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Du bleu, du bleu s’éleva, s’éleva et tomba. Du pointu, du mince, siffla et fit
intrusion, mais ne transperça pas. Dans tous les coins ça a résonné. Du brun
épais resta suspendu apparemment pour l’éternité. Apparemment. Apparemment.
Plus écartés tes bras que tu écartes. Plus écartés. Plus écartés. Et ton visage
couvre-le d’un tissu rouge. Et peut-être qu’il n’est encore pas du tout dérangé :
toi seul t’es dérangé. Saut blanc après saut blanc. Et après ce saut blanc de
nouveau un saut blanc. Et dans ce saut blanc un saut blanc. Dans chaque saut
blanc un saut blanc. Justement ce n’est pas bien que tu ne voie pas le trouble :
car c’est dans le trouble que ça réside. C’est à partir de là que tout commence - -
-- - - ça a craqué. Wassily Kandinsky



No one tonight will take the terraced, tangled path That leads to this old house...
No one will come, as usual. And yet I am not at all lonely ; For to keep me
company in the level sun which floods this ginger-bread balcony Will return again



the memory-misted frenzy of an other summer dusk. And the sea at the foot of
the cliff which forms the black foundation of this isolated house Must murmur,
and swirl, and be sucked back through the rounded rocks, To murmur anew its
accompaniment to a dream.

How cold, how quaint, I must have seemed ! No ruffled wide white skirt, No
tapping satin slipper, Was able to soften the stiffness of my pose. Turning, I could



find him peering, puzzled, doubting, Looking from under his clear eyes
appraising me. I would not be appraised ! (...) Many studied stilted partings
Colored the graying drabness of my days.



11

And the sea at the foot of the cliff which forms the black foundation of this
isolated house (...). And the rain and the chill of the sea entered into our
meetings. (...) All the salt, the tang, the freshness of the sea !

And the sea... Oh the sea ! Now like a lady laden With flounces frothy white, Each
wave spreads out pale tinted and transparent skirts, Edging vividly the sands
with frilled weedy curves of green !

While higher up the beach each wave can thrust The wood of wrecks and spread
its icy spume Among the sucking weeds that mat upon its loom 11 .



Thus many hours prim and conversational ; Many moments flooded with the
music of his playing, Leaping across the darkness from the candle-lighted room,
Coming through the window to mingle with the sea ;



The eye, the folded and prismatic eye is there ; For more with sight than any other
sense Is death put off And daily greeted jocosely. The yellow sun at Arles In one
roused glance Poured over the ocher wall and stayed yellow Because the eye
records, blesses, is warm, sharp and fervent. Color is yours and the wit of color.
The unknown layer on the palette Plus the far whirligig of cities or waste Which



17

you shall meet Spins into the distance. And that stretch of poverty which you
shall perform, Singly, like another Saint Francis, Shall be the cobalt and carmine
pointing from a small stiff brush. . There cannot be told how to put down a
memory in curves or paint, The wheat growing close to the edge of the white sea,
Fragile, holding its own kernel of death Amid fragrant storms Is permanent, only
under your hand 17 .





The wheat growing close to the edge of the white sea, Fragile, holding its own
kernel of death Amid fragrant storms Is permanent, only under your hand.



This color speaks. It is a blue enclosed in multiple blue As a bird’s blue wing
Caught unfurled and beating in the far air Colors the day. Touch, see, hear This
edge of blue, This tarn of color ; Blue not captured by the eyes But felt, Blue from
a hidden cave Locked within and kept To this day spill upon the canvas. It is the
blue Of the pierced rock, alive and arched Over the moving water.





34

Winter must glisten on the creaking road And cedars tinge their velvet with a rust
And winds that imperceptibly corrode Draw in the flocks and etch the grasses
crust While higher up the beach each wave can thrust The wood of wrecks and
spread its icy spume Among the sucking weeds that mat upon its loom 34 .





42

The children do not speak, Huddled under thick fur On the straw of the sleigh And
they creep, and they creep, and they creep To make place for their mother.

Round and round, round and round, Through the turns and the bens, By the
crests and the fens And the road running over iced bridges.

All this in the midnight forest – The children, the three poor women, The blown
candles like small flags unfurled, The rugged voice singing, singing, All this in
the midnight forest Wrapped in the midnignt forest Of the world.

Wound me anew, let fly the lightest arrows Winged and adrip with sound, old
cares among Be still the speech that silence narrows 42



Reveal each hour singly as it comes ; Each lotos-blossomed love, Each striving
for new fields of rice, Each silken hour of forgetfulness (...).



Obliquely, cut into cubes, and cornered... I see the world through an oval of
translucent jade.





Leaving for me – such an obscure one – to discover In the quiet of late afternoon
The hidden meaning Of a clouded piece Of jade !







(...) they were discovering for each other the best pages of a book, a new stitch,
or a rare color painted in the corner of a vestment ; or they looked through a
kaleidoscope.



52

53

It was plain now that memories must be forgotten, put aside and only the task
heeded. Everything must be made tight and close for the coming winter, new
pads to replace those soiled or eaten by moths must be made ready in a day or
two... 52 .

In a convent a journey of a day from one end to the other, from the first bell to the
last, is a smooth groove. Class was tedious. (...) The oak forest bronzing with
autumn which Raquel could just see from her seat beside the window became a
place of many imaginary adventures for her. No laborer ever made a short cut
through it ; the gardener never went near it. When there was recreation out of
doors, this immense curtain of grees (sic ) obscured half the sky. It was out of
bounds. Forbidden 53 .



