‘Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white’ 

   Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white;

Nor waves the cypress in the palace walk;

Nor winks the gold fin in the porphyry font.

The fire-fly wakens; waken thou with me.

   Now droops the milk-white peacock like a ghost,

And like a ghost she glimmers on to me.

   Now lies the Earth all Danaë to the stars,

And all thy heart lies open unto me.

   Now slides the silent meteor on, and leaves

A shining furrow, as thy thoughts in me.

   Now folds the lily all her sweetness up,

And slips into the bosom of the lake:

So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip

Into my bosom and be lost in me.

—Alfred Tennyson

‘It is marvellous to wake up together’

It is marvellous to wake up together 

At the same minute; marvellous to hear 

The rain begin suddenly all over the roof, 

To feel the air suddenly clear 

As if electricity had passed through it 

From a black mesh of wires in the sky. 

All over the roof the rain hisses, 

And below, the light falling of kisses.  

An electrical storm is coming or moving away; 

It is the prickling air that wakes us up. 

If lighting struck the house now, it would run 

From the four blue china balls on top 

Down the roof and down the rods all around us, 

And we imagine dreamily 

How the whole house caught in a bird-cage of lightning 

Would be quite delightful rather than frightening;  

And from the same simplified point of view 

Of night and lying flat on one’s back

All things might change equally easily, 

Since always to warn us there must be these black

Electrical wires dangling. Without surprise

The world might change to something quite different,

As the air changes or the lightning comes without our blinking, 

Change as our kisses are changing without our thinking.
—Elizabeth Bishop

Not Ideas About the Thing But the Thing Itself

At the earliest ending of winter,

In March, a scrawny cry from outside

Seemed like a sound in his mind.   

He knew that he heard it,

A bird’s cry, at daylight or before, 

In the early March wind.

The sun was rising at six,

No longer a battered panache above snow . . .

It would have been outside.

It was not from the vast ventriloquism 

Of sleep’s faded papier-mâché . . . 

The sun was coming from the outside.   

That scrawny cry—it was

A chorister whose c preceded the choir.

It was part of the colossal sun,

Surrounded by its choral rings,

Still far away. It was like

A new knowledge of reality. 

—Wallace Stevens

Love Calls Us to the Things of This World

The eyes open to a cry of pulleys,

And spirited from sleep, the astounded soul   

Hangs for a moment bodiless and simple   

As false dawn.

                     Outside the open window   

The morning air is all awash with angels.

    Some are in bed-sheets, some are in blouses,   

Some are in smocks: but truly there they are.   

Now they are rising together in calm swells   

Of halcyon feeling, filling whatever they wear   

With the deep joy of their impersonal breathing;

    Now they are flying in place, conveying

The terrible speed of their omnipresence, moving   

And staying like white water; and now of a sudden   

They swoon down into so rapt a quiet

That nobody seems to be there.

                                             The soul shrinks

    From all that it is about to remember,

From the punctual rape of every blessèd day,

And cries,

               “Oh, let there be nothing on earth but laundry,   

Nothing but rosy hands in the rising steam

And clear dances done in the sight of heaven.”

    Yet, as the sun acknowledges

With a warm look the world’s hunks and colors,   

The soul descends once more in bitter love   

To accept the waking body, saying now

In a changed voice as the man yawns and rises,   

    “Bring them down from their ruddy gallows;

Let there be clean linen for the backs of thieves;   

Let lovers go fresh and sweet to be undone,   

And the heaviest nuns walk in a pure floating   

Of dark habits,

                      keeping their difficult balance.”

—Richard Wilbur
Waking in the Blue
The night attendant, a B.U. sophomore,

rouses from the mare’s-nest of his drowsy head

propped on The Meaning of Meaning.

He catwalks down our corridor.

Azure day

makes my agonized blue window bleaker.

Crows maunder on the petrified fairway.

Absence! My heart grows tense

as though a harpoon were sparring for the kill.

(This is the house for the “mentally ill.”)

What use is my sense of humor?

I grin at Stanley, now sunk in his sixties,

once a Harvard all-American fullback,

(if such were possible!)

still hoarding the build of a boy in his twenties,

as he soaks, a ramrod

with a muscle of a seal

in his long tub,

vaguely urinous from the Victorian plumbing.

A kingly granite profile in a crimson golf-cap,

worn all day, all night, 

he thinks only of his figure,

of slimming on sherbet and ginger ale—

more cut off from words than a seal.
This is the way day breaks in Bowditch Hall at McLean’s;

the hooded night lights bring out “Bobbie,”

Porcellian ’29,

a replica of Louis XVI

without the wig—

redolent and roly-poly as a sperm whale,

as he swashbuckles about in his birthday suit

and horses at chairs.

These victorious figures of bravado ossified young.

In between the limits of day,

hours and hours go by under the crew haircuts

and slightly too little nonsensical bachelor twinkle

of the Roman Catholic attendants.

(There are no Mayflower

screwballs in the Catholic Church.)

After a hearty New England breakfast,

I weigh two hundred pounds

this morning. Cock of the walk,

I strut in my turtle-necked French sailor’s jersey

before the metal shaving mirrors,

and see the shaky future grow familiar

in the pinched, indigenous faces

of these thoroughbred mental cases,

twice my age and half my weight.

We are all old-timers,

each of us holds a locked razor.

—Robert Lowell
