
i have found what you are like  
 
 
        i have found what you are like 
        the rain, 
 
                (Who feathers frightened fields 
        with the superior dust-of-sleep. wields 
 
        easily the pale club of the wind 
        and swirled justly souls of flower strike 
 
        the air in utterable coolness 
 
        deeds of green thrilling light 
                                      with thinned 
 
        newfragile yellows 
 
                          lurch and.press 
 
        -in the woods 
                     which 
                          stutter 
                                 and 
 
                                    sing 
 
        And the coolness of your smile is 
        stirringofbirds between my arms;but 
        i should rather than anything 
        have(almost when hugeness will shut 
        quietly)almost, 
                       your kiss 
 



i like my body when it is with your  
 
 
   i like my body when it is with your 
   body. It is so quite a new thing. 
   Muscles better and nerves more. 
   i like your body. i like what it does, 
   i like its hows. i like to feel the spine 
   of your body and its bones, and the trembling 
   -firm-smooth ness and which i will 
   again and again and again 
   kiss, i like kissing this and that of you, 
   i like,, slowly stroking the, shocking fuzz 
   of your electric fur, and what-is-it comes 
   over parting flesh . . . . And eyes big Love-crumbs, 
 
   and possibly i like the thrill 
 
   of under me you quite so new 
 



if i love You  
 
 
if i love You 
(thickness means 
worlds inhabited by roamingly 
stern bright faeries 
 
if you love 
me) distance is mind carefully 
luminous with innumerable gnomes 
Of complete dream 
 
if we love each (shyly) 
other, what clouds do or Silently 
Flowers resembles beauty 
less than our breathing 
 



it is at moments after i have dreamed  
 
 
        it is at moments after i have dreamed 
        of the rare entertainment of your eyes, 
        when (being fool to fancy) i have deemed 
 
        with your peculiar mouth my heart made wise; 
        at moments when the glassy darkness holds 
 
        the genuine apparition of your smile 
        (it was through tears always)and silence moulds 
        such strangeness as was mine a little while; 
 
        moments when my once more illustrious arms 
        are filled with fascination, when my breast 
        wears the intolerant brightness of your charms: 
 
        one pierced moment whiter than the rest 
 
        -turning from the tremendous lie of sleep 
        i watch the roses of the day grow deep. 
 



i love you much(most beautiful darling)  
 
 
i love you much(most beautiful darling) 
 
more than anyone on the earth and i 
like you better than everything in the sky 
 
-sunlight and singing welcome your coming 
 
although winter may be everywhere 
with such a silence and such a darkness 
noone can quite begin to guess 
 
(except my life)the true time of year- 
 
and if what calls itself a world should have 
the luck to hear such singing(or glimpse such 
sunlight as will leap higher than high 
through gayer than gayest someone's heart at your each 
 
nearness)everyone certainly would(my 
most beautiful darling)believe in nothing but love 
 



may i feel said he  
 
 
   may i feel said he 
   (i'll squeal said she 
   just once said he) 
   it's fun said she 
 
 
   (may i touch said he 
   how much said she 
   a lot said he) 
   why not said she 
 
 
   (let's go said he 
   not too far said she 
   what's too far said he 
   where you are said she) 
 
 
   may i stay said he 
   (which way said she 
   like this said he 
   if you kiss said she 
 
 
   may i move said he 
   is it love said she) 
   if you're willing said he 
   (but you're killing said she 
 
 
   but it's life said he 
   but your wife said she 
   now said he) 
   ow said she 
 
 
   (tiptop said he 
   don't stop said she 
   oh no said he) 
   go slow said she 
 
 
   (cccome?said he 
   ummm said she) 
   you're divine!said he 
   (you are Mine said she) 



since feeling is first  
 
 
since feeling is first 
who pays any attention 
to the syntax of things 
will never wholly kiss you; 
 
wholly to be a fool 
while Spring is in the world 
 
my blood approves, 
and kisses are a far better fate 
than wisdom 
lady i swear by all flowers. Don't cry 
--the best gesture of my brain is less than 
your eyelids' flutter which says 
 
we are for eachother: then 
laugh, leaning back in my arms 
for life's not a paragraph 
 
And death i think is no parenthesis 
 



you said Is  
 
 
you said Is 
there anything which 
is dead or alive more beautiful 
than my body,to have in your fingers 
(trembling ever so little)? 
                           Looking into 
your eyes Nothing,i said,except the 
air of spring smelling of never and forever. 
 
