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Burning the midnight oil in a late-night taverna, Olympia, Greece, 2008.
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To Alexander Eliot and Jane Winslow Eliot, 
fellow nighthawks







 






Burning the Midnight Oil, Notre Dame, Paris, 1974. Photography by Phil Cousineau
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“Wee spend our mid-day sweat, or mid-night oyle; 
Wee tyre the night in thought; the day in toyle.”


—FRANCIS QUARLES, EMBLEMES, 1635

 




“Learn to reverence night to put away the vulgar 
fear of it, for, with the banishment of night from the 
experience of man, there vanishes as well a religious 
emotion, a poetic mood, which gives depth to the 
adventure of humanity.”


—HENRY BESTON

 




“In the light, we read the inventions of others; 
in the darkness we invent our own stories… 
Darkness promotes speech.”


—ALBERTO MANGUEL






FOREWORD

The Night Express to Our Soul


Since we were children, as our brains developed, we were often told, “Don’t do this. Do that!” and warned, “Don’t open that door!” Not that door to the mysterious, unpredictable world of our imagination—it could be dangerous and light our fire, even deadly—or, worse yet, piss off the gods and lead to Eternal Damnation.

Can it get any worse? Sure. What we would have to live with by submitting to the local Head Honcho’s rules and regs: Terminal Boredom, as our minds drift toward atrophy from their natural tendency to expand and diffuse into the realm of ideas and sensations.

Rigid society’s fears and lack of imagination can leave us with a garden where the only vegetables that grow are the ones they believe are good for us—and none of that tasty, intoxicating fruit that makes us imagine the unimaginable.

Fortunately for us, the highway to hell has an on-ramp nearby, every time the sun sets.

Sometime in the twilight years of the twentieth century, filmmakers Joel and Ethan Coen decided to have some fun at my expense—I’m a Big Easy target, especially when they transformed me from an activist to a slacker.

We were all fortunate to have the great actor Jeff Bridges play Jeff Lebowski, with my relaxed style and moniker—the Dude, Duder, or Duderino, if you’re not into the whole brevity thing. Cut to The Big Lebowski. Incredibly, the movie becomes what French filmmaker François Truffaut refers to in Close Encounters of the Third Kind as a “phénomène sociologique,” with a much wider audience than a “cult classic.” Surprisingly, the twisted film-noir-on-nitrous-oxide entertains across party lines and sports teams; cops and soldiers watch it as religiously as college kids and dopers. Hence, when I speak or even hang in public throughout the world, people come up to me and say:

“Hey. I just want to thank you for being my hero.”

To which I respond, “Why me? You mean Jeff Bridges—the Dude in the movie?”

“No, you. The real Dude! You were the inspiration. You changed my life.”

“To what? Become a slacker like the Dude? Whatever you do, don’t drop out of college.”

“No. To tell it like it is! Like the Dude does. He’s not afraid to tell  the truth. And to stay loyal to my good friends—even the ones who are assholes sometimes, like Walter.”

I couldn’t quite grasp this concept of the slacker as beacon of truth until I was giving a workshop with our author, Phil Cousineau, on “Myth, Magic, and Movies,” in, of all places, the Huxley Room at the Esalen Institute, in Big Sur, California. So to connect my doors of perception and tie the room together, Phil surmised:

“I can’t help thinking about ‘the Dude’ as living large in the tradition of the Holy Fool. Since ancient times it’s been believed that the artist, the jester, the saint, and the fool all share the sacred function of helping us see through the illusions of the world. In our day that’s the role that Charlie Chaplin, the Marx Brothers, Jon Stewart, Louis C.K., Ellen DeGeneres, Tina Fey, and Chris Rock fulfill in all their goofy glory. Jeff Dowd walks among them as an authentic holy fool pointing out the absurdities of the world with his soul on fire.”

So in a world where so many of us feel we have to wear masks all day at work or in our relationships to survive, even the ramblings and protestations of the stoner Dude may help us throw off those masks and bring us back a bit to who we really are, who we really want to be, and open up the mysterious grandeur of our imagination.

This Holy Fool feels fortunate to join you and all the great artists in this book who have entered the Grand Central Station of the Mind and have passed by the très boring Orient Express on Track #1 to hop on either the Love Train (Track 69) or, in this case, the Night Express to our Soul, somewhere at the dark end of the station that leads, if  perchance we survive, to the light of life—the secret source. No risk/ no reward from this nocturnal thrill ride through our subconscious.

