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From Reader Review The Selected Poetry for online ebook

Jennifer says

| love Millay's poetry. Her engagement with the natural world, her rather cynical view of romance, her
moments of grace and grief, all speak to me.

Jillian says

| picked this up because | came across a snippet of one of Millay's poems somewhere (can't remember now
of course):

My candle burns at both ends;

It will not last the night;

But ah my foes, and oh, my friends--
It givesalovely light!

When | read this, | swamped with work, correcting papers, and choreographing/directing amusical. And
those four little lines managed to make me nod my head, smile to myself, and think, "Oh yes. | know exactly
what she means." So of course, | scurried over to my library and picked up a selection of Millay's poems.

Of course, not al of the poems spoke to me, but many of them did. | don't usually read a book of poetry from
cover to cover, but | had no problem with thislittle volume. In fact, | forced myself to read it slowly so that

I'd have time to savor and reflect on each poem.

For fans of poetry, I'd recommend this--there are definitely some gemsin here.

Sarah Koppelkam says

At first | waslike "nah, Edna, you use way too many exclamation points and you're way too reverent” but
then | got sucked in by the biting, fiercely independent voice lurking beneath the first few poems of this
collection. Then Ednareveals herself with poems like "Thursday":

"Andif | loved you Wednesday,
Well, what is that to you?

| do not love you Thursday -

So much istrue.

And why you come complaining
Ismore than | can see.
| loved you Wednesday, - Y es - but what is that to me?'



Edna St. Vincent Millay: the original Millenial, 100 years too soon.

My favorite in the collection is "Witch-Wife"

mwpm says

From Renascence</i>. ..

I will be the gl addest thing
Under the sun!

I will touch a hundred flowers
And not pick one.

I will look at cliffs and cl ouds
Wth quiet eyes,

Watch the wi nd bow down the grass,
And the grass rise.

And when |ights begin to show
Up fromthe town,

I will mark which nust be nine,
And then start down!

- Afternoon on a Hill</b> pg. 23</bl ockquot e>

* * %

Love, if | weep it will not matter,
And if you laugh | shall not care;
Foolish am | to think about it,

But it is good to feel you there.

Love, in nmy sleep | dreanmed of waking, -
White and awful the noonlight reached
Over the floor, and sonewhere, somewhere,
There was a shutter |oose, - it screeched!

Swung in the wind, - and no wi nd bl ow ng! -
I was afraid, and turned to you,

Put out ny hand to you for confort, -

And you were gone! Cold, cold as dew,

Under ny hand the noonlight | ay!
Love, if you laugh |I shall not care,
But if I weep it will not matter, -
Ah, it is good to feel you there!



- The Dreanx/b>, pg. 33</bl ockquot e>

* * %

Thou art not lovelier than lilacs, - no,
Nor honeysuckle; thou art not nore fair
Than smal|l white single poppies, - | can bear

They beauty; though | bend before thee,

t hough

Fromleft to right, not knowi ng where to go,
I turn my troubled eyes, not know ng where to
go,

I turn nmy troubled eyes, nor here nor there
Find any refuge fromthee, yet | swear

So has it been with mist, - wth nmoonlight
So.

Li ke hi mwho day by day unto his draught

O delicate poison adds himone drop nore
Till he may drink unharnmed the death of ten
Even so, inured to beauty, who have quaffed
Each hour nore deeply than the hour before,

| drink - and live - what has destroyed sone
nmen.

- Sonnets |</b> pg.
40</ bl ockquot e></ bl ockquot e>

From A Few Figs from Thistles</i>..

My candl e burns at both
ends;

It will not last the night;
But ah, ny foes, and oh, ny
friends -

It gives a lovely light!

- First Fig</b>,

Pg.
49</ bl ockquot e>

* % %

Why do you foll ow
me? -

Any nmonent | can
be

Not hi ng but a

| aurel -tree.

Any noment of the
chase



| can | eave you in
ny place

A pink bough for
your enbrace.

Yet if over hill
and hol | ow

Still it is your
will to foll ow,
I amoff; - to
heel , Apoll o!

Daphne</ b
>, Pg.
62</ bl ock
guot e></b
| ockquot e
>

From
Second

April </i>

To what
pur pose,
April, do
you cone
agai n?
Beauty is
not
enough.
You can
no | onger
qui et me
with the
redness
O little
| eaves
openi ng
stickily.
| know
what |
know.

The sun
is hot on
ny neck
as |



observe
The

spi kes of
t he
Ccrocus.
The snel
of the
earth is
good.

