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MENDING WALL

Something there is that doesn=t love a wall,

That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it

And spills the upper boulders in the sun,

And makes gaps even two can pass abreast.

The work of hunters is another thing: 5

I have come after them and made repair

Where they have left not one stone on a stone,

But they would have the rabbit out of hiding,

To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean,

No one has seen them made or heard them made, 10

But at spring mending-time we find them there.

I let my neighbor know beyond the hill;

And on a day we meet to walk the line

And set the wall between us once again.

We keep the wall between us as we go. 15

To each the boulders that have fallen to each.

And some are loaves and some so nearly balls

We have to use a spell to make them balance:

AStay where you are until our backs are turned!@

We wear our fingers rough with handling them. 20

Oh, just another kind of outdoor game,

One on a side. It comes to little more:

There where it is we do not need the wall:

He is all pine and I am apple orchard.

My apple trees will never get across 25

And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him.

He only says, AGood fences make good neighbors.@

Spring is the mischief in me, and I wonder

If I could put a notion in his head:

AWhy do they make good neighbors? Isn=t it 30

Where there are cows? But here there are no cows.

Before I built a wall I=d ask to know

What I was walling in or walling out,

And to whom I was like to give offense.

Something there is that doesn=t love a wall, 35

That wants it down.@ I could say AElves@ to him,

But its= not elves exactly, and I=d rather

He said it for himself. I see him there,

Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top

In each hand, like an old-stone savage armed. 40

He moves in darkness as it seems to me,

Not of woods only and the shade of trees.

He will not go behind his father=s saying.

And he likes having thought of it so well

He says again, AGood fences make good neighbors.@ 45

- Robert Frost                    

















A Mouse and a Frog

A mouse and a frog meet every morning on the riverbank.
They sit in a nook of the ground and talk. 

Each morning, the second they see each other, 
they open easily, telling stories and dreams and secrets,
empty of any fear or suspicious holding-back. 

To watch and listen to those two 
is to understand how, as it's written, 
sometimes when two beings come together,
Christ becomes visible. 

The mouse starts laughing out a story he hasn't thought of
in five years, and the telling might take five years! 
There's no blocking the speechflow-river-running
all-carrying momentum 
that true intimacy is. 

The God-Messenger, Khidr,
touches a roasted fish.
It leaps off the grill 
back into the water. 

Friend sits by Friend, and the tablets appear.
They read the mysteries
off each other's foreheads. 

But one day the mouse complains, 
"There are times when I want sohbet,* and you're out in the water,
jumping around where you can't hear me. 

We meet at this appointed time, 
but the text says, Lovers pray constantly. 

Once a day, once a week, five times an hour, 
is not enough. Fish like we are 
need the ocean around us!" 

Do camel-bells say, Let's meet back here Thursday night? 
Ridiculous. They jingle 
together continuously, 
talking while the camel walks. 

Do you pay regular visits to yourself? 
Don't argue or answer rationally.

Let us die,

and dying, reply.

*Spiritual conversation

(Mathnawi, VI, 2632-2669, 2681-2684)
Rumi, This Longing, Shambala
Jalâl ad-Dn Muhammad Balkhi Rumi



ANGEL SURROUNDED BY PAYSANS

One of the countrymen:

There is
A welcome at the door to which no one comes?

The angel:

I am the angel of reality,
Seen for the moment standing in the door.

I have neither ashen wing nor wear of ore
And live without a tepid aureole,

Or stars that follow me, not to attend,
But, of my being and its knowing, part.

I am one of you and being one of you
Is being and knowing what I am and know.

Yet I am the necessary angel of earth,
Since, in my sight, you see the earth again,

Cleared of its stiff and stubborn, man-locked set,
And, in my hearing, you hear its tragic drone

Rise liquidly in liquid lingerings
Like watery words awash; like meanings said

By repetitions of half meanings. Am I not,
Myself, only half of a figure of a sort,

A figure half seen, or seen for a moment, a man
Of the mind, an apparition apparelled in

Apparels of such lightest look that a turn
Of my shoulder and quickly, too quickly, I am gone?

- Wallace Stevens



FINAL SOLILOQUY OF THE INTERIOR PARAMOUR

Light the first light of evening
In which we rest and, for small reason, think
The world imagined is the ultimate good.

This is, therefore, the intensest rendezvous.
It is in that thought that we collect ourselves,
Out of all the indifferences, into one thing:

Within a single thing, a single shawl
Wrapped tightly round us, since we are poor, a warmth,
A light, a power, the miraculous influence.

Here, now, we forget each other and ourselves.
We feel the obscurity of an order, a whole,
A knowledge, that which arranged the rendezvous.

Within its vital boundary, in the mind.
We say God and the imagination are one...
How high that highest candle lights the dark.

Out of this same light, out of the central mind,
We make a dwelling in the evening air,
In which being there together is enough.

-  Wallace Stevens 



Henry David Thoreau, Walden, “Where I Lived and What I Lived For”

“Little is to be expected of that day, if it can be called a day, to which we are not awakened by
our Genius, but by the mechanical nudgings of some servitor, are not awakened by our own
newly acquired force and aspirations from within, accompanied by the undulations of celestial
music, instead of factory bells, and a fragrance filling the air - to a higher life that we fell asleep
from . . .”

“The millions are awake enough for physical labor, but only one in a million is awake enough for
effective intellectual exertion, only one in a hundred millions to a poetic or divine life. To be
awake is to be alive. I have never yet met a man who was quite awake. How could I have looked
him in the face?

We must learn to reawaken and keep ourselves awake, not by mechanical aids, but by an
infinite expectation of the dawn, which does not forsake us in our soundest sleep.”

“I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts of life,
and see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and not when I came to die, discover that I had
not lived.”

“Wisdom does not inspect, but behold. We must look a long time before we can see.”  from
“Natural History of Massachusetts”
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