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nhe walked out the door into the arms of another life
slowly as in a dream as in a row of as’s likes &
utepped off of the curb out of the window wondering
having grown old in wonder with no one to wonder
of her of her being  of everything i have ever
known she thot not quite awake & wishing  ifiwere
older  if i were not the same  walked out of the
window into the dark morning saying goodbye to
you love for now & forever goodbye to you then & left
him  walked out & left him goodbye & then
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once once upon the piling up of such beginnings
she began a differentlife  of her old life we know too
much morereally than we want to know than what
is necessary streets bare of trees  trees bare of
leaves living bare of anything worth living for she
left it behind left him behind & went away & her
breasts ached as if the milk were in them still it
wasnt she went away

someday someday i will
tell that story to someone someday therell be
someone to tell it to  there was no one was there
no there wasnoone so why bother to pack the bag
then & she left him sleeping & left to stay iam
staying by leaving she thot half smiling  always i
will be a memory to him better than i am now living
with him & she went away half smiling or crying &
couldnt remember hisname always after & forever
she wondered what his name was & sometimes it
didnt matter & sometimes it did but she was gone & it
was one way never to find him & she never did

surely
there is no one living who remembers their names
she was only young when she left him & the dead
child she did not remember left him & went away
into the past into her own future presence in the pre-
sent world went away as we were saying went
away & came to join us here always we will recall
that day always we will remember the time she
camein sight on the dusty road her red dress visible a
mile away asking us saying i have come to stay with
you & ofcourse we welcomed herin of course we
said to her then you are welcome here & she was & i
was only ten but she was welcome we did welcome her
in
ohlady ohlady latelyiam sofullof that memory

of you  sick in bed i can dream of nothing else
sick in bed it is your face i see before me  always
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always as it was then always as it will be
always

today i am sosure of my own death  today
there is a quick image of no image moment of
heing nobeing again  endlesscycle  quick bliss of
ignorant darkness knowing

we know i cannot sur-
vive we know we will survive & lady we re-
member that day you came amongst us we re-
member that time we took you in & what happened
then  oh yes we do remember
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ns these things are they are only dreams asihave told
foretold the wish it seems to be made whole as words
are extensions of our fears & longings  lift me up
lift me up oh heaven is in my holding vision to be
all spheres of wisdom handed down the long roads &
calling my name a falling into the screams & stric-
furesof thislife giveitupthen ihave givenitup