Or we can just die a slow death of Terminal Boredom like all those Old-School Squares and Scaredy-Cats who try to lord it over us through disingenuously sharing their fears as if they were the singular reality.

Not this fella. This Dude rants and rambles:

Ride On! Write on! Sing on! Create On! Dream on through the Dark Night of the Soul.

Power to our Imagination!

Let’s dream, imagine, and make our world the best of times for all!

The Dude Abides!

 



Jeff Dowd 
Santa Monica, California






PROLOGUE

The Darkness that Heals



“Night time is the right time, 
to be with the one you love.”


—RAY CHARLES




The mammoth steel presses bellowed, the praying mantis-like stamping machines screeched. Forklifts hummed across the factory floor carrying pallets of coiled steel wire. The midnight coal train clack-eted down the railroad tracks behind the factory on its way to the River Rouge Plant, in the burning bowels of Detroit. The moment the whistle blew to signal the end of my ten-hour night shift at the steel factory, I hustled over to the time clock. Quickly, I punched my time card and slipped it back into the long metal card rack on the wall. As I turned to leave, I noticed some newly scrawled graffiti on the cement block wall: 

“It takes all day to get up 
and all night to get down.”






To this day I don’t know who wrote those pugnacious words, but I’ve never forgotten them. I still marvel over how well they captured our defiant factory-rat spirit during the four benighted years I spent at Industrial & Automotive Fasteners in Detroit. Hardly a day went by without someone groaning about how tough it was to get up every day for work. Then again, hardly a night went by—especially when the weekends rolled around—without hearing somebody boast about how they were going to get down as soon as they got off work. The street jive insinuated a night of hard drinking, heavy gambling, skirt chasing, or drag racing down Woodward Avenue. But it was more than braggadocio. It was a riff on “Night Time Is the Right Time,” the Ray Charles song that was playing on the radio in those years because whatever happened after midnight was our time. If we could “get up,” we could get to work on time; but if we could “get down,” we might get to that place beyond time that exists in the shadows of the night.

“Somewhere,” said Schick, the night shift foreman, “the real life is waiting for us.”

For the handful of us who were working our way through college, getting down meant pulling all-nighters in the hope we might catch up with whatever courses we’d fallen behind in during the week. After slaving away through those long night shifts and then doing homework until three or four in the morning I had to ratchet my weary bones to get  up out of bed. For me, the sound of an alarm clock going off, especially during the dark dawns of winter, was like an ice pick in my ear. So I was rarely on time for my eight a.m. journalism class twenty miles away, at the University of Detroit.

One miserable morning during my senior year, my professor Judy Serrin noticed my bleary-eyed expression as, an embarrassing twenty minutes late, I slunk in. It may have been the oil stains on my hands or the smell of factory phosphate on my clothes, but a look of concern crossed her face as I passed by her desk. “It looks like you’ve been burning the midnight oil,” she whispered. Then with unexpected compassion, she added softly, “Hand in your stories whenever you can.”

It was very Detroit of her to say so.


Burning the midnight oil. My grandparents had used the expression to describe how late they were forced to work, night after night, in the family pharmacy, during the stark years of the Depression. Roger Turner, my first newspaper editor, at the Wayne Dispatch, had employed the phrase as a warning when he hired me to work the graveyard shift. But there was something else, something shiver-inducing in my professor’s voice.

Rust Belt respect is what it was.

In those years, in those factories and shops, people took pride in how hard and long they worked. You worked at whatever task you were engaged in—churning out steel nuts for the car companies or churning out essays in college—until you were done, even if you had to burn the midnight oil.

No excuses, no whining, no cheating.

“Cold fact,” sang Sixto Rodriquez, the legendary Detroit songwriter, who was working night shifts a mile away, down at Dodge Main, my last year in the factory, then playing the blues clubs down along the Detroit River. “Just a cold fact.” It was a given. If you were going to do anything worthwhile in your life, you had to burn the midnight oil.

 



Until the early seventeenth-century the word for working late into the night was elucubrate, which was defined in 1623, by Henry Cockeram in The English Dictionarie, or, An Interpreter of Hard English Words, “to doe a thing by candlelight.” Twelve years later, in 1635, the English novelist and poet Francis Quarles wrote a poem called Emblemes, which featured the first published reference to another way to elongate our days:

“Wee spend our mid-day sweat, 
or mid-night oyle; 
Wee tyre the night in thought, 
the day in toyle.”






