
The opacity 
of the iron cage 
of a reason 
that has become positive 
disappears 
as if 
in the glittering 
brightness 
of a completely transparent 
crystal palace.



Any episode one thinks 
one can hold onto 
as the link in a chain 
is broken 
inevitably 
and has no more reality, 
as a landmark, 
than “ the crystal waves 
of the old ocean : 
scarcely 
has one diminished 
than another goes 
to meet it, 
getting larger.”



Since the day 
I fled 
from my father’s house, 
I have not had 
as much reason 
as you might think of 
to complain 
of my life 
in the sea 
with its crystal grottoes.



. . . your clear crystal eyes : 
“ What, bizarre lover, 
do you see in me ? ”



The ’thirties 
became a decade 
fabricated out 
of crystal 
and prisms, 
a world heavy 
with illusion.



While analyzing, 
literally “breaking up,” 
a crystal 
into its 

“constituent elements” 
destroys the crystal, 
it does not destroy 
the elements.



And the baseball mind — 
oh diamond crystal salt — 
which is white, 
ain’t that right ?



Crystals are powerful 
and open 
to misunderstanding 
and abuse.



Slept 
in rusty tin feeding trough, 
Orion belt crystal 
in sky, 
numb metal-chill 
at my back, 
ravens settled 
on the cow 
when sun warmed my feet.



. . . when 
a shimmering crystal 
seems 
to pull 
at your hand . . .



He hugged 
the crystal shard 
to his chest 
and moved 
toward the rocky wall 
of the dell . . .



 . . . not a stain 
appeared 
on the crystal vault 
of heaven . . .



. . . the hares, 
which leapt 
far away 
from the straight highway, 
the uninterrupted line 
to the frontier — 
crossed the desert 
in order 
to break 
the illusory 
crystal divider . . .



It was stacked neatly 
with crystal brandy snifters 
to be used only 
for special events . . .



The word “crystal” 
comes 
from Greek roots 
meaning “clear ice.”



With  a contemptuous  
gesture, 
he scraped 
a mass of crystals 
from the material 
of his suit.



How much more, 
Lake of Beauty, 
do we feel,
In sweetly gliding 
o’er thy crystal sea . . .



Some negro slaves 
and Paraguayans 
were pouring wine 
into glasses 
of rock crystal.



Soon blinded 
by the tiny crystals 
which whip 
against his face, 
the soldier 
must lower 
his eyes again 
to the overcoat . . .



. . . what did any 
of that 
matter to me, 
the most pearly diaspores, 
the murkiest elaeolites, 
the most beautiful 
twinned crystals 
of feldspar 
or gypsum . . .



 

from a volcano 
before a great eruption 
of lava: 
pozzolanas 
with irregular, 
deeply charred grains, 
whitish ashes composed 
of countless 
small crystals 
of feldspar . . .



. . . he was staring 
stupidly 
at the facets 
of a crystal decanter-stopper, 
but he certainly took 
no heed 
of them . . .



Nothing comes out 
of a crystal 
the way it goes in . . .



So just what 
is a refrain ?  
Glass harmonica : 
the refrain 
is a prism, 
a crystal 
of space-time.



. . . only the colorless 
no smell 
of death . . .
Nobody can breath 
and smell it 
through pink convolutions 
gristle laced 
with crystal snot, 
time shit 
and black blood filters 
of flesh.



They desperately 
hailed us.  
We stopped 
to see.  
They wanted 
to sell us 
little pieces 
of rock crystal



Earth a flower
A phlox 
on the steep
slopes 
of light
hanging 
over the vast
solid spaces
small rotten crystals ;
salts.



Now there’s a jar 
of Vaseline 
Intensive Care cream.  
Now it’s not dirty, 
but the top 
has coffee grains 
on it, 
a few crystals 
of salt . . .



And, stooping 
by the water’s side,
She drank 
its crystal flow.



I see 
on your cheek 
two tears 
which I know 
are hot 
as two sparks, 
and salt 
as two crystals 
of the sea.



Of the four 
crystal glasses 
with the count’s monogram 
that stood 
before each place, 
he would hold out 
the first 
he happened upon 
and drank 
with enjoyment . . .



. . . I drank in his seed, 
his bitter, crystal seed 
in great eager gulps . . .



For busy thoughts 
the Stream flowed on
In foamy agitation
And slept 
in many a crystal pool
For quiet contemplation



It is thine own calm home, 
thy crystal shrine,
Thine habitation 
from eternity !



