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NIGHT SCENES
I.

The moon's up-riding makes a line
flowing out into lion's mane
of traffic, of speeding lights.

And in the nest of neon-glow and shadows
the nets of the clty's merchants and magickers
restless move toward deserted streets where mornimg breaks,
holding back heaviness, emptiness, night
with a hand of light fingers tapping,
obscuring the drift of stars, waiting ..

The whale~shark dark with the universe
pushes up a blunt nose of loneliness

agalnst the thin strands, shakes
the all-night glare of the street lamps

so that for a moment terror
touches my heart. our hearts --all hearts

that have come in along these sexual avenues
seeking to release Eros from our mistrust,

our nerves respond to the police cars, cruising,
a part of the old divine threat. How in each

the design is still moving. The city roars
and 1s a lion. But it 1s a deep element,

a treacherous leviathan.

The moon climbs the scale of souls. O
to release the first music somewhere again,
for a moment

to touch the design of the first melody!
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and
in what tempers restore that current
which forth-flowing goes
a wholeness green lovers Know
as each in each a fearful happiness
sees the resolute eye in which
opposites
spring twined forthrigat.

A light toward the knotted tides of dark,
into the tenderness of the crown, night's dominion,
" T 'saw the Prince 'of Morning fall

opening in fucking a door of Eros,

and from the Beast a man that was Day came
shaking my heart like a storm in old trees.,
""""" "~ "Attendant, -the maiden hours dance
with tambourines and tiny bells clustering,
clrcling to slow down ecstasy.

Time in the folds of their skirts' motion
sways as if from a center

that is female--there being to four o'clock in the morning
breasts, undulating belly, thighs, ;
a wife we are groomd four,
an inner temple of durations,

The charme dissolves apace
And as the morning steales upon the night
{Melting the darkness) so their rising sences
Begin to chace the ignorant t fumes that mantle
Their cleerer reason, sweet Ariel song the body hears
in the mother-tides of the first magic:

Where the Bee sucks, there, the airy spirit sings, suck 1.
Where does the bee sip? harvest what honey

in what beehive?
In a Cowslips bell, I lie, at the ledge

youth spurts, at the 1lip the flower
1ifts lifewards, at the
four o'clock in the morning, stumbling,
into whose arms, at whose
mouth out of slumber sweetening,
so that I know I am not I
but a spirit of the hour descending into body
whose tongue touches
myrrh of the morgenrot:

as in a cowslipn's bell that is a moment comes Ariel
to joy all round--

but we see one lover take his lover in his mouth
leaping; swift flame of

abiding sweetness is in this flesh

[206]




[NUMBER 19]

..fatigue spreading back, a grand chorale
of who I am, who he is, where we are

in which a thin spire of longing
perishes, this single up-fountain of a

single note around which
the throat shapes ..

ITT.
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hoquéte al’ app_pche des parvis,
smokes, raises a music out of the light, a lamp of notes
that runs thru the openings in Paradise.
Flashes seize the eye's grey, forcing
out of whose pits blackness of sight
montaient vers moi
soulevées par les vapeurs d'un abime,
figures of women passing thru the sirings of the harp of the sun,
fingers that flash chains we are signals
rnf protest, of assent, of longing, nf anger,

0 Breton, poet, we too,

where rrom the muscles of men working in fields we see

--drezms from sleeping mind-- cathedrals rise,

fume zond cing out

the early markets spreading round anthems,

the torsos of men and trucks in their own light, steaming,

carrying the produce of paradise to be spread out,

auctioned, priced, carried away, we see
0; by 1 {he raised lamp that surrounds the sleeping men,
ho;*t of the city, circulations of food and rays.

Thesc gztss are not breasts or lions of the Queen of Byzantium,
but mcn working; these graills

heve men's arms and eyes, from which lamps llke women fume
at the approach of the Outer Court

in the Prcduce District, among the trucks,

when I come into whose environs my heart smokes,
La belle la violée la soumise l'accablante
hali-maled the men mounting and dismounting,

She is at work iIn her sleep.