We tire the night in thought; the day in toil.

In other words, it takes all day to get up, all night to get down.

The poet’s archaic but comprehensible language opens a window onto the seventeenth century, when the invention of street lamps and longer-burning lights in the home liberated people from the tyranny of darkness.

Originally referring to the actual act of burning oil in lamps for light and safety, the expression “burning the midnight oil” has come to mean any practice that allows us to stay up later, see better, push the natural rhythms, work overtime, even unravel the mysteries of the impenetrable darkness. Ever since I have equated it with working late, working hard, working it, as in working the system, using every ounce of strength and wit to get through life. To do that, I believe, you have to burn the midnight oil.

Years ago, while researching the history of cafés, I came across a poster for the Faggs Coffee House, established in Wellington, New Zealand, in 1926:

Any time is coffee time 
When burning the midnight oil, 
Whatever your brand of toil— 
The swot, the poem, the woo— 
Our coffee will see you through.






Together, the invention of longer-burning lamps and the concoction of coffee made for a revolution in the way people regarded the night. For centuries, life after dark had been dreaded and even avoided by sleeping and waking early. The night was dangerous; the night was cruel. It was the absence of day and light, not a value in itself. Night time demanded respect and even avoidance, usually by way of sleep.

Over time, the way people experienced the dark was transformed  alongside a newfound belief in the strange beauty of after-dark, which was captured by the chiaroscuro of Rembrandt the shadow-strewn world of The Maltese Falcon, or the radiant photographs of distant galaxies coming back from the Hubble Space Telescope. Although known mostly for his playful novels, like Alice in Wonderland and The Hunting of the Snark, Lewis Carroll was also an inventor. His most noteworthy device was the “nyctograph,” which he fondly described as an “indelible memorandum book” that allowed him the freedom of not getting out of bed, as he put it, “at 2 a.m. on a winter night to light a candle.” The book was really a wooden board that featured alternating square and round holes, which he used to mark the letters of the alphabet with a pen or stylus. In absolute darkness he was able to record “some happy thoughts which would probably be otherwise forgotten.” This depth of devotion to the night world goes a long to help explain the uncanny way Carroll was able to take a form of dictation, as it were, straight from his phantasmagorical imagination.

Recently, I found myself at the venerable Hodges Figgis Bookstore on Dawson Street, in Dublin, searching for an obscure book on one of my favorite, if arcane, topics—the bardic training schools of medieval Ireland. I’ve long been mystified as to how it was possible for Ireland’s revered Celtic poets to memorize such a staggering amount of poetry, myths, curses, and riddles that it was commonly believed among peasants and kings alike that they possessed magical powers.

As if welcoming the challenge, the bookseller found the volume I’d been searching for for years, Irish Bardic Poetry, by Osborn Bergin,  first published in 1912. His learned introduction included an obscure passage from an antiquarian book, published in 1703, by the doubly named Martin Martin, who wrote in his travelogue, Descriptions of the Western Islands of Scotland, about the “Dark Cells” where Scottish bards studied in their very singular way: “They shut their Doors and Windows for a Days time, and lie on their backs with a Stone upon their Belly, and Plads [plaids] about their Heads, and their Eyes being covere’d they pump their Brains for Rhetorical Encomium or Panegyrick.”

Apparently, there is a light that we can find only in the dark, which is the very definition of the inspiration that brings about new thoughts and ideas.

The French painter Henri Matisse needed only four one-syllable words to describe this ineffable power, “Black is a force.”

 



I’ve been haunted by the night since I was a young boy growing up in Wayne, a small town outside Detroit, ominously named for Mad Anthony Wayne, the Civil War hero. Listening to Ernie Harwell’s late-night broadcasts of Tigers baseball games on my transistor radio, canoeing and camping under the stars on Isle Royale, lazing in the grass underneath a shower of fireworks along the Detroit River, attending midnight mass at Wayne St. Mary’s, or, crazy as it sounds now, driving all night in my Uncle Cy’s 1965 Hot Rod Lincoln up to the Mackinaw Bridge with my high school friends. Just for the thrill of watching the sun rise over Lake Superior….

