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A Small Bouquet
Frank O’Hara
Ann Arbor, 1950

Korean mums
James Schuyler
From Collected Poems
(Farrar, Straus & Giroux, 1993)

Lilac Field
Dorothea Lasky
From Poetry (April 2014)

To perform death is something only humans would do
No animal would sit there
With a blank look on its face
Just because the camera is there
No no an animal would look directly in it
Or cover its face, like the overweight
Woman in the picture in the magazine
By the room where I keep my bed
What people don’t understand about beauty
Is that after all it is not fleeting
After all it is so gross to be that way
That someone sees among you
After all, to call into question
I painted my lips, my eyes
Only our scholars know that
To perform is to be malleable
To perform in language
Or was it
The large purple insect I let in the room
Or was it the furred face — the hippo or the gorge
That I was the devil in the wood
In my own bones that I knew the face
That I took that face
Was it midnight blue sky
No, were my wings iridescent
Even in these lines
The voice moves you
What sense of exquisite cause

Thought
Moves you past these lines
Into conversation
With the undead
I don’t know
That is something
You will have to answer for yourself
I came back to this place to help you
And that I did
Shoot sparks of green and gray
Through time
What skin sack
I put myself in
I mean for what, why,
Or who
Did I manage to do this for if not you
Lilaced thing
The soft rustle of beetle wings
In air that is warm and gray
And is not strong
But there, is there to carry us past i

The Fear of Flowers
John Clare
From Poems of the Middle Period, 1822-1837, Vol. 5
(Oxford University Press, 2003)

The nodding oxeye bends before the wind,
The woodbine quakes lest boys their flowers should find,
And prickly dogrose spite of its array
Can’t dare the blossom-seeking hand away,
While thistles wear their heavy knobs of bloom
Proud as a warhorse wears its haughty plume,
And by the roadside danger’s self defy;
On commons where pined sheep and oxen lie
In ruddy pomp and ever thronging mood
It stands and spreads like danger in a wood,
And in the village street where meanest weeds
Can’t stand untouched to fill their husks with seeds,
The haughty thistle oer all danger towers,
In every place the very wasp of flowers.

The Flowers
Stéphane Mallarmé
Translated by Henry Weinfield
From Collected Poems (University of California Press, 1994)

Hélène Cixous
From “Clarice Lispector: The Approach,” in “Coming to Language” and
Other Essays
(Harvard University Press, 1991)

One Hundred Years of Forgiveness
Clarice Lispector
Translated from Portuguese by Rachel Klein
From Paris Review, No. 99 (Winter 2011)

Someone who has never stolen is not going to under-stand me. And someone who has never stolen roses
will never be able to understand me. When I was little, I stole roses.
In Recife there were innumerable streets. The streets of the rich were lined with little palaces that stood in
the middle of large gardens. My girl friend and I loved to play at guessing whom these little palaces belonged to.
“That white one is mine.” “No, I already told you the white ones are mine.” “But this one isn’t completely white. It
has green windows.” Some days we spent a long time with our faces pressed against the fence, looking.
That’s how it began. One day, during a game of “this house is mine,” we stopped in front of a house that
looked like a small castle. In the back, we could see an immense orchard, and in the front, well-tended beds, planted
with flowers.
Anyway, off in its own bed was a half-opened rose of a deep pink hue. I was amazed, gazing with admiration at this haughty rose, which had not yet become a woman. And then it happened: from the depths of my heart
I wanted this rose for myself. I wanted it, ah, how I wanted it. And there was no way to get it. If the gardener had
been there, I would have asked for the rose, knowing all the while that he would drive us away as one drives away
naughty children. There was no gardener in sight, there was no one. And because of the sun the windows were shuttered. It was a street where the trams didn’t go and cars rarely appeared. Between my silence and the silence of the
rose, there was my desire to possess it—a thing that belonged only to me. I wanted to be able to grasp it. I wanted to
smell it until I felt faint, my sight dimmed by such a dizziness of perfume.
Then I could stand it no longer. The plan came to me in an instant, in a wave of passion. But, great director
that I was, I reasoned coolly with my friend, explaining to her what her role would be: to keep an eye on the windows of the house or to watch for the possible approach of the gardener, to keep an eye on the few passersby in the
street. Meanwhile, I slowly pushed open a gate in the rusty fence, knowing it would make a slight creak. I opened
it only enough to allow my slender child’s body to pass through. And, tiptoeing, but quickly, I crossed the pebbles
surrounding the beds. By the time I reached the rose, a century of heartbeats had passed.
Here I am in front of it at last. I stop for an instant, despite the danger, because up close it is even more
beautiful. Finally I start to break off the stem, pricking my fingers on the thorns and sucking the blood from my
fingers.
And suddenly . . . here it is, all of it, in my hand. The race back to the gate also had to be in silence. I passed
through the half-opened gate, clutching the rose. And then, pale, the two of us, the rose and I, we ran far from the
house.
And what did I do with the rose? I did this: the rose was mine.
I took it to my house, I put it in a vase of water where it reigned -supreme, with its thick and velvety petals
of various shades of rose tea. In the center the color was more concentrated and the heart seemed almost red.
It felt so good.
It felt so good that, simply put, I began to steal roses. The process was always the same: the girl keeping
watch while I entered, broke the stem, and fled with the rose in my hand. Always with my heart pounding and
always with that glory that no one could take away from me.
I also stole red berries. There was a Presbyterian church near my house, surrounded by a green hedge that was so
tall and dense it blocked the view of the church. I never managed to see beyond the corner of the church roof. The
hedge was of pitanga berries. But pitangas are hidden fruits. I never saw a single one. So, first looking all around to
make sure that no one was coming, I put my hand between the railings. I plunged it into the hedge and began to feel
around until my fingers touched the moist fruit. Many times, in a hurry, I crushed a ripe berry, which left my fingers
looking bloodstained. I picked a bunch and ate them there, and I threw away the ones that were too green.
No one ever knew this. I don’t regret it: a thief of roses and pitangas has one hundred years of forgiveness.
The pitangas, for example, asked to be picked, instead of ripening and dying, virgins, on the branch.