thrown away the rules by which my days were
named thrown away the names they used to claim
me them them  a calling after the fogs that
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cloud my mind alllanguage simply the knowledge
of naming simply all it has become oh once was a
day remember that day you spoke to me & the names
were gone foreveri thot as then you did speak saying
to me those things you said without names ilayin
bed sick at heart &longing ilayinbed & heard you
speaking you spoke to me without names that day
spoke to me through the fog my mind made ilayin
bed & saw your words form  isaw your words form
in the blue air floated thru the window & lay there
sick at heart your words formed in the window i
saw you enter the room to tell me your heart free of
naming dreamsof such freedom dreams of such
roads stretch out thru the window towards the sea
who walks it whocomesin acloak with their mark
upon him  who entered that room behind the other
& named me  to be named & oh to have that mark
upon you itisthenamedrivesyou itisthe name
draws you you think it is the sea & you rise from
yourbed you think itisthe sea & you leave behind
the one who did not name you he puts the mark on
you& youtakeitup father fatherthemarkison
me father you cover my body in names & longings
cover my body with screams & holdings thereisno
sea it is nothing calls you father you never
wanted thisson why did youleave your mark upon
me inever wanted this life inever wanted your
name fatherihate you father inever knew you
how can you hate what youdonot know howcan
you know what you hate  your hate blinds you
your hate consumes you who was my father he
was never my father ineverknewyou what was
yourname iliein thisbed sick at heart because you
named me iliein this bed sick with hate itisthe
hate fillsme itisthe hatestopsmeup ilieinthis
bed as you enter father  you enter & put your mark
upon me i lie in this bed your mark upon me & i
hate you you wrap me in your grey cloak  you
wrap me in hate & longing  the sea beckons me i
cannot reach it sheisthere sheisthatother you
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sland behind  she speaksto me & she does not name
mo  she speaks to me but she does not mark me i
um free & she speakstome  ihate you when i sense
you near 1ihate youin your grey cloak fatheri
hate you  father i always hated you  father you
nover wanted me  father why wasiborn inever
wanted tobeborn  inever wanted thislife father
the hate kills me i wanted to kill you for not want-
ing me i wanted to kill you for having me you
nover loved me i do not love myself for hating you
fanther fatheridonotlove myself iam fullof hate
fnther becauseof you inhating youihate myself
in killing you i kill myself i want to forgive you
futher 1icannot forgive you somewhere forgive-
ness must be found  somewhere the infinite loving
must be tapped someone is listening surely
nomeone is hearing these words  why am i writing
these words  why am i saying these things i have
nover said iamsaying these things for someone
i she someone she doesnotnameme surely she
will be there whenicome surelyiwill rise from the
bed to find her iwillrise from the bed & find the sea
surely she’ll be standing there she’llbethere i
will hold her & she will not name me he named me
he came along & put his mark uponme nowiam
lnces & names & ache with longing  irise with that
mark upon me & step thru the window  she disap-
peared when he entered with his grey cloak & his
naming i walk thru the window along the road
under the blue sky & grey trees alonely day the
road is a thin line i was walking along it one grey
day the blue trees hanging over me 1 met a man
upon the road whose cloak was grey whoareyoui
asked he looked thru me without answering
who are you i asked waving up towards the blue
clouds & grey birds  he looked thru me but would
place no name upon himself why do you try to
name me he asked you wear a grey cloak i knew a
man once wore a grey cloak  he kicked in the leaves
& snow lay in patches along theroad iknew myself
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once he said once i did know such a man solong agoi
do not remember tho i know he dressed asidress yes
its true he wore such acloak asthis helooked up at
the birds hung in the air in clouds it is all so grey
now he said & looked thru the mark upon my face
you are named he said someone has come & put the
name upon you yesiam namedisaid i looked
back thru the window at my empty bed  she stood
where i had left her when she disappeared & was
this one who named you dressed asiam yes i
knew such a man but he isdead he is dead since a
long timeago heisnotdeadisaidiwish to kill him
ifi did not wish to kill him he would bedead iran
my toe thru the blue leaves & grey snow  who are
you he asked & i could not name myself iamnamed
butidonot know that name where were you going
iasked i was walking along this road to meet you
hesaid iwanted to meet you & i found this road