54

dusk As the evening of that day when they had gone into the country together
began to fall, Monica wished to do something extraordinary, she wanted a climax,
an exclamation mark to her delight. There was a mountain near that was very
steep overlooking the town they had left. Monica wanted to climb to the top, to
the overhanging rocks and watch the lights come up in the darkness, restless
and quivering as jewels. By night the valley would be clustered and alive as
though the lights were a fruit and the shadows dark and challenging boughs.
John Corbin was ready for any whim. She would never have dreamt of going up
the jagged rocks herself but now the danger was sparkling, intense 54



56

Lady : If not one pilgrim Set his foot within these porches where chiseled
medalions (sic ) Are as fine as the bronze of the doors of Pisa – Your throng of
Saints, Cut in their gazing postures would stand against To center Thee within
the dark within, And, as I move, against the trancepts (sic ) rose. All is for Thee.
The restless arches rising into gray, Great stone that moves like silk within the
dusk, And lake-pale windows above the royal door Jewelled with the Tree of
Jesse, and And lamps, in tableaux, lace-nets, and curly And embroidered velvets,
Change with the hour, Swiftly. Before night descends Listen to us : We offer you
wonder, We salute your age, And Chartes, your house. Dark Virgin, enthroned in
your crypt, Take our steps as homage And the way, receding, Not crossing again
As fealty. Oh when the wind of that poor hour comes, that’s Bleakly, with death,
Your abundance here, Centered in flames of glass Minute as flowers, Will cancel
darkness. And will hold Without veering All last sighs 56









Could we awake, the dark city one enters as a stranger With its alleys leading to
camera devices And spirals of black in every street, With its alphabet crooked
and twisted into a thorn edge – A city like Paris hiding in its center, walled from
an avenue and under the trees A criss-cross of tombs, The day would stand
passionate and beautiful still, And the icy crimson and brass of evening Might
find in the hearts of all superb dolls – And in the silent, distraught unhappy ones
The pure completed flame.





63

67

Because of yours there is no word, or look, or gesture That has not the light of
my love upon it, Or the warmth of my hands ! 63

I have a fen for coolness, and a hill For sight, and a slippered dream for margin
That divides the night.. 67 .



72

73

That was the world I knew and kept, But this have I taken : A hidden house, A
hidden love, The joy of him whose love I swept To heights too far to be forsaken
72 .

Little by little, with unknowing change, We grope, we seek through every
thrusting dark To lose again the miraged hills of light (...) 73 .



76

How beautiful it must be where you are, This pale, gold evening of the Spring’s
first shade ! To hear your step along the path, not far – To seek again the garden
buds, new made. I know, if I were now to be with you, These simple tasks that
make a woman’s day Would not seem tasks ; and we should live, we two,
Dreaming whole days in dreaming days away ! Gone in the misting of an old
desire Is all that made you for this moment real (...) 76 .

I will not look at Spring at all this year, Nor take slow paths familiar and trod fine,
Where once we found those hours, now grown dear,

How far you are that never your lost voice Can build me silver towers of soft
sound – Can come to fold me, leaving me no choice But to be strong in all that
strength I found !



83

Though I am dead to all but one And of that one am so alone, Resting on this
leafy bench Here in a garden, Yet I’m alive to live again Days that must memory
entertain And wishing doors reopen ! 83



84

86

87

That stilled May day you brought me here You were not king, but lover, Saying
“Rosamond, look, a place for us, a shelter !” And it was evening and the birds
talked, mating... Close-shuttered and low-gabled gardened spot 84

O meadow lands and golden lanes Bright with the thorn of summers’s death With
October ageing ; Scarlet banked and burnished stream Thinning for the lack of
rains, Now a mirror blue and glazing ; Shire white, with sun thatched roofs ; Far
off bells that latest shepherd now reprooves (sic ) : All, all these to me are
England ! 86

My beds of only little flowers, Portulacca, mignonette, Myosotis, ageratum, And
alyssum, sweet with showers, And gay with hosts of faces set, An edge of
pansies round the pool 87 .



88

90

91

Listing for a whispered word To cleave my waiting like a sword 88 .

And wait to hear the lifted word That cleaves my waiting like a sword 90 .

And you are here a small way from my eyes, Beyond this litle reaching of my
hands... We can companion only in the mind 91 .







108

He was my neighbor ; but we never spoke. Two men grown silent on the wheels
of work ; And yet I grew to know him each day – The hedges of our yards could
not quite keep The glimpse I had of him on summer nights 108 .



116

Every man and woman contains, underneath those surface actions and
expressions to which we give the name “life”, an inner, secret existence, the form
or manner of which we can only guess, but which to that individual is what life is
made up of 116 .



With those two words something terrible was loosed ; a labyrinth, a bitterness,
was opened. The shepherd turned violently. He was so surprised that his privacy
had been intruded upon that he became infuriated.

He gazed up, daring, to the fluttering pink, And stretched thick hands to feel this
youngest green As though to grasp and make this beauty his ; And bending down
the blossoms to his face Mingled his breath with loveliness alive... 121 .



121

122

123

Slowly he let the branch he held bend back. And like a rancid wind, a hot dismay
Poured through his clouded wits, a fury spit And lashed him to a wrecking height
of storm. I saw him rip the petals from those boughs, And shake, and shake, with
all his savage strength The cracking limbs in tall tremendous reach – Rained, as
he stamped, by soft and shattered pink ; Welled in a hate he did not understand,
Rebellious, terrified, at having lost That far vague height he could not climb again
122 .

