

flags embroidered with

the victories of the people.

No.

No entry.

Flap

your bat's wings,

I will trample the feathers

that fall from your mantle,

I will sweep the bits and pieces
of your carcass to

the four corners of the wind,

I will wring your neck,

I will stitch your eyelids shut,

I will sew your shroud,
sadness, and bury your rodent bones
beneath the springtime of an apple tree.
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She Was a Phantom of Delight
William Wordsworth

SHE was a phantom of delight

When first she gleam'd upon my sight;
A lovely apparition, sent

To be a moment's ornament;

Her eyes as stars of twilight fair;

Like twilight's, too, her dusky hair;

But all things else about her drawn
From May-time and the cheerful dawn;
A dancing shape, an image gay,

To haunt, to startle, and waylay.

| saw her upon nearer view,

A Spirit, yet a Woman too!

Her household motions light and free,

And steps of virgin liberty;

A countenance in which did meet

Sweet records, promises as sweet;

A creature not too bright or good

For human nature's daily food;

For transient sorrows, simple wiles,

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles.

And now | see with eye serene

The very pulse of the machine;

A being breathing thoughtful breath,

A traveler between life and death;

The reason firm, the temperate will,
Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill;
A perfect Woman, nobly plann'd,

To warn, to comfort, and command;
And yet a Spirit still, and bright

With something of angelic light.

The World is Too Much With Us
William Wordsworth

THE world is too much with us: late and soon,

Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:

Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;
The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;
For this, for everything, we are out of tune;

It moves us not. -- Great God! I'd rather be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

So might |, standing on this pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathéd horn.

The Daffodils
William Wordsworth

| WANDERED lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once | saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of the bay:

Ten thousand saw | at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company

| gazed -- and gazed -- but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch | lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

Mutability
William Wordsworth

FROM low to high doth dissolution climb,

And sink from high to low, along a scale

Of awful notes, whose concord shall not fail;

A musical but melancholy chime,

Which they can hear who meddle not with crime,
Nor avarice, nor over-anxious care.

Truth fails not; but her outward forms that bear
The longest date do melt like frosty rime,

That in the morning whiten'd hill and plain

And is no more; drop like the tower sublime

Of yesterday, which royally did wear

His crown of weeds, but could not even sustain
Some casual shout that broke the silent air,

Or the unimaginable touch of Time.
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Love’s Philosophy
Percy Bysshe Shelley

The fountains mingle with the river,
And the rivers with the ocean;
The winds of heaven mix forever
With a sweet emotion;
Nothing in the world is single;
All things by a law divine
In another's being mingle--
Why not | with thine?

See, the mountains kiss high heaven,
And the waves clasp one another;
No sister flower could be forgiven
If it disdained its brother;
And the sunlight clasps the earth,
And the moonbeams kiss the sea;--
What are all these kissings worth,
If thou kiss not me?

Ozymandias
Percy Bysshe Shelley

| met a traveler from an antique land

Who said: "Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert... Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless
things,

The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed;
And on the pedestal these words appear:

My name is Ozymandius, King of Kings,

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare

The lone and level sands stretch far away.

Mutability
Percy Bysshe Shelley

We are the clouds that veil the midnight moon;
How restlessly they speed, and gleam, and

quiver,

Streaking the darkness radiantly!--yet soon
Night closes round, and they are lost forever:

Or like forgotten lyres, whose dissonant strings
Give various response to each varying blast,

To whose frail frame no second motion brings
One mood or modulation like the last.

We rest.--A dream has power to poison sleep;
We rise.--One wandering thought pollutes the

day;

We feel, conceive or reason, laugh or weep;
Embrace fond foe, or cast our cares away:

It is the same!--For, be it joy or sorrow,
The path of its departure still is free:

Man's yesterday may ne'er be like his morrow;
Nought may endure but Mutability.

