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“The palm at the end of the mind,

Beyond the last thought, rises

In the bronze decor …”

—“Of Mere Being”






PREFACE

The poems included in this selection have been chosen to represent my father not only at his best but also in the full range of his imagination. They have been arranged in chronological order, determined from manuscript evidence, correspondence, or date of publication. It should be noted, however, that poems dated only by publication must have been written earlier; when date of acceptance by a magazine is known, it helps to limit the gap, but is not definitive. The present order can therefore be debated and, hopefully, improved on in the future as further chronological evidence appears. One exception has been made: “First Warmth” and “As You Leave the Room” are printed together for easy comparison. The first appears to be an early version of the second, which Samuel French Morse dates “1947–55?”. Neither poem was published during Stevens’ lifetime.

Because no manuscript of poems that appeared in earlier books was submitted for Collected Poems, and because certain discrepancies in manuscript and magazine publication versions have not been resolved, minor changes have been made in punctuation, spelling, and line spacing without comment. Where more extensive variations occur, brief explanatory notes appear at the back of this book, although limitations of space preclude a full textual apparatus.

That same limitation has made the final choice difficult, and I am grateful to those scholars and teachers of my father’s poetry whose generous comments and suggestions have been helpful. And to those others who assisted in the preparation of the manuscript, my sincere thanks.

—HOLLY STEVENS
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            Blanche McCarthy
        

        
            Look in the terrible mirror of the sky

            And not in this dead glass, which can reflect

            Only the surfaces—the bending arm,

            The leaning shoulder and the searching eye.

        

        
            Look in the terrible mirror of the sky.

            Oh, bend against the invisible; and lean

            To symbols of descending night; and search

            The glare of revelations going by!

        

        
            Look in the terrible mirror of the sky.

            See how the absent moon waits in a glade

            Of your dark self, and how the wings of stars,

            Upward, from unimagined coverts, fly.

        

        
            Cy Est Pourtraicte, Madame Ste Ursule, et Les Unze Mille Vierges
        

        
            Ursula, in a garden, found

            A bed of radishes.

            She kneeled upon the ground

            And gathered them,

            With flowers around,

            Blue, gold, pink, and green.

        

        
            She dressed in red and gold brocade

            And in the grass an offering made

            Of radishes and flowers.

        

        
            She said, “My dear,

            Upon your altars,

            I have placed

        

        
            The marguerite and coquelicot,

            And roses

            Frail as April snow;

            But here,” she said,

            “Where none can see,

            I make an offering, in the grass,

            Of radishes and flowers.”

            And then she wept

            For fear the Lord would not accept.

        

        
            The good Lord in His garden sought

            New leaf and shadowy tinct,

            And they were all His thought.

            He heard her low accord,

            Half prayer and half ditty,

            And He felt a subtle quiver,

            That was not heavenly love,

            Or pity.

        

        
            This is not writ

            In any book.

        

        
            Tea
        

        
            When the elephant’s-ear in the park

            Shrivelled in frost,

            And the leaves on the paths

            Ran like rats,

            Your lamp-light fell

            On shining pillows,

            Of sea-shades and sky-shades,

            Like umbrellas in Java.

        

        
            
            Sunday Morning
        

        
            I

        

        
            Complacencies of the peignoir, and late

            Coffee and oranges in a sunny chair,

            And the green freedom of a cockatoo

            Upon a rug mingle to dissipate

            The holy hush of ancient sacrifice.

            She dreams a little, and she feels the dark

            Encroachment of that old catastrophe,

            As a calm darkens among water-lights.

            The pungent oranges and bright, green wings

            Seem things in some procession of the dead,

            Winding across wide water, without sound.

            The day is like wide water, without sound,

            Stilled for the passing of her dreaming feet

            Over the seas, to silent Palestine,

            Dominion of the blood and sepulchre.

        

        
            II

        

        
            Why should she give her bounty to the dead?

            What is divinity if it can come

            Only in silent shadows and in dreams?

            Shall she not find in comforts of the sun,

            In pungent fruit and bright, green wings, or else

            In any balm or beauty of the earth,

            Things to be cherished like the thought of heaven?

            Divinity must live within herself:

            Passions of rain, or moods in falling snow;

            Grievings in loneliness, or unsubdued

            Elations when the forest blooms; gusty

            Emotions on wet roads on autumn nights;

            All pleasures and all pains, remembering

            The bough of summer and the winter branch.

            These are the measures destined for her soul.

        

        
            III

        

        
            Jove in the clouds had his inhuman birth.