He traced his fingers up the graceful height, And gathered all its blues with
hungry eyes, And frowning, let it drop. Then I could see His pudgy face with
eagerness wiped out. Groping he’d lost the beauty of the thing – As shells
half-filled with water on a beach Lose all the blue and sparkle of the sea ! 123



124

O hear me grieving as I pass On these unending roads that mass New burdens as
they run ! With velvet this autumnal night Will mantle waning day. What black can
cover up the sight Of gaping grief, or smooth this white Inevitable way ? 124

Close built in loneliness and doubt, Each self within its wall Pitifully, avidly
reaches out To find but arid waste, but drought, But intervening pall !



What winding road to travel or recross Equals this unreturning way of days ! Our
tiny tumults heap their gain or loss, Fringe out a dull-eyed peace with drear
delays. Shadows now stand, their long black fingers wind, Palling the door-step –
telling of the night; And gates unconsciously unlocked have lined The walk with
shadows, swaying in the light. Evening again waves down the whitening wheat...
Sorrows are wounds as sorrows always are ; Yet even night veils black-on-black
to greet The lingering moon, the faint, surprising star, And comforts with the light
of other suns, These mazing woes of meekly little ones.



131

Dans « Lost Hills », elle apparaît sous les traits effrayants de Gorgone : Once
when he turned quite near I saw his eyes. They were all white. As colorless as
glass ! It made me shrink as though I saw direct Through those cold windows to a
feeding dead ! 131

He always hulked so lazy, lolling there With huge, hunched shoulders and that
hanging jowl, Looking more like a walrus than a man – A walrus dozing in an



133

oozed content ! 133



136

The day is done, forever taking leave We climb the mountain Bitterly alone (...).

Comme dans « XXIII », la question du sens forme l’enjeu de « Sonnet » :
Dionysius, now discover any Meaning, any reason why these days here Should
not be taken as a jest ! 136

Frightened and fugitive I passed Without their gate – What did that pocked-faced
matron care ? What shelter had I anywhere To go so late ? Nurses are enameled
women Standing stiff and sane, Sanely seeing drawn white faces – Not the racks
where silence laces Slow, close webs of pain.







140

I see the child new born and shining I’m the center of a rose close beside the bed.
Its mouth is for its first cry And the pain of the world 140 .



142

Windows are for sunsets. Frames well made For battle colors ! Aware of sudden
sky There leap old visionings, underlaid With hint of unrelinquishable cry ! Now
but a step to glory of a world less bleak, A touch - to feel these hands upon a
dream... Quick falls pretense ; slow attitudes of meek Acceptance stir for fresher
theme. Windows are for sighting what is lost ! Still may embark Revivifying hope,
and all the tossed Defiance of inevitable dark ! 142





144

You are important - or assume the air Of being so ! Constituents expect The prick
of your precision, and your flair For finding loop-holes is their last respect ! Yet
yesterday our early evening walk Went far toward all that care I would untie :
Compare with any wealth, or any talk, First crocus buds, or February sky ! Put off
again those garments of thin pride. Love still is sure its little way outweighs Each
fitful kingdom eagerness has tried ; So if you follow, one of these fine days,
Stumbling and fearful, through a maze of odds, We may attain, at last, that gait of
gods ! 144





147

The triangular terrace is like the prow of a ship jutting out over the steep rocks.
The immense bay comes in for ten miles and narrow steps in the rocks are
cupped zigzag down to the edge of the water. A Spanish soldier is walking there,
his gait jerks on each sharp stone and his cape billows out slowly. He is watching
for smugglers as usual, it is his whole duty and he is important because he can
see or not as he chooses. Now he looks not out idly at the night waters. We are all
looking, waiting for the moon to rise. Far off The stony headlands are almost
invisible, almost dissolved in the coming light. The water alters, is flecked,
cupped, burnished as a dancer’s train is burnished, a fandango train with its
thousand and ruffles edged with light. Behind the house where the first hill rises
the palm trees spread a fringe of shadows and the flower colors fade and the
scent is heavier. A wooden grill shuts out the city hanging its balconies against
the cold moonlight night in the streets. Each inch is changed, slowly every inch is
black or silver. A question is passed from one to another : What moon do you
remember ? A moon on the snow in New England, a moon at now Chartres, or on
some ruin, some steeple dissulate (?) perhaps blasted into a different beauty ?
But this moon now rushing upon the lavender rock behind the city is like a tune
sounding from a reed shrill and insistant (sic ) ; it touches a sail, an alley, a wing,
a town a tower and new shapes appear 147 .







A long passage was visible ; it was something unexplored, something fantastic. It
was filled with a cloud of dust and was vaulting away into the darkness no one
knew where. They even thought they saw a shadow weaving within the hole.





This is another whole wing, the girls in the first sunny window having been only
as a nosegay in the front parlour chosen from a garden concealed in the back of
the house. (...) Small, dry turtle-bodied women work without looking at the light.

(...) the cashier lives among ledgers, tame as a squirrel in a wire cage. (...) Don
Carlos is called. He comes in quietly, the brown eyes heavy, the lips bloodless
and the head, reaching out from a soft black scarf, as bald as a fish.

The rounded cobbles of the Spanish street are like taut drums eaten with sound
when a cart passes. (...) A bell sounds overhead as the door is opened. It is a
copper bell like a call lily, nodding at the end of a wire (...). Dozens of
handkerchiefs (...) spilled like some wind-cut peaks of snow.





It had been the positive link between Cuppy and her. It was the link, yet the



scissors too, for it cut at last what bound them together as nothing else had after
so many years. Sometimes she thought that music was the only thread left
between them.