such a lonely day i rose from my bed put on my
cloak & walked out along this road to meet you we
stood under thetrees iremember therewasahouse
he said he said maybe there was not a house 1ire-
member a woman stood at the door  hello i said
shedid notanswer she wasdressedin greylikethe
cloak i wore helloisaid she looked across the
road towards the hills brushing the hair back from
her face & did not anwer  she wore a white apron
over her grey blouse & skirt ilooked intoher face &
said hello  hello she said 1idid not answer are
you travelling far  there is someone i must meet i
said a young man she said we looked into each
others faces & saw the names there i know this
young man she said  we looked into each others
faces & saw the longing there mayicomeiniasked
she did not answer i walked past her into the
house are you coming in i asked she did not
answer i looked past her towards the hills out
there is the sea i said i said i have never seen it she
looked at me itook herin myarms & kissedher i
kissed her breasts itookherinmyarms & removed
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hor grey dress  her breasts were white & tipped
with brown 1icovered her body with longing she
romoved my grey cloak & touched me thelonging
flowed out of me into her fingertips i kissed her
breastsikissedher ikissed hersoftskin ikissed
herround belly  she ran her fingers down my chest
sheranherfingersround me ikissedherlegs
| kissed her dark curling hair i pressed my face
botween her legs & kissed her there  she held my
vock & guided me in  we covered each other with
longing  who are youiasked he did not answer
i looked past him down the road she lives in a
house by the side of the road hesaid iknew sucha
woman once i said she wore a red dress  yes he
nanid i left her there to meet you  we stood under
the trees & looked both ways i was walking this
way to find you he said long before all this begani
dreamt i saw you sick in bed  she stood beside you
without naming you he came thru the door & put
his mark upon you you lay in your bed dreaming
ofthesea whoareyouiasked iamnotnamedhe
naid i took up the cloak that that man wore & set
out upon this road to find you he looked thru my
marked face into my eyes idreamtiwould find you
he said 1iasked him who was it is the mark on
you speaks it is the name asks these questions i
looked out towards the hills  shelives by the side of
this road hesaid iturned my back on him & began
to walk i will find herin this house you left he said
handing me his cloak you are marked with your
longing  iturned my back on him the road was
covered in leaves & snow you meet another & your
longing fills her  you will meet another & kill her
with yourlonging 1iam full of thislongingithot
I meet another & i place my longing on her i place
my longing in my voice & say hello hello she says
her voice is filled with longing i place my long-
ing in my eyes & see her isee her thrumy longing
& she is filled with it i see her thru my longing &
my longing fillsher you will kill her with longing
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hesaid youareempty fromlonging & you ask her
tofillyou you ask her to fill you & she has nothing
i will kill her with my nothingithot iturned my
back & walked down theroad he wrapped his cloak
around me she will not be there he said the sky
was a distant white i watched his shadow grow
smallerin the distance i willkill her with thisemp-
tiness of longing  his shadow was blue & distant
i have killed her & she is no longer thereithot i
have killed myself with my longing sheisgone &i
am no longer here the white clouds drifted over
him i could kill with this longing emptiness i
wrapped his cloak around me i wrapped his grey
cloak around me & began to walk  the road curved
beneath my feet imetaboy digging in the earth
who are youiasked hedid not answer who are
youiasked hewasntthere itriedtoimaginemy
window ihavent aname hesaid ihavenoname
thoiwishit howfarhadicome idonotknowmy
name today once was a day as once was another
time my own life began a different course  there
wasnoone there wasonly the sea forever & ever as
ever my own wish to leave it tho i swam free oh
what a day that was 1 was the sea & the sea was in
me do you remember that day i stepped upon the
shore idonotknowyou youhave simply forgot-
ten he said the sun was large above the waves
you have forgotten because you do not wish to know
i do not know anymore ihave grown so tired of
knowing now iam full of longing & nothing fills
me nowiam full oflonging & nothing moves me
i lie on my bed longing i lie on my bed & let my
fingersmove ohheavenisthere surely heavenis
there in that lifting  surely i could rise & enter that
world knowing heaven was there nothing is sure
as these things are they are only words one plays
with toonesownends youarenotlonging she said
ilookedup youarelonging for noonebut your-
self thesky wasblue iputon my hat & began to
walk the day was grey i have become nothing

