A few sonnets by ee cummings

	if learned darkness from our searched world
if learned darkness from our searched world
should wrest the rare unwisdom of thy eyes,

and if thy hands flowers of silence curled

upon a wish,to rapture should surprise
my soul slowly which on thy beauty dreams

(proud through the cold perfect night whisperless
to mark,how that asleep whitely she seems
whose lips the whole of life almost do guess)
if god should send the morning;and before

my doubting window leaves softly to stir,

of thoughtful trees whom night hath pondered o’er

—and frailties of dimension to occur

about us

                  and birds known,scarcely to sing

(heart,could we bear the marvel of this thing?)
	but if a living dance upon dead minds
but if a living dance upon dead minds

why,it is love;but at the earliest spear

of sun perfectly should disappear

moon’s utmost magic,or stones speak or one

name control more incredible splendor than

our merely universe,love’s also there:

and being here imprisoned,tortured here

love everywhere exploding maims and blinds

(but surely does not forget,perish,sleep

cannot be photographed,measured;disdains

the trivial labelling of punctual brains...

—Who wields a poem huger than the grave?

from only Whom shall time no refuge keep

though all the weird worlds must be opened?
                                                                                     )Love

	swim so now million many worlds
swim so now million many worlds in each
least less than particle of perfect dark—
how should a loudness called mankind unteach
whole infinite the who of life’s life(hark
what silence)?” “Worlds? o no:i’m certain they’re
(look again)flowers.” “Don’t worlds open and
worlds close?” “Worlds do,but differently;or
as if worlds wanted us to understand
they’d never close(and open)if that fool
called everyone(or you or i)were wise.”
“You mean worlds may have better luck,some day?”
“Or worse!poor worlds;i mean they’re possible
—but” lifting “flowers” more all stars than eyes
“only are quite what worlds merely might be

	life is more true than reason will deceive
life is more true than reason will deceive
(more secret or than madness did reveal)
deeper is life than lose:higher than have
—but beauty is more each than living’s all
multiplied with infinity sans if
the mightiest meditations of mankind
cancelled are by one merely opening leaf
(beyond whose nearness there is no beyond)
or does some littler bird than eyes can learn
look up to silence and completely sing?
futures are obsolete;pasts are unborn
(here less than nothing’s more than everything)
death,as men call him,ends what they call men
—but beauty is more now than dying’s when