            No mother suckled him, no sweet land gave

            Large-mannered motions to his mythy mind.

            He moved among us, as a muttering king,

            Magnificent, would move among his hinds,

            Until our blood, commingling, virginal,

            With heaven, brought such requital to desire

            The very hinds discerned it, in a star.

            Shall our blood fail? Or shall it come to be

            The blood of paradise? And shall the earth

            Seem all of paradise that we shall know?

            The sky will be much friendlier then than now,

            A part of labor and a part of pain,

            And next in glory to enduring love,

            Not this dividing and indifferent blue.

        

        
            IV

        

        
            She says, “I am content when wakened birds,

            Before they fly, test the reality

            Of misty fields, by their sweet questionings;

            But when the birds are gone, and their warm fields

            Return no more, where, then, is paradise?”

            There is not any haunt of prophecy,

            Nor any old chimera of the grave,

            Neither the golden underground, nor isle

            Melodious, where spirits gat them home,

            Nor visionary south, nor cloudy palm

            Remote on heaven’s hill, that has endured

            As April’s green endures; or will endure

            Like her remembrance of awakened birds,

            Or her desire for June and evening, tipped

            By the consummation of the swallow’s wings.

        

        
            V

        

        
            She says, “But in contentment I still feel

            The need of some imperishable bliss.”

            Death is the mother of beauty; hence from her,

            Alone, shall come fulfilment to our dreams

            And our desires. Although she strews the leaves

            Of sure obliteration on our paths,

            The path sick sorrow took, the many paths

            Where triumph rang its brassy phrase, or love

            Whispered a little out of tenderness,

            She makes the willow shiver in the sun

            For maidens who were wont to sit and gaze

            Upon the grass, relinquished to their feet.

            She causes boys to pile new plums and pears

            On disregarded plate. The maidens taste

            And stray impassioned in the littering leaves.

        

        
            VI

        

        
            Is there no change of death in paradise?

            Does ripe fruit never fall? Or do the boughs

            Hang always heavy in that perfect sky,

            Unchanging, yet so like our perishing earth,

            With rivers like our own that seek for seas

            They never find, the same receding shores

            That never touch with inarticulate pang?

            Why set the pear upon those river-banks

            Or spice the shores with odors of the plum?

            Alas, that they should wear our colors there,

            The silken weavings of our afternoons,

            And pick the strings of our insipid lutes!

            Death is the mother of beauty, mystical,

            Within whose burning bosom we devise

            Our earthly mothers waiting, sleeplessly.

        

        
            VII

        

        
            Supple and turbulent, a ring of men

            Shall chant in orgy on a summer morn

            Their boisterous devotion to the sun,

            Not as a god, but as a god might be,

            Naked among them, like a savage source.

            Their chant shall be a chant of paradise,

            Out of their blood, returning to the sky;

            And in their chant shall enter, voice by voice,

            The windy lake wherein their lord delights,

            The trees, like serafin, and echoing hills,

            That choir among themselves long afterward.

            They shall know well the heavenly fellowship

            Of men that perish and of summer morn.

            And whence they came and whither they shall go

            The dew upon their feet shall manifest.

        

        
            VIII

        

        
            She hears, upon that water without sound,

            A voice that cries, “The tomb in Palestine

            Is not the porch of spirits lingering.

            It is the grave of Jesus, where he lay.”

            We live in an old chaos of the sun,

            Or old dependency of day and night,

            Or island solitude, unsponsored, free,

            Of that wide water, inescapable.

            Deer walk upon our mountains, and the quail

            Whistle about us their spontaneous cries;

            Sweet berries ripen in the wilderness;

            And, in the isolation of the sky,

            At evening, casual flocks of pigeons make

            Ambiguous undulations as they sink,

            Downward to darkness, on extended wings.

        

        
            Peter Quince at the Clavier
        

        
            I

        

        
            Just as my fingers on these keys

            Make music, so the selfsame sounds

            On my spirit make a music, too.

        

        
            Music is feeling, then, not sound;

            And thus it is that what I feel,

            Here in this room, desiring you,

        

        
            Thinking of your blue-shadowed silk,

            Is music. It is like the strain

            Waked in the elders by Susanna.

        

        
            Of a green evening, clear and warm,

            She bathed in her still garden, while

            The red-eyed elders watching, felt

        

        
            The basses of their beings throb

            In witching chords, and their thin blood

            Pulse pizzicati of Hosanna.

        

        
            II

        

        
            In the green water, clear and warm,

            Susanna lay.

            She searched

            The touch of springs,

            And found

            Concealed imaginings.