It is
appar ent
t hat
there is
no deat h.
But what
does that
signify?
Not only
under
ground
are the
brai ns of
nmen

Eat en by
naggot s.
Life in
itself

I's
not hi ng,
An enpty
cup, a
flight of
uncar pete
d stairs.
It is not
enough

t hat
yearly,
down this
hill,
Apri |
Cones

li ke an

i di ot,
babbl i ng
and
strew ng
flowers.



Spring</b
>, Pg.
75</ bl ock
quot e>

* * %

No nmatter
what |
say,

Al |l that

| really
| ove

Is the
rain that
flattens
on the
bay,

And t he
eel -grass
in the
cove;

The
jingle-sh
el l's that
lie and
bl each

At the
tide-
line, and
the trace
O hi gher
tides

al ong the
beach:
Not hi ng
inthis
pl ace.

- Eel -
Grass</b
> pg.
86</ bl oc
kquot e>

* * %

Apri |
this
year,



not

ot herw s
e

Than
April of
a year
ago,

Is full
of

whi spers
, full

of

si ghs,

o
dazzling
mud and
di ngy
SNow;
Hepati ca
s that

pl eased
you Sso
Are here
agai n,
and
butterfl
i es.

There
rings a
hamerin
g all
day,

And

shi ngl es
lie
about

t he
doors;
In

or chards
near and
far away
The grey
wood-
pecker
taps and
bores;
The nen



are
nerry at
their
chores,
And

chil dren
ear nest
at their

pl ay.

The

| ar ger
streans
run
still
and
deep,
Noi sy
and
swift

t he
smal |

br ooks
run
Anmong

t he
mul | ein
st al ks

t he
sheep
Go up

t he

hill side
in the
sun,
Pensi vel
Y,

only you
are
gone,
You t hat
al one |
cared to
keep.

- Song
of a
Second
April</b



>, Pg.
96</ bl oc
kquot e><
/ bl ockqu
ot e>

From
Sonnet s<
/i> and
Bal | ad
Har p-
Weaver </
i>. ..

When
you,

t hat at
this
noment
are to
e

Dear er

t han
wor ds on
paper,
shal |
depart,
And no
nmore t he
war der
of nmny
heart,
Wher eof
again
nysel f
shel |
hol d t he
key;

And be
no nore
- what
now you
seemto
be -
The sun,
from
whi ch
al |



excel | en
ces
start

In a
round

ni nbus,
nor a

br oken
dart

o
noonl i gh
t, even,
splinter
ed on

t he sea;
| shall
remenber
only of
this
hour -
And weep
somewhat
, as now
you see
me weep
The

pat hos
of your

| ove,

t hat,
like

fl ower,
Fear f ul
of death
yet

anor ous
of

sl eep,

Dr oops
for a
noment
and
behol ds,
di smayed

The w nd
wher eon
its



petal s
shel | be
[ aid.

Sonnet </
b>, pg.

149</ bl o
ckquot e>

* *x %

“son,”
said ny
nmot her,
When |
was
knee- hi g
h, ?
“You’ ve
need of
cl ot hes
to cover
you,

And not
a rag
have |.

“There’s
not hi ng
in the
house

To nmake
a boy

br eeches
Nor
shears
to cut a
cloth

W th

Nor

t hr ead
to take
stitches

“There’s
not hi ng
in the



house
But a

| oaf - end
of rye,
And a
har p
with a
wonman’ s
head
Nobody
will
buy, " ?
And she
began to
cry.

That was
in the
early
fall.
When
cane the
| ate
fall,?
“son,”
she

sai d,

“t he

si ght of
you?
MVakes
your

not her’ s
bl ood
craw , —

“Little
ski nny
shoul der
- bl ades
Sti cki ng
t hr ough
your

cl ot hes!
And
wher e
you’ ||
get a

j acket



from
God
above
knows.

“1t's

| ucky
for ne,
| ad,
Your
daddy’ s
in the
ground,
And
can't
see the
way |

| et

H s son
go
around!”
And she
made a
queer
sound.

That was
in the

| ate
fall.
When t he
W nter
cane,
|"d not
a pair
of

br eeches
Nor a
shirt to
nmy nane.

I

coul dn’t
go to
school ,
O out
of doors
to play.
And al |



t he

ot her
little
boys
Passed
our way.

“Son, ”
said ny
nmot her,
“Cone,
clinmb
into ny
I ap,

And 1’11
chafe
your
little
bones
Wi | e
you take
a nap.”

And, oh,
but we
wer e
silly
For hal f
an hour
or nore,
Me with
my | ong
| egs

Dr aggi ng
on the
floor,

A-rock-
rock-
rocki ng
To a

not her-g
oose

r hyne!
Ch, but
we were
happy
For hal f
an



hour’s
tinel

But

t here
was |, a
gr eat
boy,

And what
woul d
fol ks
say

To hear
nmy

not her

si ngi ng
e

To sl eep
al | day,
I n such
a daft
way ?

