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Religious Leanings

1 thank You God for most this amazing

day:for the leaping greenly spirits of trees

and a blue true dream of sky;and for everything
which is natural which is infinite which is yes

(iwho have died am alive again today,

and this is the sun’s birthday;this is the birth
day of life and of love and wings:and of the gay
great happening illimitably earth)

how should tasting touching hearing seeing
breathing any-—lifted from the no

of all nothing—human merely being

doubt unimaginable You?

(now the ears of my ears awake and
now the eyes of my eyes are opened)
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sleeps with death upon her mouth having a song in her eyes
the hours descend,

the hours rise up putting off stars and it is putting on stars.... i[
dawn |
into the street of the sky light walks scattering poems . in the street of the sky night walks scattering poems

on earth a candle is
extinguished the city
wakes

with a song upon her

mouth having death in her eyes

and it is dawn e
the world ] 3
goes forth to murder dreams.... Lrrtrireeaten—
i see in the street where strong e
men are digging bread j B e
and i see the brutal faces of |
people contented hideous hopeless cruel happy ] R s———" l
: 3 wopent.
and it is day, ; e
athunder s
in the mirror .
i see a frail ' B it S
man e — i
dreaming E | <ottt
dreams . . g
dreams in the mirror
. e
and it | R
isdusk  on earth vt I

a candle is lighted

and it is dark. +he-ninl holluheetmonistoiosmmhess
the people are in their houses « B ,
the frail man is in his bed T TS xJ

the city cretrrrerryly e
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Planning the Perfect Evening

I keep him waiting, tuck in the curtains,
buff my nails (such small pink eggshells).
As if for the last time, I descend the stair.

He stands penguin-stiff in a room
that’s so quiet we forget it is there.
Now nothing, not even breath, can come

between us, not even the aroma of punch
and sneakers as we dance the length
of the gymnasium and crepe paper streams

down like cartoon lightning. Ah,
Augustus, where did you learn to samba?
And what is that lump below your caommerbund?

Stardust. The band folds up
resolutely, with plum-dark faces.
The night still chirps. Sixteen cars

caravan to Georgia for a terrace,
beer and tacos. Even this far south
a thin blue ice shackles the moon,

and 'm happy my glass sizzles with stars.
How far away the world! And how hulking
you are, my dear, my sweet black bear!
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Object Lessons

If I am comfortable

on the pedestal

you are looking at,

if I am indolent and content
to lay here on my stomach,
my determinations

indulged and glistening

in baby oil and sweat,

if I want to be here, a pet,
to be touched, a toy,

if I choose

to be liked in this way,

if I desire to be object,

to be sexualized

in this object way,

by one or two at a time,

for a night or a thousand days,
for money or power,

for the awesome orgasms

to be had, to be coveted,

or for my own selfish wantonness,
for the feeling of being
pleasure, being touched.

The pedestal was here,

so I climbed up.

I located myself.

I appropriated this context.
It was my fantasy,

my desire to do so




and lie here

on my stomach.

Why are you looking?
What do you wanna
do about it?
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11. AMONG THE HORSES

Lesaaizacd ade
=2
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mjmu acoicieeiu niaes 3 SR
seoemesmdnHe's a writer who lives on the edge oftown. He
makes a living working at a riding school. He's never
asked for much, all he needs is a room and time to read.
But one day he meets a girl who lives in another city and
he falls i Thcvdtudc to get married. W
m The first problem arises: finding a
place big enough for the two of them. The second prob-
lem is where to get the money to pay for it. Then one
thing leads to another: a job with a steady income e
Sl o T ;,:;LU L e e S
eSS, cctting his papers in order, regis-
tering with social security, etc. But for now, he needs
money to get to the city where his fiancée lives. A friend
suggests the possibility of writing articles for a magazine.
He calculates that the first four would pay for the bus trip
there and back and maybe a few days at a cheap hotel. He
writes his girlfriend to tell her he’s coming. But he can't
finish a single article. He spends the evenings sitting out-
doors at the bar of the riding school where he works, try-
ing to write, but he can't. Nothing comes out, m
emmeerrrrrpEremen. The man realizes that he’s finished.
ST e teninsemeoniess The trip recedes

from his future, is lost, and he remains listless, inert, go-
ing automatically about his work among the horses.