12/bpNichol

Il my own emptiness & longing i thot i metaboy
digping in the sand  he had a sailors hat upon his
lond  whydoyoudig in the sand like thatiasked

(Lo prey cloak flapped about my knees  sucha blue
(uy theroads wound around us i did not know

whore i was that day i had no name & he sat there
playing in the sandy earth i had no name & he
would not tellme  the roads ran out from where we
slood  he sat there playing i had a name once he
nidd once i had a father & names made sense

inee i had a mother to cherish that fathers naming
now nothing makes sense  now nothing has names
ho gestured with hishand  icame from the sea he
uild yes he said yes i did come i did do that thing i
unmein from thesea  icame from the sea & nowisit
liore doing nothing  the roads ran away from the
vircle we stood in i was lost in my feeling iam
full of longing i thot it seems i am full of memories
when you are lonely & without love you have nothing
hul memories of those you thot you loved i have
nothing but memories of you i thot  you say her
{noe hung in the air it didnt  you say her voice
npokeinyourear itdidnt dontyou remember
you & the boy stood by the road  he was dressed in
hlue & a sailors hat  you looked towards the hills &
{hot about her  she was not there  you wore the
vloak the stranger gave you your fathers mark
wison you & you hatedhim  you hated him & could
not speak  the silence had driven you from her
dont you remember it seemsican think of nothing
olse i reached out to touch your breasts your
oyes were full of questions & fear  iran my fingers
over your nipples & you shivered iranmy fingers
over your belly as you touched my cock i did not
know you i know no soft words to describe these
things 1iheld youin my arms & kissed you your
mouth was full of bruising & longing dont you
remember you had left the stranger far behind you
i dont know how far youd walked the country
changed from flat to hilly  the trees were larger &
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the sky grew darker yousaw him inthedistance
he was just a young boy  the sailors hat sat back
upon his head hello yousaid he did not answer
dont you remember you started to cry & turned
away i asked you what was wrong your eyes
were filled with hurt & naming i asked you what
was wrong  you turned away i said i was sorry
was it something i'ddone youreyeslooked past me
i placed a hand on your breast you did not move
i placed ahand on your breast & pulled you to me
your skin was damp & you trembled my hand
moved in your belly hair  you would not look at me
my hand touched your breast & stayed there i
moved my fingers in between yourlegs you looked
at me youreyesfilled with hurt & naming dont you
recall he said you did not know his name because
you did not wish to remember the trees grew in a
circlethere theroadsranoutfrom where you stood
forever you wanted to continue but it made no
sense you wanted to continue but her memory
filled you the memory filled you & you could not
move the boy asked what road youd come down
you could not remember the boy asked which road
you would take you did not know the hole he’d
dug was very deep  you looked past him into your-
self idontremember itwasasifshestoodnextto
me naked i thot i heard her voice in my ear i
touched her breasts & belly &she shivered god i
was lonely ilonged to take her in my arms & love
her ilooked in her eyes & ignored whatisaw i
looked in her eyes & my eyes saw nothing her
mouth was so full of pain & hunger my tongue
touched her tongue & we said nothing  youdidnt
you say you touched her & you didnt  you say she
shivered but the day was hot  you were sweating
under your grey cloak the boy removed his sailor
hat & wiped hisbrow there were just the two of you
it had been a long time since youd left the stranger
it mightve been a yearoraday theboy wiped his
face & laughed  you really dont remember me do
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Jou ho asked  no you said & looked away icame
{tom the sea  idontremember when you wouldnt
look at him dont you remember god no god
Jhrint all i could feel was the loneliness i thot she
wanthere ithotitouchedher ineverhave words
| nover can tell you i touched her thighs & they
parted i placed my cock between her legs & she
alilvored  icould see the terror & chose not to god
| wig lonely i only wanted to hold her i only
wantedtobeinher ive never thewords ispeakof
women & my tongue trembles  ispeak of women &
my speech slurs  thereareno lovely words to praise
{hom with  ive only the cold words & cant speak
wod i am lonely for women i touch their breasts &
shiver i touch their bodies & im damp with sweat
i placed my cock between her legs & wept  you
didnt  you say you wept but you didnt the boy
aulced you if you ever cried  no you said 1idohe
unid sometimes  he asked you why you never cried
you would not answer  are you ever happy 'he
nuked you would not answer sometimes ?m
happy sometimes i wake up & gaze thru the W}n-
tlow beyond my bed the sky is blue i feel joy
{1side me but i cant express it i feel joy & yetiam
not joyous sometimes im joyous sometin:xes i
wake up to blue skies full of joy & am joyous 1iput
on my blue suit & sailor hat & go out you asked
him where he lived  he told you he lived by the side
of the road a little furtheron  you asked him which
rond hewould notanswer dontyou remember
no perhaps he was there  idont recall 1ithoti
ghoved my cock inside her  ithoti thrustitin she
moaned & shivered her whole body shuddered as i
{hrustitin i held her in my arms my cock thrust
deepinher her body was damp & trembling our
pellies stuck together  god i get hungry for soft-
ness these words lack softness you used no
wordsthen you would not speak to him he spoke
of the days he walked from his bed into the world
he spoke of those days & his facelit withjoy hewas
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justaboy youd known him for a day or a week or
two  he spoke to you & you did not answer i was
not aware of him  she stood before me naked i
shoved my cock in her i dont remember the boy
you say he wore a sailor hat  you say his suit was
blue you say he dug a hole in the ground 1idont
remember theroad waslong youd been walking
for months it seemed there was some house you were
trying to getto  the stranger had told you where to
find it  there was that night that one night before
youmettheboy my feetweresore isatdownona
rock to rest them  a girl approached me from the
woods  her breasts were small & she trembled no
there wasnoboy iremembershe putahand over
herbreasts & smiled no idontremember youd
been on the road for a long time before youmet him
it mightve been a month or a week since youd found
the house the windows were shuttered you
knocked & got no answer  the door was barred
you stood by the side of the road lost in your longing
your fathers mark was on you & she was not there
the house was empty & you screamed & shouted
but shedid notcome shecame she stepped out of
the wood & smiled i read her eyes & ignored them
god i was lonely  ionly wanted to hold her i
only wanted to touch herskin itouch women & my
hand trembles i kiss their bellies & am sick with
sweat  you are only lonely he said  you lack love
hesaid ilookedintohiseyes & knew it was true i
looked into his eyes & knew my love was nothing i
gave because i did not want to be givento i gave to
hold my longing in by giving i denied my loneli-
ness my loneliness denies my loving you are
perfect in your loneliness he said you look in your
mirrors full of self-love & loathing only you know
your nothingness  only you know your fear i
looked into hiseyes he seemed so young youare
only aboyisaid isaidiknow ive met you before
you have never met me he said  once he said once
you knew me  he touched his scarred nose the
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snilors hat sat back upon hishead — you wear a grey
Jlonk he said i knew a man once wore a grey cl?ak

