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            Nooks are also by the tideless sea where a rock bars the way, and nooks in the bays where only a boat can enter. But wherever they are, and under whatever sky, they are the figures of certain regions of human thought through which there is no passage. An enclosure not of imprisonment, a finality not of despair are at the end of such thoughts; there is no way beyond, there is no knowledge to reach, there is no explanation, and if a question leads thither there is no solution …
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            ‘I’d give almost anything to be blasé.’
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         poems are

         designed to be

         read using the mouth
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               SIX CONSOLATIONS

            

            Consolation No 1

            
               
                  Supposing Hell a thick facsimile;——

                        At least a long tomorrow, dropping

                  Footnotes to this evening.

               

               
                  Then, what to hope?

                       the choice?

                             or a final sleep—

               

               
                  A second death: between today undying,

                  And some impeccable substance not disturbed

                  By argument or love?

               

               
                  I wait. And I’ll get sick, and you be pretty.

                             I think I am damned already:

                  As your approval came with harrowing light.

               

               
                  If only balance seemed to be enough.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  Now everything is startlingly dear.

                  I need that sense of pressure, need

                  Unnecessary dressing of new friendship,—

               

               
                             Making novel notes, giving

                                       Version, variation;

                             Humane philologies

                             Of harsh mechanical day;—

                                       Scribbled evening, too,

                             and naked morning;—

               

               
                  Your most unlikely wonderful resource.

               

               
                  But I’m most cute as a rather chaotic being,—

                  Taken, attached; whose only will strikes out

                            For you,      to you,       leaping.

               

               
                  Euphoric disorder opening for a day?

                             Best offer,     and I’m ready;

               

               
                  But then, high massive walls, made out of you,

                            Let me,       check me.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  Still preparing the same old kind of lie?

                  Greek obsession lying by,

                  About——to spring out——on schedule?

               

               
                  But then, this evening, would you include me? I’m

                  Late, deservedly.     But you

                  Are marked this time.——

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  Oh, Feeling cakes against my thinking things.

                  But just what no

                  Broodings     are found able to explain,

               

               
                  Tomorrow might assuage;

                  When, ends being given over,

                  Cut letters, though they do not quite

               

               
                  Control the finer needs—the delight

                  Never had; the thing never done; the result

                  Today never sent,—

               

               
                  Could get together and make,

                  From between you     and my unstable living,

                  Some calm, in correlations.

               

               
                  Yet, the first little minute filling up

                  Evening with white thanks,

               

               
                  I see you’re back with struggle in my mind;

                  Far from my reasons in the knowing day.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  And I’ll be trying, in any case;

                        In any degree, trying—

                        And likely boring;—

                  Because these pictures will not double for you.

               

               
                  My prurience

                        flowers

                              in academic editions,

               

               
                  Brought to bed

                        excerpted;

                              they won’t state

               

               
                  My thought but by suggestion.

                                                                  Good enough?

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  Let me send you some small, sleepy gift.

                             Here is that ‘human love’—

                  Heard better now, because the howling distance:

                  It must get real, get realising, be

                  Reconstituted. Must be obvious. 

               

               
                             … To pound the cliffs

                  Like a sea? The chronic repeats,

                  Feeding rubble of chalk into the salt,

                  Might only make tomorrow turn inland—

               

               
                  Away from dealing with

                              the sense I want to make,

               

               
                  And all delighted dealing of my sense.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  I have much need of cool declension,

                  Generation of things in regular form.

                  Give me a word to meet my little speech—?

               

               
                  The sound swims back unbroken:

                                                                       back from you,

                  To meet me, marking time

                             with nails on level tables.

               

            

            

            

            Consolation No 2

            
               
                  She dropped a subtle plummet.

                             In the lines

                  Of a mask

                             as in the patterns of a rug

                  She lost it;                in the contours

                             of a shrug, a tilt.      And still

               

               
                  Continued to be given love;

               

               
                                                     but felt

                  A Psyche, errant

                              in the street outside—

                  Or inside, though blindfolded

                                                     with a cloth

                  Tied up       as firm as

                              death by suicide;

               

               
                  While a thin laugh went rummaging in the blank

                              Between their limits:

                  Among the pulls, the ambitions—

                  Through all the formal torpor of an old

               

               
                  And only metaphysical Versailles;

                                        She comes against the bête,

                  The inert;      the desperate art, the sliding wit.

               

               
                  It is not turbulent;       it is not stark.

               

               
                  He bounded through his times in retrospect

                  And came away uncomprehending,

                             cold.

                  Still we continue to be given love.——

               

            

            

            

            Consolation No 3

            
               
                  Should waters without shape,

                             with crooked thoughts, encroach,

                  Come beyond that strong

                             new railing; pass across

                  Proud inches of the lip;

                             under the painted door;

                  And play about my bed—

                                                         (then comes the mould …)

               

               
                  I have no screen against      these wavering forces.

                  No lock sustained inviolate!

                             neither inglorious decoy.

                  The waters approach,      there is no mending.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  And I do not expect      difficult grace.

                  But should a blessing prove upon me, carry

                  Whispers of intimate ease,

                             our own familiar things,

               

               
                         I’ll be

                         No scrambling Daphne.

                  ———————

                         No kiss

                         Will chase back morning,

               

               
                  Knock current air again into the night,—

                  The nauseous province that the squeezing mind

                  Passes in a secrecy of love.

               

               
                  I banish things I miss;

                             let us be strange again.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  Or will you bear

                  To bring your gentle bid

                             up to the verge,

               

               
                  To that Good other creature? Can you dare

                  Suppose the one end,

                             the one sworn want

                                       that love seems not to have met,

               

               
                  Was hardly everything? Allow it now.