Fragment 113
H.D.
From Collected Poems of H.D.
(Boni and Liveright, 1925)

“Neither honey nor bee for me.” – Sappho
Not honey,
not the plunder of the bee
from meadow or sand-flower
or mountain bush;
from winter-flower or shoot
born of the later heat:
not honey, not the sweet
stain on the lips and teeth:
not honey, not the deep
plunge of soft belly
and the clinging of the gold-edged
pollen-dusted feet;
not so –
though rapture blind my eyes,
and hunger crisp
dark and inert my mouth,
not honey, not the south,
not the tall stalk
of red twin-lilies,
nor light branch of fruit tree
caught in flexible light branch;
not honey, not the south;
ah flower of purple iris,
flower of white,
or of the iris, withering the grass –
for fleck of the sun’s fire,
gathers such heat and power,
that shadow-print is light,
cast through the petals
of the yellow iris flower;
not iris – old desire – old passion –

old forgetfulness – old pain – not this, nor any flower,
but if you turn again,
seek strength of arm and throat,
touch as the god;
neglect the lyre-note;
knowing that you shall feel,
about the frame,
no trembling of the string
but heat, more passionate
of bone and the white shell
and fiery tempered steel. Those are waterfalls to be forgiven
But those are mountains of laughter
Those are plain tales of the mountainous moon
I wanted daffodils to have been picked off of the moon
But I wanted the laughter of the girls
Who gathered the daffodils in the starlight
For those are the silhouettes in the lingering darkness
That lifted our yellow pencils to have told the tale tonight
Of the man who laughed on top of the moon

Peonies at Dusk
Jane Kenyon
From Constance (St. Paul, MN: Graywolf Press, 1993)

Daffodils
Alfred Starr Hamilton
From A Dark Dreambox of Another Kind
(The Song Cave, 2013)

Le Pont Mirabeau
Guillaume Apollinaire
Translated by Frederick Seidel
From The Paris Review, No. 202 (Fall 2012)

Under Eads Bridge over the Mississippi at Saint Louis
Flows the Seine
And our past loves.
Do I really have to remember all that again
And remember
Joy came only after so much pain?
Hand in hand, face to face,
Let the belfry softly bong the late hour.
Nights go by. Days go by.
I’m alive. I’m here. I’m in flower.
The days go by. But I’m still here. In full flower.
Let night come. Let the hour chime on the mantel.
Love goes away the way this river flows away.
How violently flowers fade. How awfully slow life is.
How violently a flower fades. How violent our hopes are.
The days pass and the weeks pass.
The past does not return, nor do past loves.
Under the Pont Mirabeau flows the Seine.
Hand in hand, standing face to face,
Under the arch of the bridge our outstretched arms make
Flows our appetite for life away from us downstream,
And our dream
Of getting back our love of life again.
Under the Pont Mirabeau flows the Seine.