Looking back, it’s as if I was in training for a life of noctivagating  the world: night walks around the cobbled streets of the Latin Quarter in Paris; night writing on Naxos with Greek fishermen; riding a train all night from Oslo to Narvik, in the Arctic Circle, to witness the aurora borealis; tracking elephants at night to a watering hole in Namibia.

Looking back over my shoulder at the unreeling film of my life, it seems I have always felt more at home in the night world than in the day world, more comfortable with nighthawks than early birds.

 



This anthology reflects my fascination with “eating the darkness,” as a shaman in the Philippines described to me the act of storytelling by firelight. For years I have been gathering strange material for my Odditorium, which celebrates life after dark, from quotes, poems, chants, and song lyrics to short stories and novels, and even a night-game box score about the oddly luminous aspects of night time.

The result closely resembles what used to be called a noctuary, a record or journal of nocturnal contemplations that aspires to be a source of inspiration for the nighthawk brooding in an all-night diner, an insomniacs guide to the dark night of the soul, or a beguiling companion book to sit alongside a warm brandy on the bed stand.

 



We now live in a 24/7 world where lights blaze everywhere, as any astronaut can tell you, and darkness is harder and harder to find, as any astronomer can verify. If we are to survive this onslaught of light and withstand the pressure to be always working, then we will have  to work on what my main man, Detroit’s own Bob Seger, called our “night moves.”


Burning the Midnight Oil is offered in the spirit of one of my boyhood heroes, Mark Twain, whose daughters insisted that their father regale them with a different story every night before they went to bed. They would name different objects in the house and insist that he use them in his nocturnal tales, whose purpose was to entertain, of course, but also to become, as Robert Frost suggests in his totemic poem, more acquainted with the coming dark.

I imagine this collection to serve a similar function, an offer to the reader of a wide range of stories, poems, chants, and song lyrics designed to celebrate the dark side of the moon, our endarkenment rather than our enlightenment.

Consider the marvel. One day I was being interviewed at one of the movie studios in Hollywood when I noticed a curious sign on the door of a room where special effects were being created:

 



Don’t open the door. 
The darkness may leak out.

 



I am haunted by the night.

 



Phil Cousineau 
North Beach, San Francisco 
June 2013






PART I:

THE TWILIGHT ZONE


“There is nothing in the dark that
 isn’t there when the lights are on.”


—ROD SERLING
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INTRODUCTION


Swiftly, night comes on. Dusk is upon us. Darkness rushes in. The crepuscular voices in this opening section remind us that night is more than earth’s dark turn away from the sun. It is the first step in the long journey into the original twilight zone, the liminal world between night and day that has haunted human beings since the red dawn of time. Through the soulful picture language of mythology, the Greek poet Hesiod tells us why. Out of the Chaos at the moment of creation, he writes in The Theogony, came the first gods, the personification of the powers of the world. One was Eros, god of love and desire; another was Erebus, the face of darkness, and also Nyx, goddess of the night. The numinous imagery tells us that night was born of desire, which the Greeks believed to be one of the great forces of nature, and darkness. It is the love of darkness—soul work—and night brings forth light and day, but not for the usual reasons.

“Last night / the rain / spoke to me,” writes Mary Oliver, “slowly saying / what joy / to come falling / out of the brisk cloud / to be happy again.” This world of fog and shadows, which we are exploring here, alternates between loneliness and exultation, yearning and the white-stripe fever of driving in the dark. What the contributors here share in common is an embrace of endarkenment.

Usually regarded as a poet of crystalline light and clarity, Sappho captures the often lacerating loneliness of sleeping alone while granting it dignity. The Indian polymath Rabindranath Tagore offers a short poem about nature’s own lamps, in “Fireflies.” The bard of New Hampshire, Robert Frost, calls for us to befriend or become “acquainted” with the night, while Emily Dickinson offers an astonishing insight, that the night is vital because “Either the Darkness alters—/ Or something in the sight / Adjusts itself to Midnight…” The transcendent nature writer and novelist Annie Dillard describes how the very stars “trembled and stirred” with her breath. The English novelist and poet Thomas Hardy hauntingly evokes the central theme of this opening section, in “Afterwards,” where he writes that night is full of mysteries and a poet is one of whom it is said, “He was a man who used to notice such things.” The labyrinthine Argentinean Jorge Luis Borges has a vision in “Baruch Spinoza” of the medieval philosopher “building God in the twilight.” Irish novelist and musicologist P.J. Curtis encounters an old traveling man who describes “the book of the night sky, every night a different page.” The Milwaukee poet Antler sees the stars as the beautiful breasts of a cosmic mother. Poet and  novelist Linda Watanabe McFerrin explores a different kind of ecstasy in “A Little Night Music.” Her sentences are an exercise in heavy breathing: “Later, his arms still around me, we sat for a while, like nesting boxes, braced against nightfall, looking out toward the shadowed horizon.” She captures not only the elusive frisson of freedom at night, but also the way that romance can act as a bulwark against the loneliness of the long-distance traveler who is alone at night.