Men say
t he

W nter
Was bad
t hat
year;
Fuel was
scarce,
And food
was
dear.

A wi nd
with a
wol f's
head
How ed
about
our
door,
And we
bur ned
up the
chairs
And sat
on the



fl oor.

Al l that
was | eft
us

Was a
chair we
couldn't
br eak,
And t he
har p
with a
wonman' s
head
Nobody
woul d

t ake,

For song
or
pity’'s
sake.

The

ni ght
before
Chri st na
S

| cried
with the
col d,

| cried
nmysel f
to sleep
Li ke a

t wo-
year-old

And in
the deep
ni ght

| felt
nmy

not her
rise,
And
stare
down
upon e



Wth

|l ove in
her
eyes.

| saw ny
not her
sitting
On the
one good
chair,

A light
falling
on her
From |
coul dn’ t
tell

wher e,

Looki ng
ni net een

And not
a day
ol der,
And t he
har p
with a
wonman’ s
head
Leaned
agai nst
her
shoul der

Her thin
fingers,
novi ng
In the

t hi n,
tall
strings,
Wer e
weav- wea
V-
weavi ng
Wonderfu
|



t hi ngs.

Many

bri ght

t hr eads,
From
where |
coul dn’ t
see,
Wer e
runni ng
t hr ough
t he

har p-str
i ngs
Rapi dl y,

And gol d
t hr eads
whistlin
g

Thr ough
ny

nmot her’ s
hand.

| saw

t he web
gr ow,
And t he
pattern
expand.

She wove
a
child s
j acket,
And when
it was
done

She laid
it on

t he
floor
And wove
anot her
one.

She wove
ared



cl oak
So regal
to see, ?
“She’ s
made it
for a
king's
son,”

| said,
“and not
for nme.”
But |
knew it
was for
Ie.

She wove
a pair
of

br eeches
Qui cker
t han

t hat!
She wove
a pair
of boots
And a
little
cocked
hat .

She wove
a pair
of
mttens,
She wove
alittle
bl ouse,
She wove
al |

ni ght

In the
still,
cold
house.

She sang
as she
wor ked,



And t he
har p-
strings
spoke;
Her

voi ce
never
faltered

And t he
t hr ead
never

br oke.
And when
|
awoke, —

There
sat ny
not her
Wth the
har p
agai nst
her

shoul der
Looki ng
ni net een
And not
a day

ol der,

Asmle
about
her
lips,
And a
I'ight
about
her
head,
And her
hands in
t he

har p-str
i ngs
Frozen
dead.

And



piled up
besi de
her

And
toppl i ng
to the
ski es,
Were the
cl ot hes
of a
king' s
son,

Just ny
si ze.

- The
Bal | ad
of the
Har p-
Weaver </
b>, pg.
156-
160</ bl o
ckquot e>
</ bl ockq
uot e>

Adam
Ferrel
| says

The best
sonnet
writer

si nce
Shakespe
are.

Many of
t he
poens in
this
book
have
changed



ny
vocabul a

ry, nmy
way of

t hi nki ng
, and ny
definiti
on of
literary
beauty.

Kel 'y
says

| have
gr eat

di fficul
ties
with
poetry.
At

first,

it was
because
| was a
menber
of the
"roll
your
eyes and
hol d
your
nose"
conti nge
nt as
regar ded
pretty
much t he
entire
art

form
Except
Shakespe
are,
don't
you
know,



because
| was a
cul tured
little

t hi ng,
and
wel | -
how
couldn't
| ? That
reason
changed
when al |
of a
sudden,

|
encount e
red a
poet |

| oved.
And

i rony of
i ronies,
he was
one of

t he
nmaj or
roll
your
eyes
poet s
even for
peopl e
who
coul d
enj oy
poetry-
Byron. |
j ust

| oved
it- but
it
didn't
have
anyt hi ng
to do

W th
appreci a
tion for



craft. |
connect e
dtoit
on a
deeply
sel fish,
per sonal
| evel -
so much
of his
writing
is so
appropri
ate for
t eenager
s. |
coul d

j ust
live in
hi s
ridiculo
us
year ni ng
s and

af f ect at
i ons,
because
t hey
wer e

nm ne as
wel | -
even if

| was
enbarr as
sed for
him |
recogni z
ed so
much of
it in
nmysel f.
From
there |

| oved
Shel | ey,
I loved
Tennyson
, |

| oved



pi eces
of

D cki nso
n here
and

t here.
But |
was very
very

pi cky,
very
dependen
t on
transi en
t noods,
and a
very
very
unsophi s
ticatd

r eader
of
poetry-
and
that's

t he

st age
that |
remain
at

t oday.

