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TO0 EXPLAIN

BARLIER ALTARS
EVA: A RETROSPECT
THE BRIDE AT CANA
PENELOPE. MARRIES THE SACKER OF CITIES
LADY MALONE MARRIES SIR UPPYNA
GERTRUDE MARRIES CLAUDIUS
KATHERINE VON BORA MARRIES MARTIN LUTHER
MAUD GONNE MARRIES MAJOR JOHN MacBRIDE

(HER THOUGHTS RECUR T0 WILLIAM YEATS)
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DEBORAH MARRIES MR MURPHY ...
(Tuning up for a Wedding Song)
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Toa o were delignved o be getvting it,

Deing without all anope ever 1o receive

Sone fitter seizure on the lyrical moment
Prom my  nhand. And essentially you were right.
Plays (and I gave you one) are all I have

To give, and like to be as long as I live.

And 1t may well be that characters in plays
Have nad %00 much ol me; that having stared
Teoo deep into those Taces from my mind,
Pzid Tco much heed o voices tvhelir own thene,
It mey be I am out of st s %o confront
P
%]

e
In your face - and then set down lines of it =

-

The wild lyric experience of the minute.

Aware I might have got up something better,
I mignt have treasured up more crafismanship;

Since, as it is, I had more in my mind

Is very probably the whole effectual burden

O0f the dinky verses that I do get out.
1T
Of the many things I would not have you think,
Least well is thisg: that I strike up this song
Fer joy I have in the singing, more than any
Pride in the event; as if I loved your love _
That it tuned me, and not wed you. But I don't
Sratch up your narriage as a child a guitar,
Tc jangle 1%, because he knows it as the scene,
btler fingers danced there, of a whole
Garden-party under Japanese lanterns.
sing in The place I love, no general music.
Be done with me
The day I make the passionate love of a friend
Serve to spur me into a meditation,
C
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re to represent love to myself
As T

Or turn love any way but love's way = yours now.

ne occagicn of an abstract writing,

et
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vle of tireade

In wy own gfarb I stvitched - self-stitched, self-1i7
Y O b4 9
Self-paint-bedaubed: wy very owan fool, then,
A playwright thrust onstage tc face the house,
Bronected, even as the fruit starts winging in
a ¥ > ?

one pretiy passionate person -
o off his shirt and show the gem

)
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There blazing - or this generation's guide
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mooniit world, or - gracious! - anything
But that litsle fellow there at the footlights.
s +the character it's always had,
ocession of my character out toward you,
But rehearsal for a like d&but ~ you'll say,
A cualified success, in sign whereof
(The qualification, ah, not the success.
Even now, when I would be at my most plain-spoken,
I have my thoughts but as I've ledrned to-have them;
I take my way to yours through earlier altars.



EARLIER ALTARS



EVA: A RBETROSPECT

o2

I will not sitv by and hear divines disparage

applejack we tried: it made our marriage.
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sort of terms.

t0 have your thoughts Ifree
', for this night debvacle

You'lre contracted for, and will be having to get throcugh.

A S - - - e - AT oy A
And yvou're wo PG O TAET,

v
A rA1 ~ P A 4=y | ~ g~
And you look over, and there's this mysticist

Father, it's not
- - - . 0 - . :
I*m denying anything, it's Jjust simply

'his 1s %the moment you have to leave, yes.

T
You don't know being human well enough:
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You don't &
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Come on, nowd You don't want to embarrass me.
You wouldn't want to be here when he comes?



SACKER OF CITIES

o a nmoment in my girlhood when I stood

leeves for mother's friend, Alkestis:

her ~ife for nim, it will come to that -

vhich is what she wants it to come to.

N
And I,

My life for - 1% is as 1f a god down off a frieze let go with

the arrow of that knowledge into me.

But giving, with a more heart-assuring complexity,

I am marryying into the distance! My husband,

+

a
Conventicnal buck of a hero thougn he is,

iIs as a curtain, swept conitinually

“y

owing detached hand. ©So one gets these glimpses,

A s about one's chores in a cliff-house,
rranging itself in the window-frame;

poor island humping.out ‘oftit, and a

lone palm grows.

ing - much of it - and somewhere
Remote upon the peaks of our middle age,

A moment of the incredible dawn richness.

But if I look into his eyes for comfort,
The view is as a bird-flight over Greece.



Aot NG MARRIZS SIR UPPYNA
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Then Sir Uppyna
Rode into my story.

He treated my foes

n =

As 1T they'd veen placed for him.

I felt my passion grow
From line eleven—-ch-two.