            She sighed,

            For so much melody.

        

        
            Upon the bank, she stood

            In the cool

            Of spent emotions.

            She felt, among the leaves,

            The dew

            Of old devotions.

        

        
            She walked upon the grass,

            Still quavering.

            The winds were like her maids,

            On timid feet,

            Fetching her woven scarves,

            Yet wavering.

        

        
            A breath upon her hand

            Muted the night.

            She turned—

            A cymbal crashed,

            And roaring horns.

        

        
            III

        

        
            Soon, with a noise like tambourines,

            Came her attendant Byzantines.

        

        
            They wondered why Susanna cried

            Against the elders by her side;

        

        
            And as they whispered, the refrain

            Was like a willow swept by rain.

        

        
            Anon, their lamps’ uplifted flame

            Revealed Susanna and her shame.

        

        
            And then, the simpering Byzantines

            Fled, with a noise like tambourines.

        

        
            IV

        

        
            Beauty is momentary in the mind—

            The fitful tracing of a portal;

            But in the flesh it is immortal.

        

        
            The body dies; the body’s beauty lives.

            So evenings die, in their green going,

            A wave, interminably flowing.

            So gardens die, their meek breath scenting

            The cowl of winter, done repenting.

            So maidens die, to the auroral

            Celebration of a maiden’s choral.

        

        
            Susanna’s music touched the bawdy strings

            Of those white elders; but, escaping,

            Left only Death’s ironic scraping.

            Now, in its immortality, it plays

            On the clear viol of her memory,

            And makes a constant sacrament of praise.

        

        
            
            The Silver Plough-Boy
        

        
            A black figure dances in a black field.

            It seizes a sheet, from the ground, from a bush, as if spread there by some wash-woman for the night.

            It wraps the sheet around its body, until the black figure is silver.

            It dances down a furrow, in the early light, back of a crazy plough, the green blades following.

            How soon the silver fades in the dust! How soon the black figure slips from the wrinkled sheet! How softly the sheet falls to the ground!

        

        
            Disillusionment of Ten O’Clock
        

        
            The houses are haunted

            By white night-gowns.

            None are green,

            Or purple with green rings,

            Or green with yellow rings,

            Or yellow with blue rings.

            None of them are strange,

            With socks of lace

            And beaded ceintures.

            People are not going

            To dream of baboons and periwinkles.

            Only, here and there, an old sailor,

            Drunk and asleep in his boots,

            Catches tigers

            In red weather.

        

        
            
            For an Old Woman in a Wig
        

        
            I

        

        
                                     . . There is a moment’s flitter

            Of silvers and of blacks across the streaking.

                                                    . . a swarming chitter

        

        
            Of crows that flap away beyond the creaking

            Of wooden wagons in the mountain gutters.

            . .

            The young dogs bark . .

            . .

            . .               It is the skeleton Virgil utters

        

        
            The fates of men. Dogs bay their ghosts. The traces

            Of morning grow large and all the cocks are crowing

            And . .               the sun . .               paces

        

        
            The tops of hell . . Death, . . . knowing,

            Grieves . . our spirits with too poignant grieving,

                                                    . . keeps on showing

        

        
        [here 3 lines have been completely erased]

        

        
            To our still envious memory, still believing,

            The things we knew. For him the cocks awaken.

            He spreads the thought of morning past deceiving

        

        
            And yet deceives. There comes a mood that’s taken

            From water-deeps reflecting opening roses

            And rounding, watery leaves, forever shaken,

        

        
            And floating colors, which the mind supposes

            In an imagination cut by sorrow.

            Hell is not desolate Italy. It closes

        

        
                           . . above a morrow

            Of common yesterdays: a wagon’s rumble,

            Loud cocks and barking dogs. It does not borrow,

        

        
            Except from dark forgetfulness, the mumble

            Of sounds returning, or the phantom leaven

            Of leaves so shaken in a water’s tumble.

        

        
            II

        

        
            Is death in hell more death than death in heaven?

            And is there never in that noon a turning—

            One step descending one of all the seven

        

        
            Implacable buttresses of sunlight, burning

            In the great air? There must be spirits riven

            From out contentment by too conscious yearning.

        

        
            There must be spirits willing to be driven

            To that immeasurable blackness, or . .

            To those old landscapes, endlessly regiven,

        

        
            Whence, hell, and heaven itself, were both begotten.

            There must be spirits wandering in the valleys,

            And on the green-planed hills, that find forgotten

        

        
            Beggars of earth intent

            On maids with aprons lifted up to carry

            Red-purples home—beggars that cry out sallies

        

        
            Of half-remembered songs . .      sing, “Tarry,

            Tarry, are you gone?” . . Such spirits are the fellows,

            In heaven, of those whom hell’s illusions harry.

