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         They talked and their lips said audible words but the voices of their inner selves went on uninterrupted.

          
      

         While you can see me you shall not have me.

          
      

         While you can reach out your hand and touch my fingers you shall not know I am alive.

          
      

         In the time of my death and decay life shall come out of me and flow into you.

      

   


   
      
         
            A Young Man
      

         

         A
         T TIMES, just for a moment I am a Cæsar, a Napoleon, an Alexander. I tell you it is true.

          
      

         If you men who are my friends and those of you who are acquaintances could surrender yourselves to me for just a little while.

          
      

         I tell you what—I would take you within myself and carry you around within me as though I were a pregnant woman.

      

   


   
      
         
            One Who Looked Up at the Sky
      

         

         I
         T WOULD be strange if, by a thought, a man could make Illinois pregnant.

          
      

         It would be strange if the man who just left my house and went tramping off in the darkness to take a train to a distant place came here from a far place, came over lands and seas, to impregnate me.

          
      

         There is a testament out of life to the man who has just left my presence. There is a testament to be made to a woman who once held me in her arms and who got no child. There is a testament to be made to this house, to the sunshine that falls on me, to these legs of mine clad in torn trousers, to the sea and to a city sleeping on a prairie.

      

   


   
      
         
            Cestament
      

            Containing songs of one who would be a priest
      

         

         Song Number One
      

         M
         Y LIFE has passed into a coma of waiting but I wait no more intelligently than you. Sometimes as I walk in the streets a look of intelligence comes into my eyes. If I had not watched closely the eyes of my brothers I would be often deceived by what I see in my own eyes.

          
      

         It is only by going about in secret I can stumble into the pathway of truth. When truth has passed through the streets of a town or has walked on wet leaves in a forest there is a faint smell. It is blown about by the wind. I smell the footsteps of truth but I do not walk in the footsteps.

          
      

         I have recently thrown out of my arms the maiden placed there by my father—a liar.

         I sit in a stone chair in a cold place.

         I am beset by many pains.

         Pain comes running to me out of the bodies of men and women.

         I am bred out of the lusts of the world.

         I am become the abiding place of little lustful thoughts that weave in and out of the minds of my people.

          
      

         It is only to comfort my solitude I whisper to myself it is thus the new man emerges. It is a thought to play with, a ball to bounce off the wall. I have whispered to myself that the new man emerges out of the womb of an engine, that his birth cry arises out of a clangor of sounds.

         My thoughts are tossed back and forth on a wall.

         As you sit with me you shall be compelled to share my fate.

         All you who live in the valley have had sticks thrust into your eyes.

         You are shepherds of blind sheep.

         You shall sit in the chair of stone.

         You shall sit in the narrow place.

         You shall be pregnant.

         You shall sit in the stone chair at night and the throbbing of iron cities shall be in the intricate veins of your being. There are walls of stone.

         There are walls faced with iron.

         Between them you shall sit.

          
      

         The little tricks of my mind shall explain nothing to you. If I should dig myself a grave and bury myself by the light of a summer moon you would pass like a flitting shadow along the further side of the wall.

          
      

         It is, however, my desire to die in the midst of a more intelligent pain. My desire is as yet no more than a tiny white worm that lives under a sidewalk in an Illinois town.

          
      

         You shall not know my desire until you slip into my place in the chair.

         The noises of the world are tremendous.

         The walls of the cities throb.

         There is a new song stuck in the brazen throats of the cities.

         There is an American song.

         There is a song nobody knows.

          
      

         There is a child born of an engine in a bed of stone. American cities are pregnant. You understand what I mean. My insanity is crystal-clear to you as you sit in the chair of stone. To you my insanity is a white streak of moonlight that falls across the smoke-begrimed streets of your city.

          
      

         My insanity is a slow creeping vine clinging to a wall.

         My insanity is a white worm with a fire in its forehead.

          
      

         I write only to beguile the hours of the waiting. It is that I am whispering about. I have put my lusts into an iron cage at the side of the chair. I am watching the people who file up out of the valley to go like wavering shadows along the face of the wall.

          
      

         I sit patiently watching the small white thing that comes out of my body to creep on the face of the wall.

         Song Number Two
      

         You lie in the arms of your beloved but you are not in the arms of your beloved. It rains. The rain pours out of a broken water-spout into an alleyway. There is a threshing of feet in wet streets. The feet hurry along. They carry the bodies of people bouncing along.

         It is my constant desire to draw close to you. My lover held me close and close but I have escaped. We understand each other. You also have drawn close to a warm body and felt white arms clutched about your neck.

         Your tramp soul will fly out with me into the night, into the wind and the rain and the cities. The minor things do not matter to us. I am testifying to you.

         Presently you shall testify to me.