165

“Yes, yes, it is better here,” they say ; every one agrees, the weigher of powders,
the customers, the shop-boy – and the cat yawns. It is one o’clock. In the tower of
Santa Eulalia far above a slow bell sounds, floats down and dissolves in the
golden air. It is time to close the doors for siesta, for the afternoon nap which in
summer lasts until five o’clock 165 .

They are to do a great peasant wash today, a para lavar. (...) We compare.
Everything is different, every process, every implement. They ask questions and



166

are delighted because that which seemed so simple to them has, in some way,
become curious and rare ; an element of strangeness has entered into their
homes 166



169

170

Visitors who swarm its [Mallorca’s] capital city of Palma seldom see the wild
fastness of the hidden valleys or these remote medieval towns retaining their
ancient uglyness (sic ) scarcely unchanged for a space of five hundred years. Yet
they exist, and it is possible to step back into this other age 169 .

In the isolation of Petra lies the root of its security. There is no fear in this place
(...), in all there is the same fierce expression of men thinking only of rhythm. (...)
In a simple unending poverty lasting from life to life there is no pretense. (...)
There is no uprooting. (...) There is nothing forced or of any value false in these
lives 170





178

On windy days everyone can see the two mills turning ; even in the fields these
two sentinals (sic ), whose white and shining blades cut the air not with single
strokes but with a wheel of slashing, are visible reminders of plenty, and
peasants bend upward from their stooping over furrows to gaze at them for an
instant and taste beforehand the bread, sweet as nuts, and the good oil which
they shall pour over it 178



180

181

Thus a girl parades with all her wealth visible, shining ; the accumulated
heirlooms of generations bedeck her 180

The water is bubbling in the kettle now and everything is ready to begin. These
two old sisters are placing ten lengths of bamboo upright into the great jar ;
cemented into the corner these will hold the linen away from the sides so the
water can circulate. A piece of bamboo is fitted into a small hole in the base of the
boiler (...) 181

Clara is filling a linen bag on the stone table - wood ashes are going into it ; it is



182

183

184

like a gray melon, particularly when she begins to sew it up 182 .

A great pendulum clock stands on the far side of the steps ; the wood is fine and
mellow and looks so like a musical instrument that one almost expects it,
magically, to play. (...) the six little panes, crooked, haphazard, look like windows
out of a fairy-tale ; and that is the atmosphere of the whole shop (...) 183 .

Visitors (...) seldom see the wild fastness of the hidden valleys or these remote
medieval towns retaining their ancient uglyness (sic ) scarcely unchanged for a
space of five hundred years. Yet they exist, and it is possible to step back into
this other age, into the poverty of the stony streets, into the austere and
comfortless houses by merely getting out of the bus when it lurches to a
standstill in the bitter, harsh plazza, pungent with dust 184 .

That is the last dance, the finale, and a great sigh of delight settles over the café.
The show is ended. The deep Spanish night closes in, is at last quieted. It is
growing silent in the Petite Recreo. It is three o’clock 186 .
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Dona Clara commences to pour ; she scoops out the boiling, soapy water from
the kettle and raises it to the clothes ; it runs out of the bamboo pipe into the
kettle again so the clothes are not really boiled but only have this steaming water
poured over and over. Her motions become rhythmical. (...) How good it is to be
in the midst of These strong, healthy, feminine tasks ! have their own

magnificence
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(...) the lighter pieces are spread everywhere, on the bushes, on the grass – even
the flowers of orange and lilac are overlaid with patches of white, (...) even the old
fig tree, waiting like a silver candelabrum where the girls climb branches to find
last boughs, can scarcely keep a dignity. (...) Lingering a moment outside in the
correl (sic ) the glow of the embers make the grotesque trees into a new and
allegorical garden, one as strange as a tale of some enchantement where there is
always spring -fruits of sugar sugar for fruits or candied-spun stars things 187 .

In Palma the women are dressy, and on Sundays the children look like dolls, are
led up and down the “Paseo” by their back-satin Mammas (...). Women coming
out from their devotions can see at once the painted lintel, the arch open and
inviting, and are compelled to stop for a moment in the ambiant air crowded with
scents of flowers 189 .
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Below Dona Clara is standing in the patio smiling and tying again more securely
the ends of her black head cloth – that cloth which is pinned far back on the hair
to make a triangular frame for her face. A snug little shawl is secure about her
throat and is fastened flat over her sunken breasts. The Spanish woman here
never goes without this extra covering ; sometimes it sets off the beauty of fine
shoulders and arms, or as now, it conceals a figure wasted by a lifetime of labor
191 .

(...) their white slippers move in and out as they walk like caught birds. These
slippers are unique, are made of plaited straw, very strong and firm with a woven
turned up toe-cap like a Turkish slipper, and a heel-strap with laces – nothing
more ; almost the whole arched foot is visible 192 .
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One monster is caught - a great eel six feet long. It is hard to kill an eel ; a spear
will not kill it. The fisherman takes a knife out of his sash. It is an odd knife about
eight inches long and from the tip of its horn handle to the point of the blade it is
one delicate and sure curve – a cool, moonlike curve with something feminine
about it. In a slice the head of the eel is off. Even after that there is a writhing and
terrible animal struggle 198 .

The man’s part is to leap into the air in perfect rhythm always facing her ; every
muscle is brought into play. In this dance his whole great strength is clear – he
seeks to attract by his very masculine force. When he can leap no more another
takes his place. The girl watches narrowly, demurely with head on the side 200 .

She is alone there, but surrounded by symbols (...), as though she must be
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permanently and naively reminded of the daily life of Mallorca 201 .