Security Cameras and Flowers Dreaing the Elevation Allegiance
CA Conrad
From Ecodeviance: (Soma)tics for the Future Wilderness
(Wave Books, 2014)

From Tender Buttons
Gertrude Stein
(New York: Claire Marie, 1914)

A PLATE.
An occasion for a plate, an occasional resource is in buying and how soon does
washing enable a selection of the same thing neater. If the party is small a
clever song is in order.
Plates and a dinner set of colored china. Pack together a string and enough
with it to protect the centre, cause a considerable haste and gather more as
it is cooling, collect more trembling and not any even trembling, cause a
whole thing to be a church.
A sad size a size that is not sad is blue as every bit of blue is precocious.
A kind of green a game in green and nothing flat nothing quite flat and more
round, nothing a particular color strangely, nothing breaking the losing of no
little piece.
A splendid address a really splendid address is not shown by giving a flower
freely, it is not shown by a mark or by wetting.
Cut cut in white, cut in white so lately. Cut more than any other and show it.
Show it in the stem and in starting and in evening coming complication.
A lamp is not the only sign of glass. The lamp and the cake are not the only
sign of stone. The lamp and the cake and the cover are not the only necessity
altogether.
A plan a hearty plan, a compressed disease and no coffee, not even a card or a
change to incline each way, a plan that has that excess and that break is the
one that shows filling.
RED ROSES.
A cool red rose and a pink cut pink, a collapse and a sold hole, a little less
hot.
COLORED HATS.
Colored hats are necessary to show that curls are worn by an addition of blank
spaces, this makes the difference between single lines and broad stomachs, the
least thing is lightening, the least thing means a little flower and a big delay a big delay that makes more nurses than little women really little women. So clean is a light that nearly all of it shows pearls and little ways. A
large hat is tall and me and all custard whole.

BOOK.
Book was there, it was there. Book was there. Stop it, stop it, it was a
cleaner, a wet cleaner and it was not where it was wet, it was not high, it
was directly placed back, not back again, back it was returned, it was needless, it put a bank, a bank when, a bank care.
Suppose a man a realistic expression of resolute reliability suggests pleasing itself white all white and no head does that mean soap. It does not so. It
means kind wavers and little chance to beside beside rest. A plain.
Suppose ear rings, that is one way to breed, breed that. Oh chance to say, oh
nice old pole. Next best and nearest a pillar. Chest not valuable, be papered.
Cover up cover up the two with a little piece of string and hope rose and
green, green.
Please a plate, put a match to the seam and really then really then, really
then it is a remark that joins many many lead games. It is a sister and sister and a flower and a flower and a dog and a colored sky a sky colored grey and
nearly that nearly that let.

BUTTER.
Boom in boom in, butter. Leave a grain and show it, show it. I spy.
It is a need it is a need that a flower a state flower. It is a need that a
state rubber. It is a need that a state rubber is sweet and sight and a swelled
stretch. It is a need. It is a need that state rubber.
Wood a supply. Clean little keep a strange, estrange on it.
Make a little white, no and not with pit, pit on in within.

Well, spring overflows the land
Lorine Niedecker
From New Goose in Collected Works
(University of California Press, 2002)

From Homemade Poems
Lorine Niedecker
(Lost & Found: The CUNY Poetics Document Initiative, Series 3, Spring 2012)

November Cotton Flower
Jean Toomer
From Cane (Liberight Publishing Corporation, 1923)

Boll-weevil’s coming, and the winter’s cold,
Made cotton-stalks look rusty, seasons old,
And cotton, scarce as any southern snow,
Was vanishing; the branch, so pinched and slow,
Failed in its function as the autumn rake;
Drouth fighting soil had caused the soil to take
Al water from the streams; dead birds were found
In wells a hundred feet below the ground—
Such was the season when the flower bloomed.
Old folks were startled, and it soon assumed
Significance. Superstition saw
Something it had never seen before:
Brown eyes that loved without a trace of fear,
Beauty so sudden for that time of year.

Excerpts from Swann’s Way
Marcel Proust
Translated by Lydia Davis
(Penguin Classics, 2004, first published in 1913)

From Bluets
Maggie Nelson
(Wave Books, 2009)

To My Flowers
Eileen Myles
From tender, edited by Sophie Collins and Rachael Allen, Fall 2013

Why
did you just
come and
die.