        

        
            III

        

        
            When summer ends and changing autumn mellows

            The nights . .               and moons glance

            Over the dreamers . . and bring the yellows

        

        
            Of autumn days and nights into resemblance,

            The dreamers wake and watch the moonlight streaming.

            They shall have much to suffer in remembrance.

        

        
            They shall have much to suffer when the beaming

            Of the clear moons, long afterward, returning,

            Shines on them, elsewhere, in a deeper dreaming.

        

        
            . .      Suns, too, shall follow them with burning

            Hallucinations in their turbid sleeping . .

            . .

        

        
            
                O pitiful lovers of earth, why are you keeping
            

            
                Such count of beauty in the ways you wander?
            

            
                Why are you so insistent on the sweeping
            

        

        
            
                Poetry of sky and sea? . Are you, then, fonder
            

            
                Of the circumference of earth’s impounding
            

            Than of some sphere on which the mind might blunder,

        

        
            
                If you, with irrepressible will, abounding
            

            In . .               wish for revelation,

            
                Sought out the unknown new in your surrounding?
            

        

        
            Domination of Black
        

        
            At night, by the fire,

            The colors of the bushes

            And of the fallen leaves,

            Repeating themselves,

            Turned in the room,

            Like the leaves themselves

            Turning in the wind.

            Yes: but the color of the heavy hemlocks

            Came striding.

            And I remembered the cry of the peacocks.

        

        
            The colors of their tails

            Were like the leaves themselves

            Turning in the wind,

            In the twilight wind.

            They swept over the room,

            Just as they flew from the boughs of the hemlocks

            Down to the ground.

            I heard them cry—the peacocks.

            Was it a cry against the twilight

            Or against the leaves themselves

            Turning in the wind,

            Turning as the flames

            Turned in the fire,

            Turning as the tails of the peacocks

            Turned in the loud fire,

            Loud as the hemlocks

            Full of the cry of the peacocks?

            Or was it a cry against the hemlocks?

        

        
            Out of the window,

            I saw how the planets gathered

            Like the leaves themselves

            Turning in the wind.

            I saw how the night came,

            Came striding like the color of the heavy hemlocks.

            I felt afraid.

            And I remembered the cry of the peacocks.

        

        
            Six Significant Landscapes
        

        
            I

        

        
            An old man sits

            In the shadow of a pine tree

            In China.

            He sees larkspur,

            Blue and white,

            At the edge of the shadow,

            Move in the wind.

            His beard moves in the wind.

            The pine tree moves in the wind.

            Thus water flows

            Over weeds.

        

        
            II

        

        
            The night is of the color

            Of a woman’s arm:

            Night, the female,

            Obscure,

            Fragrant and supple,

            Conceals herself.

            A pool shines,

            Like a bracelet

            Shaken in a dance.

        

        
            III

        

        
            I measure myself

            Against a tall tree.

            I find that I am much taller,

            For I reach right up to the sun,

            With my eye;

            And I reach to the shore of the sea

            With my ear.

            Nevertheless, I dislike

            The way the ants crawl

            In and out of my shadow.

        

        
            IV

        

        
            When my dream was near the moon,

            The white folds of its gown

            Filled with yellow light.

            The soles of its feet

            Grew red.

            Its hair filled

            With certain blue crystallizations

            From stars,

            Not far off.

        

        
            V

        

        
            Not all the knives of the lamp-posts,

            Nor the chisels of the long streets,

            Nor the mallets of the domes

            And high towers,

            Can carve

            What one star can carve,

            Shining through the grape-leaves.

        

        
            VI

        

        
            Rationalists, wearing square hats,

            Think, in square rooms,

            Looking at the floor,

            Looking at the ceiling.

            They confine themselves

            To right-angled triangles.

            If they tried rhomboids,

            Cones, waving lines, ellipses—

            As, for example, the ellipse of the half-moon—

            Rationalists would wear sombreros.

        

        
            Inscription for a Monument
        

        
            To the imagined lives

            Evoked by music,

            Creatures of horns, flutes, drums,

            Violins, bassoons, cymbals—

            Nude porters that glistened in Burma

            Defiling from sight;

            Island philosophers spent

            By long thought beside fountains;

            Big-bellied ogres curled up in the sunlight,

            Stuttering dreams …

        

        
            
            The Worms at Heaven’s Gate
        

        
            Out of the tomb, we bring Badroulbadour,

            Within our bellies, we her chariot.