(...) so human – the saint raising up on her elbow to see the child who was
promised her by an angel and turning away, because this sight was better than
food from the neighbor who is offering some gruel steaming in a bowl ; the
midwife sitting on her low chair contemplating for a moment the lovelines of the
infant before she dips it in its bath ; the servant holding up the towel before the
fire to warm it – all these homely details of birth are now like lights directly
opening on places in forgotten lives long covered with dark 203 .

(...) all these homely details of birth are now like windows directly opening on
places in forgotten lives long covered with oblivion the night. 204

(...) a seated figure no more than fifteen inches high. The treatment of the robe,
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veil and uplifted hand is of the greatest tenderness ; carved are the tiny fingers
holding the book, carved the young grace of the maiden and the sorrowful, deep
brooding of the saint ; there is no look at all in her face for the child but reverie
and listening. It becomes in an instant a place to kneel, a place of understanding
and compassion 205 .

It was the eve of the Nativity.On this night in the stone halls there were early
tapers coming, and chill, sandaled feet. In the vaulted refectory with their food
before them all smoking with a watery fragrance, the monks sat waiting for



something, a signal perhaps, a sign... A bundle of straw rested beside each place.
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What hermit standing in his faded robe, with his long staff prodding the few goats
Bleating and crying among the rocks, We cannot tell 208

Perhaps he is Death So kind-eyed Gathering us, the newest dead, Into his robe.

For this frail child my love will be A mystery, a smart... But You, who canopy with
stars This moonless waste, will see what scars Whiten on my heart 209 .



I have no alabaster box, No ointment rare ; But from my eyes the tears as rain,
And for Your wearied feet again My sheltering hair !

With your headcloth knotted and your shawl pinned tight You come out of your
house this day and close the silent door Mary Salome, widow. You are old, Your
beauty has withered, Encased in age you have forgotten the wastes and the
conflicts and the crimes of your village So long ago settled by Ceasar, While
those nights in which the name Salome was given you Are now as a tale told of
another woman unknown to you. It is not yet light. Along the road the cypress,
fluted in black Standing mourning still. You carry your cup of ointment carefully,
nested in folds and close A neighbor, Hurrying, Grieving for the flogged,
dishonored dead. Later : In the chapel of Dona Maria Forteza They have given you
a niche of silver With a canopy strange and churrigueresque, While for your



Office, your name, Always like the ringing of two bells, Is displayed forever
Between figures from the Calvary And a fragment of the resurrection.
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With your headcloth knotted and your shawl pinned tight You come out of your
house this day And close the silent door. You are alone, Mary Salome, widow.
Your life has faded : The misery of your youth, The lost madness of your love And
those nights in which the name Salome was given you, The waste, the murders
and chaos of your village, long ago settled by Caesar, All have drifted away like a
mist of tales which encircle Another woman unknown to you 212 .
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(...) except for the first chapters of Palou’s book I can discover nothing about
Serra’s family , or the incidents of his life between the year of his birth and the
time when he left Mallorca for America. Father Palou passed over the early period
of Serra’s life with only slight mention of it. It would be very desirable to treat this
early period more fully 215 .

(...) he [Father Francisco Palou] passed over in three pages all the early roots –
the daily life of Serra’s village, the particular feasts, the condition of his family,
the furniture and ustensils of his house - yet in these were the foundations,
forgotten and obscure, of Serra’s later zeal 216
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What stirred him most were the penances of this saint who, to induce the Indians
to repentance, scourged himself in the pulpit with a heavy chain, beat his breast
with a stone and burnt his flesh with a lighted candle before the eyes of the
neophytes 220 .



There is something inner, dim and tunneling about browsing in a bookshop – the
unexpected is at hand, a new country like a half-familiar name is found, or a
newly linked memory ; moods like a smoldering fire burn, and a name in the
pages may blaze, rise, beacon, to be seen a long way off.
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On a high inaccessible peak stood an old castle inhabited by monks. Valleys
lengthened away from it on every turn (...) 225
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For mystical union is something far beyond ordinary thought ; the curious or
even the courageous know nothing about it ; there are no words for the hidden,
no words for the ineffable change which takes place 229 .



Now their stitches were mingled with a feeling of awe as though they had already
reached the last steps of the altar, were prostrate, were taken.

(...) there is simply a shallow arch of grey stone, worn, fluted, and a square
elevation above of Gothic tracery. But in that delicate arch there is one figure –
nothing to distract, not an angel in sight, not another face, nor any symbol. She
stands alone, without a veil, without a crown, rather plump, mediaeval, a Virgin in
ecstacy, with her face raised, her hands clasped lightly – quite ready to be borne
away – but small and not magnificent at all 231 .
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All the old monks, their chins on their scapulars, appeared to take the same
attitude, doubt less from ennui of repeating worn customs Endlessly while their
thoughts were as eagles for God.

Their days combined the virtues ; compassion and rapture, purity and obedience
; with them there were no riches, all were rich ; the humblest tasks became
sublime ; the words of their mouth, holy, mingled with prayers worn thin as
beaten gold 234 .
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« Obliquely, cut into cubes, and cornered... I see the world through an oval of
translucent jade » 240
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The print is pulled on black or dark paper rubbed in varying pressure with the
hand or a wool roll. The textures of the wood are plainly visible or can be blocked
out with plastic wood 242 .

The women kneeling before this Madonna were strangely like her. They reflected
each other until no one could tell who had been the model ; the soft beauty of the
Virgin’s face was the same dark, oval Spanish beauty raised and spiritualized 243 .
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Color Woodblock is attractive to me because the simple method I use is almost
as effective as painting. (...) The oil base ink can be applied as heavy as paint or
as thin as needed 246 .

