
Canto One 2nd July 1959

 
  All colors made me happy: even gray.
 My eyes were such that literally they
  Took photographs. Whenever I’d permit,
 Or, with a silent shiver, order it,
 Whatever in my field of vision dwelt —
 An indoor scene, hickory leaves, the svelte
 Stilettos of a frozen stillicide —
  Was printed on my eyelids’ nether side
 Where it would tarry for an hour or two,
  And while this lasted all I had to do
 Was close my eyes and home would haste my thieves,
 The sun with stolen ice, the moon with leaves. 

the svelte

Stilettos of a frozen stillicide —

save



Canto One 3rd July 1959 

 White butterflies turn lavender as they
 Pass through its shade where gently seems to sway
  The phantom of my little daughter’s swing.
 The house itself
 The light is good; the reading lamps, long-necked;
   All doors have keys. Your modern architect
 Is in collusion with psychanalysts:
  When planning parents’ bedrooms, he insists
  On lockless doors so that, when looking back,
 The future patient of the future quack
 May find, all set for him, the Primal Scene.
  The house itself is much the same. One wing

turn lavender



Canto One

  She lived to hear the next babe cry. Her room
  We’ve kept intact. Her trivia for us
 Retrace her style: the leaf sarcophagus
 (A Luna’s dead and shriveled-up cocoon)
              Its trivia create
   A still life in her style: the paperweight
  Of convex glass enclosing a lagoon,
    The verse book open at the Index (Moon, 
 Moonrise, Moor, Morae), the  orlorn   guitar,
 The human skull; and from the local Star
  A curio: Red Sox Beat Yanks 5-4
  On Chapman’s Homer, thumbtacked to the door.
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Canto Two 6th July 1959

 
  Strange Other World where all our still-born dwell,
 And pets, revived, and invalids, grown well,
    And minds that died before arriving there:
  Poor old man Swift, poor          , poor Baudelaire
 
   How ludicrous these efforts to translate
 Into one’s private tongue a public fate!
 Instead of poetry divinely terse,
 Disointed notes, Insomnia’s mean verse!

  Life is a message scribbled in the dark.
   Anonymous.

 Disjointed notes, Insomnia’s mean verse!



7th July 1959  

  And on still nights we hear the waterfall.
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  Come and be worshiped, come and be caressed,
 My dark Vanessa, crimson-barred, my blest
  My Admirable butterfly! Explain
   How could you, in the gloam of Lilac Lane,
 Have let uncouth, hysterical John Shade
     Blubber your face, and ear, and shoulder blade?

   I like my name: Shade, Ombre, almost “man”
  In Spanish.
    We have been married forty years. At least
 Four thousand times your pillow has been creased

Canto Two
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10th July 1959

 [And here time forked.] I’ll turn it on.” The screen
   In its blank broth evolved a lifelike blur,
 And music welled.
      He took one look at her,
      And shot a death ray at well-meaning Jane.
 
  A male hand traced from Florida to Maine
 The curving arrows of Aeolian wars.
 You said that later a quartet of bores,
 Two writers and two critics, would debate
  The Cause of Poetry on Channel 8.
 A nymphet pirouetted, under white
    Rotating petals, in a vernal rite
      To kneel before an altar in a wood
 Where various articles of toilet stood.

A nymph came pirouetting
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10th July 1959

 I fled upstairs at the first quawk of jazz
  And read a galley proof: “Such verses as
 ’See the blind beggar dance, the cripple sing,
 The sot a hero, lunatic a king’
 Smack of their heartless age.” Then came your call
    I went upstairs and read a galley proof,
 And heard the wind roll marbles on the roof.
 “See the blind beggar dance, the cripple sing”
     Has unmistakably the vulgar ring
  Of its preposterous age. Then came your call,
 My tender mockingbird, up from the hall.
     I was in time to overhear brief fame
  And have a cup of tea with you: my name
 Was mentioned twice, as usual just behind
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13th July 1959

   And our school chum killed in a distant war
      Is not surprised to see us at his door,
  And in a blend of jauntiness and gloom
   Points at the puddles in his basement room.

      Should the dead murderer try to embrace
 His outraged victim whom he now must face?
  Do objects have a soul? Or perish must
   Alike great temples and Tanagra dust?
  But who can teach the thoughts we should roll-call
     When morning finds us marching to the wall
 Under the stage direction of some goon
    Political, some uniformed baboon?
 We’ll think of matters only known to us —

Canto Three
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13th July 1959

       Listen to distant cocks crow, and discern
 Upon the rough gray wall a rare wall fern;
   And while our royal hands are being tied,
 Taunt our inferiors, cheerfully deride
  The dedicated imbeciles, and spit
 Into their eyes just for the fun of it.

  Nor can one help the exile caught by death
    In a chance inn exposed to the hot breath
 Of this America, this humid night:
  Through slatted blinds the stripes of colored light
 Grope for his bed--magicians from the past
     With philtered gems—and life is ebbing fast.
   Nor can one help the exile, the old man

Canto Three
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20th July 1959

 
   I have a certain liking, I admit,
    For Parody, that last resort of wit:
 “In nature’s strife when fortitude prevails
   The victim falters and the victor fails.”
       Yes, reader, Pope
 The more I weigh, the less secure my skin;
 In places it’s ridiculously thin;
  Thus near the mouth: the space between its wick
  And my grimace, invites the wicked nick.
 Or this dewlap: some day I must set free
    The Newport Frill inveterate in me.
    My Adam’s apple is a prickly pear:
 Now I shall speak of evil and despair

Canto Four
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20th July 1959

 
    All artists have been born in what they call
 A sorry age; mine is the worst of all:
  An age that thinks spacebombs and spaceships take
 A genius with a foreign name to make,
      When any jackass can rig up the stuff;
 An age in which a pack of rogues can bluff
   The selenographer; a comic age
   That sees in Dr. Schweitzer a great sage.
 
 England where poets flew the highest, now
     Wants them to plod and Pegasus to plough;
    Now the prosemongers of the Grubby Group,
 The Message Man, the owlish Nincompoop

Canto Four

save



 And all the Social Novels of our age
   Leave but a pinch of coal dust on the page.

      Now I shall speak of evil as none has
    Spoken before. I loathe such things as jazz;
 The white-hosed moron torturing a black
      Bull, rayed with red; abstractist bric-a-bra
  Primitivist folk-masks; progressive schools;
    Music in supermarkets; swimming pools;
  Brutes, bores, class-conscious Philistines, Freud, Marx,
     Fake thinkers, puffed-up poets, frauds and sharks.

 And while the safety blade with scrape and screak
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