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Publisher’s Note

This edition of Elizabeth Bishop's poems, printed for the centenary of
her birth, includes all the poems and translations she published between
134 and her death in 1979.* It preserves the distinction Bishop made
between poems and translations collected in volumes and those she lelt
ant of her books after their appearance in periodicals and anthologies.
It lollows her selection and arrangement of The Complete Poems (1960)
aned Geagraphy 11 (1976), supplemented by four late poems left uncol-
lected at her death. The other published poems and translations that
shie chose to omit from her two final volumes are gathered in two parts
in o final section,

Bishop recalled that, as a young poet, a visit with Marianne Moore
would leave her uplifted and determined “never to try to publish any-
thing until I thought I'd done my best with it, no matter how many years
it took—or never to publish atall.” The many poems in her archive that
were left nearly finished attest to the strength of her resolve. The Com-
filete Poems was itself a selection (*Omissions are not accidents,” as the
epigraph to Marianne Moore's own Complete Poems warns). It provided
the occasion for Bishop to winnow and revise as she gathered her work.
Revisions here included changes to the original ordering and contenis
ol her three collections to date (North & South, A Cold Spring, and Ques-
tions of Travel). She offered a selection of her translations of Portuguese
poeiry, which is integral to the structure of this book {much as “Objects
& Apparitions,” a translation of a poem by Octavio Paz, is integral 1o
Geograply L), but excluded earlier translations of French poetry. And
shie chose 1o include only three early works (*The Hanging of the Mouse,”
“Some Dreams They Forgot,” and “Song”) to accompany recently fin-
shed work.

As editions ol her poems published since her death have demon-
strated, Bishop left behind a large body of other material that she did
not leel “l'd done my best with” or “did not finish or publish for other
teasons” but which is of unquestionable literary interest. Several poems
not published in her lifetime first appeared in cleaned-up transcrip-
tisns in the 1983 edition of The Complete Poems, 1927-1979. From 1983

* Hhee year igga has been taken as a point of deparioe, being the dae of the earliest
poitlisbiedd poean ineloded in Rishop's selection for The ¢omfbere Paons (1g6g),



to zoob, books and articles by Bishop scholars quoted and discussed
other texts, These and other discoveries were presented and annotatecd
in Edgar Allan Poe & The Juke-Box (2006). $till more have appeared since
in reviews, and in the Library of America’s Elizabeth Bishofe: Poems, Prose,
and Letters (2008).* An appendix to the present volume includes a group
of these manuscript poems, which offer readers a view of Bishop's work-
ing methods.

A second appendix lists the contents of Elizabeth Bishop's books of
poetry as first published from 1946 to 1977.

* Even so, the published wexts have not exhausted what the archive contadns—ineluding
manuscript poems and translations as veu unpoblished, as well as nopublished dradis of
eventually completed and published poems, poems by others, song lyrics (hlues, ballads)
written down or tranalaed, and notebook entries.
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The Map

lies in water; it is shadowed green.

lonws, or are they shallows, auits edges
ig the line of long sea-weeded ledges

o weeds hang to the simple blue [rom green.

AW ddoes the land lean down o lift the sea from under,
pawlng it unperturbed around itself?

the fine tan sandy shelf

e lanel tugging at the sea from under?

he shadow of Newfoundland lies flat and still,
addon’s yellow, where the moony Eskimo

s olled it We can stroke these lovely bays,

Wiler  glass as if they were expected to blossom,

W I o provide a clean cage for invisible fish.

haines of seashore owns run out to sea,

Humes of cities eross the neighboring mountains

e printer here experiencing the same excitement

1 emaotion wo far exceeds its cause,

peninsulas take the water between thumb and finger

be woiien feeling for the smoothness of yard-goods.

vl waters are more quiet than the land is,
thing the land their waves' own conformation:
Morwiny's hare runs south in agitation,
o lvestigane the sea, where land is.
assigned, or can the countries pick their colors?
il suits the character or the native waters best.
rapihy displays no favorites; North's as near as West.
delicate than the historians' are the map-makers’ colors,



Sleeping on the Ceiling

It is so peaceful on the ceiling!

It is the Place de la Concorde.
The little crystal chandelier

is off, the fountain is in the dark.
Not a soul is in the park.

Below, where the wallpaper is peeling,

the Jardin des Planies has locked its gates,
Those photographs are animals,

The mighty flowers and foliage rustle;
under the leaves the insects tunnel.

We st go under the wallpaper

to meet the inseci-gladiator,

to battle with a net and trident,

and leave the fountain and the square.
But oh, that we could sleep up there. . ..