Although Ryan was influenced by Hans Hofmann, these prints, made during the
late 1940s, seem closer to the semi-surreal work of Morris Graves. Both artists
draw their imagery from a personalized mythology although Ryan’s, in such
pieces as Green Man or Annunciation, is more familiar than Graves’ totemic bird.
She also shares Graves’ fragile quality (...) 247
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Abstract is : Space outside of time The unknown enclosed 248





At intervals wood-carving again decorates like a permanent black lace, but
stylized, remote, as though the essential wish of the artist was to make a pattern,
graceful, fitting and distant. (...) The carving of the altar-rail gives the impression
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of branches flattened, an espalier from which the white steps of the altar flow
upward behind it 252 .

So must the world have been in its beginning – A cosmic disorder, and a few
creeping shapes 253
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Thoughts 1) The automatic is perhaps (sic ) the real functioning of thought 2) The
rights of the imagination must be first & foremost above & beyond all other
rights. 3) In the automatic there is wrapt at the core the new oneness of waking
and sleeping. 4) Reality is the absolute of Dream... 5) The Marvilous (sic ) 255
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The rights of the imagination are greater than any other rights. In the secret
country where the solitary mind exists, where it is possible for only one, the self,
to enter, all colors, arcs, patterns, images, have steady room for themselves to
move about and resolve at last under the fingers 258 .

There is obviously something beyond technique, beyond what can be taught
slowly and singly in each afternoon as the years drift up and down like a great
eddying tide backward and forward replacing or steadying themselves. All at
once, in an hour, perhaps, the known and the unknown, the oneness of waking
and sleeping, comes into view and is there to be manufactured, made, forged,
with all the five senses thrown in as five great arcs of light, rigid and taut, lacing
across the mystic sky 259 .
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In others [other collages], torn paper and cloth fragments set in jagged circular
motion offer a version of abstract expressionist painting, replete replete with
textural “impasto” and thread “dripped” across the surface in the kind of
improvisatory calligraphic play we find in the painting of Masson, Hofmann, and,
of course, Pollock 263
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Blue not captured by the eyes But felt, Blue from a hidden cave Locked within
and kept To this day spill upon the canvas 265
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For Miss Ryan was a miniaturist. She normally worked in a format hardly
exceeding the size of a sheet of note paper. The collages she composed, using
bits of paper, fabric, thread and paint, have the air of a private conversation, of
something confided with affection and delicacy. 268

In a period when outsize art-paintings that occupy entire walls, sculptures big
enough to walk around in – has established itself as an esthetic norm, the small
scale art object acquires a special status. It seems to offer itself as a private
communication – a kind of secret, or confidence, between the artist and the
spectator35. A chaque fois, lorsque le travail d’Anne Ryan est évoqué et en
particulier ses œuvres au petit format, ce sont effectivement les mots « intimacy
», « private », « delicate » ou « subtle » qui reviennent sous la plume des critiques
269 .
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(...) as different as their personalities undoubtedly were, both artists spoke of
“clarity” as an esthetic goal, both returned to the classicism of geometric
abstraction after experimenting with more Dionysian styles, both viewed art as an
instrument of interiority rather than selfexpression 272 .
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In several exhibitions at the Betty Parsons Gallery in the early 1950s she quickly
established a reputation which has remained largely confined to the New York art
world, but which is extraordinarily alive there. In the absence of critical attention
one can only conjecture . whether her work hasn’t had more influence than is
realized. But it does seem a kind of anticipation of the interest in junk and matière
of the mid-’50s. Schwitters, of course, was a better-known precursor, but there
are passages in Anne Ryan, particularly in her “messier” constructs, where
cheesecloth is disintegrating hopelessly and comically, and paper gets the color
that can be achieved only by someone stepping on it, that are close to the early
Rauschenbergs 277
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Dec 9 - 1941 First air raid alarm. I shall never feel so frightened again – couldn’t. I
was in bed with lumbago & Thomas was home sick with a cold. We forgot
sickness in a hurry. Packed the string-bag with bottle of water, bread, towel,
soap, candle, matches & extra petticoats & sweaters and fully dressed stood in
the downstairs hall waiting. (...) Where shall I go ? The values change. I suddenly
seem to possess nothing of value 278 .

Cold. Lighted the stove. Went to Brooklyn to buy some victorian (sic ) dresses to
keep me warm 279 .

This was the winter when people walked the streets looking for work; women
were desperate, shivered, had red rims around the eyes and a thin trembling on
their lips. One old woman had even walked slowly into the river and had drowned
deliberately 280 .

And matière is far more important than in Schwitters. (...) The paper talks with the
voice of paper, droning where it is square, screeching where it is torn. The cloth
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is really cloth : it assumes its natural role of a harried mother (it was made to
clothe us and doesn’t renounce this duty lightly). One is aware of these as parts :
they have a density and specific gravity they never had before. And one is aware
of the whole as an emanation of them rather than as a syntactical, organic whole
282 .

She cared for the various arts, not as a dilettante, but as a mother of a family
might care for all its children, designing each one’s clothes, preparing their
meals, leading their games, and making up stories for them before she puts them
to bed at night 284 .

Her nature was passionate : and I think that working in collage was the last great
passion of her life, a passion she gave herself to wholly, without possibility of
fulfillment, but without loss of hope and desire 285 .
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(...) she reveled in the new medium (...), a medium of pure joy (...). An artist, she
believed, should experiment always. And this she did, naturally and completely
and with great joy 287 .

