e.e. cummings


‘i carry your heart’ 

i carry your heart with me (i carry it in
my heart) i am never without it (anywhere
i go you go, my dear; and whatever is done
by only me is your doing, my darling)
i fear no fate (for you are my fate, my sweet) i want
no world (for beautiful you are my world, my true)
and it’s you are whatever a moon has always meant
and whatever a sun will always sing is you
here is the deepest secret nobody knows
(here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud
and the sky of the sky of a tree called life; which grows
higher than soul can hope or mind can hide)
and this is the wonder that’s keeping the stars apart
i carry your heart (i carry it in my heart)
‘pity this busy monster, manunkind’

pity this busy monster, manunkind,

not. Progress is a comfortable disease: 

your victim (death and life safely beyond)  

plays with the bigness of his littleness 

--- electrons deify one razorblade 

into a mountainrange; lenses extend 

unwish through curving wherewhen till unwish 

returns on its unself.                          


 A world of made 

is not a world of born --- pity poor flesh  

and trees, poor stars and stones, but never this 

fine specimen of hypermagical  

ultraomnipotence. We doctors know  

a hopeless case if --- listen: there's a hell 

of a good universe next door; let's go