30



Jerénimo’s House

My house, my fairy
palace, is
of perishable
clapboards with
three rooms in all,
my gray wasps’ nest
of chewed-up paper
glued with spit

My home, my love-nest,
is endowed
with a veranda
of wooden lace,
adlorned with ferns
planted in sponges,
and the front room
with red and green

left-over Christmas
decorations

looped from the corners
to the middle

above my litile
center table

of woven wicker
painted blue,

and four blue chairs
and an affair

tor the smallest baby
with a tray

with ten big beads.
Then on the walls

two palm-leaf fans
and a calendar

and on the table
one fried fish
spattered with burning
scarlet sauce,
a little dish
of hominy grits
anel four pink tissue-
PE}K‘I‘ TOSES,

Also [ have

hung on a hook,
an old French horn

repainted with
aluminum paint.

I play each year
in the parade

for José Marti.

At night you'd think
my house abandoned.
Come closer. You
can see and hear
the writing-paper
lines of light
and the voices of
my radio

singing flamencos
in hetween
the lottery numbers.
When I move
1 take these things,
not much more, from
my shelter from
the hurricane,

35



Arrival at Santos

Mere is o coast; here is a harbor;

Jwere, after a meager diet of horizon, is some scenery:
fnpractically shaped and—who knows?—self-pitying mountains,
sl i harsh beneath their frivelous greenery,

with o dinde church on top of one. And warchouses,
sne of them painted a feeble pink, or blue,

wiil some tall, uncertain palms. Oh, tourist,

i this liow this country is going to answer you

winl vour immedest demands for a different world,
il a better life, and complete comprehension

ol hoth at last, and immediately,

alier cighteen days of suspension?

Finish vour breakfast. The tender is coming,

a strange and ancient craft, flying a strange and brilliant rag.
Sothat's the flag. 1 never saw it before.

| somehow never thought of there being a MNag,

Init of course there was, all along. And coins, 1 presume,
anel paper money; they remain (o be seen.

Al gingerly now we climb down the ladder backward,
mysell and a fellow passenger named Miss Breen,

ilescending into the midst of twenty-six [reighters
waiting to be loaded with green coffee beans.
Please, bay, do be more careful with that boat hook!
Wateh out! Oh! It has caught Miss Breen's

skirt! There! Miss Breen is about seventy,

a retived police lieutenant, six feet tall,

with beautiful bright blie eves and a kind expression.
Her home, when she is at home, is in Glens Fall




Questions of Travel

| here are too many waterfalls here; the crowded streams
lirry 1oo rapidly down to the sea,
anel the pressure of so many clouds on the mountaintops
ninkes them spill over the sides in soft slow-motion,
g to waterfalls under our very eyes.

For il those streaks, those mile-long, shiny, wearstains,
aren't waterlalls yet,
i a quick age or so, as ages go here,
ihey probably will be,
Wit il the streams and clouds keep travelling, travelling,
ihe motntains look like the hulls of capsized ships,
slime-hung and barnacled,

I hink of the long trip home,

Should we have stayed at home and thought of here?
Where should we be today?

Is it right o be warching strangers in a play

b this strangest of theatres?

What childishness is it that while there's a breath of life
fin o badies, we are determined 1o rush

i see the sun the other way around?

I'he tiniest green hummingbird in the world?

liv stare at some inexplicable old stonework,
inexplicable and impenetrable,

wany view,

instantly seen and always, always delightful?

O, nust we dream our dreams

wnel have them, too?

Al have we room

lor one more folded sunset, stll quite warm?

it surely it would have been a pity

ot to have seen the trees along this road,
teally exaggerated in their beauty,

Nt 1o have seen them gesturing

like noble pantomimists, robed in pink.

af



—Not to have had to stop for gas and heard
the sad, two-noted, wooden tune

ol disparate wooden clogs

carelessly clacking over

a grease-stained Rlling-station floor,

{In another country the clogs would all be tested.
Each pair there would have identical pitch.)
—A pity not to have heard

the other, less primitive music of the fat brown bird
who sings above the broken gasoline pump

in a bamboo church of Jesuit baroque:

three towers, five silver crosses.

—Wes, a pity not to have pondered,

blurr'dly and inconclusively,

on whal connection can exist for centuries
between the crudest wooden footwear

and, careful and finicky,

the whittled fantasies of wooden cages.
—Never to have studied history in

the weak calligraphy of songbirds’ cages.
—And never to have had to listen 1o rain

so much like politicians’ speeches:

two hours of unrelenting oratory

and then a sudden golden silence

in which the traveller takes a notebook, writes:

“Is it lack of tmagination thal makes ws come
o imagined flaces, not fust stay at iomef

Or could Pascal have feen not entively vight
about fust sitting quietly in one’s room?