' mvery
capabl e
of
scor nf ul
Iy

| aughi ng
sonet hin
g out

t he door
wi t hout
a second
t hought
that |
woul d
have

| oved
yest erda
y, and |



even do
this to
ny
favorite
s. | am
cruel to
poet s-
for sone
reason,
I''m
willing
to give
novel i st
s and

pl aywig
hts a

| ot nore
| eewnay.

Which is
pr obabl y
why |I'm
somewhat
conflict
ed about
ny
feelings
on Edna
St.

Vi ncent
MI1lay.
Thi s
parti cul
ar
edition
chroni cl
es her

j uvenal i
ainto

t he
writings
of

appr oach
i ng
(what
was for
t he
tine)

nm ddl e



age. |
had
expect ed
to grow
w th her
and |ike
her
writings
pr ogr ess
ively
nore as
she went
al ong-
but |
di d not
find
that to
be the
case. |

| oved
her
first
col l ecti
on of
wor ks,
Resananc
e and

O her
Poens, ,
sone of
t hem
witten
in her

t eens,
and
publ i she
d before
she was
in her

m d-
twenties

"Resanhan
ce,"
exactly
suited
nmy nood-
t he
story of



a
troubl ed
girl on
a
seen ngl
y
perfectl
y
i nnocuou
s day
who
i magi nes
hersel f
dead to
escape
t he
world. ..
but
cannot
ulti mate
ly face
t he
pr ospect
It was
perf ect
for what
I
needed-
an
expr essi
on of
incredib
le | ove
for
life,
soneone
depresse
d enough
to want
to die,
but too
ent hral |
ed with
life to
be abl e
to. Like
in that
Fellini
film



with the
girl at
t he end
who has
j ust
been
fucked
over by
life and
nen
again
and you
t hi nk
she's
going to
do

sonet hin
g awf ul
to
hersel f.
.. but

t hen

t here
are

t hese

ki ds

pl ayi ng,
and
she's
smiling.
Cor ny,
but |
love it,
and |
needed
that. |
al so

| oved
"Interim
," the
story of
t he
survivor
s of
deat h
and
clash of
the Big
| deas



and
Facts of
Life
with the
ever yday
mundane
and how
ridiculo
us it
seems to
do
[anythin
g/ that
isn't
epi c
when
such

t hi ngs
have
happened
to you.
She has
many

ot her
poens

al ong

t hese

i nes,
and |
ador ed
all of

t hem
even if
t hey
wer e

j ust
smal | er
echoes
of

t hi ngs

t hat had
been
expresse
d
bef or e.

By
cont r ast
, o



really
di d not
like the
maj ority
of
Second
April.
M1 ay
definite
l'y
al ways
had a
flower
child
sensi bi |
ity
about
her
(despite
bei ng
rai sed
in the
't eens,
not the
si xties)
And |
nmean
this
very
literall
y as at
| east
hal f her
poens
nention
flowers
in sone
way, and
if its
not
flowers,
she's
marvel i n
g about
sonme
ot her
wonder
of
nat ure



Now, |
have no
probl em
W th
this
general |
y, and
sonetine
s | find
it very
sweet .
There's
a poem
cal l ed
Exile
that is
really
about
not hi ng
el se but
t he
year ni ng
for
honme-

all she
wants is
to snell
t he

wat er
again. |
can
appreci a
te that.

However -
Second
Apri |
feels
like a
girl who
got too
hi gh on
hersel f
and went
to

G eenw ¢
h
Vil l age,
and



wr ot e
poens to
i mpress
t he
peopl e

t here
with how
rebellio
us and

i deal i st
ic and
wel |
educat ed
(waaaay
up with
t he

cl assi ca
I
referenc
es in
this
one) she
was. |t
did not
f eel

geni une
in the

| east .
Even her
nat ure
poens

of ten
felt

t wee-

li ke she
was

| ooki ng
for the
wonder
she was
once
able to
wite

W th,
and not
able to
find it.
| can
under st a



nd this
to a
certain
degree,
and |'m
certainl
y at an
age
where |
can
still
remenber
t hat -

but |
don't
admre
it, |
shudder
to think
of it,
and
bei ng
enbarras
sed for
it isn't
hel pi ng
1]
appreci a
te it
nore. |
can
under st a
nd it in
a

di st ant,
historic
a

cont ext
way- VWV
had j ust
ended,

t he

at nrosphe
re was

t hi ck

W th
politica
I

st at enen



ts and
heady
with the
sorrow

t hat
lead to
jazz age
ridiculo
usness.
It just
feels
like a
pose of
aaqgirl-
or a
girl too
stereoty
pi cal

for me
to even
want to
know.

