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‘Wait mister. Which way is home?
They turned-.the light out

‘ @
and the dark is moving in the corner.
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My God, My God, what queer corner am I in?
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The Touch

For months my hand had been sealed off

in a tin box. Nothing was there but sﬁbway railings.
Perhaps it is bruised, I thought, |

and that is why they have locked it up.

But when I looked in it lay there quietly.

You could tell time by this, I thought,

like a clock, by its five knuckles

and the thin underground veins.

It lay there like an unconscious woman

fed by tubes she knew not of.

The hand had collapsed,

a small wood pigeon

that had gone into seclusion.

I turned it over and the palm was old,
its lines traced like fine needlepoint
and stitched up into the fingers.

It was fat and soft and blind in places.

Nothing but vulnerable.

- And all this is metaphor.
An ordinary hand — just lonely
for something to touch

.that touches back.

The dog won’t do it.

His tail wags in the swamp for a frog.
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I’'m no better than a case of dog food.

She owns her own hunger.

My sisters won’t do it. |

They live in school except for buttons

and tears running down like l,emonade..

My father won’t do it. : .

He comes with the house and even at night
he lives in a machine made by my mother

and well oiled by his job, his job.

The trouble is

that I'd let my gestures freeze.
The trouble was not

in the kitchen or the tulips
but only in my head, my head.

Then all this became history.

Your hand found mine.

Life rushed to my fingers like a blood clot.
Oh, my carpenter,

the fingers are rebuilt.

They dance with yours.

They dance in the attic and in Vienna.

My hand is alive all over America.

Not even death will stop it,

death shedding her blood.

Nothing will stop it, for this is the Kingdom

and the Kingdom come. (Love Poems)
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The Fury Of Sunsets

Something

cold is in the air,

an aura of ice

and phlegm.

All day I've built

a lifetime and now
the sun sinks to
undo it.

The horizon bleeds
and sucks its thumb.
The little red thumb
goes out of sight.
And I wonder about
this lifetime with myself,
this dream I'm living.
I could eat the sky
like an apple

but I'd rather

ask the first star:
why am I here?

why do I live in this house?
who’s responsible ?
eh?

(The Death Notebooks)
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The Play: .

I am the only actor.
It is difficult for one woman
to act out a whole play.

. The play is my life,
my solo act.
My running after the hands
and never catching up.
(The hands are out of sight —
that is, offstage.)
All T am doing onstage is running,
running to keep up,

but never making it.

Suddenly I stop running.

(This moves the plot along a bit.)

I give speeches, hundreds,

all prayers, all soliloquies.

I say absurd things like:

eggs must not quarrel with stones :
or, keep your broken arm inside your sleeve
or, I am standing upright

but my shadow is crooked.

And such and such.

Many boos. Many boos.

Despite that I go on to the last lines:
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To be without God is to be a snake
who wants to swallow an elephant.
The curtain falls.

The audience rushes out.

It was a bad performance.

That’s because I’'m the only actor

and there are few humans whose lives
will make an interesting play. |
Don’t you agree? o
| (The Awful Rowing Toward God)
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Making A Living
Jonah made his living
inside the belly.
Mine comes from the exact same place.
Jonah opened the door of his stateroom
and said, “Here I am!” and the whale liked this

and thought to take him in.

At the mouth Jonah cried out.
At the stomach he was humbled.
He did not beat on the walls.
Nor did he suck his thumb.

He cocked his head attentively

like a defendant at his own trial.

Jonah took out the wallet of his father
and tried to count the money

and it was all washed away.

Jonah took out the picture of his mother
and tried to kiss the eyes

and it was all washed away.

Jonah took off his coat and his trousers,
his tie, his watch fob, his cuff links

and gave them up.

He sat like an old-fashioned bather

in his undershirt and drawers.
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This is my death,
Jonah said out loud,

and it will profit me to understand it.
I will make a mental note of each detail.

Little fish swam by his nose

and he noted them and touched their. slime.
Plankton came and he held therh in his palm
like God’s littlest light bulbs.

His whole past was there with him

and he ate that.

At this point the whale

vomited him back out into the sea.

The shocking blue sky.

The shocking white boats.

The sun like a crazed eyeball.

Then he told the news media

the strange details of his death |

and they hammered him up in the marketplace .
and sold him and sold him and sold him.

My death the same. o
(The Death Notebooks)
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The Other

Under my bowels, yellow with smoke, =

it waits. |

Under my eyes, those milk bunnies,

it waits.

It is waiting.

It is waiting.

Mr. Doppelginger. My brother. My spouse.”

Mr. Doppelgidnger. My enemy. My lover.

When truth comes spilling out like peas

it hangs up the phone.

When the child is soothed and resting on the breast
it is my other who swallows Lysol. = '
When someone kisses someone or flushed the toilet
it is my other who sits in a ball and cries. -

My other beats a tin drum in my heart.

My other hangs up laundry as I try to ‘sleep.

My other cries and cries and cries - '

when I put on-a cocktail dress! -

It cries when I prick a potato.

It cries when I kiss someone hello. bl
It cries and cries and cries

until I put on a painted mask

and leer at Jesus in His passion.

Then it giggles.

It is a thumbscrew.

Its hatered makes it clairvoyant.
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I can only sign over everything, -
the house, the dog, the ladders, the jewels,‘_ L

the soul, the family tree, the mailbox.

Then I can sleep.

Maybe. .
-+ (The Book of Folly)
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Riding the Elevator Into The Sky

As the fireman said:

Don’t book a room over the fifth floor
in any hotel in New York.

They have ladders that will reach further
but no one will climb them.

As the New York Times said:

The elevator always seeks out
~ the floor of the fire

and automatically opens

and won’t shut.

These are the warnings

that you must forget

if YOu’re climbing out of yourself.

If you're going to smash into the sky.

Many times I've gone past
the fifth flobr,
cranking upward,
but only once
have I gone all the way up.
Sixtieth floor:
small plants and swans bending
into their grave.
- Floor two hundred:
mountains with the patience of a cat,

silence wearing its sneakers.
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Floor five hundred:
messages and letters centuries old,
birds to drink,

a kitchen of clouds.
Floor six thousand:
the stars,

skeltons on fire,

their arms singing.
And a key,

a very large key,

that opens something —
some useful door —
somewhere —

up there. ' - |
(The Awful Rowing Toward God)
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(1)
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