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  Originais


  Penal Architecture


  School, prison, state orphanage,


  I walked your gray hallways,


  Stood in your darkest corners


  With my face to the wall.


  The murderer sat in the front row.


  A mad little Ophelia


  Wrote the date on the blackboard.


  The executioner was my best friend.


  He already wore black.


  Cracked, peeling walls


  With every window barred,


  Not even a naked lightbulb


  For the boy left in the solitary


  And the old master


  Putting on his eyeglasses.


  In that room with its red sunsets,


  It was eternity’s turn to speak,


  So we listened breathlessly


  Even though our hearts


  Were made of stone. 
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  To the One Tunneling 


  Penitentiaries secured for the night,


  Thousands lying awake in them,


  As we too lie awake, love,


  Straining to hear beyond the quiet.


  The blurry whiteness at the ceiling


  Of our darkened room like a sheet


  Thrown over a body in the ice-cold morgue.


  Do you hear the one tunneling?


  So faint a sound he makes


  It could be your heartbeat or mine


  In this wall we lean our heads against.


  With our eyes now tightly shut


  As if a jailer has stopped to peek


  Through the small crack in our door. 
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  Country Fair 


  for Hayden Carruth 


  If you didn’t see the six-legged dog,


  It doesn’t matter.


  We did and he mostly lay in the corner.


  As for the extra legs,


  One got used to them quickly


  And thought of other things.


  Like, what a cold, dark night


  To be out at the fair.


  Then the keeper threw a stick


  And the dog went after it


  On four legs, the other two flapping behind,


  Which made one girl shriek with laughter.


  She was drunk and so was the man


  Who kept kissing her neck.


  The dog got the stick and looked back at us.


  And that was the whole show. 
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  Nearest Nameless


  So damn familiar


  Most of the time,


  I don’t even know you are here.


  My life


  My portion of eternity,


  A little shiver,


  As if the chill of the grave


  Is already


  Catching up with me —


  No matter.


  Descartes smelled


  Witches burning


  While he sat thinking


  Of a truth so obvious


  We keep failing to see it.


  I never knew it either


  Till today.


  When I heard a bird shriek


  The cat is coming,


  And I felt myself tremble. 
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  Read Your Fate


  A world’s disappearing.


  Little street,


  You were too narrow,


  Too much in the shade already.


  You had only one dog,


  One lone child.


  You hid your biggest mirror,


  Your undressed lovers.


  Someone carted them off


  In an open truck.


  They were still naked, travelling


  On their sofa


  Over a darkening plain,


  Some unknown Kansas or Nebraska


  With a storm brewing.


  The woman opening a red umbrella


  In the truck. The boy


  And the dog running after them,


  As if after a rooster


  With its head chopped off. 
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  Windy Evening


  This old world needs propping up


  When it gets this cold and windy.


  The cleverly painted sets,


  Oh, they’re shaking badly!


  They’re about to come down.


  There’ll be nothing but infinite space.


  The silence supreme. Almighty silence.


  Egyptian sky. Stars like torches


  Of grave robbers entering the crypts of kings.


  Even the wind pausing, waiting to see.


  Better grab hold of that tree, Lucille.


  Its shape crazed, terror-stricken.


  I’ll hold on the barn.


  The chickens in it are restless.


  Smart chickens rickety world. 
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  Obscurely Occupied


  You are the Lord of the maimed,


  The one bled and crucified


  In a cellar of some prison


  Over which the day is breaking.


  You inspect the latest refinements


  Of cruelty. You may even kneel


  Down in wonder. They know


  Their business, these grim fellows


  Whose wives and mothers rise


  For the early Mass. You, yourself,


  Must hurry back through the snow


  Before they find your rightful


  Place on the cross vacated,


  The few candles burning higher


  In your terrifying absence


  Under the darkly magnified dome. 
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  Pocket Theatre


  Fingers in an overcoat pocket. Fingers sticking out of a black leather glove. The nails chewed raw. One play is called “Thieves’ Market”, another “Night in a Dime Museum.” The fingers when they strip are like bewitching nude bathers or the fake wooden limbs in a cripple factory. No one ever sees the play: you put your hand in somebody else’s pocket on the street and feel the action. 
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  The City 


  At least one crucified at every corner.


  The eyes of a mystic, madman, murderer.


  They know it’s truly for nothing.


  The eyes do. All the martyr’s sufferings


  On parade. Exalted mother of us all


  Tending her bundles on the sidewalk,


  Speaking to each as if it were a holy child.


  There were many who saw none of this.


  A couple lingered on kissing lustily


  Right where someone lay under a newspaper.


  His bloody feet, swollen twice their size,


  Jutted out into the cold of the day,


  Grim proofs of a new doctrine.


  I tell you, I was afraid. A man screamed.


  And continued walking as if nothing had happened.


  Everyone whose eyes I sought avoided mine.


  Was I beginning to resemble him a little?


  I had no answer to any of these questions.


  Neither did the crucified on the next corner. 
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  Late September


  The mail truck goes down the coast


  Carrying a single letter.


  At the end of a long pier


  The bored seagull lifts a leg now and then


  And forgets to put it down.


  There is a menace in the air


  Of tragedies in the making.


  Last night you thought you heard television


  In the house next door.


  You were sure it was some new


  Horror they were reporting,


  So you went out to find out.


  Barefoot, wearing just shorts.


  It was only the sea sounding weary


  After so many lifetimes


  Of pretending to be rushing off somewhere


  And never getting anywhere.


  This morning, it felt like Sunday.


  The heavens did their part


  By casting no shadow along the boardwalk


  Or the row of vacant cottages,


  Among them a small church


  With a dozen gray tombstones huddled close


  As if they, too, had the shivers. 
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  A Book Full of Pictures


  Father studied theology through the mail


  And this was exam time.


  Mother knitted. I sat quiet with a book


  Full of pictures. Night fell.


  My hands grew cold touching the faces


  Of dead kings and queens.


  There was a black raincoat


  in the upstairs bedroom


  Swaying from the ceiling,


  But what was it doing there?


  Mother’s long needles made quick crosses.


  They were black


  Like the inside of my head just then.


  The pages I turned sounded like wings.


  “The soul is a bird”, he once said.


  In my book full of pictures


  A battle raged: lances and swords


  Made a kind of wintry forest


  With my heart spiked and bleeding in its branches. 
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  The Secret


  I have my excuse, Mr. Death,
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