A Few

Fi gs was
better,
qui et er,
nor e
consi ste
nt. Less
with the
referenc
es to
bei ng
out all
ni ght,
nore of
a return
to the
subj ects
t hat
first
fasci nat
ed her.
Still a
bit nore
pretenti
ous, but
"1l et



t hat
pass.
After
all, |
do like
Byron,
and she
does
har ken
back to
19t h
century
styl es
to a
certain
degree.

Actual ly
,

t hi nk
that's
my
favorite
part
about
Edna St
Vi ncent
MI1lay.
Per haps
this is
to do
with one
of ny
historic
a

f asci nat
i ons
(the
echoes
of the
ad
Wrl d

t hat

al ways
linger),
but |

| ove how
she's
one of



t he
witers
straddli
ng the
ol d
wor | d
and the
new the
techni qu
es of

t he
Victoria
n era
wer e
still
bei ng

t aught,
still

bei ng
revered,
and yet,
entirely
nmodern
sentimen
ts were
bei ng
expresse
din

"t hees"
and

"t hous, "
t hat
clank up
agai nst
your ear
ina
startlin
g and
char m ng
way,
bei ng
used to
say

t hi ngs

t hat one
has
troubl e
bel i evin
g they



woul d
ever

i ntend
to

expr ess.
| just

| oved

t he
sound of
it, the
spirit

of it,
and t hat
gave ne
anot her
way into
under st a
ndi ng
it.

I will
revisit
sever al
of these
poens
agai n-
they are
inspirin
g, Wth
beautifu
| i mages
to hold
onto and
remenber
when
they are
needed.
Thank
you to
everyone
who
reconmen
ded this
col l ecti
onto
ne.



Al'liso
n Long
says

| don't
know t oo
nmuch
about
Edna St
Vi ncent
MI1lay,
but the
nore |
read
about
her, the
nore |'m
intrigue
d.

| have
al ways
ador ed
her poem
"First
Fig , so
| set

out to
read
nore of
her
poetry.
'Sel ecte
d
Poetry'
consi sts
of both
flippant
ver ses
and

t hose
obsessed
W th
deat h
(no
really,
there is
sone



nor bi d
stuff
there).
The

| anguage
is
beautifu
| and
sad
because
so rmuch
of it
has
fallen
out of
favor

W th
nor e
cont enpo
rary
styl es.

'Sel ecte
d
Poetry'
makes
you
wonder
when
readi ng
poetry
fell out
of favor
and want
to start
a
novenment
to bring
it back
agai n.

Noah
CGoat s
says

From t he
precoci o



us power
of
Renascen
ceto

t he
sentinen
tal but
surprisi
ngly
effectiv
e Ball ad
of the
Har p
Weaver,
this
col l ecti
on
cont ai ns
one

gr eat
poem
after
anot her.
As far
as |I'm
concer ne
d,

M1 ay
is one
of

Arreri can
literatu
re’'s

gr eat est
poet s,
and

t hese

| ovel y
and
witty
poens
show
why.

Davi d
says



Everyt hi
ng in
life
seens to
nme to be
ephener a
I,

al ways
passi ng,
changi ng
transf or
n ng.
Not hi ng
stays

t he
same,
not hi ng
| asts.
W live
in a
very
nar r ow
slice of
infinity
, and in
our m nd
we

expl ode
every
noment
of that
slice to
somet hin

g
enor nous

somet hin
g of

i nconpre
hensi bl e
signific
ance. W
anal yze
every

gl ance
and turn
of
phrase,



we pl an
our days
and
weeks
and

nont hs
and
five-yea
r plans,
and our
retirene
nts

whi ch we
may
never
reach.
W are
al ways
sad to

| et

t hi ngs
go, it
does not
cone

nat ural |
y to us.
We cling
and hol d
fast to
t he

t hi ngs
we | ove,
even
cling to
pai ns

t hat
have
becone
dul I,

for fear
of new,
har sher
hands
whi ch
may play
upon us.
And yet
we

par adoxi



cally

| ove the
i dea of
new

t hi ngs.
New
cars,
and the
excitene
nt of
new
romances
and new
cities,
travel s
to new
pl aces,
di scover
i ng new
books.
"Deat h
is the
nmot her
of
beaut y"
sai d
Wal | ace
St evens,
which is
to say

t hat
not hi ng
beautifu
| is

et er nal

t hat we
are only
noved by
t he

know edg
e that
what is
will
never be
t he same
agai n.