She often quoted Matisse’s, “Work is paradise” (...). It was quite remarkable, the
zest with which she did her art. (...) She would work at her art vigorously for about
a month or six weeks and then “give it a rest a while” by turning to sewing or
reading or making jewelry. For her, the joy of art was a blessing in a life
shadowed by unhappiness and tragedy 288

Ryan fixed her components with Higgins’s vegetable glue, applying it with a
ceramic knife, and smoothed the materials out with the palms of her hands. The
drying glue creates patterns of wrinkles in thin materials, but in addition Ryan
deliberately crushed paper and bunched cloth to enhance a surface activity (...) 289

.
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A small piece of silk, a bit of candy wrapper, some ripped parchment, a square of
kindergarten paper were what they were. Their “thisness” could be put together
and “transmuted,” to use Anne Ryan’s word, into a pictorial composition 292 .
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Artist : Be sensual – lest it sensuality appear in your pictures, Be dishonest and
brutal (...) 303

I know how the great river will look Wih a soft tide Tinted with October. Lengths
of shot-silk will flood to the sea And be lost in light 304

I feel like painting every canvass (sic ) over. To become richer & rich is the goal
305 I shall go over every painting to make richer surface 306 .





Mr. WATSON, in how many ways can be of service to you and your organization.
Printing a little message or a book, and in any language.
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He is not weak yet nor wasted – too hardy for that, he bleeds inwardly and slowly.
(...) The core of his life is broken ; the inner threads tear apart as a cocoon is torn,
stickily and with the resistance of something twined and intricate 318 .
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For her, the joy of art was a blessing in a life shadowed by unhappiness and
tragedy. Her husband – my father, William J. McFadden – suffered a complete
mental breakdown in the development of which their marriage disintegrated and
for many long years thereafter he lingered in a state institution 325 .
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Jan 8 - I am resting in bed in the morning thinking of the stories I used to write.
All my life I’ve done the things I wanted to do – no one can say more than that. I
haven’t had much material luck but I have always met every year with a great
surge of creating, welling up daily and I was willing to carry along with that flood.
I have had the best agent in New York (Marion Saunders) & yet she has never
been able to place a single line anywhere. I still believe 327 .

(...) in Daca’s bookshop on Washington Square south, she met Maida Veeres
Bradshaw, a warm, generous, beautiful woman with a wide circle of friends. The
shop, with Maida playing whole volumes of Schubert on an old piano set among
dusty bookshelves, drew a lively clientele, raucous, irreverent people like Bobby
Edwards, an iconoclastic poet, actors of standing like Minnie Maddern Fiske,
up-and-coming actors from the nearby Provincetown Players 328 .
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Batches of Dials under her arm, Anne Ryan would return to Newark (...). But she
always went back ; to hear the talk of the new art show just up Fifth Avenue – at
291 – where the work of the iconoclastic French moderns was shown ; to the
Russian Bear on Second Avenue with its balalaika music and borscht ; to the
Fourteenth Street Repertory where Russian plays were favored ; to an ever
widening circle of friends at whose studios and homes she saw them struggling
with new forms 329
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Strangely the soft slow circle of the year Has hugely wheeled against the harried
thrust Of hollow days – and what was real, grew queer And what was bright, grew
faded, in slow dust 334







This comedy of paint Has its own underlying terror. The palette thickens, The
hand waits, The knife dips, again and again Into the just-right color, Cuts, cuts
into the umber and vermilion As dainty as a leaf of metal Bending, touches as a
fingertip Touches against a new delight. Afternoon turns on its own shadows in
the room. Pours its full light Into the silence, Into the new picture, Into the first
smile. And slowly terror revives. Will all be muddled, thinned out or blank By
morning? Will all be worthless? Fear takes a little for itself each time, The heavy
fear, accounted to exactly.
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Who is the man who says in his soul I do not need an audience ? Audience is just
348 .
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Great war speeches & war thoughts. The light burns in the corner before the
Cluny Virgin. (The light is my one luxury.) May she help all those suffering in the
world. Did you ever come accross (sic ) a woman who never went out – but
always stayed at home with a candle lighted ? The dusk sky above New York is
like blue velvet between the lengths of walls. Is someone coming – coming up the
dark cold stairs ? Winter & dusk finally get into the house 364
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(...) Ryan was an active participant in the New York art world of the 1940s and
‘50s. (...) Many of the vanguard artists and artist-theoreticians were her friends,
though one imagines she cut a singular figure among them. (...) At a time when
pictorial colossalism and “the egomania of oil painting,” to borrow Arp’s
characterization, were being heavily promoted, Schwitters was working in an
intimate, miniaturist format 366 .

See this. And that. What he could do in such a small space ! How he transformed
bits of paper and scraps of cloth ! They were not just this but went through a
transformation and became art. The whole is greater than its parts. I’m going to
try it 367 .
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Schwitters’ collages speak of a social world of commerce and cafes through the
printed ephemera they produced. Ryan’s work ultimately posits another milieu
altogether, one removed from the body politic and directly connected with the
individual body itself 368
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The deep casement which looked out on the cloister showed the hollow angles of
the garden covered with a thin, crisp snow ; these were the paths, precise and
labyrinth, where the nuns walked when the weather was fine, and in summer the
intricate turnings, meetings, gentle encounters, faces that appeared around
bushes or against tall flowers which these windings permitted, delighted these
women. Sainte Genevieve was a small and ancient convent on the outskirts of a
city. It was entirely enclosed by a wall twenty feet high 376 .
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Lingering a moment outside in the corral the glow of the embers make the
grotesque trees into a new allegorical garden, one as strange as a tale of some
enchantment where there is always spring, sugar for fruits or candied flowers 379 .