{{ was such a blue day  he poked his sfhovel in tht:
1y oarth & began todig noi said no'1 am not tha
”“,l 1 imethimonceisaid themaniknew worea
i roy cloak like you he said iturned awa?.y & bega.;:
o vlvnlk his voice was very distant 1 tur.ned
|okod back at the spot where he had been 1 drael\;v(
(Lo grey cloak around my shoulders & began to w .

{ was cold & trembling  the moon rose over .t .e
{roos  iamsickof thisithot imeet people but itis
4l for nothing i meet people & say goodbye kr}ov;;
ing nothing i lay down the cloa.k wrapped t.1g
around me  the trees formed a circle where i lay
anloep heraised hishead & looked at me wh? a:ﬁ
you he asked i do not know who you are ia
.numed isaid can you not see the mark yes you
aro markedhesaid i felt the sweat formonmy body

i let the grey cloak fall open who understands
{higithot imeta womanoncewho understood me

she reached out her hand & touched me the

longing was gone i wasno longer full of the lor;lg';
ing when she touchedme  noone understa.nfls w ad
{5 least of all myself idonot understand 1 looked
up thru the trees at the moon i do not ur%dersta.n
what has made me most myself i thot : .thls selfs.f. a.s
known as these words i writeif less familiar 01.1 itis
not for nothing  no it is not all pain  sometimes
the day opens & i flower sometimes the day openls1
& i move with freedom thru the tall blue of it a
{hese words are only nothing  all these'w?rds a.rlel
only sounds  idance with the sounds- ising wit
{he sounds the sound is all the meanmg that there
is the sound is the loving the s?und is the lontgl;
ing ohgodiamsofull ofsound iopen my mou s
& sound escapes iopen my mout.h t.o let the.som;l1
escape  my body fills with it i vibrate with the
gound i hate the words  the words desftroy t. e
gounds with useless meanings trlxe meanings pllt?
up & the sound is lost iscream with thesound 1
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live in the sound  the sound flows around me i am
lostinit ohsurely thisis knowing tolive & breathe
& celebrate the sound  all heaven is sound iam
caughtinthesound father younamed mebut gave
menosound it wasa flatlifeless thing this naming
now i dream i walk by the sea & the sea is sound

