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Elegy









I can almost see it


Thin, tall, half-handsome


the thin hungry sweetness


of his smile gone


as he makes up his mind


and walks behind the barn


in his thin pointed boots


over the crackling eucalyptus leaves


and shoots himself in the head







Even the terror


of leaving life like that


better than the terror


of being unable to handle it







Though I hardly knew him


I rehearse it again and again


Did he smell eucalyptus last?


No it was his own blood


as he choked on it







They keep leaving me


and they don’t


tell me they don’t


warn me that this is


the last time I’ll be seeing them







as they drop away


like Danny or


slowly estrange themselves










There will be no turn of the river


where we are all reunited


in a wonderful party


the picnic spread


all the lost found


as in hide and seek







An odd comfort


that the way we are always


most in agreement


is in playing the same game


where everyone always gets lost






























Adultery









Hot beautiful furless animals


played in a clearing opened by their desire


play climaxing to a transparent rage


that raised them above desire itself


—glimpses of clearing after clearing.







Leaving, she recomposed her face


to look as if she had just come


from the new Bergman movie


(which she had in fact seen before).


By the time she was home she’d done it


and her face was all grown over with expression.


Dedicated to her husband, showing


how interesting it had been, how


innovative, a real breakthrough


(you know how I love you, darling?)


he should see it too it would


change his entire outlook.







She played this little drama. And


she half believed it as she shaped it,


having played it before in the interest


of preserving the lovely house,


its rooms airy with freedoms,


the children going to a progressive school,


grass smoked when there were guests,


and philodendrons growing in slow trust.







Her husband looked at her silently,


she seemed, for a moment, an objective matter,


and in his thoughts he reviewed the drama:


a thicket of good-natured fictions,


not interesting, not


innovative, a real throwback


(you know how bored we are, darling?)


she should see it too it would


change her entire outlook.






























Bally Power Play









Everybody looks at him playing


the machine hour after hour,


but he hardly raises his gold lashes.


Two fingers move, his hips


lean in almost imperceptibly.


He seldom takes his eyes


from the abstract drama of the ball,


the descent and the reverses


of its brief fortunes. He is


the cool source of all that hurry


and desperate activity, in control,


legs apart, braced arms apart,


seeming alive only at the ends.


His haunches are up against the wood now,


the hard edge which he presses


or which presses him


just where the pelvis begins,


above what in the skeleton


would be no more than a hole.


Bally’s drama absorbs him:


amongst the variety and surprise


of the lights, the silver ball


appears, rolls shyly towards him,


meets a wheel of red plastic,


at once bounces away from it,


franticly dashes from side to side


and up and down, it is


trapped, it is released,


it springs to the top again


back to where it entered,


but in the end it must disappear


down the hole at the bottom


—and the fifth act is over


leaving behind it only


the continued inane flickering


of coloured light. Between games


he recognizes me, we chat,


he tells me about broken promises


with a comic-rueful smile


at his need for reassurance,


which is as great as anybody’s.


He once told me he never starts


to look for the night’s partner


until half an hour before closing time.


The rest is foreplay.






























New York









It wasn’t ringworm he


explained it was speed


made those blotches all


over his body


                   On the catwalk


above the turning wheels, high


on risk


         his luck


and the resources of the body


kept him going we were


balancing


               up there


                           all night


grinning and panting


hands black with machine oil


grease monkeys of risk


and those wheels were turning fast 







I return to a sixth floor


where I am staying: the sun


ordering the untidy kitchen,


even the terraced black circles


in the worn enamel are bright,


the faucet dripping,


the parakeets chirping quietly


domestic about their cage,


my dear host in the bed and


his Newfoundland on it, together


stretching, half-woken, as


I close the door.


                          I calm down,


undress, and slip


in between them and think


of household gods.






























The Conversation









You pursue the matter


as yet an edgeless


ghost glimpsed


through a tangle of trees







patient in pursuit


all the long conversation,


answers eliciting further


questions, until you


catch up at last and grasp


the matter tenaciously







though it writhe and slither


and change its shape







—it becomes a flame,


but you hold on,


it becomes a stream,


a struggling fish, a heap


of bones, a soap opera,


and you hold on







your talk defines


bit by bit what


it is indeed about, you


grope for the problematical


life of it


             attracted


to the stirrings, the warmth


like a cat to movement


pinpointing, identifying










the pulse of the matter,


so as to shape from


that flickering life


both what is


and what might be







never perfectly defined


never perfect matter


because the words are


fluent, are fluid


replaced, displaced,


overlapping like


currents of flame or water







stopped at last only


by exhaustion or


arbitrary interruption


Good Night, Good


Night, but in


the cold of the night


in the dark bedroom


the elusive matter


floats above your face


like a faint ectoplasm


milky, amoebic, its


wavering existence drawn


from each outbreathing







from the sleeping head
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