Continenl, cily, counlry, society:

the choice is never wide anid never free,

And heve, ar there . .. No. Showld we have stayed at hine,
wherever that may bet”

a3



Rainy Season; Sub-Tropics

Criant Toad

Lam too big, too big by far. Pity me,
- My eyes bulge and hurt. They are my one great beauty, even so.
0y see oo much, above, below, and vet there is not much to see, The
hass stopped. The mist is gathering on my skin in drops. The drops
tlown my back, run from the corners of my downturned mouth,
tliwn my sides and drip beneath my belly. Perhaps the droplets on
Mottled hide are prety, like dewdrops, silver on a moldering leal?
¥ thill me through and through. [ feel my colors changing now, my
ents gradually shudder and shilt over,
: I shall get beneath that overhanging ledge. Slowly. Hop. Two
b times more, silently. That was 1o far. I'm standing up. The li-
i gray, and rough 1o my front feet. Get down. Turn facing out, it's
Dian't breathe until the snail gets by, But we go travelling the same
L1
billow the air and mouthfuls of cold mist. Give voice, just anee,
W echoed from the rock! What a profound, angelic bell | rang!
« I breathe, by swallowing, Once, some naughty children picked
anil two brothers. They set us down again somewhere and in
iihis they put lit cigarettes. We could not help but smoke them,
#iil. | thought it was the death of me, but when | was entirely
ith simoke, when my slack mouth was burning, and all my tripes
whiil dlry, they let us go. But [ was sick for days,
by shoulders, like a boxer, They are not muscle, however,
volir is dark, They are my sacs of poison, the almost nnused
| bear, my burden and my great responsibility. Big wings of
1 om iy back, Beware, [am an angel in disguise; my wings
nob deadly. 51 will it, the poison could break through,
ahl dangerous to all. Blue-black fumes would rise upon the
o Irivalous erab,

Strt _\‘r’rf ol

iy home, How did 1 get so Gar from water? It must be
By snewhere.

pilar ol wine, of tinta. The inside of my powertful vight claw
L Bee Dsee it now; Twave i ke a ags Tam dapper and



elegant; 1 move with great precision, cleverly managing all my smallci
vellow claws, 1 believe in the oblique, the indirect approach, and [ keep
my feelings to myseldl.

But on this strange, smooth surface L am making too much noise. |
wast't meant for this. If | maneuver a bit and keep a sharp lookout, |
shall find my pool again. Watch out for my right claw, all passersby! 1l
place is too hard. The rain has stopped, and it is damp, but still not wel
enough to please me.

My eyes are good, though small; my shell is tongh and tight. In i,
own pool are many small gray fish. I see right through them. Only thelk
large eyes are opagque, and wwitch at me. They are hard to catch, bul (N
catch them quickly in my arms and cat them up.

What is that big solt monster, like a yellow cloud, stifling and wal
What is it doing? It pats my back, Out, claw. There, 1 have frightenil
away. I1's sitting down, pretending nothing’s happened. I'll skirt i
still pretending not to see me. Out of my way, O monster, Lown a
all the little fish that swim in it, and all the skittering waterbigh |
smell like rotten apples.

Cheer up, O grievous snail. [ 1ap your shell, encouragingly, ol |
you will ever know about i

And [ want nothing to do with you, either, sulking oad, vl
least four times my size and yelso vilnerable . .. Toould open vini
with my claw, You glare and bulge, a watchdog near my ju wals el
a Toud and hollow noise. I do not care for such stupidity. T admig
pression, lightness, and agility, all rare in this loose waarldd,

Giant Sneil

The rain has stopped. The waterfall will roar like that all
have come out to take a walk and feed. My body—Tfoot, that |
and cold and covered with sharp gravel. Itis white, the size ol &
plate. [ have set mysell a goal, 2 certain rock, but it may well |
before 1 get there. Although 1 move ghostlike and my Hoatly
barely graze the ground, Lam heavy, heavy, heavy. My white i
alreacly tired. | give the impression of mysterious case, Donai I bl
the greatest cffort of my will that T can rise above the sl
and sticks. And 1 must not let myself be dlistracted by those B
of grass. Don't touch them. Diraw back, Withdrawal i abways

The rain has stopped. The waterfall makes such o nolsel
i1 fall over it9) The mountains of Black rock give ofl sk
steam! Shiny streamers are hanging down their sides. Wi
cuirs, we have a saying that the Snail Gods have come il



coitkd never descend such steep escarpments, much less dream of climb-
them.