Bereavement
Percy Bysshe Shelley

How stern are the woes of the desolate mourner
As he bends in still grief o'er the hallowed bier,
As enanguished he turns from the laugh of the
scorner,

And drops to perfection's remembrance a tear;
When floods of despair down his pale cheeks are
streaming,

When no blissful hope on his bosom is beaming,
Or, if lulled for a while, soon he starts from his
dreaming,

And finds torn the soft ties to affection so dear.
Ah, when shall day dawn on the night of the grave,
Or summer succeed to the winter of death?

Rest awhle, hapless victim! and Heaven will save
The spirit that hath faded away with the breath.
Eternity points, in its amaranth bower

Where no clouds of fate o'er the sweet prospect
lour,

Unspeakable pleasure, of goodness the dower,
When woe fades away like the mist of the heath.
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La Belle Dame Sans Merci

John Keats

Ah, what can ail thee, wretched wight,
Alone and palely loitering?

The sedge is wither'd from the lake,
And no birds sing.

Ah, what can ail thee, wretched wight,
So haggard and so woe-begone?
The squirrel's granary is full,

And the harvest's done.

| see a lily on thy brow,

With anguish moist and fever dew;
And on thy cheek a fading rose
Fast withereth too.

I med a lady in the meads

Full beautiful, a faery's child;

Her hair was long, her foot was light,
And her eyes were wild.

| set her on my pacing steed,

And nothing else saw all day long;

For sideways would she lean, and sing
A faery's song.

| made a garland for her head,

And bracelets too, and fragrant zone;
She look'd at me as she did love,
And made sweet moan.

She found me roots of relish sweet,
And honey wild, and manna dew;

And sure in language strange she said,
' love thee true.'

She took me to her elfin grot,

And there she gazed, and sighed deep,
And there | shut her wild, wild eyes--
So kiss'd to sleep.

And there we slumber'd on the moss,
And there | dream'd, ah! woe betide!
The latest dream | ever dream'd

On the cold hill side.

| saw pale kings, and princes too,
Pale warriors, death-pale were they all;

Who cry'd -- 'La Belle Dame sans Merci,

Hath thee in thrall!'

| saw their starved lips in the gloam,
With horrid warning gapéd wide,
And | awoke, and found me here
On the cold hill side.

And this is why | sojourn here

Alone and palely loitering,
Though the sedge is wither'd from the lake,
And no birds sing.

To Sleep
John Keats

O SOFT embalmer of the still midnight!
Shutting with careful fingers and benign

Our gloom-pleased eyes, embower'd from the
light,

Enshaded in forgetfulness divine;

O soothest Sleep! if so it please thee, close,

In midst of this thine hymn, my willing eyes,

Or wait the amen, ere thy poppy throws
Around my bed its lulling charities;

Then save me, or the passéd day will shine
Upon my pillow, breeding many woes;

Save me from curious conscience, that still lords
Its strength for darkness, burrowing like a mole;
Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards,

And seal the hushéd casket of my soul.

When | Have Fears That | May Cease to Be
John Keats

WHEN [ have fears that | may cease to be
Before my pen has gleaned my teeming brain,
Before high-piled books, in charact'ry,

Hold like rich garners the full-ripened grain;
When | behold, upon the night's starred face,
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance,

And think that | may never live to trace,

Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance;
And when | feel, fair creature of an hour

That | shall never look upon thee more,

Never have relish in the faery power

Of unreflecting love;-then on the shore

Of the wide world | stand alone, and think,

Till Love and Fame to nothingness do sink.
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Ode on a Grecian Urn
John Keats

Thou still unravish'd bride of quietness,

Thou foster-child of silence and slow time,

Sylvan historian, who canst thus express

A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:

What leaf-fring'd legend haunts about thy shape
Of deities or mortals, or of both,

In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?

What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?
What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?
What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;

Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear'd,

Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:

Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;

Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss,

Though winning near the goal--yet, do not grieve;
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,
Forever wilt thou love, and she be fair!

Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;
And happy melodist, unwearied,

Forever piping songs forever new;

More happy love! more happy, happy love!
Forever warm and still to be enjoy'd,

Forever panting, and forever young;

All breathing human passion far above,

That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy'd,
A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.

Who are these coming to the sacrifice?

To what green altar, O mysterious priest,
Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,
And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?
What little town by river or seashore,

Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,

Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn?
And, little town, thy streets forever more

Will silent be; and not a soul to tell

Why thou art desolate, can e'er return.

O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede

Of marble men and maidens overwrought,

With forest branches and the trodden weed;
Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought
As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral!

When old age shall this generation waste,

Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe

Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,
'Beauty is truth, truth beauty," --that is all

Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.

Bright Star
John Keats

BRIGHT Star, would | were steadfast as thou art--
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night,
And watching, with eternal lids apart,

Like Nature's patient sleepless Eremite,

The moving waters at their priest-like task

Of pure ablution round earth's human shores,
Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors--
No--yet still steadfast, still unchangeable,
Pillow'd upon my fair love's ripening breast,
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,

And so live ever--or else swoon to death.

On First Looking Into Chapman’s Homer
John Keats

MUCH have | travel'd in the realms of gold,
And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;
Round many western islands have | been
Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.

Oft of one wide expanse had | been told

That deep-brow'd Homer ruled as his demesne;
Yet did | never breathe its pure serene

Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold:
Then | felt | like some watcher of the skies
When a new planet swims into his ken;

Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes

He star'd at the Pacific -- and all his men
Look'd at each other with a wild surmise --
Silent, upon a peak in Darien.

Give Me Women, Wine and Snuff
John Keats

Give me women, wine, and snuff
Untill | cry out "hold, enough!"

You may do so sans objection

Till the day of resurrection:

For, bless my beard, they aye shall be
My beloved Trinity.
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Kosovo
David Roberts

And here is Kate Adie.

Behind me on this warship you can see
primed for targets five hundred miles distant
the first cruise missiles

to be launched in this campaign.

With a thunderous roar, and right on cue,
the million dollar rockets rise into the night
then arch and head east.

Such fireworks leave us all impressed.

And here we have the refugees, the dispossessed,
a pitiful procession of bewildered humanity,
thousands of them in endless convoy

fleeing from the Serbian terror.

They tell of identity papers

snatched from them by troops at the border

of their homes now looted and torched.

We see, close up, their haunted eyes.

We are moved by the human face of suffering.

And now for the rest of tonight's news.

The Death of the Turret Gunner
Randall Jarrell

From my mother's sleep | fell into the State,

And | hunched in its belly till my wet fur froze.

Six miles from earth, loosed from the dream of life,
| woke to black flak and the nightmare fighters.
When | died they washed me out of the turret with
a hose.

Ohio
Neil Young

Tin soldiers and Nixon coming,
We're finally on our own.

This summer | hear the drumming,
Four dead in Ohio.

Gotta get down to it

Soldiers are gunning us down
Should have been done long ago.
What if you knew her
And found her dead on the ground
How can you run when you know?

Gotta get down to it

Soldiers are gunning us down
Should have been done long ago.
What if you knew her

And found her dead on the ground

How can you run when you know?

Tin soldiers and Nixon coming,
We're finally on our own.

This summer | hear the drumming,
Four dead in Ohio.

Dulce Et Decorum Est
Wilfrid Owen, in World War |

Bent double, like of old beggars under sacks,
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed
through sludge,

Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs
And towards our distant rest began to trudge.
Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots
But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind:
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots

Of tired, outstripped Five-Nines that dropped
behind.

Gas! Gas! Quick, boys!— An ecstasy of fumbling,
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time;

But someone still was yelling out and stumbling,
And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime ...

Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light,
As under a green sea, | saw him drowning.

