On Sitting Down to Read King Lear Once Again

O golden-tongued Romance, with serene lute!

   Fair plumed syren, queen of far away!

   Leave melodizing on this wintry day,

Shut up thine olden pages, and be mute:

Adieu! for once again the fierce dispute,

   Betwixt damnation and impassion’d clay

   Must I burn through; once more humbly assay

The bitter-sweet of this Shakesperean fruit.

Chief Poet! and ye clouds of Albion,

   Begetters of our deep eternal theme!
When through the old oak forest I am gone,

   Let me not wander in a barren dream:
But when I am consumed in the fire,

Give me new phoenix wings to fly at my desire.





—John Keats

The Land of Story-Books
At evening, when the lamp is lit,

Around the fire my parents sit;

They sit at home and talk and sing,

And do not play at anything.

Now, with my little gun, I crawl

All in the dark along the wall,

And follow round the forest track

Away behind the sofa back.

There, in the night, where none can spy,

All in my hunter’s camp I lie,

And play at books that I have read

Till it is time to go to bed.

These are the hills, these are the woods,

These are my starry solitudes;

And there the river by whose brink

The roaring lions come to drink.

I see the others far away

As if in firelit camp they lay,

And I, like to an Indian scout,

Around their party prowled about.

So, when my nurse comes in for me,

Home I return across the sea,

And go to bed with backward looks

At my dear Land of Story-books.




—Robert Louis Stevenson

The House Was Quiet and The World Was Calm

The house was quiet and the world was calm. 

The reader became the book; and summer night 

Was like the conscious being of the book. 

The house was quiet and the world was calm. 

The words were spoken as if there was no book, 

Except that the reader leaned above the page, 

Wanted to lean, wanted much most to be 

The scholar to whom his book is true, to whom 

The summer night is like a perfection of thought. 

The house was quiet because it had to be. 

The quiet was part of the meaning, part of the mind: 

The access of perfection to the page. 

And the world was calm. The truth in a calm world, 

In which there is no other meaning, itself 

Is calm, itself is summer and night, itself 

Is the reader leaning late and reading there.





—Wallace Stevens

 
Library Scene
To P.M.S
Under the ceiling of metal stamped like plaster

And below the ceiling fan, in the brown lustre
Someone is reading, in the sleepy room

Alert, her damp cheek balanced on one palm,

With knuckles loosely holding back the pages

Or fingers waiting lightly at their edges.

Her eyes are like the eyes of someone attending

To a fragile work, familiar and demanding—

Some work of delicate surfaces or threads.

Someone is reading the way a rare child reads,

A kind of changeling reading for love of reading,

For love and for the course of something leading

Her child’s intelligent soul through its inflection:

A force, a kind of loving work or action.

Someone is reading in a deepening room

Where something happens, something that will come

To happen again, happening as many times

As she is reading in as many rooms.

What happens outside that calms like water braiding

Over green stones? The ones of little reading

Or who never read for love, are many places.

They are in the house of power, and many houses

Reading as they do, doing what they do.

Or it happens that they come, at times, to you

Because you are somehow someone that they need:

They come to you and you tell them how you read.






—Robert Pinsky

Still Burning

Me trying to understand say whence

say whither, say what, say me with a pencil walking,

say reading the dictionary, say learning medieval

Latin, reading Spengler, reading Whitehead,

William James I loved him, swimming breaststroke

and thinking for an hour, how did I get here?

Or thinking in line, say the 69 streetcar

or 68 or 67 Swissvale,

that would take me elsewhere, me with a textbook

reading the pre-Socratics, so badly written,

whoever the author was, me on the floor of

the lighted stacks sitting cross-legged,

walking afterwards through the park or sometimes

running across the bridges and up the hills,

sitting down in our tiny diningroom,

burning in a certain way, still burning.
—Gerald Stern