            Here is an eye. And here are, one by one,

            The lashes of that eye and its white lid.

            Here is the cheek on which that lid declined,

            And, finger after finger, here, the hand,

            The genius of that cheek. Here are the lips,

            The bundle of the body and the feet.

               .      .      .      .      .      .      .

            Out of the tomb we bring Badroulbadour.

        

        
            In the Carolinas
        

        
            The lilacs wither in the Carolinas.

            Already the butterflies flutter above the cabins.

            Already the new-born children interpret love

            In the voices of mothers.

        

        
            Timeless mother,

            How is it that your aspic nipples

            For once vent honey?

        

        
            The pine-tree sweetens my body.

            The white iris beautifies me.

        

        
            
            Indian River
        

        
            The trade-wind jingles the rings in the nets around the racks by the docks on Indian River.

            It is the same jingle of the water among the roots under the banks of the palmettoes,

            It is the same jingle of the red-bird breasting the orange-trees out of the cedars.

            Yet there is no spring in Florida, neither in boskage perdu, nor on the nunnery beaches.

        

        
            To the Roaring Wind
        

        
            What syllable are you seeking,

            Vocalissimus,

            In the distances of sleep?

            Speak it.

        

        
            Valley Candle
        

        
            My candle burned alone in an immense valley.

            Beams of the huge night converged upon it,

            Until the wind blew.

            Then beams of the huge night

            Converged upon its image,

            Until the wind blew.

        

        
            
            Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird
        

        
            I

        

        
            Among twenty snowy mountains,

            The only moving thing

            Was the eye of the blackbird.

        

        
            II

        

        
            I was of three minds,

            Like a tree

            In which there are three blackbirds.

        

        
            III

        

        
            The blackbird whirled in the autumn winds.

            It was a small part of the pantomime.

        

        
            IV

        

        
            A man and a woman

            Are one.

            A man and a woman and a blackbird

            Are one.

        

        
            V

        

        
            I do not know which to prefer,

            The beauty of inflections

            Or the beauty of innuendoes,

            The blackbird whistling

            Or just after.

        

        
            VI

        

        
            Icicles filled the long window

            With barbaric glass.

            The shadow of the blackbird

            Crossed it, to and fro.

            The mood

            Traced in the shadow

            An indecipherable cause.

        

        
            VII

        

        
            O thin men of Haddam,

            Why do you imagine golden birds?

            Do you not see how the blackbird

            Walks around the feet

            Of the women about you?

        

        
            VIII

        

        
            I know noble accents

            And lucid, inescapable rhythms;

            But I know, too,

            That the blackbird is involved

            In what I know.

        

        
            IX

        

        
            When the blackbird flew out of sight,

            It marked the edge

            Of one of many circles.

        

        
            X

        

        
            At the sight of blackbirds

            Flying in a green light,

            Even the bawds of euphony

            Would cry out sharply.

        

        
            XI

        

        
            He rode over Connecticut

            In a glass coach.

            Once, a fear pierced him,

            In that he mistook

            The shadow of his equipage

            For blackbirds.

        

        
            XII

        

        
            The river is moving.

            The blackbird must be flying.

        

        
            XIII

        

        
            It was evening all afternoon.

            It was snowing

            And it was going to snow.

            The blackbird sat

            In the cedar-limbs.

        

        
            The Plot against the Giant
        

        
            
                First Girl
            

        

        
            When this yokel comes maundering,

            Whetting his hacker,

            I shall run before him,

            Diffusing the civilest odors

            Out of geraniums and unsmelled flowers.

            It will check him.

        

        
            
                Second Girl
            

        

        
            I shall run before him,

            Arching cloths besprinkled with colors

            As small as fish-eggs.

            The threads

            Will abash him.

        

        
            
                Third Girl
            

        

        
            Oh, la … le pauvre!

            I shall run before him,

            With a curious puffing.

            He will bend his ear then.

            I shall whisper

            Heavenly labials in a world of gutturals.

            It will undo him.

        

        
            Gray Room
        

        
            Although you sit in a room that is gray,

            Except for the silver

            Of the straw-paper,

            And pick

            At your pale white gown;

            Or lift one of the green beads

            Of your necklace,

            To let it fall;

            Or gaze at your green fan

            Printed with the red branches of a red willow;

            Or, with one finger,

            Move the leaf in the bowl—

            The leaf that has fallen from the branches of the forsythia

            Beside you …

            What is all this?

            I know how furiously your heart is beating.

