In line

A boy, ’

generally tall and in most ways blond,
waits just shead of me

in line.

(God knows why or for what

we're walting. _

We wailt only because the line

seems endless and forever durable,)

He smokes damply and quickly

between his teeth,

while I, whistling through my Kleenex,
read a poem upsidedown.

And we are next to each other
and very close.

Then he disappears

into his indefinite world
leaving behind delicate ashes
dropped from the orange end
of his tremulous cigarette.

He is gone and unimportant.
But I watch the ashes die
on the idle, vinyl floor

and I am frightened

because all I will ever know
of that boy

is the uncertain memory of his form
and the dust of his ashes.

October 12, 1966



Dans la gqueue

Un jeune homme,

en general grand et (on peut dire) blond,
attend devant moi

dans la queue.,

(On ne sait pas pourquoi

on attend.

On attend seulement parce que la queue
a l'air infini et, & jamais, dursble.)

Il fume humidement et vite
entre les dents

pondagt que Jje lis

un poeme la tete en bas,

Et nous sommes ensembles
et tres pres l'un de l'autre.

A
Alors, il disparait
dans son monde informe,
ayant laisse des cendres délicats
qui sont tombes
de sa cigarette tremblotante.

Il n'est pas ici

il n'est pas important

mais Jje regarde les cendres mumerent
par terre, sur le plancher

et j'ai peur

parce que tout ce que Jje vals savoir
de cet homme

est la memoire incertaine de sa forme
et la poussiere de ses cendres,
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Man

In the glow of triumph,

In the victory of success,

You remember who you are.

Murderer, swindler, mad!

Inventor of insane tortures,

Mother of the half-witted,

Born to agonies,

Buried beneath a weight of golden dreans,
Gloating over the bomb, the rocket, the color TV;
And having changed the earth to a
Smog~filled, brow-beaten, terrorized land,
You laugh -~ defying it all.

"What is man, that Thou art mindful of him?"
Man is man.



invitation to a game:
for regina

does my nature drag

through tedious convolutions? and -
who last stepped on my soul?
once-friend, do you laugh?

i've a goddess-given complex
insecurity drowns my soul and i
wonder why

am 1 a victim of the snoring huntress?
and succumbing to her uncharms
become uncharmed myself?

a happy room 1s full of terror for me
because 1 am afraid
1 cannot hold it

if 1 have anything in common
with the world it 1s only my humanity
but where did 1 hide it?

"discard when used! - tell me only that,
once-friend, and 1 am frightened
to the knotting of my intestine

i die alone

and my mind collapses under the weight
of billiard balls

1 cannot use

january 13, 1967



Graveyard of Children

"Tag!" the shout

Tramp! the feet

All play, all run

Down a lonesome street.,

"You!" the cry
"Me!" the yell
They dash, they scamper
Down into Hell.

"Dark!" the wail
Fright! the sob
To scurry, to race
The ghostly mob.

Soft! the silence
"Shi" the 1lull

So patter, so pass
The faraway soul.



We are Not Concerned

"Iam hungry,"
shivered a child,

and there was no food
to £ill his belly

and no clothes

to warm his body.

S0 he died
because he had
hothing,

We never starve.
We never freeze.
Yet we kill

and war,.

We scorn Jews,
fear Russians,
despise Europeans.

We are not concerned
when they die.

And when their children
are bombed,

we pin on medals.
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wvhat remewmns of demopratic Jubiletion
god's city on a hill recedes into the mire
of our puritaniicel renunciation
to cower uncouth before a self-imposed spire

the vision of revolutionaries hes drowned

with a gurgle in the water of washing-maphines

the convulsions of our twilit anthem are bound

to fascist flags and protectors of backwerd dueens

now only eager mothers of sons surrendered
to public glory in devoted deception
still believe we are a literally rendered
version of the lmmaculate conception

there are those who continue the search for our most
manifest destiny make awkward revelry
over their misplaced petulance and slyly boast
into reddened cups of dgminoe%;afetchery
Mk =TI
Put—for—themost—eert the svng of celebration
is left to loyel elementa%y school teachers
with angled bodies sense of flag and nation
buried elusive in starry-spangled features

or lumpy verbosities voluntarily
scrambling for pilously prominent positions
or men generous with egality who merrily
pollinate the world with wise superstitions

honest prophets are defaced through over exposure
decayed they wallow in the dust covered with mud

gibbering mad sounds which insult the composure
of monuments obscurely wrapped in blood

the wqg%s oﬁ tg%ﬁgead prophets flail the elation
of Mo respectfully cover their ears
against the cacophonous disintegration

afraid they will taste the sea-bitterness of tears
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POETRY ASIA 1971

A white crescent moon
fallen to the bottom

of a sea puddle

Water Reflections
The puddle mirrors
Raindrops dissolving in the

image they contain



