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And that’s my night sky, before me,

and I’m the child standing under it,

my back getting cold, an ache in my eyes,

and the wall-battering heaven battering me.

OSIP MANDELSTAM
(translated by Clarence Brown and W. S. Merwin)
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PREFACE

Sometimes I Never Suffered concludes “A Fire in Every World,” a poem begun with “Purgatory/A Son and a Father of Sons” from In the Language of My Captor, and continued with “The Hell Poem” from The Gilded Auction Block. The whole of Sometimes I Never Suffered is the third part of this poem, but, as is the case with the other two parts, it can also be read on its own.


JIM LIMBER IN HEAVEN IS ANEXUS
AT WHICH THE MANY HEAVENS
OF THE MULTIVERSE CONVERGE

I’ve been a long time dead without my life

And when it comes back it comes back to me

In parts and sometimes I get two or three

Or I don’t know how many fif-

teen forty of the same part like I lived

The same life sixty different ways I’ll see

My face and it’s my same face and I’ll be

Standing where I remember standing once and if

Other folks were there they’re there or some

Of them or all of them but me and some or all of them

Are wearing different outfits like the weath-

er in us changed I think now more than half

Of life is death but I can’t die

Enough for all the life I see
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THE HASTILY ASSEMBLED ANGEL FALLS
AT THE BEGINNING OF THE WORLD

Except most things weren’t clouds everything there

Was clouds the hastily assembled angel

Before he knew the word clouds was the last word

He heard the other angels shouting as

They shoved him though he after he had fallen

Too far to hear them he saw their mouths making

Shapes that were not clouds and when he saw that

Thought That’s something that isn’t clouds that shouting

After I’ve fallen too far to hear them don’t

They know I’ve fallen too far to hear them now

Or are we not together now before

He knew the word in those few minutes the other

Angels were assembling him he named

The things he saw with words that seemed to fit them

Nothing was heavenly a few things were

Ocean and hole and monkeyapple he

Before the other angels shoved him had

Started combining words but nobody

Would name the things he saw the way he named them

And to the other angels all his naming

Was noise they shouted as they shoved him It’s

All clouds what difference could it make to the angel

Built to monitor the Earth from the surface

Of the Earth what was or wasn’t true in Heaven

They shoved him then they stared and then they shouted

After the disappearing figure all

The things they suddenly remembered they had

Forgotten to tell him as they were hammer-

ing him together as they hammered him to-

gether behind them
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