S
That -yes! - cone had stumbled through
e

Then Sir Uppyna

Rode into my story.

The perils and the scenes
C

ame over to him.

He quested along at a trot.
What he aid was to neutralize,
Then wipe away, each plol
Person, passion or event
In the world I was appearing in.
a witch skimmed above
teps you left on a beach
ffaced them with a rag.
Then Sir Uppyna
Rode into my story.
He had the thought to drive
For the joy in the last line.

ALL that color in a time

He went over with char.



(et sl ) g G S + e
UL DLnsiTTeLiers secns o care

TR A ey oy s ey e N o e

SO any aviuenpe you made

To 1ive nash vour hany N endino
- b ade W -L/M.K)‘\l . A&ML‘. A Uy

M LR wrd 4t ey by A 2 y
Lo LIVEe wWiITO 0e cuirvailn GQOWl.
]

to my story.
© Ii'm anything now,
Itt's what ne's had, the winnings.
or somehow the White Knight
las carried the dwarfs away,
Drained off the verdure from the etchings,
Stuffed dead rats in the trumpets,
Held smoked glass to the sun,
And simplified whole forests
To char, %the smoky framework.
Vhole backgrounds of char! Scenes
Recover as dotted outlines

Enclosing fading radiance.

ity Lady Malone

Is living among her convenvtions now,
She's living out her conventions now,
d %o bve left alone there,

le
Stending among ner weeds.




CLAUDIUS

cuLos i wo mere, shouldnti be here, 1 know it, I can feel it.
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Trhe resistlesszness be that for a moment.

tion from the King

& Since my intentvion
I8 heaving the goodness oub, and bye-dye person,

And to really like it, if not nyself in the process.
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Arcse that sassion twentv winters hence?

in ny ears like that!
More sharper than a serpent's tooth it is

N

To have a cuctable child. He wouldn't be

5o guotavle if ne weren't so right.
Still, what does he know of being flattened?
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cher kxind of passions.
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I knew 1% wnen rose from my bride's bed:
o

H
b

ad been engeandered there.

Now on the arm of the Saityr King I go off to conceive his role.



SOTAE MARRIES MARTIN LUTHER

aotning new Lor Martin

But & coldey hand has laid hold of my hand,

Tixing the ring on my fourth fingexr,

zticn is leading me to chamber.

Charliie!l
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We ram into the hills with swallows, a-day

b oo A cwrnTd ) sy A 1 1 < "
A-doC, and rolls, and cheese. Charlie, remember me.

Oh, be there with your hills and remember me

The Universal Caourch is winding and winding
out our marriage. How do I air
The vastness from the room, where do I begin

rafty dust-heap of signification?

Martin, see over there that Flemish loaf
And golden wheel-cheese there by the bedpost?
Dear, . .would you mind if first we =

Oh, my dear!

How could I know that would upset you so?



V MacBRIDE
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DEBCORAH MARRIES MR. MURPHY

™
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ning up for a Wedding Song
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cne ailter ancother speculation
the wnole nature of the thing. Spenser,; now,

Tes & prime noteble offender in this kind.

For that we nmarry, he would have i%, stars do;

And the firmament consent to he that window

On animals and herces at their dance;

And the beasts down here leave off ftheir striking long enough
To take the allegorical hurdle in the mind;

Oh, and the vegetation forcing a green smile,

And roses typing everyithing in sight.

Or if not nature,

History then: & marriage of tendencies, of interests,
Of disaffected houses, swirling factions

Crushed and still in the wreckage between the thighs.
3ut no marrizge is in history (that instruction

n the slightness of our historical gift), for history,
As a process of connections, lets slip through

Liveg built up for their own use. There is no bind

Of marriage to marriage, even. And To a course of things?
The view on a rainy Saturday afternoon

Seven or eight years out from Wedding Day
-Is ¢f seascapes which, for all their pictorial churning,
No c¢ther eye hags ever seized upon.

But then,

It was all through-the-looking-glass from the first day:
Familiar objects stricken as with moonlight.
Conventional images! The moon, salitwater . o
ALlL out of some Canadian wilderness.
But no marriage is in nature, no uore
Then in history. Aond most particularly

The heart as it moves out will never consent to be an emblem.
Diviane love will Just have to look elsewhere

For that sensible expression it yearns toward.