               

               
                  And those remembered interrogatories,

                        Contrived to the moment’s fashion,

                        Enlarged under the humour

                  Of solitude and these pedantic hours,

               

               
                  Won’t diminish all

                             our common dominion

                  (This contented court

                             as it was before);

               

               
                  Shall not exceed

                             shut doors of a home agreed,—

                  Absent from,    or could we say it, freed

                             from tedious atlases …

               

               
                  So let the curious look for us,

                  Missing together,     lacing together.

                                                                          Only,

                  I am not well assured.

                                                     Stay, pretty foot;——

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  I pick at bones

                  Till trifles signify

                  Impossible hope:

               

               
                  Bounty with artifice bred

                  Of cant—let out in all

                  We said—and gall unshed.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  Speak me a house; propose the time, the measure.

                  Think yourself out——advanced,

                             into a simple morning:

                  Somewhere for another liberty,——

                  Foreign to this spectrum I denounce

                  As slumbers are which don’t dwindle at day.

               

               
                  Never the question admitted

                             of the degrees discarded.

               

               
                  Dwell for a little period;

                             some month: let it be May.

                  And stop all feedback from the native scene;

                  Prohibit all referral to the commerce

                  Of reasonable tomorrows.

                                                           But you wait,

               

               
                  I feel you waiting at the abbey grate:

                  Friend—of the many baskets;—

                             chariot always oiled,

                  Ready for the faithful long pursuit—?

               

               
                  And do I run away till I submit?

               

            

            

            

            Consolation No 4

            
               
                  I went after something,

                       Eager to seem busy;

                  Not talking but just going.

               

               
                  I turn uphill,

                            write this;

               

               
                  The phone-line is frayed.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  The ghosts are in the garden,

                                       our old garden;

               

               
                  Where happened, and which itself was

                                       all the matter

               

               
                  Of myths we must and cannot correlate

                  With the new bodies touching our new bodies—

               

               
                  Whose gardens

                             were somewhere else.

                      Descriptions

                             dull in the ear.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  I find you in the maidenhair,

                  The hip-bone lines along the leaf,

                  And the trees’ pert poses,

                                        even on days without wind;

                  And, most, in the desire

                             to make an observation;—

               

               
                  I turn downhill,

                             write this—

               

               
                  To the old address.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  We do not make

                  The smell of morning,

               

               
                  Which does

                  More than you know

               

               
                  To paint out

                  The disingenuousness

               

               
                  Of evening.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  Is this

                       a trickling well,

                  Under

                       the wooden frame

               

               
                  You and I

                       make together,

                  Propped

                       on the level time?

               

            

            

            

            Consolation No 5

            
               
                  The planning;—just two wardrobes, and the bed;

                  You preface everything

                             with a sense of need.

               

               
                  Yes, I’d have room,

                             and time—the dark time surely—

                  For any possibilities of touch;

                  For more than christening nerves in both of us.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  I’m going at your thing—your own;

                        Immeasurably you;

                  Huge pack of hope—with hope, till all

                        Your places I couldn’t already

               

               
                  Think, have seen I’m here,—

                            and come for the best, I hope.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  The only sphere,

                        This calm between itself,

                  Passes to murmur

                        And lonely sleep.

               

               
                  Landing, with new means,

                        This time I will enquire

                  Even more difficult things;

               

               
                  Stride the rustling night,

                        Rolling warm little downs—

                  On my deep night visit. 

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  But then, the departure—do I miss some love?

                        And when I have to be going,

                  Saving up the fantasies downstairs,

                        And day shall course right on,—

               

               
                        You’re quickly put just there;

                  And my stuff person petrified apart.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  And so I tend the night mess;

                              Though to no sure effect.

               

               
                  There is a good even there;

                              It feels like moving.

               

            

            

            

            Consolation No 6

            
               
                  Before the sympathy given,—

                  Find out this other One,

                             which also is much;

               

               
                  More than oneself     it may be;

                       more than one:—

               

               
                  Who has been—for sure—concerned

                  In passionate relations,

                             perhaps not wholly over;

               

               
                  Unknown corresponding friend,

                       Frankly at my side,

                  Making the moorhen on the bank

               

               
                  A more mysterious agent     in my world.

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  The least of what can be discovered

                  Tacitly suggesting you;

                  Any old making into self

                            —barely then regarded—

               

               
                  This lonely comb

                             which was exactly there

                  And now is here, more heavily it seems,

               

               
                  In quiet associative vitality

                  Declaring

                             something

                                             had. 

               

               
                  (That small thing happened once,

                             And through, and through …)

               

               
                  But meeting

                             everything

                                        that came for us,

                  Have we

                             dominated

                                        the event?

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  Like space around the waking of the mind,

                             Flash out around me now,

                                   Be door, be wardrobe,—

               

               
                  Glow around the window;

                  Glasses, glass of water,

                                        switch for light.

               

               
                  Surround me,

                             like the sudden rain outside

               

               
                  When, in the dark,

                                        retracted to the head,

                  Elsewhere, or nowhere, I’ve known—

               

               
                  Until that soft expansion of the ken

                  Includes the street,

                                                   the garden,

                             and the water—

                  Only as further bounding, and as blurred,

                  As numb,

                             as that near bounding of the skull. 

               

               
                  *

               

               
                  For the sense more solid of a subject not

                  Subject to me,

                             Nor for its life pertaining,

               

               
                  First there needs

                             Decision, the cut

                  Of an object——apart from the meaning

                                        Habit

                                        Throws about——?

               

               
                  Sense of the object:     not mine, never me;

                  From which the autonomous agency

                  Like a miracle rises

                                                   in my way.
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