        

        
            
            Bowl, Cat and Broomstick
        

        Two figures sit in the circle of a spotlight, on a white bench, before a golden curtain. The rest of the stage is obscure. Their shadows are strongly reflected on the curtain. One, at the right, wears a gown falling below his knees. It is black covered with a faded silver pattern. Flat hat. Jewel in the hat. Black stockings. Small silver buckles on his shoes. He is gaunt. He is reading aloud from a book which is bound in yellow paper, like a French
            book. The other figure is smaller and more supple. Tight green costume. He is listening closely. The floor of the stage has a violet covering.

        BOWL
            (With finical importance): She says — m — m — she says — m. (Patronizing Cat) I shall continue to translate this for you. Fleurs — des fleurs — full of flowers — full of tawny flowers —

        CAT
            (A little bored): Tawny? What is the word for tawny?

        BOWL: Rouges.

        CAT: But, Bowl, rouges means red.

        BOWL
            (Coolly): No doubt, when it refers to something red. But when, as here, it refers to something tawny, then it means tawny.

        Broomstick saunters on the stage at the left. Heavily built. Hard-looking. Elderly. He uses a stick. Blue blouse, red sash, white trousers, like a French peasant. Bowl studies his book. Cat is interested in Broomstick’s appearance.

        BROOMSTICK
            (Brusquely): Bibliophiles!

        CAT
            (Very politely): Bowl is reading from the poems of Claire Dupray.

        BROOMSTICK: Charming!

        He seats himself on the bench.

        CAT: What was the line you read last, Bowl?

        BOWL
            (With chilly diffidence): Le jardin est si plein de fleurs rouges … The garden is so full of tawny flowers.

        BROOMSTICK: Remarkable!

        CAT: He translates fleurs rouges by tawny flowers.

        BROOMSTICK: Why not?

        
            [at this point a page is missing]
        

        BOWL: Are incongruous.

        CAT: YOU see.

        BOWL: They are incongruous at that age. It is an age when red becomes tawny, when blue becomes aerial — and when a girl, at least, when a girl like Claire Dupray, becomes a poetess.

        CAT: Say poet — poet. I hate poetess.

        BROOMSTICK: Oh, poetess is just the word at twenty-two! What you are thinking of is forty-two.

        CAT: YOU are right, old Broomstick. May I see the portrait?

        Bowl hands him the book.

        You speak of her hair because her head is bare.

        BROOMSTICK: It is only the poetess of forty-two that sits for a portrait covered.

        BOWL: I speak of her hair because in the case of a poetess, in the sense in which that word is just and beautiful, the speaking of it means so much to the portrait of her.

        CAT: More than her nose or her chin? She has a delicate nose. She has a good chin.

        BROOMSTICK: She has a good chin! Oh, ho! She has a good chin. Has she?

        BOWL: Her hair reveals her. Three things live in the portrait of a poetess: her hair, her eyes and her mouth. These make it possible to discover something of what she is from the image of her. Claire Dupray has black hair. It is arranged simply, but, for all that, it remains full of the long motions of her bare arms. Is not that a part of her? What are we to expect from such a poetess? Waxen odes? Skimped meditations? Let
            me have the book.

        Cat hands him the book.

        Take this poem on twilight. What does she see in twilight? Not the commonplace end of daily momentum. She sees the light continuing to burn in stars. She says that the sun burns all night. And, in that, she sees the incessant momentum that tranquillizes because of the knowledge that it is immortal. The sun burns all night. She says that she will love as long as she lives.

        CAT
            (Fascinated): She is glorious.

        BROOMSTICK: HOW little it would take to turn the poets into the only true comedians! There’s no truer comedy than this hodge-podge of men and sunlight, women and moonlight, houses and clouds, and so on.

        BOWL: Nor any truer tragedy.

        BROOMSTICK: NO one believes in tragedy.

        CAT: At twenty-two —

        BROOMSTICK: That brings us to her eyes.

        BOWL: But her eyes are nothing unless you believe in tragedy.

        CAT: I believe.

        BROOMSTICK: Poor sensualist! You think you believe. The truth is, you believe in eyes.

        CAT: Have you seen the portrait?

        He hands Broomstick the book.

        Now, we shall have Broomstick on eyes.

        BROOMSTICK: I concede that these eyes are capable of tragedy. But that is not the same thing as tragedy itself: and it is tragedy itself that we were speaking of.

        BOWL: Then let me amend what I said: and say, instead, that her eyes are nothing unless you believe in eyes.