We will not hear of a marriage shadowing forth

Reunion of blue ideas in the middle air:
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harriage of intelligent self-interest
coon ' "merriage of vrgditions,
meY SLy S0, you mAay Say S0,
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hread, the fifty years?
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I tell you what these expressioas figure forth:
Pigure forik the feariness of our conception,
Reluctance to neve it to ourselves, just us;

lashing, wncontrollable firebrand

This bilinding, 2
Lere, home, to our breasts, Jjust us, Jjust yet.
I have set up altars for you in a ftemple

if youfve any mind to such a thing,

You may ous from you one by one the accretions

Of natural and philoscphical sense

On marrizge, and stare ;z%hing bare. Ours.
PR i

Curs! T s no hlng in the sky

A Yook, the mind,

Of interest in connection with this marriage.
Loock up, make searchs: it is one perfect day,

ut no bird flies through a consciousness of what
We people down here on the lawn are binding,

ff grace of a passing wing
tion. Search the sky!

ind yev, is there need to direct your eye?
Did ever woman, of a1l who ever stepped forth
From this temple-precinct of considerations
Into the summer afternoon of a marriage

See her wey clear with such a clarity?

ut free of illusions as you are cut free,

Is there this much need to direct your eye?

Cut free of illusion, as you are cut free,

The gritty bar on which your venture-craft
ests without liking it one single minute

s rushed onto the stream: insistent eddies
warm in and take her, the shoulders of a mob,

And the venture-craft bears on where the stream flings her.



Wine are tno Laniks; ood they being banks as rich

ser strode along,

Of an icy freshet - well, then, in a word
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The scornful impermanence of

this river
Hoars in my head a heart—-exhausting pulse
And will not let i
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wauaAer's 1nvs & sSenges No clear-eved soul

Who would not screw nis 1lids up for the iov

Lver gteered well my course. I must reject that

Cn behalf of my friend, whose stares straight at the heart of 'things
h)

Have won for her a power of rejection past

MM o ey o] ]

7ilege. . of glimpsers and poor souls.
i celil that one very cynical river,

]

wonder what, in the experience of all its water,
Could have led it to prefer this gightlessness
To the passionate circumspection of my friend

Who now

s

Comegs out into the reality.

Quickly cone.
Everything here

That once waked fear
Or threatened pain
Has a long while lain o

0

far from your path -

U bl
.

igcounted, slain

Or dissembled through.
But you know what could
Be somewhere about

This temple here?

The expressive years.



Quickly then, out:

What have you won
If not the right
To ascend your height

And have your view,

Pass in review

Those maundering times
And send them about
Their business, %00,

All and some.
Quickly come

Qut into the reality.

Because you drank beer and sat in the haze,

And laughed a little harder than amused,

And smiled a richness not befitting that hour,

And held court for evaporating courtiers

- At a sofa's edge, at night, to a Cambridge party;
And allowed a mood not one of yours, a mood

You never were but most impatient of

To arraign you and march you off in its train,
With what a kind of safety now you may
Come out into the reality.

(Can this be sudden strangeness
In the long supporting arm?

Ah, but one must be thinking
That is part of the charm.

Can this be talk of lifetimes
From those amusing lips?

Really, one should be working
To catch oneself in thése slips.

For always before appearing

On her balcony, Real will don

Her mask of Strange, and risk nothing -
Nothing! - without it on.) '



Bdecause you saw the corpse behind the screen
At the Loew's 8%rd Street, and went on
Jecing the corpses at so-called great moments
Of great pictures, where the music foamed like pitch
To clog the scream of an heroic girl immured
Somewhere in a remote arbor of the cagtle keep;
And saw that what was really fading out
Was the last look on light of souls near blindness,
With what a kind of safety now you may
Come out into the reality.

Because impatience with remote abuse
Grew to the thing itself - abstraction clenched
In a still unsightlier abstraction -~ grew,
Burst, and inclined you, or else forced your hand
To a marshalling of those strengths that at least could
Be made to bear, in somewhat radiant fashion,
On the yielding, yielding, oh, fiesh—weafiness
Of a social ill; and get in at the harm,

With what a kind of safety now you may

Come out into the reality.

Come out into the reality.
Is that to say, in spite of
Knowledge? Ah, but no spite herei
Where is the need, considering
A lover may belt down knowledge
Unsettling to the abstemious
And wipe his mouth on his cuff.
All is learned may be held to,
“ Not for a pressed-through gateway,
Not for a tragic consequence,
Nor an exemplification,
Nor a staunch shield.

No, but like gold paint spattered
Among the saints in old pictures,
(As if, having drawn a curtain

From before the eastward casement
Of a house in the quiet world,



One painted upon the day)

Knowledge, alight, illuming,

flashes out just such limits

- As permits the saints of heart-worship
Their postures of ideal passion;
Ascends all clearly to knowing

Itself for its own whole object,

Makes the final connection

And comes out at the reality.



