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The morning comes, the night decays, the watchmen leave their stations; 
The grave is burst, the spices shed, the linen wrapped up;  
The bones of death, the cov'ring clay, the sinews shrunk & dry'd  
Reviving shake, inspiring move, breathing, awakening,  
Spring like redeemed captives when their bonds & bars are burst.  
Let the slave grinding at the mill run out into the field,  
Let him look up into the heavens & laugh in the bright air;  
Let the inchained soul, shut up in darkness and in sighing,  
Whose face has never seen a smile in thirty weary years,  
Rise and look out; his chains are loose, his dungeon doors are open; 
And let his wife and children return from the oppressor's scourge.  
They look behind at every step & believe it is a dream,  
Singing: "The Sun has left his blackness & has found a fresher morning, 
And the fair Moon rejoices in the clear & cloudless night;  
For Empire is no more, and now the Lion & Wolf shall cease." 

 -from "America: A Prophecy" by William Blake 

 

O stars, 
isn't it from you that the lover's desire for the face of his beloved arises? Doesn't his secret 
insight into her pure features come from the pure constellations? 

 -from "The Third Elegy" by Rainer Maria Rilke 

 

Fine vapors escape from whatever is doing the living.  
The night is cold and delicate and full of angels 
Pounding down the living. The factories are all lit up,  
The chime goes unheard.  
We are together at last, though far apart. 

 -from "The Ecclesiast" by John Ashbery 

 
ONE - THE ENCHANTED SLEEPER 

In a valley shaded with rhododendrons, close to the snow line, where a stream milky with meltwater 
splashed and where doves and linnets flew among the immense pines, lay a cave, half-hidden by the crag 
above and the stiff heavy leaves that clustered below. 

The woods were full of sound: the stream between the rocks, the wind among the needles of the pine 
branches, the chitter of insects and the cries of small arboreal mammals, as well as the birdsong; and from 
time to time a stronger gust of wind would make one of the branches of a cedar or a fir move against another 
and groan like a cello. 

It was a place of brilliant sunlight, never undappled. Shafts of lemon-gold brilliance lanced down to the 
forest floor between bars and pools of brown-green shade; and the light was never still, never constant, 
because drifting mist would often float among the treetops, filtering all the sunlight to a pearly sheen and 