Not only desire but fear is aroused by the fall of light, as we learn in historian Huston Smith’s dramatic telling of his terror of lions on the Serengeti Plains as darkness began to fall.

Writer and teacher Jane Winslow Eliot tells about following in the footsteps of her grandmother, straight to the edge of the Grand Canyon, on her honeymoon.

“There had been a rhythm of the day and now there was a rhythm of the night,” wrote the Irish poet Padraic Colum. Nightfall can accompany astronomers, lovers, and comedians alike, as we learned from George Carlin: “Tonight’s forecast: dark. Continued dark tonight turning to partly light in the morning.”

The question of the dark mysteries hovers, so it is helpful to learn what the noctivagators, the night walkers, have to say about their own encounters with the world of tumbling light, the twilight, just before dark.

Clearly, there are light and dark secrets. The night moves on, revealing stars and sleep and the darkness that restores.

“This will do,” Annie Dillard thought. “This will do.”

It will, it will.






BUT I SLEEP ALONE


The moon is set. And the Pleiades. 
It’s the middle of the night. 
Time passes. 
But I sleep alone.



SAPPHO, GREEK POET, 625-570 B.C.E. 
TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK BY WILLIS BARNSTONE




EVENING STAR


Hesperos, you bring home all the bright dawn 
scattered, 
bring home the sheep, 
bring home the goat, bring the child home 
to her mother.



SAPPHO, GREEK POET, 625-570 B.C.E. 
TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK BY WILLIS BARNSTONE






FIREFLIES


My fancies are fireflies—
Specks of living light 
twinkling in the dark.

 



“Let me light my lamp,” 
says the star, 
“And never debate 
if it will help to remove the darkness.”



RABINDRANATH TAGORE, 
INDIAN POET AND PHILOSOPHER, 1861–1941 
TRANSLATED FROM THE BENGALI BY THE AUTHOR




ACQUAINTED WITH THE NIGHT

I have been one acquainted with the night. 
I have walked out in rain—and back in rain. 
I have outwalked the furthest city light.

 



I have looked down the saddest city lane. 
I have passed by the watchman on his beat  
And dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain.

 



I have stood still and stopped the sound of feet 
When far away an interrupted cry 
Came over houses from another street,

 



But not to call me back or say good-bye; 
And further still at an unearthly height, 
A luminary clock against the sky

 



Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right. 
I have been one acquainted with the night.

 



ROBERT FROST, AMERICAN POET, 1874–1963




WE GROW ACCUSTOMED TO THE DARK


We grow accustomed to the Dark—
When light is put away—
As when the Neighbor holds the Lamp 
To witness her Goodbye—

 



A Moment—We uncertain step 
For newness of the night—
Then—fit our Vision to the Dark—
And meet the Road—erect—

 



And so of larger—Darkness—
Those Evenings of the Brain—
When not a Moon disclose a sign—
Or Star—come out—within—

 



The Bravest—grope a little—
And sometimes hit a Tree 
Directly in the Forehead—
But as they learn to see—

 



Either the Darkness alters—
Or something in the sight 
Adjusts itself to Midnight—
And Life steps almost straight.



EMILY DICKINSON, AMERICAN POET, 1830–1886






LAST NIGHT THE RAIN SPOKE TO ME


Last night 
the rain 
spoke to me 
slowly, saying,

 



what joy 
to come falling 
out of the brisk cloud, 
to be happy again

 



in a new way 
on the earth! 
That’s what it said 
as it dropped,

 



smelling of iron, 
and vanished 
like a dream of the ocean 
into the branches

 



and the grass below. 
Then it was over.  
The sky cleared. 
I was standing

 



under a tree. 
The tree was a tree 
with happy leaves, 
and I was myself,

 



and there were stars in the sky 
that were also themselves 
at the moment 
at which moment

 



my right hand 
was holding my left hand 
which was holding the tree 
which was filled with stars

 



and the soft rain—
imagine! imagine! 
the long and wondrous journeys 
still to be ours.



