Surprised by Joy

Surprised by joy—impatient as the Wind

I turned to share the transport—Oh! with whom
But Thee, long buried in the silent Tomb,

That spot which no vicissitude can find?

Love, faithful love, recalled thee to my mind—
But how could I forget thee>—Through what power,
Even for the least division of an hout,

Have I been so beguiled as to be blind

To my most grievous lossl—That thought’s return
Was the worst pang that sorrow ever bore,

Save one, one only, when I stood forlorn,
Knowing my heart’s best treasure was no more;
That neither present time, nor years unborn

Could to my sight that heavenly face restore.

—William Wordsworth



During Wind and Rain

They sing their dearest songs—
He, she, all of them—yea,
Treble and tenor and bass,
And one to play;
With the candles mooning each face. . . .
Ah, no; the years Ol
How the sick leaves reel down in throngs!

They clear the creeping moss—
Elders and juniors—aye,
Making the pathways neat
And the garden gay;
And they build a shady seat. . . .
Ah, no; the years, the years,
See, the white storm-birds wing across.

They are blithely breakfasting all—
Men and maidens—yea,
Under the summer tree,
With a glimpse of the bay,
While pet fowl come to the knee. . ..
Ah, no; the years Ol
And the rotten rose is ript from the wall.

They change to a high new house,
He, she, all of them—aye,
Clocks and carpets and chairs
On the lawn all day,
And brightest things that are theirs. . . .
Ah, no; the years, the years;
Down their carved names the rain-drop ploughs.

—Thomas Hardy



The Ball Poem

What is the boy now, who has lost his ball.
What, what is he to do? I saw it go

Merrily bouncing, down the street, and then
Merrily over—there it is in the water!

No use to say “O there are other balls™:

An ultimate shaking grief fixes the boy

As he stands rigid, trembling, staring down

All his young days into the harbour where

His ball went. I would not intrude on him,

A dime, another ball, is worthless. Now

He senses first responsibility

In a world of possessions. People will take balls,
Balls will be lost always, little boy,

And no one buys a ball back. Money is external.
He is learning, well behind his desperate eyes,
The epistemology of loss, how to stand up
Knowing what every man must one day know
And most know many days, how to stand up
And gradually light returns to the street,

A whistle blows, the ball is out of sight.

Soon part of me will explore the deep and dark
Floor of the harbour . . I am everywhere,

I suffer and move, my mind and my heart move
With all that move me, under the water

Or whistling, I am not a little boy.

—John Berryman



The Granite Pail

Remember my little granite pail?
The handle of it was blue.

Think what’s got away in my life—
Was enough to carry me thru

—TLorine Niedecker



Autobiography

The sniff of the real, that’s
what I’d want to get

how it felt
to sit on Parliament
Hill on a May evening
studying for exams skinny
seventeen dissatisfied

yet sniffing such
a potent air, smell of
grass in heat from
the day’s sun

I’d been walking through the damp
rich ways by the ponds

and now lay on the upper

grass with Lamartine’s poems

life seemed all

loss, and what was more
I’d lost whatever it was
before I’d even had it

a green dry prospect

distant babble of children
and beyond, distinct at

the end of the glow

St Paul’s like a stone thimble

longing so hard to make
inclusions that the longing
has become in memory
an inclusion

—Thom Gunn



Cave

I took my boy to hear an echo.
He wanted to hear one. I wanted him to.

We wended through a half-formed unintelligible
brushy wood to a place I knew called “cave.”

It had openings at both ends
and could be seen through, not into.

Nor was it a tunnel, strictly, though it passed
through the ground, though it went somewhere.

It was like stepping into a telescope
unseen, into the dark distorted center.

The walls were arched and laid with glazed tiles,
orange, aqua, muddy green and so

streaked with nervous lines where water had run down,
where water must have trellised down still.

It was not clean. It smelled of piss.
Chicken bones, empties, old rubbers, mold.

Echo, I called. So did my boy.
But his voice was small—birdscratch—it

got all lost inside the echo my voice made;
pale echo, barely one.

That was when I had a boy.
I’m quite sure I did.
I wanted one, back then, when I had something to offer,
when I wasn’t in this place, where light passes through me,
when I wasn’t like this,
which is what,
when I wanted one,
as he, poor boy, wanted me.

— Mark Levine



What the Living Do

Johnny, the kitchen sink has been clogged for days, some utensil probably fell down there.
And the Drano won’t work but smells dangerous, and the crusty dishes have piled up

waiting for the plumber I still haven’t called. This is the everyday we spoke of.
It’s winter again: the sky’s a deep, headstrong blue, and the sunlight pours through

the open living-room windows because the heat’s on too high in here and I can’t turn it off.
For weeks now, driving, or dropping a bag of groceries in the street, the bag breaking,

I’'ve been thinking: This is what the living do. And yesterday, hurrying along those
wobbly bricks in the Cambridge sidewalk, spilling my coffee down my wrist and sleeve,

I thought it again, and again later, when buying a hairbrush: This is it.
Parking. Slamming the car door shut in the cold. What you called that yearning.

What you finally gave up. We want the spring to come and the winter to pass. We want
whoever to call or not call, a letter, a kiss—we want more and more and then more of it.

But there are moments, walking, when I catch a glimpse of myself in the window glass,
say, the window of the corner video store, and I'm gripped by a cherishing so deep

for my own blowing hair, chapped face, and unbuttoned coat that I'm speechless:
I am living. I remember you.

—Marie Howe