the waves wash over me & the waves are sound oh
these words are useless i swim in the sound & the
sound surrounds me i swallow the sound i
scream the sound the sound is me & the sound
surrounds ahiremember christiremember i
lie here in this circle of trees my heart heavy with
remembering  in the sound my heart is light in
the midst of the sound the hope is endless i wasa
just a young boy iremember it well i sat where
the roads came together in a circle beyond the great
woods  isat digging holes in the earth listening to
the sound  a man approached me from the long
roads  he wore a grey cloak & his eyes were trou-
bled ispoketohimbuthedid nothearme ispoke
to him but he looked away iremember the sun was
shining helloisaid hedid not answer the air
was still around him i remember i listened but he
made no sound  who are you i asked i do not know
you the sky was blue & ilay back in the tall green
grass watching him  he spoke of nothing but his
eyes screamed  such perfect loneliness i thot i
thot he has surrounded himself with loneliness &
now he walks thru the world encased in that hunger
he cannot escape from i grabbed his grey cloak &
tugged atit who are youi shouted he made no
answer the clouds floated white above us far
away i saw the line of trees  who are you i shouted
tugging at his cloak his eyes were troubled &
locked in their loneliness  who are you i shouted
hitting him with my shovel the shovel banged
uselessly against his chest he walked past me
where i sat digging in the earth  helloisaid he
did not turn around  hello i said would you like to
rest here i watched him disappearing in the dis-
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{nnce towards the wood i lay back in the grass &
wilched the clouds blow over  oh i remember
ohiristiremember jesus how couldiever forget i
live with the fucking thing i carry the fucking
memories like a wound across my throat  jesus i'll
nover forget the fucker  he stood there with his
hlank eyes looking thru me  fuck offi shouted i
nmashed the shovel against his face i watched the
wound grow where his nose had been cocksucking
motherfucker just get the fuck out of here i
nereamed &kicked at him  fuck off fuck off  he
lield his hands up to catch the blood & backed away
uocksucker i screamed dirty fucking cocksucker
pot away from me i dont want your fucking no-
thingness  get away motherfucker  get away
{he ground was spotted with blood ~ godiremember
christican never forget heranscreaming down
Ihe road i remember the sound possessed him
his body shook as he ran & he held his face with his
hands i remember the gaping hole below his eyes
where i'd smashed his nose in  get away mother-
fucker get away i buried my face in the grass &
wobbed  iremember the wind washigh istood up
quietly i couldnt see him anymore i took tr.xe
varth & rubbed it over my face i took the earth in
my hands & ate it ilet my tongue lick the hole 1d
dug ilicked the shovel clean with my tongue oh1.
remember  christ i remember  are you happy i
whispered nothing answered are you happy ir:'t
your loneliness oh i get hungry for sound i
brush my fingers over the soft flesh of her body & fe.el
the sound thatsin her  oh to be in that sound in
{he heart of the sound there is peace  in the heat of
the sound there is happiness christ i get lonely in
this stillness i sit here at this desk surrounded by
the stillness & death of thiscity = the streets seem so
empty of sound hestoodup the trees grew close
around him another calls my name & i rise
somewhere someone writes my history & i am named
i hate you for thatnaming  ihate what you do i
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am left with no place to run to no place to rest its
useless if only you stopped writing i could sit down
&think butyoudiddoit yesididdoit yesidid
smash his face in  the stupid cocksucker was ask-
ing forit i was only ten you know ohimightve
been younger i satin the sand digging as he ap-
proached helloi said hello its a lovely day i re-
member he said nothing i remember the air was
still around him ohiwas hungry forsound alli
wanted was one hello all i wanted was that one
sound hesaidnothing thelongingsprangupin
my throat & choked me yesiremember ohgodi
remember i carry the longing for that sound
everywhere i carry the longing for that sound &
grow weak yesiamlonelyiam ireach out but
my hands stay still i reach out & smile indiffer-
ently hello i say hello how are you  noone ans-
wers i close the sounds down around me & draw
inside iclose the sounds down & make thelonging
me ahitisallsoperfect yesitisa perfectthing
i carry the longing but the longings me i put the
longing inside me & say nothing  people say hello
& idonot answer hello they say hello how are you
the stillness is perfect  the silence is a perfect
thing  no sound comes to disturb it  their lips
move but idonot hear them theirlips move but my
lipsarestill itcouldallbesoperfect itcouldallbe