         Your voice that is a testament shall be like driven raindrops in a city street. Your voice shall be like the rustle of leaves torn by a storm from a tree.

         You shall uproot yourself.

         You shall come out of the ground with soil clinging to you.

          
      

         We shall walk in many rains.

         We shall whisper in many high winds.

         We shall be blown like grasshoppers over the sea in a storm.

          
      

         If you assert your brotherhood to me we shall be lost to each other. It is when you are torn from your moorings and drift like a rudderless ship I am able to come near to you.

          
      

         My fancy belongs to a high tossing place.

         My lover’s arms wither away.

         My lover has gone in distress to walk in the rain.

         I have been blown out of myself to walk in the wind and the rain.

          
      

         You have come to me out of the arms of your lovers.

         You have come to me out of your warm close place.

         You have lost yourself in the nothingness.

         You are a leaf tossed in a wind.

         You are a blade of grass torn out of the ground.

         Song Number Three
      

         My throat has not yet been choked by the dust of cities.

         My mind is a Kansas tumble-weed. It rolls and bounces and skips on wide prairies. The wind tosses it about. It scatters its seed.

         My spirit has not yet been imprisoned by walls of stone and iron.

         My spirit makes its testament to you.

         When I have died, when my body is dry and has blown away, the dust shall fly into your eyes.

         When you have come past me out of the mouth of the womb there shall be no looking back. You will not know how that I have seen you going up and down. Your voice that testifies emerges out of a thickness of flesh. It grows faint with weariness. You stagger in a drunken stupor along streets past my eyes.

         I have watched like a little red fox that lies at the mouth of a hole.

         The coyote runs in the moonlight over the plains.

         The body of the brown bear that lives on the rim of the bowl sings as he goes out to seek food.

         I am very young and very old.

         I am unborn.

         I lie at the mouth of the womb.

         What I have understood is none of your doing. The secret lies in the fact that your ugliness is my own. I have not sought you. In seeking myself I have come upon you.

         I have seen you in many places, in a hall ringing with the voices of speakers, in a procession going through the streets, in a deep hole into which you had climbed to lay the foundations of a prison.

         Your lips were swollen.

         I saw you with your throat cut lying in an alleyway in a city.

         An old newspaper had been drawn over your face.

         In the morning you were in a tree where you had climbed to see the face of a god.

         You were running in streets at noon with your hat in your hand.

         The gods of insanity played upon you with thin nervous fingers.

         I saw you filling a barn with corn. I saw you building machines and houses. I saw sweat in your eyes. I heard your voice telling little lies. You were a writer of books. You were a man who shod horses. You were a drunken man who sat upright in a bed to laugh at the stars.

         I saw you as I lay at the mouth of the womb in the midst of the valley.

         I saw you when I sought myself.

         I heard your voice making testament when my voice died away in a stillness.

         Song Number Four
      

         You are a child who sleeps and throws his hands up over his head.

         You are a strong man who walks in a street at night. In the silence you hear little sounds.

         You are a country girl and live in Nebraska. At evening you drive cows along a lane to your father’s barn.

          
      

         I grope my way toward you in the darkness.

         I feel my way along the face of a wall.

         I gather little stones and lay them along the face of the wall.

          
      

         You are an old woman without teeth. In the stairway of an old building you sit. You whine at me. Why do you not arise and sing? Why do you not make a testament to me?

          
      

         You have forgotten that I crawled into your arms as you lay in a bed. You have forgotten that we walked in an orchard.

          
      

         You are very lame. You have a twisted foot. It is your occupation to sell newspapers in the street before a railroad station. Your fingers have become like fruit that has been lying a long time in the sun. Your voice testifies in the city. You cry aloud in the city.

          
      

         How gentle you were that time when together we saw the little shadows playing on the face of the wall. Do you remember how the tears ran out of your eyes?

          
      

         You are a small man sitting in a dark room in the early morning. Look, you have killed a woman. Her body lies on the floor. Your face is white and your hands tremble. A testament is creeping from between your teeth. It makes your teeth chatter.

         You are a young man in the schools.

         You walk up the face of a hill.

         You are an insane driver of sheep.

         You are a woman in a brown coat, a fish merchant in a village, a man who throws coal in at the mouth of a furnace, a maiden who presses the body of her lover against the face of the wall.

         You are a bush.

         You are a wind.

         You are the gun of a soldier.

         You are the hide that has been drawn over the face of a drum.

         You are a young birch tree swaying in a wind.

         You are one who has been slain by a falling tree in a forest.

         Your body has been destroyed by a flying mass of iron in the midst of a battle.

         Your voice comes up out of a great confusion.

         Listen, little lost one, I am testifying to you as I creep along the face of a wall. I am making a testament as I gather stones and lay them along the face of a wall.
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