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“Blue sky cradles white amber ocean”

-

“And I cry, Hear!”
-
-
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-

“The Bustle 
in a House / The Morning after Death / Is solemnest of industries / 
Enacted upon Earth – // The Sweeping up the Heart / And putting 

-

-
“the Sweeping up the Heart” 

house heart -

solemnest
-

-
-

-
“The Bustle in a House / The Morning after Death”

“The Sweeping up the Heart / And 
putting Love away I know / no other continent of Africa more dark 
than this / dark continent of my breast”

-

-

-
“Domed, deep organic blue sky 

/ cradles / white amber ocean / with shadow creatures drifting / 
slowly northward / and cool breezes / lifting heavy hair / returning 
it softly. // The horizon teaches / the lost depth / of this beauty / the 
true expanse / of this organism / with the virus / that is my worship”. 

-

“Domed, deep organic blue sky / cradles / white amber 
ocean” -

ICE IS WHITE AMBER
cradles -

-
-

“shadow creatures drifting / slowly northward”
-

-

“the lost depth / of this beauty”

virus

-
-

“The horizon teaches / the lost depth of its beauty”

-

-

-

-

“I know no other continent of Africa more 
dark than this / dark continent of my breast”

-

“In the grooves of Africa from their natural wonder / the wildebeest, 
zebra, the okapi, the elephant, / have entered the marvelous. No 
greater marvelous / know I than the mind’s / natural jungle”.

-

“I am waiting this winter / for the 
negro armies in the eucalyptus, for the cities laid open and the in the 
love-light, for hounds / women and birds to go back to their forests 
and leave us / our solitude”.

-

“Negroes, negroes, all those princes, holding cups of 
rhinoceros bone, make magic with my blood”; “And I cry, Hear! /  
Hear in the coild and secretive ear/ the drums that I hear beat. The 
Negroes, all those princes / holding cups of bone and horn, are 
there in halls of blood that I call forests”.

-

-
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-
«Waving Goodbye

-

-

LIFE IS THE 
SEA, A PERIOD OF LIFE IS A SEASON OF THE YEAR, HAPPINESS IS SUMMER, 
VERANDA IS A SHIP

 LIFE IS SEA VOYAGE.

discreetly. Summer is always ending”. 

-

“Five good  
friends / on one veranda now, we’re looking across / to the brilliant 
city as if that were our past / and we at the rail, sailing out, waving 
goodbye”.
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