such a perfect perfect thing once was a day re-
member that day that one day i knew the silence
didnt work  hello she said & my lips trembled
hello she said & the silence broke he looked at her
frightened who are you he asked who are youidid
not know you were here you came so suddenly thru
thetreesthere noshesaidno hellohesaid she
looked at him strangely ihavebeen walking along
time he said looking at herlong hair herred dress i
lay down in this wood & fell asleep  your face she
said your face you have cut yourself no noitis
nothing she ran her fingers over the crushed
bonesofhisnose iammnamedisaidicarrythemark
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whereveri go  whereveri go the mark is on me
what is this naming she asked who does this i
looked in her eyes & remembered i looked in her
syes & saw myself there it had all been so perfect
Il had all been such a perfect perfect thing  christ
but the silence had been perfect now i was filled
with names now i was numb with naming iam
nolonger perfectisaid she looked at me strangely
i said to her i said i am no longer perfect cant you
yoe it dont you know it you do know it dont you you
know i am no longer perfect i have broken that
porfect silence isaid  she smiled & said nothing i
wasg perfect in my silence i thot god but i was perfect
{ill you came  he lookedat her strangely  yes i
lknow you she said i have seen you soO many times
what do you know he said  iknow your silences she
snid  itook hishand touch meisaid he trem-
bled  touch my breasts i said he did not touch
{hem take my nipples between your teeth i said
he let his fingers graze my belly hair i held them
there  he let his fingers enter me i don’t know
your name i said  she smiled i let my lips graze
her belly hair  she held them there  oh how i
longed for the silences  you are screaming i said
you say nothing but your screaming 1 pressed my
{ace between her thighs  kiss me thereisaid he
kissed me i felt his tongue in my cunt  kiss me
{hereisaid hekissedme godhow ikissedher
she held my cock in her hands  come inside me she
gaid guiding me in  god i remember christ i re-
member oh that was the day  that was the day
this perfection ended it had been so long sovery
verylong ofcourseiremember i do remember
there is no doubt i remember  yes i know you she
said  he took the grey cloak & wrapped it round her
my hand was on his cock  he looked so frigh-
tened i love youi said guiding him inside me i
gaid i love you and held him inside me  he was so
much loneliness he was so much distance i
looked thru his eyes into the sky ~ my breasts were
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full of him  my belly sang with him ilove youi
saidilove you helooked past meintothe grass i
said i do love you & held him tome  he came inside
me he came & filled me with his loneliness  his
loneliness filled me & ilay back weeping iloveyoui
said he filled me with his loneliness & naming i
know youisaid oncewasatimeiknewyou once
was a timeistoodin the door of my house youcame
along the road & saw me  hello you said i said
nothing  you said something again isaid whati
said youenteredin ilooked pastyoutowardsthe
mountains & the sea  you led me back inside & we
made love ohiremember isurely doremember
now i carry you with me wherever i go now
whereverigoifeel youinsideme iloveyouisaid
his nose was broken idolove youididsay idid
say that youknow hedidnthearme helayontop
of me filling me with his breathing ilove you i
ran my fingers down his back & kissed him ido
love you ilayon my backinthe grass watching the
clouds blow past helay on top of me his cock inside
me idorememberthatday asitistheseareonly
dreams i have foretold the wish of to be made whole as
it was that day he lay inside me dreaming  he lay
his loneliness inside me & dreamed do you re-
member itasit was irememberit doyouknowi
cried iknowyoucried helayon topofmedream-
ing helooked sofrightened youhave hurt your-
selfi said touching his broken face noitisnothing
he said i lay there wishing his cock inside me
youarelostin yourlonelinessisaid helayon topof
me hiscock insideme you are lost in your loveless-
ness ihold youin me but youfeelnothing godhe
seemed hungry christ he semed hungry in his sil-
ence 1itook off hissailor hat iloveyouisaid i
took off his grey cloak & his name i do love youi
said he lay on top of me his cock inside me ido
love you i wiped his fingers i wiped the blood
fromhisface yesiloveyouisaid helayinsideme
ilove youidoloveyouisaid helay inside me my
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ook insideme  idoloveweisaid welayinside me
ourcock insideme  we do love we we said yes we do
love we  we watched the clouds blow over ~ we lay
inwide us lonely  we touched our broken face =~ we
plcked up our tiny shovel ~ we licked it clean we
placed our face between our thighs ~ we love us we
unid lonely we love us  such a blue day the road
ulretched out forever from the window where we lay