Li ke a
phot ogr a
ph



cagi ng a
nonent
of
beauty
into
sonet hin
g of
forever,
so to
does a
poem
capture
t hat
slice of
dyi ng

Ti me
forever.

For Edna
St .

Vi ncent
MI1lay,
there is
per haps
no god

i n her
poetry

i f not

t he

omi pot e
nce and
unconque
rabl e
god of

Ti ne.
She is
acutely
awar e of
t he
passi ng
of tinme,
of the
passi ng
of

| oves,

t he
passi ng
of
nonent s,



like
shi ps at
sea. As
soon as
a nmonent
buds, it
has

st epped
cl oser
to
decay.
As soon
as a
love is
f or ged,
it is
one day
cl oser
to rust.
Thi s
seens to
be a
very
cyni cal
vi ew of
t he
wor | d,
that all
is

al ways
dyi ng,

t hat
not hi ng
| ast s,
and
not hi ng
is
certain
but
deat h
and
ruin.
But
aren't
we noved
by
ruins?
W are
not



noved by
cities,
not by
skyscrap
ers nor
apart nmen
t
bui | di ng
s whi ch
clinmb

hi gh
into the
sky and
bustl e
with

i nmat es
and
house- ca
ts going
about
their
daili es.
What
noves us
are the
ruins
past,
where no
one
lives,

t he
Ponpei i s
of the
wor | d
whi ch
echo
with
ghost s,
of

unsol ved
nmysterie
s and
goi ngs-o
n which
have

| ong
been
dul | ed
by the



craw
and
recessi o
n of
tine.
Li ke
sand on
t he
beach
al ways
bei ng
dr awn
away,
i nch by
i nch, so
t oo does
tinme
pul |
back on
t he
present,
transfor
mng it
into the
past .
What
once was
ugly to
us
becones
beautifu
| in the
nost al gi
c
di st ance
s of the
past -
for it
was
al ways
beautifu
|, but
beauty
requires
di st ance
If the
only
par adi se
s are



par adi se
s |lost,
then too
are the
only
beauti es
| ost
beauti es
M1l ay
i s hyper
awar e of
t he
beauty
in
passi ng
t hi ngs,
in
transi en
t
t hi ngs,
i n dying
t hi ngs.

THE

FI RST
rose on
ny rose-
tree
Budded,
bl ooned,
and
shattere
d,

Duri ng
sad days
when to
e
Not hi ng
mat t er ed

Gief of
gri ef
has

dr ai ned
e

cl ean;
Still it
seens a



pity
No one
saw, —+t
nmust
have
been
Very
pretty.

We hear
recurren
t in M.
MIlay's
poetry
this
seeni ng
anbi val e
nce

t owar ds
| oss and
grief,
this
accept an
ce that
t he best
t hi ngs
of

yest erda
y have
al ready
depreci a
ted

i nmeasur
ably in
tine.
She
knows

t hat we
don't
appreci a
te
beauty
when it
is
present,
beauty
"buds,

bl oons"
when



"not hi ng
matt ers"
- when
we can't
appreci a
te it,
when it
is too
cl ose,
when we
take it
for

gr ant ed,
when we
are
still
aspiring
for
better.
And it
shatters
before
we even
see t hat
we were
happy.
W are
nmuch
better
at grief
t han
gratitud
e. So
nmuch
beauty
goes
unseen
by us
because
we do
not give
it
attentio
n, we do
not

t hi nk of
our

happi nes
s; but



we are
wal | ower
sin

gri ef.
Gief
seems to
us an
ocean,;
happi nes
S,
beauty,
a
['ightnin
g-fl ash.
W are
conforte
d by the
endl ess
vast ness
of the
oceans
of

grief,
their
expect ed
t enpos
and
waves of
enoti on,
whi ch

t hreaten
i mm nent
ly to
toppl e
us over,
to wreck
us. W
see the
fl ashes
of
beauty
only
peri pher
ally, we
never
seemto
cat ch

t hem
head- on,



we are
never
r eady
w th our
carer as,
and even
when we
do t hey
never
seem
quite
ri ght
capt ured
W
| ook
back on
nonent s
of great
beauty,
and
t hi nk
t hey
"nmust
have
been
very
pretty"
- but we
di d not
think so
when we
had
t hem
when our
rose
bushes
wer e
bl oom ng
j ust
out si de
our
W ndows,
on days
we kept
t he
w ndows
shut so
t hat
bees



woul dn' t
COne in,
or the
wi nd
woul dn' t
di srupt
t he
pages on
our
desks.
Yes,

t hey
nust' ve
been
very
pretty.

