
And capable of incapably evil thought: 
Slight gestures that could rend the palpable ice, 
Or melt Arcturus to ingots dropping drops, 
Or spill night out in brilliant vanishings, 
Whirlpools of darkness in whirlwinds of light . . 
The miff-maff-muff of water, the vocables 
Of the wind, the glassily-sparkling particles 
Of the mind-They would soon climb down the side of 

the ship. 
They would march single file, with electric lamps, alert 
For a tidal undulation underneath. 

LARGE RED MAN READING 

There were ghosts that returned to earth to hear his phrases, 
As he sat there reading, aloud, the great blue tabulae. 
They were those from the wilderness of stars that had expected 

more. 

There were those that returned to hear him read from the 
poem of life, 

Of the pans above the stove, the pots On the table, the tulips 
among them. 

They were those that would have wept to step barefoot into 
reality, 

jdolven
Wallace Stevens

jdolven



That would have wept and been happy, have shivered in the 
frost 

And cried out to feel it again, have run fingers over leaves 
And against the most coiled thorn, have seized on what was 

ugly 

And laughed, as he sat there reading, from out of the purple 
tabulae, 

The outlines of being and its expressings, the syllables of its 
law: 

Poesis, poesis, the literal characters, the vatic lines, 

Which in those ears and in those thin, those spended hearts, 
Took on color, took on shape and the size of things as they are 
And spoke the feeling for them, which was what they had 

lacked. 

THIS SOLITUDE OF CATARACTS 

He never felt twice the same about the flecked river, 
Which kept flowing and never the same way twice, flowing 

Through many places, as if it stood still in one, 
Fixed like a lake on which the wild ducks fluttered, 

Ruffling its common reflections, thought-like Monadnoc'ks. 
There seemed to be an apostrophe that was not spoken. 
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