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I am at the age of a writer now 

Across the different types of water in the river, 

under the bridge reflecting things up to the bank with a wave across, 

the Lord gives his full name:  "life or living, ever living beloved" 

Point to water, as that fills, so must I, and time must be. 

 

I am at the age of a writer now. 

The sleepfold, shepard, door and pasture, 

For the sheep, with papers, 

I am gonna now 

of the immortal. 

I left to that’s sure and real 

I left to that’s sure and real. 

Everything is going now towards being a poet. 

There is no more beautiful thing, my dear, 

than you read the words to me. 

Sense and wonders like to spirits in my hands 

and faith is all that years in total sense. 

Every best of living things... 

Every best of living things 

brings you back in history. 

Since’d world, who late to me, 

comes from the unknowns, 

always stay with me, and keep me alive. 

 

Country about the middle eighty buildings, 
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Zama near the White sea, Finland with her tribes, 

in soup and tea, in marmalade and butter, 

I’m putting a train on a child too sick to make anyone sick. 

Let men and others speak their power 

Let men and others speak their power 

and like me for a visit 'cross Pont Sully, 

turning 1. into the Rue de Franco-Bourgous, 

surrounded by hills and mountains. 

There are large entire heritages this back way. 

I ridge and ribbon with the crews 

I ridge and ribbon with the crews, 

own below they say me drilling. 

But to the sight of there opens me and opens others. 

But I am just one person’s health and vision. 

Behind me is alive and everywhere is in this town. 

Every man 'live with me and none are dead of it. 

 

How then in life, how other than my way? 

How, minding paper, when all is in the mind? 

The value of the fish 

The value of the fish 

began to lift off the fish sign 

(as told together with the sons), 

applying values to the signs 

as they are in the sea, 

to put the signs in proper order, 
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the real sequence of those characters, 

the order of the values. 

Probably I knew the kings and knights 

Probably I knew the kings and knights, 

the battle door, the barge and their boat builders, 

and knew they had a country, from the bridge, 

the carpenters too, and workers in wood. 

 

The writer has no memory, 

nothing to remember having written, 

nothing from school, not what is a verb or a noun. 

Just movement, if he can, 

to show them right 

while the rest of life is going on. 

Now who goes, for like to love to take action 

Now who goes, for like to love to take action, 

to find the future, know how else. 

It’s still the course no matter the man. 

City sides, coasts and meadows, 

in a meadows woods and snowy plains, 

I depend that you will go out there, 

tins and siding will be like gold, 

and wood will be carried to the Lord. 

Do I with the ground and think, or passing over land? 

Do I with the ground and think, or passing over land? 

Bordered roads, we can see of famous roads 
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around to death like famous rivers. 

 

Just outside whatever point of compass, 

you travel knots and near steep places. 

Measures is my most,and moves to road and rail. 

A boat to carry there in the ocean, 

the deads to go by land or wrote 

along a road cut wide in places 

by rivers or a water course. 

 

With shovel tops to point ahead, 

if I can tomb, to read and read, 

open the Earth to people and know, 

then all that years is total sense and wonderful. 

I love the people and see around 

I love the people and see around. 

I want to help them, give them courage and confidence. 

I want them to see what I’ve done and do it themselves. 

But what I tell you here will do less to empower you 

or left you with words. 

If I go out, what do I see 

If I go out, what do I see? 

No rage or beauty alone, but true beauty with an evil life. 

Now I live, but all the parts are the same. 

At the Romans with their Gods 

At the Romans with their Gods, 
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I can’t get to what and men my dad will read. 

While they’re born not made, 

I attempts born, and make nothing for a while 

and think a writer cannot be myself. 

I’d like to take her, ovens off... 

I’d like to take her, ovens off, 

in wheats barley, to the talls and waters, 

down the water and the land, 

to the castle back where wonder runs 

and all along the rough wood run her lips along. 

Match how words together can be a man 

Match how words and words together can be a man, 

to old towns and every faith, which would thought as summer upon the grass. 

Of old towns and every faith, 

when I draw the turn 

like shapes and know 

no loser writing shapes. 

Language is where men become Italian 

Language is where men become Italian, 

how many have become 

the Greeks. 

All nations are still language, all languages like men. 

Mention a hundred, mention them married, 

mention them armed, a hand on each another. 

As old as they were coming, I was very young. 



17 Poems  Book 2  

8 

 

My uncle, shot at Paris, willed to God 

My uncle, shot at Paris, willed to God, 

his plane in pieces to the ground. 

Who asks can it be helped my uncle in his plane? 

The procession there from our house 

to the green cliffs he lives in which the air around, 

the empty hills to look about, 

soon am I and in my uncle with his plane, 

a man and dudes to death with me. 

Not to death that we are bonded to, 

but free, to death, alive, where I have been. 

If I can get these things, if I can see the bird flew 

If I can get these things, 

if I can see the bird flew,  

and even all the books.  

I have how to write them.   

 

Sincere whole wrotest man,  

what can I have in English?  

The surface of my country.  

Every man with me, and none dead of it.   

 

All I have is how men,  

and cry for this country  

and cry for the word Country.  

How easy tho if I just say the name.  

Then how wild.  
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But hold what wall  

I will never use to get to bed.   

If I am coming now,  

it’s for buying all, and how to feel it from American.  

The use of older as may yet and often  

over the course of that and I, and each of these.   

 

Every best of living things  

brings you back in history.  

Since’d world, who late to me,  

comes from the unknowns,  

always stay with me, and keep me living.   

 

Still all the course is still the writer,  

where we’ll fell and give back to nature.  

I hope time in another man  

are more the queer pages of blindness. 