Clearly she saw, 
as other eyes would know
Pale limbs 
at the bottom 
of a crystal well . . .



The crawling glaciers 
pierce me 
with the spears
Of their 
moon-freezing crystals . . .



Off ’ring 
to every weary traveler,
His orient liquor 
in a crystal glass . . .



The fall 
of snowflakes 
in a still air, 
preserving 
to each crystal 
its perfect form . . .



. . . those beautiful 
petrifications, 
which when polished, 
as they sometimes are, 
have the luster 
and transparency 
of crystal.



. . . clear 
as the purest crystal 
that bursts 
from the caverned bosom 
of an immense crag . . .



During the winter,
As I lay 
on my crystal bed, 
a light,
Woke me abruptly 
from my deepest sleep.



To topaz yellowing ; 
then crystal came,
Then sparkling diamond, 
last the purest flame.



I turned my head 
and saw 
through the crystal walls 
a procession 
of two lines 
of beautiful maidens 
passing through 
another chamber, 
all of them dressed 
in mourning . . .



A second girl, 
from the stream 
joined liquid 
to human crystal 
with an arm’s 
translucent arc 
equal to her fact 
in whiteness . . .



. . . everything 
remains isolated 
and without a trace, 
as if it had come 
to pass 
in a dream 
or in the crystal balls 
in which clairvoyants 
gaze . . .



All of his fabulous person 
that remained 
was in Rome, 
a finger floating 
in a rock crystal bottle 
filled with brandy.



. . . my empire is made 
of the stuff 
of crystals, 
its molecules arranged 
in a perfect pattern.



. . . the candles 
of a great chandelier 
cast their benign light 
upon so many, 
many flowers 
in great, free-standing jars 
of crystal 
that it seemed 
that the whole of spring 
drew him 
into its warmth . . .



Down her white cheeks 
rolled two fat tears 
which glistened 
because they were round, 
faceted, crystal beads 
stuck 
onto the canvas.



I called science 
unbiased.  
I called precision 
scientific.  
I called eyes 
crystal-clear.



The crystal note, 
enriched 
with all the harmonics 
of flesh 
still rang 
in my ears . . .



With a brief glance 
I satisfied myself 
that my scream 
had done no real damage 
to the clock, 
that only the crystal 
was gone. 



The liquid-crystal data 
sort of melts 
upward 
into view 
on the screen 
and then disappears 
from the bottom up . . .



I dream a life 
of crystals 
and lie down 
in the grass.



He walked 
through long halls 
and paneled rooms 
under crystal chandeliers 
and gilded cornices.



And we want crystals,
Given a handful 
of mercury,
( Which can be frozen 
into a pattern 
vulnerable 
to body heat )



Sometimes you find 
a diamond 
which is not a diamond ; 
it is only 
a quartz crystal 
or some such 
worthless thing.



. . . where lovers 
are surprised 
by Death 
in gardens 
of love-making
with fountains 
and pavilions
and curiously wrought 
forms 
of gold, crystal 
and coral.



Frost-flowers, 
tiny bright and dry 
like inch high 
crystal trees 
or sparkling 
silver mold . . .



No, we are 
crystals 
of gold
along the axes 
of upheaval . . .



We shall live 
in crystal grottoes 
cut out 
at the foot 
of hills.



. . . as on a crystal bowl 
which, 
if you strike it, 
will ring 
and throb 
until you cry aloud 
in anguish . . .



There would be, 
perhaps, 
a brief glory 
of swirling ice crystals, 
drifting 
with him . . .



. . . a waste 
of frozen 
methane crystals 
and gas 
descending 
in violent, 
ceaseless storms . . .



His eyes 
were eggs 
of unstable crystal . . .



. . . he poured 
some iron filings 
into a retort, 
made 
some other operations, 
and obtained crystals 
the color 
of blood . . .



Honey is 
the crystal 
of flowers . . .



. . . it would never be 
as perfect 
as a kaleidoscope 
where each crystal, 
each stick, 
each grain 
of sand 
arranged itself 
in a perfect, 
symmetrical, 
boring pattern . . .



On the ceiling, 
a small 
crystal chandelier 
whose insufficient light 
is supplemented 
by that 
of the lamp.



Without any transition, 
she next walks inside, 
where the walls 
are 
blue and gold panoramas 
of still seas, 
whose luminous intensity 
is almost impossible 
to see.  