Per haps
t he
cruel est
truth in
|ove, in
beauty,
is that
we
wi t hhol d
it from
our sel ve
s. W
are
ci tadel s
of
gri ef,
keepi ng
out
happi nes
s, and
hermmi ng
our sel ve
s in
with our
evasi ons
and
def enses
We do
not want
to risk
bei ng
struck



by
[ightnin
g. W do
not take
chances,
we
vouchsaf
e our
lives to
t he
wavering
seas of
tine,
bobbi ng
up and
down
like
corks on
t he
waves,
never
secured
in our
happi nes
s, but
never,

t 0o,
sunk
conpl ete
ly,

al ways
in flux.
We hurt
our sel ve
S wWith
our own
pri de,
we
refuse
to be
subservi
ent to
the idea
of | ove,
we
chanpi on
oursel ve
s as
wor t hy



of | ove,
but hold
our sel ve
s too

hi ghly.
We never
gi ve up
our
whol e
hearts,
and so

i nst ead
we | ose
t hem

pi ece by
pi ece.

Thus
when |
swear ,
"1 love
with all
nmy
heart,"
"Tis
with the
heart of
Lilith

t hat |
swear ,
"Tis
with the
| ove of
Leshi a
and

Lucr ece;
And t hus
as wel |
nmy |ove
nmust

| ose
sone
part

O what
it is,
had

Hel en
been

| ess



fair,

O

peri shed
young,
or

st ayed
at hone
in

G eece.

Whi | e
this is
a lovely
coll ecti
on, to
anyone

i nt erest
ed in
MIlay's
poetry,

| woul d
r at her
reconmen
d her
Col l ecte
d Poerns,
as they
i ncl ude
a

br oader
selectio
n of her
poetry,
and nore
specific
ally
consolid
ate al
(or at

| east
nost of)
MIlay's
sonnet s,
whi ch
are her
stronges
t and
nost

poi gnant



Kai on
says

| ama
little
irate

t hat
this

vol une

t ur ned
out not
to be

t he
promi sed
Sel ect ed
Poetry
of Edna
St.

Vi ncent
M1l ay,
but

i nst ead
shoul d
be
titled
"Poetry
by Edna
St .

Vi ncent
M1 ay
That
Happens
to be in
t he
Public
Domai n" .
Nanel y,
this
consi sts
of the
entirety
of her
first

t hree
coll ecti



ons
Renascen
ce and
O her
Poens, A
Few Fi gs
From

Thi stles
, and
Second
April;
as wel |
as "The
Bal | ad
of the
Har p
Weaver "
and
addi ti on
al
sonnet s
from
Aneri can
Poetry,
1922: A
M scel | a

ny.

There is
sonet hin
gl find
per pet ua
Iy
girlish
about

t hese
poers,
for all
their

cl ai ns
of

deat hly
ronance
and

pr et ensi
ons of

cl assi ca
I

tinel ess



ness.
M1 ay

i s best
as a
poet of
sunmer ,
ef fusi ve
and
energeti
c (and
fond of
t hose
excl amat
i on

poi nts).
| think
I like
her best
when she
enbr aces
t he

pl ayful n
ess of

| anguage
, of

rhyt hm
and
rhyme,
over her
procl ama
tions of
| oss and
| ove.

Rat i ng:
2 stars
(
Renansce
nce and
A Few
Figs are
parti cul
arly
spar se
in

i nt er est
, and |
admt a
di sinter



est in

t he
sonnet s
al t oget h
er.
Second
April is
t he
early
coll ecti
on to
pur sue
here.)

My

pi cks:
"The

Si ngi ng-
Woman
fromthe
Wbod' s
Edge",
"Jour ney

"1 nl and"

Rowena
says

These
wer e

| ovel y
poens,

pl easant
to read
and with
easy
interpre
tations.
Sorre of
her
poens
about



deat h
had a
very
Syl vi a
Pl at h
feel to
t hem
Most of
t he
poens
had
nat ur e
el enent s
She
descri be
d her
| ove for
t he
gr eat
out door s
in great
detail.
| want
to go
run
ar ound
in a
neadow
now :)

El
says

[''m
really
not al
t hat

gr eat
with
poetry
yet. |
t hi nk
that if
| know
enough
about a
poet's



per sonal
life
that |
will
have a
better
appreci a
tion for
their
poetry.
Thi s may
or may
not be
true,

but this
is sort
of ny
first
experien
ce of
trying

t hat

out,
readi ng
two

bi ogr aph
i es
about

M1 ay
whi | e

r eadi ng
this
selectio
n of
poetry
on the
si de.

