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Dash It

—Mikhail Prishvin, Natures Diary, 1925, translated
by L. Navrozov

How wonderfully it was all arranged that each
Of us had not too long to live. This is one
Of the main snags—the shortness of the day.
The whole wood was whispering, “Dash it, dash it …”

What joy—to walk along that path! The snow
Was so fragrant in the sun! What a fish!
Whenever I think of death, the same stupid
Question arises: “What’s to be done?”

As for myself, I can only speak of what
Made me marvel when I saw it for the first time.
I remember my own youth when I was in love.
I remember a puddle rippling, the insects aroused.

I remember our own springtime when my lady told me:
You have taken my best. And then I remember
How many evenings I have waited, how much
I have been through for this one evening on earth.





Mornings Like This

—David Grayson, The Countryman’s Year, 1936

Sunday. What still sunny days
We have now. And I alone in them.
So brief—our best!

So much is wrong, but not my hills.
I have been thinking of writing
A letter to the President of China.

Do it, do it, do it, do it.
I beseech you, I beseech you,
I beseech you, I beseech you.

Mornings like this: I look
About the earth and the heavens:
There is not enough to believe—

Mornings like this. How heady
The morning air! How sharp
And sweet and clear the morning air!

Authentic winter! The odor of campfires!
Beans eighteen inches long!
A billion chances—and I am here!

And here I lie in the quiet room
And read and read and read.
So easy—so easy—so easy.

Pools in old woods, full of leaves.
Give me time enough in this place
And I will surely make a beautiful thing.





The Handy Boy

—D. C. Beard, The American Boys Handy Book,
1882



INDEX

Every Boy His Own Ice-Boat;
Every Boy His Own Bubble Pipe;
Every boy a decorative artist.

How to Make a Blowgun.
How to Bind a Prisoner Without a Cord.
How to Rig and Sail Small Boats.
Practical Taxidermy for Boys:
      Let us suppose an owl
      Has been lowering around, and that you
      Have shot the rascal. Do not
      Throw him away. What a splendid
      Ornament he will make for the library!
      He must be skinned and stuffed!

QUESTIONS

What boy can sit all day in a boat
Without experiencing a longing
For some new patent transparent diving bell?

Who can watch machinery of any kind in motion, without
Experiencing an indefinable sort of pleasure?

SNOW STATUARY

It is very seldom that pigs
Are sculptured in marble or cast
In bronze, and it would be well
To make some of snow, so as to have
Statues not likely to be found elsewhere.

A statue of a Frenchman in an ulster
Is also rather uncommon.

FILLING THE GAPS IN LONG WINTER EVENINGS

There will frequently occur gaps,
In the long winter evenings, that are hard
To fill up satisfactorily …

HOW TO MAKE THE DANCING FAIRIES, THE BATHER, AND THE ORATOR

How to Make a Handkerchief Doll:
As the music becomes lively the handkerchiefs
Lose their diffidence and dance about
In a very active manner.

The Bather: If among the company
There be any who are familiar
With the scenes at seaside summer resorts,
They will be convulsed with laughter.

The Orator: When the fingers are moved
Around in mimic gestures,
The effect is comical beyond measure.
The little man can be made
To scratch his nose, roll up sleeves …
Many other effects I used
To produce in my puppet-shows
At present escape my memory.

PERSONAL NOTES

Upon opening his eyes one late
Summer morning the author
Was very much startled and astonished
At an apparition he beheld on the wall.

As the writer was passing along Broadway
The other day, he saw an old acquaintance.

Many rare fish have I eaten in my time.

Long and loud were the shouts
Of laughter of my companions.

OMINOUS PERSONAL NOTES

With paper fireworks an enjoyable
Day may be spent and the glorious
Fourth of July passed with no danger
Of such a painful accident as happened
To the writer July 4, 1884,
But from which he fully recovered.

ENVOY

It is not without regret
That the author bids farewell.
It is hard to lay down the pen
And again plunge into the busy world
Along with other old boys the tops
Of whose heads begin to resemble
What the lads in Kentucky called “alleys,”
A sort of flesh-colored marble or “Meg”
With faint blue veins on it,
Very hard and very shiny.





The Pathfinder of the Seas

—Matthew Fontaine Maury, Maritime Conference
Held at Brussels, Devising a Uniform System of
Meteorological Observations at Sea; August and
September, 1853; and Explanations and Sailing
Directions to Accompany the Wind and Current
Charts, 1858

The sea is very wide. The tooth of running
Water is very sharp. And why have not
The currents of the sea worn away its bottom?

Note the direction of the winds which bring the rain.
Note anything that is particular about rainbows.
Draw up a bucket of water anywhere.

With regard to hail, describe the stones,
And any peculiarity connected with the snow-flakes.
Enter also sea-weed, driftwood … shooting-stars …

Tide-rips at sea … showers of dust
And red fogs … Aurora Borealis …
Waterspouts … the height and velocity of waves.

If the water which now lies on the floor
Of the deep sea has to lie there forever,
Why was it made fluid instead of solid?

Mention the time when the dew commences to fall.
Do not the clouds, night and day, now
Present themselves to us in a new light?





The Sign of Your Father

—E. Hennecke. New Testament Apocrypha, Vol. I,
edited by Wilhelm Schneemelcher, English
translation edited by R. McL. Wilson. 1963

I

(The grain of wheat) …
Place shut in …
It was laid beneath and invisible …
Its wealth imponderable?

And as they were in perplexity
At his strange question, Jesus
On his way came (to the) bank
Of the (riv)er Jordan,
Stretched out (hi)s right
Hand, (fill)ed it with …
And sowed … on the …
And then … water … And …
Before (their eyes),
Brought fruit … much
To the jo(y?) …

Jesus said: “Become
Passers-by.”

He said: “Lord, there are many
Around the cistern, but
Nobody in the cistern.”
And we said to him, “O Lord,
Are you speaking again
In parables to us?” And he said
To us, “Do not be grieved …”

II

(His) disciples ask him (and s)ay:
How should we fas(t and how
Should we pr)ay and how (…
…) and what should we observe
(Of the traditions?) Jesus says (… 
…..) do not (…..
…..) truth (….. 
…..) hidden (…..

“This saying has been handed down
In a particularly sorry condition.”

They all wondered and were afraid.
The Redeemer [image: ] smiled
And spake to them: Of what
Are you thinking, or ń about what
Are you at a loss [image: ], or
ń what are you seeking?

If they ask you: “What
Is the sign of your Father in you?”
You say to them: “It is a movement
And a rest [image: ].”





An Acquaintance in the Heavens

—Martha Evans Martin, who seemed lonely in The
Friendly Stars, 1907, revised by Donald Howard
Menzel, 1964n

A window in my bedroom opens towards
The northeast. Many times I have suddenly
Opened my eyes in the night. Betelgeuse
Pushes its red face up over the horizon.

One begins in February to watch the handle
Of the Dipper, so clearly pointing to something
Important just below the horizon.

It has pulled into the view the steady
Shining face of Arcturus. The hawks
And crows are among the high trees.

There comes a soft June evening. The blue
Jays have become stealthy. One walks
To the end of the porch and looks for Altair.

Orion: We watch for it in October.
One jewel after another emerges
From the storehouse below the horizon until

The whole splendid figure is before us.
We remember then that the juncos
Came that day and we heard them.

The birds have ceased to sing and are seeking
Shadows. Fomalhaut the lonely:
When the days are growing shorter, some evening,

Just after dark, one sees it, trailing
Over the small arc of its circle
With no companion near it, and no need.
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