BLACK ICE ANDRAIN







Can I come in? I saw you ship away.
Hors d'oeuvres depress you, don't they? They do me.
And cocktails, jokes . .. such dutiful abandon.
Where the faithful observe immovable feasts

~boat races, birthdays, marriages, martyrdonis -
we'ré summoned o our lonély ceremaonies any time:
B minor; the mouldiness of an old encyclopedia;
the tinny sin snapping off the playground swings,
these are, though we can't koow this, scheduled
to arrive. that minute of the hour, hour of the day,
day of every vear, Again, regnlar as brickwork,
comes the fime the nurse jots on your chart
befare she pulls the sheet across your face. Just 50,

the past falls open anywhere — even sitting here with you.







Their black walls smirked with Jesus on black svelvet
— Jesus, Blvis, Mexican skeletons, big-eved Virgins,
Rodin's hands clasped in chocolate praver —

an attitude of decor, not like this foom of yours.

A bottle opened - tequila with a‘cringe of worm -
and she waiched me

Lighting a meltdown of Paschal candles,

she watched mie: He poured the drinks rasping
We're serigusly into cultural dejritus, At which, ar last
she smited. fee cubes cracked. The worm sank in my glass.
And all that long year we were joined at the hip,
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