“ It makes you think 
of crystal.”



. . . a tiny fragment 
of matter, 
its crystals 
somewhere 
between white 
and transparent, 
lay surrounded 
by a dense crowd 
of ants . . .



Delicately cascading 
laughter, 
which she herself hears 
ring out like 
the “fresh, crystal-pure 
laughter 
of a young girl” . . .



. . . they inscribe 
their names 
on the crystal cubes 
with which a pyramid 
would be built . . .



Leave tenantless 
thy crystal home, 
and fly . . .



The inkstand, 
crystal 
as a conscience, 
within its depths 
a drop of shadow 
relative to having 
something be : 
then take 
away the lamp.



Crystal gaze 
in a face 
of soot . . .



Women, 
Games, 
Factories, 
Commerce,
Industry, 
Agriculture, 
Iron, 
Fire,
Crystal,
Speed



She arranged my hair, 
and when 
all was complete, 
handed me 
a traveling mirror 
of Venetian crystal . . .



. . . I would have 
been able 
to see 
this solitary beam 
awakening buds 
and crystals 
and worms . . .



You will 
have stopped 
revolving, 
except in crystal.



They gazed expectantly 
in the direction 
of France, 
diminishing the distance 
by means 
of long, 
crystal telescopes.



It has been said 
that there is 
a certain crystal 
in the eye 
and it is that crystal 
which actually 
regulates sight.



. . . long dreary rows 
of ungainly 
mahogany chairs 
and armchairs 
along the walls, 
crystal chandeliers 
in dustcovers, 
and gloomy mirrors 
in the piers 
between the windows.



Next she was laid 
on a crystal couch 
and rubbed 
with large green leaves 
until she glowed.



. . . a wristwatch 
whose crystal 
was protected 
by a prison-window 
grating . . .



And, like a ray 
through crystal, 
there doth dart
A blessing 
through the depths 
of every mind.



The earth 
became transparent 
as if moulded 
of crystal ; 
and all 
that was within it 
became visible, 
as if 
in the palm 
of the hand.



. . . each brick passed 
slowly 
from hand 
to hand, 
as carefully 
as if 
it were crystal, 
and gently stacked.



Waves once crystal
Like days serene
Soon turn opaque
And thick 
with mud.



She stepped down 
amid the flowers 
and, 
unbridling her horse, 
let him wander away 
to graze 
by the crystal waters 
whose verges 
were fresh 
with new grass.



. . . sunlit tears 
that trickle 
on the girl’s fair face 
seem crystal beads 
or pearls



. . . crystal sounds 
in your 
nighttime nest 
startle you . . .



He enjoyed 
the role he played 
among those crystals . . .



As they fell, 
the tears 
caught the light 
of the moon 
and sparkled 
like beautiful crystals.  
Then I noticed 
my shadow 
was crying too.



. . . a small 
crystal-like plaza 
lined 
with ginkgo trees.



. . . the crystal springs 
gushing forth, 
its clarity and taste 
are the result 
of a struggle 
between petro-chemical 
corporations, 
hi-tech industries . . .
and groups 
seeking to improve 
public health . . .



. . . the once crystal water 
turned into 
a tired sludge . . .



Six cool throats 
of cut crystal.



. . . some involutional, 
busy, 
dippy horsefly 
in me 
made 
such a mad fuss 
of love
over this treasure 
of crystal-sugar esteem . . .



. . . in the days 
when she had been 
a crystal-hard, 
crystal-bright 
sportswoman . . .



. . . a sort of rosy 
and crystal fragrance 
of the frozen night . . .



He looked 
upon himself 
as a crystal pool 
of clarity 
and on his life 
as a troubled glass 
of misunderstood virtue.



I had 
some crystal once.  
A present 
from a lady 
I worked for.



The four-inch 
seeming sphere 
turned out to be 
a nearly black, red-striated 
polyhedron 
with many 
irregular surfaces ; 
either 
a very remarkable crystal 
of some sort, 
or an artificial object 
of carved 
and highly polished 
mineral matter.



She’s perfect. 
Blond. 
Crystal blue eyes.



She sipped her drink 
and laid the glass down 
on the desk, 
the dark polish 
of her nails 
in sharp contrast 
against the gleaming crystal.



“Something 
about changes 
in the structure 
of crystals.  
I can look it up.”