In all my dreams, before my helpless sight,

He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.
If in sonic smothering dreams you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,

And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin;

If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood

Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud

Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,—
My friend, you would not talk with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,
The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est

Pro patria mori.
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Are There Children?
Robert Priest

are there children somewhere
waiting for wounds

eager for the hiss of napalm

in their flesh —

the mutilating thump of shrapnel
do they long for amputation

and disfigurement

incinerate themselves in ovens
eagerly

are there some who try to sense
the focal points of bullets

or who sprawl on bomb grids
hopefully

do they still line up in queues
for noble deaths

i must ask:

are soul and *esh uneasy fusions
longing for the cut —

the bloody leap to ether

are all our words a shibboleth for silence -
a static crackle

to ignite the blood

and detonate the self-corroding
heart

does each man in his own way
plot a pogrom for the species

or are we all, always misled

to war

Poem of War
Jim Harrison

The old rancher of seventy-nine years
said while branding and nutting young bulls
with the rank odor of burned hairs and flesh
in the air, the oil slippery red nuts
plopping into a galvanized bucket,
"this smells just like Guadalcanal."

* k%

The theocratic cowboy forgetting Viet Nam
rides
into town on a red horse. He's praying to himself
not God, though the two are confused
in the heat of vengeance. The music
is the thump of derricks, the computerized
lynch mob geek dissonance. Clint Eastwood
whispers from an alley, "George, they
were only movies." Shock and Awe.

God is only on God's side. War prayers
swim in their tanks of pus like poisoned
frogs in algae laden ponds. The red horse

he rides is the horse of blasphemy. Jesus
leads a flower laden donkey across the Red

Sea
in the other directions, his nose full of the
stink
of corpses. Buddha and Mohammed offer
cool water from a palm's shade while young
men die in the rocket's red glare
and in the old men's hard puckered dreams
René Char asked, "Who stands on the
gangplank
directing operations, the captain or the rats?"
Whitman said, "so many young throats

choked on their own blood." God says

nothing.
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Complaint and Petition

Mr. President: On a clear cold
morning | address you from a remote
margin of your dominion in plain-
style Yankee quatrains because

| don’t know your exalted language
of power. I'm thankful for that. This
is a complaint and petition, sent

to you in the long-held right | claim

As a citizen. To recapitulate your
wrong-doings is unnecessary; the topic
is large and prominent and already
occupies the attention of historians

and political scholars, whose findings
will in the near future expose your
incontinent and maniacal ambition
for all to see. Let it suffice to

say that you have warped the law and
flouted the will and wisdom of the
people as no other has before you.

You have behaved precisely as a tin-pot

tyrant in any benighted, inglorious
corner of the earth. And now you are
deviously and corruptly manipulating
events in order to create war.

Let us speak plainly. You wish to

murder millions, as you yourself

have said, to appease your fury. We
oppose such an agenda—we, the people,

artists, artisans, builders, makers,
honest American men and women,
especially the poets, for whom | dare
to speak. We say, desist, resign,

hide yourself in your own shame,

lest otherwise the evil you have

loosed will destroy everything

and love will quit the world.
--Hayden Carruth

Waking Early Sunday Morning
Robert Lowell

No weekends for the gods now. Wars
flicker, earth licks its open sores,

fresh breakage, fresh promotions, chance
assassinations, no advance.

Only man thinning out his kind

sounds through the Sabbath noon, the blind
swipe of the pruner and his knife

busy about the tree of life ...

Pity the planet, all joy gone

from this sweet volcanic cone;
peace to our children when they fall
in small war on the heels of small
war -- until the end of time

to police the earth, a ghost

orbiting forever lost

in our monotonous sublime.

"next to of course god america i

love you land of the pilgrims' and so forth oh

say can you see by the dawn's early my

country 'tis of centuries come and go

and are no more what of it we should worry

in every language even deafanddumb

thy sons acclaim your glorious name by gorry

by jingo by gee by gosh by gum

why talk of beauty what could be more beaut-

iful than these heroic happy dead

who rushed like lions to the roaring slaughter

they did not stop to think they died instead

then shall the voice of liberty be mute?"

He spoke. And drank rapidly a glass of water
--e.e. cummings
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