....and through the lattice which moved as 
if a hand is touched by a 
hand(which 
moved as though 
fingers touch a girl's 
breast, 
lightly) 
        Do you believe in always,the wind 
said to the rain 
I am too busy with 
my flowers to believe,the rain answered 
 



you shall above all things be glad and young  
 
 
   you shall above all things be glad and young 
   For if you're young,whatever life you wear 
 
 
   it will become you;and if you are glad 
   whatever's living will yourself become. 
   Girlboys may nothing more than boygirls need: 
   i can entirely her only love 
 
 
   whose any mystery makes every man's 
   flesh put space on;and his mind take off time 
 
 
   that you should ever think,may god forbid 
   and (in his mercy) your true lover spare: 
   for that way knowledge lies,the foetal grave 
   called progress,and negation's dead undoom. 
 
 
   I'd rather learn from one bird how to sing 
   than teach ten thousand stars how not to dance 
 



if strangers meet  
 
 
if strangers meet 
life begins- 
not poor not rich 
(only aware) 
kind neither 
nor cruel 
(only complete) 
i not not you 
not possible; 
only truthful 
-truthfully,once 
if strangers(who 
deep our most are 
selves)touch: 
forever 
 
(and so to dark) 
 



i carry your heart with me(i carry it in  
 
 
i carry your heart with me(i carry it in 
my heart)i am never without it(anywhere 
i go you go,my dear;and whatever is done 
by only me is your doing,my darling) 
                                    i fear 
no fate(for you are my fate,my sweet)i want 
no world(for beautiful you are my world,my true) 
and it's you are whatever a moon has always meant 
and whatever a sun will always sing is you 
 
here is the deepest secret nobody knows 
(here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud 
and the sky of the sky of a tree called life;which grows 
higher than soul can hope or mind can hide) 
and this is the wonder that's keeping the stars apart 
 
i carry your heart(i carry it in my heart) 
 



she being Brand  
 
 
she being Brand 
 
-new;and you 
know consequently a 
little stiff i was 
careful of her and(having 
 
thoroughly oiled the universal 
joint tested my gas felt of 
her radiator made sure her springs were O. 
 
K.)i went right to it flooded-the-carburetor cranked her 
 
up,slipped the 
clutch(and then somehow got into reverse she 
kicked what 
the hell)next 
minute i was back in neutral tried and 
 
again slo-wly;bare,ly nudg.  ing(my 
 
lev-er Right- 
oh and her gears being in 
A 1 shape passed 
from low through 
second-in-to-high like 
greasedlightning)just as we turned the corner of Divinity 
 
avenue i touched the accelerator and give 
 
her the juice,good 
 
                  (it 



 
was the first ride and believe i we was 
happy to see how nice she acted right up to 
the last minute coming back down by the Public 
Gardens i slammed on 
 
the 
internalexpanding 
& 
externalcontracting 
brakes Bothatonce and 
 
brought allofher tremB 
-ling 
to a:dead. 
 
stand- 
;Still) 
 



the boys i mean are not refined  
 
 
   the boys i mean are not refined 
   they go with girls who buck and bite 
   they do not give a fuck for luck 
   they hump them thirteen times a night 
 
   one hangs a hat upon her tit 
   one carves a cross on her behind 
   they do not give a shit for wit 
   the boys i mean are not refined 
 
   they come with girls who bite and buck 
   who cannot read and cannot write 
   who laugh like they would fall apart 
   and masturbate with dynamite 
 
   the boys i mean are not refined 
   they cannot chat of that and this 
   they do not give a fart for art 
   they kill like you would take a piss 
 
   they speak whatever's on their mind 
   they do whatever's in their pants 
   the boys i mean are not refined 
   they shake the mountains when they dance 
 



it may not always be so; and i say  
 
 
it may not always be so;and i say 
that if your lips,which i have loved,should touch 
another's,and your dear strong fingers clutch 
his heart,as mine in time not far away; 
if on another's face your sweet hair lay 
in such a silence as i know,or such 
great writhing words as,uttering overmuch, 
stand helplessly before the spirit at bay; 
    
if this should be,i say if this should be- 
you of my heart,send me a little word; 
that i may go unto him,and take his hands, 
saying,Accept all happiness from me. 
Then shall i turn my face,and hear one bird 
sing terribly afar in the lost lands. 



[somewhere i have never travelled] 
 
 
 
somewhere i have never travelled,gladly beyond 
any experience,your eyes have their silence: 
in your most frail gesture are things which enclose me, 
or which i cannot touch because they are too near 
 
your slightest look easily will unclose me 
though i have closed myself as fingers, 
you open always petal by petal myself as Spring opens 
(touching skilfully,mysteriously) her first rose 
 
or if your wish be to close me,i and 
my life will shut very beautifully, suddenly, 
as when the heart of this flower imagines 
the snow carefully everywhere descending; 
 
nothing which we are to perceive in this world equals 
the power of your intense fragility: whose texture 
compels me with the color of its countries, 
rendering death and forever with each breathing 
 
(i do not know what it is about you that closes 
and opens; only something in me understands 
the voice of your eyes is deeper than all roses) 
nobody,not even the rain, has such small hands 
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