MARY OLIVER, AMERICAN POET AND ESSAYIST






AFTERWARDS

When the Present has latched its postern behind my tremulous stay, 
And the May month flaps its glad green leaves like wings, 
Delicate-filmed as new-spun silk, will my neighbors say, 
“He was a man who used to notice such things”?

 



If it be in the dusk when, like an eyelid’s soundless blink, 
The dewfall-hawk comes crossing the shades to alight 
Upon the wind-warped upland thorn, a gazer may thunk 
“To him this must have been a familiar sight.”

 



If I pass during some nocturnal blackness, mothy and warm, 
When the hedgehog travels furtively over the lawn, 
One may say, “He strove that such innocent creatures should 
come to no harm, 
But he could do little for them; and now he is gone.”

 



If, when hearing that I have been stilled at last, they stand at 
the door, 
Watching the full-starred heavens that winter sees, 
Will this thought rise on those who will meet my face no more, 
“He was one who had an eye for such mysteries”?

 



And will any say when my bell of quittance is heard in the gloom,  
And a crossing breeze cuts a pause in its outrollings, 
Till they rise again, as they were a new hell’s boom, 
“He hears it not now, but used to notice such things”?

 



 



THOMAS HARDY, 
ENGLISH NOVELIST AND POET, 1840–1928






BARUCH SPINOZA


A haze of gold, the Occident lights up 
The window. Now, the assiduous manuscript 
Is waiting, weighed down with the infinite. 
Someone is building God in a dark cup. 
A man engenders God. He is a Jew. 
With saddened eyes and lemon-colored skin; 
Time carries him the way a leaf, dropped in 
A river, is borne off by waters to 
Its end. No matter. The magician moved 
Carves out his God with fine geometry; 
From his disease, from nothing, he’s begun 
To construct God, using the word. No one 
Is granted such prodigious love as he: 
The love that has no hope of being loved.



JORGE LUIS BORGES, 
ARGENTINE POET, NOVELIST, LIBRARIAN, 1899–1986 
TRANSLATED FROM THE SPANISH BY WILLIS BARNSTONE






EACH BREATH OF NIGHT

Like any out-of-the-way place, the Napo River in the Ecuadorian jungle seems real enough when you are there, even central. Out of the way of what? I was sitting on a stump at the edge of a bankside palm-thatch village, in the middle of the night, on the headwaters of the Amazon. Out of the way of human life, tenderness, or the glance of heaven?

A nightjar in deep-leaved shadow called three long notes, and hushed. The men with me talked softly in clumps: three North Americans, four Ecuadorians who were showing us the jungle. We were holding cool drinks and idly watching a hand-sized tarantula seize moths that came to the lone bulb on the generator shed beside us.

It was February, the middle of summer. Green fireflies spattered lights across the air and illumined for seconds—now here, now there—the pale trunks of enormous, solitary trees. Beneath us the brown Napo River was rising, in all silence; it coiled up the sandy bank and tangled its foam in vines that trailed from the forest and roots that looped the shore.

Each breath of night smelled sweet, more moistened and sweet than any kitchen, or garden, or cradle. Each star in Orion seemed to tremble and stir with my breath. All at once, in the thatch house across the clearing behind us, one of the village’s Jesuit priests began playing an alto recorder, playing a wordless song, lyric, in a minor key, that twined over the village clearing, that caught in the big trees’ canopies, muted our talk on the bankside, and wandered over the river, dissolving downstream.

This will do, I thought. This will do, for a weekend, or a season, or a home.

 



ANNIE DILLARD, AMERICAN WRITER




THE TIMES ARE NIGHTFALL

The times are nightfall, look, their light grows less; 
The times are winter, watch, a world undone: 
They waste, they wither worse; they as they run 
Or bring more or more blazon man’s distress. 
And I not help. Nor word now of success: 
All is from wreck, here, there, to rescue one—
Work which to see scarce so much as begun 
Makes welcome death, does dear forgetfulness.

 



Or what is else? There is your world within. 
There rid the dragons, root out there the sin. 
Your will is law in that small commonweal.…

GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS, 
ENGLISH THEOLOGIAN AND POET, 1844–1889
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