That toad was too big, too, like me. His eyes beseeched my love, Our

portions horrify our neighbors.

Rest a minute; relax. Flatened to the ground, my body is like a pal-

il, decomposing leal. What's that tapping on my shell? Nothing. Let's
on.

My sides move in rhythinic waves, just ofl the ground, from front to
pck, the wake of a ship, wax-white water, or a slowly melting floe. [ am
, cold, cold as ice. My blind, white bull’s head was a Cretan scare-
i degenerate, my four horns that can’tattack. The sides of my mouth
s now my hands, They press the earth and suck it hard. Ah, but [ know
hiell is beautiful, and high, and glazed, and shining. [ know it well,
ugh [ have not seen it Iis curled white lip is of the finest enamel,
e, it is as smoaoth as silk, and 1, [ fill it o perfection.

My wide wake shines, now it is growing dark. 1 leave a lovely opales-
ribbon: 1 know this.

Bt O T am too big. | feel it. Pity me.

I and when 1 reach the rock, 1 shall go inte a certain erack there for
pight. The waterfall below will vibrate throngh my shell and body
it lomg. In that steady pulsing [ can rest. All night T shall be like

1hy



Night City

{Fron the plane]

Now loen conld endure it,
Wlies are too thin.

Wioken glass, broken bottles,
lieaps of them burn,

wer those fires

i one could walk:
those flaring acids

anel variegated bloods,

I'he ity burns tears,
A gathered lake

ol agquamarine
hegins to smoke,

I'he ity burns guilt,
—lor guilt-disposal
il central heat

st be this intense,

Diaphanous lymiph,
bright turgied blood,
spatter oatward

in clats of gold

1o where run, molten,
in the dark environs
green and lominous
silicate rivers,

A pool of bitumen

DI Beoon
wept by himsell,
a blackened moon.

oy




goaseneck lamjp

iyprenvriter

Pile of mxs,

typed sheet

12 O'Clock News

As you all know, tonight is the night of the fall moon,
half the world over. But here the moon seems to hang
maotionless in the sky. It gives very litle light; it could
be dead. Visibility is poor. Nevertheless, we shall vy
to give you some idea of the lay of the land and the
present situation.

The escarpment that rises abruptly from the cennal
plain is in heavy shadow, but the elaborate terracing
of its southern glacis gleams faintly in the dim ligh,
like fish scales. What endless labor those small, pecu-
liarly shaped terraces represent! And yet, on them
the weltare of this tiny principality depends.

A slight landslide occurred in the northwest about an
hour ago. The exposed soil appears 10 be of pom
quality: alinost white, calcareous, and shaly, There
are believed to have been no casualties,

Almost due north, our aerial reconnaissance reports
the discovery of a large rectangular “ficld,” hitherio
unknown o us, obviously man-made, It is dark
speckled. An airstrip? A cemetery?

In this small, backward country, one of the mosi
backward left in the world woday, communications
are erude and *industrialization” and its producis al-
most nonexistent. Strange tosay, however, signboards
are on a truly gigantic seale.

Wi have also received reports of a mysterious, adidly
shaped, black structure, at an undisclosed distanie
to the cast. Its presence was revealed only because it
highly polished surface catches such feeble moon-
light as prevails. The natural resources of the coun-
try being far from completely known o us, there is

fog




the possibility that this may be, or may contain, some
powerful and terrifying “secret weapon.” On the
other hand, given what we do know, or have learned
from our anthropologists and sociologists abour this
people, it may well be nothing more than a stwmen, or
a great altar recently erected 1o one of their gods, 1o
which, in their present historical state of superstition
and helplessness, they atiribute magical powers, and
may even regard as a "savior,” one last hope of rescue
from their grave difficulties.

At last! One of the clusive natives has been spotied!
He appears to be—rather, to have been—a unicyclist-
courier, who may have met his end by falling from
the height of the escarpment because of the decep-
tive illumination. Alive, he would have been small,
but undoubtedly proud and erect, with the thick,
biristling black hair typical of the indigenes.

From our superior vantage point, we can clearly see
into a sort of dugout, possibly a shell erater, a “nest”
of soldiers. They lic heaped together, wearing the
camonflage "battle dress” intended for "winter war-
fare.” They are in hideously contorted positions, all
dead. We can make out at least eight bodies, These
untiforms were designed to be used in guerrilla war-
fare on the country's one snow-covered mountain
peak. The fact that these poor soldiers are wearing
them here, on the plain, gives further proof, if proof
were necessary, either of the childishness and hope-
less impracticality of this inserutable people, our op-
ponents, or of the sad corruption of their leaders.

19%



Santarém

U0 cowrse T may be remembering it all wrong
it after—how many years?