        BROOMSTICK: A very proper amendment. But I am rather old, don’t you think, to believe in eyes? I have reached the point where I don’t believe in much of anything except legs. And one cannot be too sure even of legs.

        CAT: Legs are art, not literature.

        BROOMSTICK: They were always intended to be.

        CAT: They are still intended to be.

        BOWL: All the more reason for saying no more about them. It is a new thing that the eyes of a poetess should bring us to this.

        BROOMSTICK
            (Drily): Possibly. And yet it may not be so new, after all. (He pauses.) We are not living in the seventeenth century for nothing. (He pauses.) Moreover, just as the relations of man and moonlight, women and moonlight, man and mountains, women and waves, and so on, are undefined, so the relations of eyes and legs, lips and cheeks, and that kind of thing, are equally undefined. It is all part of the universal comedy, which the poets ignore, because they
            continue to believe in tragedy. You see tragedy in these eyes. They are capable of tragedy. Does the voice of tragedy dwell in this mouth?

        BOWL: I was not thinking of that. I was thinking merely of the expression it gives to the portrait. That expression is vitally biographical.

        BROOMSTICK: Vitally biographical? The book has the usual preface. Is that not biographical enough?

        CAT: We shall come to that in time.

        BOWL
            (Making a point): We had agreed to skip it, for the moment, and to form our own idea of Claire Dupray from her portrait, and from her poetry. That is what we are doing.

        CAT: Bowl is an idealist, you know.

        BROOMSTICK: An idealist has nothing to fear from a preface.

        CAT: That she has heavy black hair, large eyes, capable of tragedy, as you say, which means, I hope, that they are brilliant and mysterious, for so I see them, and that her mouth is expressive, this seemed preface enough.

        BROOMSTICK: It is the kind of preface you yourself would write and that is why you think it preface enough.

        CAT
            (Offended): What do you mean?

        BROOMSTICK
            (Putting him down): I assume that in what Bowl has been saying of this portrait he has been intending to derive from ink and paper a vivid impression of the sensibility of his poetess. You have seen only her beauty.

        CAT
            (AS if justified): I make no bones about that. There is a special power in the poetry of a beauty.

        BROOMSTICK: For you: yes.

        CAT: For you, too.

        BROOMSTICK
            (Maliciously): Pathos, perhaps; not power. But Bowl’s portrait is a failure.

        BOWL: A failure?

        BROOMSTICK
            (Sarcastically): You might have been describing one of the many dark-haired and dark-eyed Peloponnesians. And what you say of the expressive quality of the mouth has been trite for a long time.

        BOWL: And true for a long time.

        BROOMSTICK: If it has been true for a long time, then I doubt if it is true any longer. The fact remains that your young poetess is an old poetess.

        BOWL
            (Querulously): Ought her hair to be cropped?

        BROOMSTICK: Unquestionably. Something of the sort.

        CAT: Adieu, Dupray!

        BROOMSTICK: I do not insist on the cropped hair.

        CAT: But on something of the sort. Poor Claire!

        BROOMSTICK: YOU judge her poetry by her portrait. Very well. I judge her portrait by her poetry.

        BOWL: YOU are prejudiced by the cant of the moment that she should be of her day.

        BROOMSTICK: That is far from being the cant of the moment. It will still be the cant of the moment in the eighteenth century, and in the nineteenth century, too.

        BOWL: Broomstick, it galls me to agree with you. If I submit, will you go no farther?

        BROOMSTICK: I shall go as far as possible. Take the book again.

        He hands the book to Bowl.

        Would it have any effect if she wore black pendants in her ears?

        It should have. Test her poetry by that. They are wearing black pendants, you know.

        Cat snatches the book out of Bowl’s hands.

        CAT: Would it have any effect?

        He laughs heartily.

        Confound it, Bowl! What was that poem about? The incessant momentum that tranquillizes because of the knowledge that it is immortal. Tranquillity and long, black pendants!

        Bowl recovers the book from him.

        BOWL: AS you like. My portrait is not a failure. Broomstick is right. A poetess should be of her day. But he is thinking of the poetess of forty-two: the sophisticated poetess. I am thinking of the unsophisticated poetess of twenty-two. If she happens to look like one of the dark-haired and dark-eyed Peloponnesians, that is not a rococo pose. It is an unaffected disclosure of her relationship.

        CAT: Dupray returns, a little.

        BOWL: And besides, Broomstick, what you mean, no doubt, by being of one’s day is being one’s self in one’s day.

        BROOMSTICK: Well, Bowl, I submit to that, provided you, in turn, go no farther.

