Further Notice

I can't live in this world

And I refuse to kill myself

Or let you kill me

The dill plant lives, the airplane

My alarm clock, this ink

I won't go away

I shall be myself—

Free, a genius, an embarassment

Like the Indian, the buffalo

Like Yellowstone National Park

Holding You

You taste like a big round orange sun on the still


ocean . . .



. . . a peaceful seagull gliding by.

You smell like running through wet green grass


smelling the pureness of all that's green . . .



. . . diving into a rushing waterfall



      biting into a crisp green apple.

On Teaching Without Pupils
Teaching without pupils

Writing without fame

Are difficult.

It is good to go out in the morning

With your newly written pages

To the waiting printer, across the buzzing market

Where they sell mean and sets of workmen's tools:

What you are selling is sentences.

. . . .

There speaks he to whom no-one is listening: 

He speaks too loud

And repeats to himself.

He says things that are wrong:

No one corrects him.

If We Must Die

If we must die, let it not be like hogs

Hunted and penned in an inglorious spot,

While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs,

Making their mock at our accurséd lot.

If we must die, O let us nobly die,

So that our precious blood may not be shed

In vain; then even the monsters we defy

Shall be constrained to honor us though dead!

O kinsmen! we must meet the common foe!

Though far outnumbered let us show us brave,

And for their thousand blows deal one death-blow!

What though before us lies the open grave?

Like men we'll face the murderous, cowardly pack,

Pressed to the wall, dying, but fighting back!
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