. . . there was 
a mingled smell 
of perfume 
and pine crystals.



. . . a slanting grey rain, 
like a swung curtain 
of crystal beads.



. . . he metamorphosed 
the one 
into a pair 
of pigeons 
and the other 
into a curious 
little crystal tree 
in a metal pot . . .



. . . we shot down 
into the primitive granite, 
where the quartz crystals 
gleamed and twinkled 
as if the dark walls 
were sown 
with the dust 
of diamonds.



The astrologer . . .
declared . . . 
there was no such thing 
as a prism 
or a crystal.



Yet men believed, 
in their time, 
that the heavens 
were of crystal, 
and the stars 
were so many 
small lamps . . .



“How delightful,” 
said she, 

“to live amidst 
the coral bowers 
and crystal caverns 
of the ocean . . .”



The revolving door 
will present 
the soldier 
in the magnificence 
of a crystal setting.



. . . staring sheer down 
at the whole world, 
and at the glacier 
opposite  —  a palace 
made 
of crystal, 
so close, 
so close . . .



. . . between them 
was just a glimpse 
of a crystal grotto, 
on whose shining walls 
were figured 
many white-clad forms 
with faces 
radiant 
with joy.



. . . he was ready 
to sacrifice all 
for this lump 
of sparkling crystal.



His attendants were 
his mother, 
his wives, 
and some eunuchs, 
who assiduously 
employed themselves 
in filling capacious bowls 
of rock crystal . . .



Show me 
the crystal Domes 
of Heaven . . .



“Pull her back 
before she decides 
to haul out 
her crystals 
or something.”



. . . squares, cubes, 
spheres, triangles, 
rhombs, trapezes, 
planes, spirals, 
crystals, meteors, 
atomistic constructions, 
and strange 
micro-organisms  — 
struggled 
in space 
lit somberly 
by achromatic tints.



And me 
with a magic crystal 
to foresee 
their places . . .



Alas, the clear crystal, 
the bright 
transparent glass . . .



At the four corners 
it was topped 
with four round 
crystal cages 
of nightingales.



Ere stony veins 
would yield 
their crystal blood . . .



. . . as if 
he would carry 
mud 
in a chest 
of crystal.



Cave-keeping evils 
that obscurely sleep ;
Through crystal walls 
each little mote 
will peep.



Clear 
as a naked vestal
Closed 
in an orb 
of crystal.



Thy anchors 
shall be hewed 
from crystal rocks . . .



A virgin’s honour 
is a crystal tower . . .



How little poison 
cracks a crystal glass !



Why should I 
women’s eyes 
for crystals take ?



As light is 
in a piece 
of crystal, 
so shall you be 
with every part 
and excellency 
of them.



Proud 
of the wound, 
to it resigns 
his blood,
And stains the crystal 
with a purple flood.



Tombed 
in a crystal stone
More fair 
in this transparent case
Than when 
it grew alone . . .



About your cold heart 
they did make
A circle, 
where the brinie lake
Congeal’d 
into a crystal cake.



A hollow 
crystal pyramid 
he takes . . .



Yet part 
no injuries 
of heaven 
could feel,
Like crystal faithful 
to the graving steel . . .



I don’t know 
if you’re gay, 
but crystal meth 
will do that.



How long 
have I beheld 
the devil 
in crystal ?



. . . the noises 
of deep solitudes 
seem 
to be distilled 
into showers 
of crystals . . .



. . . an Ape 
of Agath, 
a Grashopper, 
and Elephant 
of Ambre, 
a Crystall Ball, 
three glasses, 
Two Spoones, 
and six Nuts 
of Crystall.



. . . the fragments 
of sapphires, 
crystals 
and even rubies, 
which are 
much harder 
than glass,
are innocently 
though perhaps 
not very effectually 
used by physicians . . . 
in cordial compositions . . . 



Behold ye 
how these crystal streams 
do glide . . .



The crackling crystal yields, 
she sinks, 
she dies . . .



. . . ere his mouth 
had kissed 
the liquid crystal . . .



As she has directed rings 
by her will 
to several persons, 
with her hair 
to be set 
in crystal . . .



. . . throwing up 
a shower 
of moonlit 
snow crystals.



Of the most living crystal 
that was e’er . . .



The purple cloud, 
the golden beam :
Reflected 
in the crystal pool . . .



. . . but so 
is a sovereign 
a fool, 
that  will give 
half  a principality 
for a little crystal 
as big 
as a pigeon’s egg . . .



