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A Birthday Party 
A t twenty I was scarcely human 
m y blood tul iped as the wine 
quiver ing on the crysta l stem 
I wore m y body l ike 
a gar land of t insel and jasmine; 

Now the guests have left 
leaving their dead compulsions 
stamped on the prostrate grass 
half-burnt cigarettes i n spil led wine 
sizzling, c rack l ing funeral-pyres 
of smal l desires; 

The memory of one 
once swam i n m y head 
in trackless movements of a fish i n water; 

Tonight a dream w i l l be 
of the baited body 
threshing the r iver 's mud 
into a gaping wound. 
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