Knowi ng
nor e
about

t he

aut hor
hel ps in
one way
- | know
what was
goi ng on
when she



wr ot e
certain
poerms,
how ol d
she was,
possi bl y
what was
goi ng on
in the
wor | d

(t hough
nost of
her
poens
had nore
to do

W th
hersel f
t han
anyt hi ng
el se,
until
later in
her
years).
On the
flip-

si de of
t he sane
coin,
knowi ng
nor e
about

t he

aut hor
hurt in
sone
ways - |
knew
what she
was
witing
as she
got on
in
years,
what she
was
doing to



hersel f
and her
body,

her
obsessi o
ns with
certain
peopl e -
all of
whi ch

i kely
took its
toll on
her
writing.

When you
| ook at
t he
first
poemin
this

sel ectio
n,
"Renasce
nce"
[sic],
and you
read it
with the
know edg
e that
she was
19 when
she

wr ot e
it, you
have a
greater
appreci a
tion for
t he
skill
and

geni us
of
MI1lay.
I'"d give
five



stars to
t hat
poem

al one.
But as
she got
ol der,

t hat

geni us

j ust
wasn' t
there in
t he sane
way. |
attri but
e that
mai nl y
to her
addictio
n -
there's
no way

t hat
bei ng on
as much
nor phi ne
as she
was in
her

| ater
years
(compoun
ded by

t he
excess
of

al cohol
she

dr ank
and the
sl ew of
ot her
medi cat i
ons she
put in
her

body)
didn't

af f ect



her

nm nd.
This is
evi dence
din
Nancy
M1 ford'
s Savage
Beaut y:
The Life
of Edna
St.

Vi ncent
M1 ay
wher e
her tinme
spent
det oxi ng
in
hospi t al
S were
witten
in great
detail.

Her
poetry
inlater
in years
was hit-
or-mss
for ne.
Sorre of
them are
| ovely,
but

ot hers
tend to
ranmbl e
and be
vague
and
essentia
[y

uni ntere
sting.

However ,
she | ed



a
di fficul
t and

of ten
sad
life,
and t hat
does
cone
across
in her
writing,
for
better
or for
wor se.

At tines
ina
selectio
n like
this it
starts
to drag
a bit,
and
that's
even
when |
woul d
read
only one
or two
poens an
eveni ng
before
pi cki ng
up where
| left
off in
one or
bot h of

t he

bi ogr aph
i es.
Sone of
her
poens
are so
short



t hat
it's
easy to
read a
coupl e
of pages
and w nd
up

havi ng

r ead
four
poens.

Not t he
wor st
poetry
I've
read,
and

t here
are one
or two
of pure
geni us
(" Renasc
ence"

bei ng
probabl y
one of
ny all -
ti ne new
favorite
poens
EVAH) ,
but the
rest

left nme
feeling
probabl y
as cold
as her

i nsi des
felt on
all that
freaki ng
nor phi ne



Samant
ha

( Sundr
essSec
rets)
says

Head on
over to
ny

I nstagra
m at

i nst agra
m com sa
mant hai v

yyyy for
revi ews

Ri char
d
Smth
says

I've
been
tidying
up the
list of
50 or so
books
that I'm
supposed
l'y
"current
l'y

r eadi ng,
" and

t he
terrible
thing is
that |
am
"current
Iy

r eadi ng"



nmost of
t hem

al t hough
so
intermt
tently
that |'m
stretchi
ng the
definiti
on of
"current
Iy

readi ng"
beyond
usef ul ne
ss. But
this
book of
poens by
Edna St
Vi ncent
Mllay I
certainl
y did
finish,
seven
years
ago. She
was once
t he nost
f anbus
poet in
Areri ca,
gi vi ng

r eadi ngs
to 20
000
peopl e
with her
di stinct
ive

VOoi ce.
Now
she's
out of

f ashi on.
She' s
unashane



dly
romantic
, a
fol | ower
of
Shel | ey.
Love and
deat h,

t he

gr eat

t henes,
are her
t henes,
and |

i ke her
poetry
very
much. |
return
to it
of t en.

Gen
says

| find
[''m
nostly
al one on
t his but
| feel a
di st ance
bet ween
nme and
poetry
like
it's too
per sonal
for ne
to view
no
matter
wher e
['"'m

seei ng
it or
how ruch



| enjoy
it.
MIlay's
wor ds
conpl ete
Iy

bet ray
this
feeling,
I

under sto
od and
gushed
over the
poens. |
bor r owed
a copy
of this
fromthe
library
but it

| ooks
like I'm
definite
Iy
buyi ng |
need
this on
ny shel f
<3.