        BOWL: Only to the extent of saying that Claire Dupray is simply herself in this portrait. It is true that she is not of the long, black pendant type. Nevertheless, she is of her day, in the sense in which you used that phrase.

        CAT
            (Succulently): And I may be tempted by her again?

        BOWL: In the long run, you would have been tempted by her regardless of these, or any other, considerations; so that your question is not honest.

        CAT
            (Brazenly): It is honest enough. I am still a little harrowed by the poem on twilight.

        BROOMSTICK: It haunts my own mind.

        BOWL
            (To Cat): You said that there was a special power in the poetry of a beauty.

        CAT
            (Alarmed): I said it. But I am not so certain of the beauty now.

        BOWL: Then let me see.

        He turns over the pages of the book rapidly.

        Banal Sojourn. Old Catamaran — an amazing thing in the way it designs the catamaran on the surface of the sea: one of the poems in which by the description of the thing seen, she makes an image of the greatest intensity. Nothing in nature could have revealed what her imagination and sensibility have revealed. How true that is to my conception of Claire Dupray! She is beautiful. Her poems are beautiful. Here are similar poems: Les Dahlias
            — The Dahlias — What an extraordinary effect one gets from seeing things as they are, that is to say: from looking at ordinary things intensely!

        BROOMSTICK: But to look at ordinary things intensely, is not to see things as they are. However, go on.

        BOWL: Here, in another division of her book, is a group of poems in which she studies herself — not the individual Claire Dupray, but the racial Claire —

        CAT: Ah! The racial Claire.

        BOWL: When you think of what the study of self used to mean, and then read these clear and thoughtful pages —

        BROOMSTICK
            (Impatiently): Read them, read them. Please do.

        BOWL: I thought you might like me to explain.

        BROOMSTICK: I may, bye and bye; but if these pages are as clear as you say they are, then I am content to have you read them first.

        BOWL
            (Translating à la mode): In the motion of trees, m — m — that is, in the movement of trees, I find my own agitation. If it be morning, the mood of poplars, filled with sunlight, glistening in the dark west-wind, is already my own. If it be noon, the tossing of the elm trees in the golden sky has an identity with my own exulting. And if it be evening, the forms of trees, moving not at all, defining their beauty through the obscure air, m — m
            — m — These things are atrociously difficult in English. In French, they seem almost pellucid. Let me see: the forms of trees, moving not at all, outlining their beauty across the dim air, or in the midst of the dim air — the forms of trees are the only images in my mind. She means that the images in her mind are of the forms of trees and that there are no other images there.

        Cat takes the book from Bowl, turns to the portrait, looks at it, as if impressed, and then returns the book to Bowl, marking his place.

        BOWL: Does not such a poem, so young, so communicative, warrant the definition of the poetess made by her portrait? How new she is!

        BROOMSTICK
            (Astonished): New? But read another.

        BOWL: One of The Dahlias, this time. Le Bouquet — The Bouquet. She tries to stimulate the sense of color and, therefore, her poem consists of nothing more than the names of colors. You read these rapidly and so produce in the mind a visual impression like that produced by the actual sight of dahlias.

        BROOMSTICK: And that is a poem?

        CAT
            (Apprehensively): Read just as rapidly as you can.

        BOWL: Are you ready?

        CAT: I am.

        BROOMSTICK: I am ready.

        BOWL: Green, green, green — no doubt, this indicates the stalks — green, green, green, green, green, yellow, green, yellow, green, green, gray, green, yellow, yellow, white, white, white, green —

        BROOMSTICK: We ought to be getting to the flowers soon.

        BOWL: We’re right in them now. The white, white, white indicates white flowers, white dahlias.

        BROOMSTICK: I am sorry. I was thinking of a white holder. I thought we had come up the stalks and were going around the edge of the holder.

        CAT (Like a knowing person): This is really very promising; but not for Broomstick, I’m afraid.

        BROOMSTICK: There might be some advantage in getting along.

        BOWL: Shall I read another?

        BROOMSTICK
            (Striking the floor with his cane): Provided I select it.

        BOWL: Nothing would please me more.

        He hands the book to Broomstick, who refers to the index at the back.

        BROOMSTICK
            (With the hopeful manner of one consulting an index): The Shadow in the Trees.

        BOWL: That is the one I read you a moment ago, the one beginning, “In the movement of trees, I find my own agitation.”

        BROOMSTICK (With disgust): An index is full of pit-falls.

        CAT: Why do you say that? I thought The Shadow in the Trees rather lovely.

        BROOMSTICK
            (Energetically): Pshaw! And imagine Bowl’s thinking it new. Only
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