Fhat golden evening 1 really wanted to go no farther;
more than anything else I wanted to stay awhile

fi thar conflux of two great rivers, Tapajos, Amazon,
grandly, silently Nowing, Alowing east,

Stldenly there'd been houses, people, and lots of mongrel
Fiverhoats skiering back and forth

tinder o sky of gorgeous, under-lic clouds,

with everything gilded, burnished along one side,

il everything bright, cheerful, casual—or so it looked.

I liked the place; [ liked the idea of the place,

I'wis rivers. Hadn't two rivers sprung

froun the Garden of Eden? No, that was fouar

anil they'd diverged, Here only two

unil coming together. Even if one were tempied

io literary interpretations

sichas: life/death, right/wrong, male/female

—sich notions would have resolved, dissolved, straight of
In that watery, dazzling dialectic,

i front of the church, the Cathedral, rather,

there was a modest promenade and a belvedere
about b fall into the river,

stubby palms, HBambovams like pans of embers,
builelings one story high, stuceo, blue or yellow,
annel one house faced with azidgios, buttercup yellow.
e street was deep in dark-gold river sand

ilmp Mrom the ritwal afternoon rain,

anel teams of zebus plodded, gentle, proud,

anel dlwe, with down-curved horns and hanging ears,
puilling carts with solid wheels.

e zebus' haoves, the people’s feet

waded in golden sand,

oy
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dampered by golden sand,
so that almost the only sounds
were creaks and shush, shush, shush.

Two rivers full of crazy shipping—peaple

all apparently changing their minds, embarking,
disembarking, rowing clumsy dorics.

{Alter the Civil War some Southern Fanilies
came here; here they could still own slaves,
They left oceasional blue eyes, English names,
an aars, No other place, no one

on all the Amazon's four thousand miles
does anything but paddle.)

A dozen or so young nuns, white-habited,
waved gaily from an old stern-wheeler

getting up steam, already hung with hamimocks
—off to their mission, days and days away

up God knows what lost tributary.
Side-wheelers, countless wobbling dugouts . . .
A cow stood up in one, quite calm,

chewing her eud while being lervied,

tipping, wobbling, somewhere, to be married.
A river schooner with raked masts

and violet-colored sails tacked in so close

her bowsprit scemed to wuch the church

{Cathedral, rather!). A week or so before

there'd been a thunderstorin and the Cathedral'd
een struck by lightning. One tower had

a widening zigzag crack all the way down.

[t was a miracle. The priest’s house right next door
had been struck, 1o, and his brass bed

{the only one in town) galvanized black.

Grapas a deus—he'd been in Belém,

In the blue pharmacy the pharmacist

had hung an empty wasps' nest from a shell:
simeall, exuisite, clean matte white,

and hard as stueco. [ admired it

so much he gave it to me,

Then—my ship's whistle blew. T couldn’t stay.
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ack on hoard, a fellow-passenger, Mr. Swan,
utch, the retiring head of Philips Electric,

ally a very nice old man,

ho wanted to see the Amazon before he died,
ked, “What's that ugly thing?”

204
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'‘One of the greatest poets of the twentieth century”

WILLIAM BOYTY, GHARDIAN

“When we read her, we enter the classical serenity ol a new country

ROBERT LOAWELL

‘Il ever there was a poct w hose every s rap ol writing showuld
be in print, that poct must be Elizabeth Bishop

CHREISTOPHER RELD

Elizabeth Bishop is one of America’s greatest writers, and her art is
loved and admired by readers and fellow poets alike. The poems that
make up Bishop’ small and select body of work display honesty and
humour, grief and acceptance, observing nature and human nature
with painstaking accuracy. Her poems olten start outwardly, with
geography and landscape — from New England and Nova Scotia, where
she grew up, to Florida and Brazil, where she later lived — and move
inexorably towards ‘the interior’, exploring questions of knowledge
and perception, love and solitude, and the ability or inability of form
to control chaos.

This new edition includes all the poems that Bishop herself saw into
print and a selection of unfinished, posthumously published work.
It offers readers the opportunity to enjoy the complete poems of one
of the most distinguished poets of the twentieth century.

ELIZABETH BISHOF was born in Worcester, Massachusetts, in 1911 and graduated
from Vassar College in 1934, She travelled widely as an adult, living in Paris, Mexico,
New York, Florida, and, for more than a decade, Brazil, before returning to the
United States. Her work was immediately prized for its distinctive clarity, precision
and depth, and she was awarded the Pulitzer Prize, the National Book Award, and the
Mational Book Critics Circle Award, among others, She died in Boston in 1979,
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