“Flee on Your Donkey”
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He died on the road,
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his heart pushed from neck to back,

O)
his white hanky signaling from the window of the cadillac.’
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And when you drive off, my darling,

Yes, sir ! Yes, sir! It’s one for my dame,

your sample cases branded with my father’s name,~
your itinerary open,

its tolls ticking and greedy,

. : . )
its highways built up like new lovers, raw and greedy. .
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I was tired of being a woman,

tired of the spoons and the pots,

tired of my mouth and my breasts,
.tired of the cosmetics and the silks.
There were still men who sat at my table,
circled around the bowl I offered up.
The bowl was filled with purple grapes

and the flies hovered in for the scent

and even my father came with his white bone.
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But I was tired of the gender of things.
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Fear

.of drowning,

fear of being that alone,
kept me busy making a deal
as if I could buy

my way -out of it

and it worked for two years

RO
and all of July.
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I hid in the .cIoset as one hides in a tree. .:
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I grew into it like a root

and yet I planned such plans of flight, -
believing I would take my body into the sky,
dragging it with me like a large bed.

I sat all day
stuffing my heart into a shoe box, -
avoiding the precious Window

as if it were an ugly eye.

I lay there silently,
' (9
hoarding my small dignity.
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Because there was no other place

to flee to,

I came back to the scene of the disordered senses,
came back last night at midnight,

arriving in the thick June night

without luggage or defenses,

giving up my car keys and my cash,

keeping only a pack of Salem cigarettes

an
the way a child holds on to a toy.
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Mrs. Sexton went out looking for the gods.
She began looking in the sky —
expecting a large white angel with a blue crotch.

No one.

She looked next in all the learned books

and the print spat back at her.

No one.

She made a pilgrimage to the great poet

and he belched in her face.
No one,

She went to the Atlantic, the Pacific, for surely God...

No one.

She went to the Buddha, the Brahma, the Pyramids
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and found immense postcards.
No one.

Then she journeyed back to her own house

and the gods of the world were shut in the lavatory.

At last !
she cried out,

as
and locked the door.
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There is no nkews iri fear
but in the end it's fear

e
that drowns you.
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I said to my doctor at the heginning, “I'm no good; I can’t do
anything; I'm dumb.” He suggested I try educating myself....
So I sat down and wrote a sonnet.... My doctor encouraged

me to write more. “Don’t kill yourself,” he said. “Your poems

might mean something to someone else someday.” That gave me
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a feeling of purpose, a little cause, something:to do: with -my
1))
life, no matter how rotten I was.
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The curtains, lazy and delicate,
billow and flutter and drop
like the Victorian skirts

of my two maiden aunts

. 1)
who kept an antique shop.
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But you, my doctor, my enthusiast,
were better than christ;

you promised me another world

to tell me who

(32)
I was.
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You taught me
to believe in dreams;
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thus I was the dredger.
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The curtains flutter out

and slump against the bars.

They are my two thin ladies

n-arned Blanche and Rose.

The grouﬁds outside |

are pruned like an estate at Newport.
Far off, in the field, . =

S . - 24)
something yellow grows.
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I stand at this old window
complaining of the soup,
examining the grounds,
allowing myself the wasted life.
Soon I will raise my face for a white flag,
and, when God enters the fort,
I won’t spit or gag on his finger,
I will eat it like a white flower.
Is this the old trick, the wasting away,
the skull that waits for its dose
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of electric power?
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Anne, Anne,

flee on your donkey,

flee this sad hotel,

ride out on some hairy beast, - i Co Ty
gallop backward pressing

your buttocks to his withers;

sit to his clumsy gait somehow.

Ride out
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any old way you please !
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