How far you are that never your lost voice Can build me silver towers of soft
sound - Can come to fold me, leaving me no choice But be strong in all that
strength I found ! 380
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On this quicksilver, happiness, who can put a finger ? Who can say, “Now, this
moment, it is mine !”? Only in the seldom stilling of this whirlpool that is life (...)
381 .

This instant is bestowing, And treasure for night this shell-like dawn Will down
the years be blowing ! 382

O King, You are a lonely thing To grieve and to remember ... That stilled May day
you brought me here You were not king, but lover, Saying “Rosamond, look, a
place for us, a shelter !” And it was evening and the birds talked, mating...
Close-shuttered and low-gabled gardened spot, Your peace is worth a world
forgot ; You make endurable the waiting ! 383

O hear me grieving as I pass On these unending roads that mass New burdens as
they run ! With velvet this autumnal night Will mantle waning day. What black can
cover up the sight Of gaping grief (...) 384
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Shadows now stand, their long black fingers wind (...) And gates unconsciouly
unlocked have lined The walk with shadows, swaying in the light. Evening again
waves down the whitening wheat... Sorrows are wounds as sorrows always are 387

No tapping satin slipper, Was able to soften the stiffness of my pose. (...) And the
sea... Oh the sea ! (...) Still I knew at times he must remember : A scarred sign, as
surely as with searing steel, Marks any we have loved ! 390
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To murmur anew its accompaniment to a dream (...) The hardened beaches
stretching in the barren noon (...) Contentment in its accustomed groove 391 .

And if I wait... and if I wait, There comes a king soon ! (...) I’ll walk the swaying
edge tonight To see the world I’ve lost... (...) You are a lonely thing To grieve and
to remember... (...) And it was evening and the birds talked, mating... (...) Your
mind must naked flashes get Of this cool labyrinth... (...) And you are here a small
way from my eyes, Beyond this little reaching of my hands... 393

Now world of beasts, oh peopled world of tongues, Cynthia, winding me with your
bright hair, The day is done(...) 395 .
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The trades are as they were when the guilds flourished (...). No one has thought
of changing these dwellings, all is left ; the traditional manner of living is here 397 .

Some roisters in the calle are marching in the darkness and beating a heavy,
zambamba drum. Africa sounds there (...) the whole ancient exchange of the
Mediterranean piece by piece is visible in these sounds 398 .

There are three walls ; one bears a date, cut in, carved, softened with age : ‘1640’.
A table of beautifully rounded gray stone worn as soft as silk is in the centre of
the patio under the fig tree (...) 400
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The walls are made of sharp ochre rocks so roughly set and plastered, so harsh
and jumbled, that with the years the surface has taken on a tapestry appearance,
its dull yellows and reds knotted against the green of its moss, the mauve of its
shadows, the citron of its stainings 401

With years the heads, faces, rosy infants, and garlanded colums have been
patined and mellowed. The gold has aged in coppery tints and irridescent (sic )
streakings (...) 402

The whole parlor furniture (...) had been moved out on the lawn. There in the
sunlight they were like relics faded and used ; where hands had passed over the
wood, stroked the wood so many years the oak grain showed familiar markings
as tawny and soft as fur 403
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Maria pours water into the kettle and Tia opens a deep tin box full of a soft,
almost liquid emerald – it is their washing soap (made of the 2 oil of olives,) (a
green 1 castile, very pure and mellow.) (sic ) 409

It is at the foot of this last wide flight that a wonder commences at the height : the
quivering mirrors of the water, or the sun and heat on the vast stone, but these
actual and living make the walls seem to rise at each step, to recede and rise, this
is a moment when the exaltation of the heart is weighted in vain with facts, when
through the haze of the sun the facts of demension ( sic ) and proportion are
focussed (sic ), are steadied ... but are lost 410

It is at the foot of this last wide flight that a wonder commences ; be it the height,
the quivering mirrors of the water, or the sun and heat on the vast stone, but
these actual and living walls seem to rise at each step, recede and rise. This is a
moment when the exaltation of the heart is weighted in vain with facts, when
through the haze of the sun the facts of dimension and proportion and focused,
are steadied... but are lost 411 .
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(...) a graceful tender Virgin, inclining, listening, a woman above, alone powerful
and secure 413 .

It is rumored that the city of Los Angeles (...) a tablet placed at the door & another
in the cloister near the well so that Californians who are far away from that at
least by one city this place is not completely forgotten (...) 414 .

That inland sea which is the Mediterrean (sic ) seems enchanted (...). This wild,
bright coast beyond San Vincente on the south rim of the bay was so strange and
forgotten that shipmasters passing it on their way to the mainland pointed it out
as one of the last eerie and deserted rims of land left in the world. Mediterrean 416

This is the Petite Recreo, a back alley café in a huge Spanish capital city crowded
with arches, ocher walls, bells ringing and the wide, soft Mediterrean outside (...)
417 .
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How good it is to be in the midst of These strong, healthy, feminine tasks ! have
their own magnificence 421 .
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Dec. 24 Chrismas Eve. Tonight will any angel walk the sky ? (...). No choir could
tell of the woe on earth, not peace (...). I mend my pink satin bed-spread. The slow
stitches are a safe opiate or like the suture of a wound 427 .
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Stone was quarried and left a bright wound in the side of one cliff. (...) When the
carter stopped to take the wound rolls off the looms (...) 428 .












































