. . . like breathing 
on the crystal 
that you want 
to see 
the light through.



. . . a tear 
of large dimensions, 
like a crystal earring . . .



The injunction 
was like 
those crystal substances 
which, 
colourless themselves, 
assume the tone 
of objects 
about them.



. . . to him 
the wall
That sunders 
ghosts 
and shadow-casting men
Became a crystal . . .



With no one 
to break up 
her crystal thoughts,
While rhymes 
from lovely poems 
span around
Their ringing circles 
of ecstatic tune . . .



And crystal pavements 
in the public way.



Hears a sound 
like the ripple 
of a crystal sea.



“The first tray contains 
Crystals 
and other Things.”  
He drew it 
towards him, 
and again referred 
to his notebook.



. . . disappeared 
on the brink 
of the western sky 
in a crystal cloud 
of sudorific sand.



Crystal sincerity 
hath found 
no shelter 
but in a fool’s cap.



. . . strange forms, 
sharp 
in outline, 
but imperfectly apprehended, 
appeared 
and claimed 
attention
as crystals will do 
by their bizarre 
and unexpected shapes.



. . . some crystal 
of intensity, 
remote 
from the known pleasures 
and familiar virtues . . .



. . . she became 
a pure, 
thoughtless crystal.



I would build 
my house 
of crystal,
With a solitary friend . . .



. . . no cloud, 
but the crystal body 
the tangent formed 
in the hand’s cup . . .



A piece 
of crystal. 
A change.



. . . black feet, eyes, 
nose and horns, 
engraved 
on dazzling ice-fields,
the ermine body 
on the crystal peak . . .



Crystal harbour vale
Where the sea 
cobbles sail . . .



. . . of crystal spheres 
and light insufferable, 
into the empty 
pagan land.



Where did my body end 
and the crystal 
and white world 
begin ?



Eddying back 
cool and limpid
Into the crystal beginning 
of its days.



. . . whose cool 
long arteries
conduct to 
crystal capillaries
to flesh . . .



. . . don’t believe 
any 
of this bullshit 
about chakras 
and crystal healing.



. . . just 
in the crystal depths 
of which  —  
like the flash 
of a fish 
in a stream  — 
the mockery 
of their advantage 
peeped up.



On this bed 
of ferroconcrete 
I remember 
everything 
and everything 
is in rock crystal.



He broke 
my watch crystal, 
even though 
I had created him . . .



What we need 
is the celestial fire 
to change 
the flint 
into the transparent crystal, 
bright and clear.



What Youth 
deemed crystal, 
Age finds out 
was dew.  



. . . let us . . . create 
the new structure 
of the future . . . 
which will 
one day 
rise toward heaven 
from the hands 
of a million workers 
like the crystal symbol 
of a new faith.



The work of art . . . 
seems to me 
devoid 
of value 
if it does not offer 
the hardness, the rigidity, 
the regularity, the luster 
on every interior 
and exterior facet, 
of the crystal.



That we find 
a crystal 
or a poppy 
beautiful 
means 
that  we  are 
less alone . . .



She was like 
one of 
those strange crystals 
that one sees 
in museums, 
which are 
at one moment clear, 
and at another clouded. 



. . . it is a gracious debt 
we owe 
to one another 
to discover 
the bright crystals 
of delight
hidden 
in somber circumstances 
and irksome tasks.



In the hour 
of adversity 
be not 
without hope. 
For crystal rain 
falls 
from black clouds.



If we throw a crystal 
to the floor, 
it breaks ; 
but not 
into haphazard pieces. 



. . . in that crystal scales 
let there be weigh’d
Your lady’s love 
against 
some other main . . .



. . . like crystal vizors 
to behold,
Fill all the cup 
that holds 
the ball 
of sight.



. . . each tiny crystal 
of the water 
of life 
was a unique individual . . .



. . . the flash 
of crystal faces 
here and there, 
a minute, 
minutely beautiful orange 
lichen close 
beside his face.



A simple, 
maddeningly 
repetitious vibration, 
it pulsed out 
from the crystal, 
and hypnotized all 
who came 
within its spell.



. . . our exhalations 
freezing instantly 
made a tiny crack noise 
like distant firecrackers, 
and a shower 
of crystals . . .



. . . the hypercards 
are placed 
in precise, 
geometric patterns, 
like atoms 
in a crystal.