She draws in food from the country around her.

She compels me wandering from Breton and towards him by the
plan of her sireets.

She makes a tempie of produce, in her rituals of buying
and selling, a place of transport and aromas,

She surrounds her priests and appears through them at the
tips that time has before falling.

Pelsglivs, Eckhardt, Joachim de Flore, Novalis are arms of
her desire, where she hungers for us and feeds us.

Thesc things translated having lost thelr savor they had
by her grzce, we devour in a savor they have by men's bodies.,

--Robert Duncan
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"WE TAKE THE GOLDEN ROAD, TO SAMAR, KANSAS..."

The title means there has been a roadblock put between Occupled America
and the sunset land of Frederick Delius. You have to go to the last
chorus of his opera Hassan to get the music. If you go to Jacksonville,
Florida these days, the Joke 1s on us.

I.e., I missed the dedication of "Delius House," adjacent to Swisher
Gymnasium, Jacksonville University, 8:00 p.m., March 3, 1961. "The
Delius House has stood for three-quarters of a century at Solano Grove,
thirty-five miles south of Jacksonville. Discussion of moving this
historic homestead from its beautiful but 1solated location on the St.
Johns to the Jacksonville University campus first took place between
Mrs. Henry L. Richmond and President Franklyn A. Johnson in 1957. How=-
ever, the University felt unable to administer such an undertaking until
this year. Now, thanks to the gift from Mrs. Richmond of the house and
funds towards its re-erection, as well as the support of other friends
of music, the Delius House will soon be visible to all. Its four rooms
and four fireplaces, its two verandas and ornate woodwork, will be com-
pletely reconstructed..."

I drove into Jacksonville the night of April 14th from Huntsville, Ala-
bama, "Space Capital of the Universe," according to a blllboard on the
outskirts of town, donated by Governor Patterson or the local White
Citizens Council, (I'm guessing.) I telephoned an old, tired socialist/
humanist friend, recently arrived in the city to teach high school
physics and chemistry. The school 1s named after Nathan Bedford Forrest,
Remember him? Fustest with the mostest, etc., and after de Wa he

started the KKXK. Ah well, it's a terribly modren looking school. So,

we agreed to try to find out where poor Delius' house used to live:
Picolata, a nineteenth-century English colony on the St. Johns, also
notable for its early Spanish Fort and for its mention in the Journals

of William Bartram. Driving south next morning in the face of weather
warnings of squalls and probable tornados, we crossed the river at Green
Cove, now the home of the mothball fleet, straining at anchor to get to
go to Cuba. At that point the St. Johns is, incredibly, four miles wide.
Across the bridge, on the east bank, you turn south down a country road
and head for Picolata, nine miles. It proved to be a matter of four
private homes, one fish camp, an abandoned company store, and a workers'
retreat owned by some large trucking firm. The proprietress at the fish
camp was Typical Southren Waitress #1-- fat, peroxided, rednecked and
blank. Nothing exuded from her except suspicion, particularly of two
strangers who wanted to know about old houses being moved into Jackson-
ville. So, I knocked on the front door of the local gentry. All four
mail boxes on the highway bore the same family name., An elderly woman
came to the door, blowzy as the last but 'substantial' in terms of
Picolata, Back in the darkened living room an ancient woman was rocking.
I again explained our missicn. Solanoc Grove meant nothing, Frederick
Delius meant nothing. Her attitude: well, we own most of the land around
here and we'd know about anything like that that went on. I imsisted,
the house had been moved within %iwo months and all authorities spoke of
Picolata, including Delius. No, she said-- impossible. If they moved
some shack around here all they got was some darky cabin. Chuckle,
chuckle, than you, mam. Ve went back up the road towards Jacksonville
about three miles to a gas station, thinking some working men might be
inside who'd had to do with the transplantation. Again, no luck. The
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