
p o e t s 

b r i n g m e i m a g e s 
b r i n g m e dreams 
to eat 
I d o n ' t l i v e 
w i t h o u t the taste of death 
a n d the salt of e terni ty 
feed m e dreams 
a n d g ive m e l i fe for w i n e 
rea l i ty is the p lace w h e r e the s k i n breaks 
a n d the b u l l e t s e x p l o d e 
the edge o f t i m e 
a n d the b lade of death 
one c h i l d w a n d e r s 
i n gardens n o m a n s h o u l d see 
r o u t i n g t h r o u g h gross obscenit ies 
a n d oranges 
d o i n g a j u g g l i n g act 
p r e s e n t i n g a p l a y 
w i t h robes of f l o w e r s 
a n d b l o o d for r o u g e 
there is a n ice l a u g h 
a s p u r t o f m a c h i n e g u n a p p l a u s e 
the c h i l d / p o e t takes the stage 
by s t o r m by bare h a n d s 
w o r d s 
that c a l m the chaos 
or m a k e i t 
m o u l d 
the beauties 
t h r o w t h e m i n t o the a i r 
w i t h the terrors 
j u g g l e k n i v e s f ire oranges 
a n d h o l d the ba lance 
several seconds 
i t 's a brief f l a s h before y o u r eyes 

a s i lver g a m e 
the poet smi les 
a n d is g o n e 
a g a i n r e a c h i n g 
i n t o the g a r d e n of y o u r fears 
y o u r loves a n d dreams 
g r o p i n g for 
y o u r worst or best days 
for his next s h o w 
feed me 
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i n w i n t e r 

i n w i n t e r 
there is a b l o o d stained r a g 
h u n g i n the w i n d 
a n d the o l d c l o t h e s l i n e 
o n the h i l l 
g roans a n d whis t l es 
between grey posts 

the h i l l is m u d a n d t o r n grass 
w h i l e the sky is a n o l d w o m a n ' s h a i r 

she comes one day 
to take i n the r a g 
a n d then it is s p r i n g 
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