nleeping
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nothing is ever the same is ever so different again as
that one moment you awake alone certainly it is
frightening to awake alone certainly itis different
to awake alone aware now you are the same as when
you awoke alone before you awoke not alone  cer-
tainly it is frighteningly different certainly you
are aware looking thru the square window at the blue
you are aware how blue the sky is you are aware
yes you are aware of this as certainly you are aware
somewhere something is becoming someone
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somehow you are aware today awaking alone you
are aware only of aloneness separate as that is from
all other feeling yes of this & this only you are aware
alone not because or for some thing or one or
reason being as that is forced upon you aware you are
yourself only lonely in your only awareness thus
the finger is drawn slowly over the taut nipple the
belly cock leg staring from the bed out the window
there is only blue  nothing more only the lonely
blue you cannot rest in  only that blue alone that
leaves you lonely  so there is a morning you rise
from your bed alone walk out the door thru the hall
thehouse thereissomuch detail you do not note
so many things i could lose myself in  walk by a
window & we part ways you continue down the
hall myeyemovesoutthewindow fields snow
amaninacarthat willnot start his faceis red
you do not know him no  he is a stranger alone in
hiscar the starter kicks over  early morning
the sun moves up the edge of the wood in the car
the man is rubbing his hands & cursing thru the
windows of the car he sees the house sees you
silhouetted in the glass wishing he was there instead
of where he finds himself alone  you are looking
lonely youreyes get very vague godi feel lonely
noitisnotlikethat ifeelalone yesiam aware
of my aloneness somedaysireach outthru the blue
washes round me needing peoplein my aloneness i
was not always alone i was always lonely the
lonely leaves you gasping the lonely leads you
strangely where you should not go  if you are alone
& lonely you do things stranglely  if you are lonely
& not alone then the strangely cannot touch you no
but if you are lonely & alone while being not alone
then the strangely takes over & you cannot escape
ohihavefriends yesidohavefriends butwheni
am lonely & not alone sometimes i make myself alone
sometimesidonot touch my friends somewhere
ileave them all alone somewhen i return to touch
them surely surelyidoreturn surelyidotouch
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them no not surely no hesitantly yes yes
hesitantly at firstido touch them & youwalk down
{he hall continue as i stand in the window watching
{he man who watches us as he tries to start his car
& you walk slowly down the hall away from me the
swing of your hair the curve of your hips where the
hall curves walking away from me leaving me alone
to stand in the window to wait to watch leaving me
alone leaving me yes alone & the lonely blue floats
in the air outside you thelonely blue floats thru the
whitening windowpane & youstand in the window
& watch youdo & she walks down the hall away
from you & the blue flows in & surrounds you &
you stand alone  what does it mean to be alone
what does it mean to be lone a lonely one only when
that one moment you should be least lonely  she
reaches out & touches you she does not walk away
no but stays in the hall & touches you you shrug
your shoulders you want to be alone you say you
want to be alonely one only it is the moment when she
is trying hardest to touch you her fingers touch
you it is not enough you say  her words reach
you itisnotenough yousay soO she turns down
the hall & walks away & you stay & brood on being a
lonely one  some day you will be alone  some day
you will be truly alone  your eyes will close that
final time never to open again & then you will be a
lone one & youll lie with the other lone ones & be
only as youve always wanted to be only till then
you spend your days playing at being lonely refusing
to accept you are really a lone one playing at being a
lonely one  remember that time remember  re-
member that time you ran away what were you
running from do you remember i remember re-
membering it later how the details blurred  there
was someone i hit someone whose face i hit
something i hit it with i remember i was so
youngthen iwassoyoung & something was heavy
i threw it away irememberithrew it away 1
remember i came back later searching thru the forest
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forit idontthinkifoundit idontremember
why do we forget why do we forget these things &
later so much later find ourselves wanting to be a
lonely one  why do we forget then spend our lonely
alone times trying to remember  there is so little
real forgetting there is only misplacing or not
wanting to recall not wanting to remember ohi
remember yesiremember now iremember ive
remembered before this memory of rememberings
painful remembering the remembereds hard
hold me  wont you please hold me but she cant
hear you sheis walking down the hall away from
you fingers pressed against the whitening glass you
sit in your car dreaming you are far away why do
wedream why do we dream we are where were not
if you dreamt always this one strange dream what
would it be would you always dream you were
where you werent  would you always dream you
were lonely there is one dream thats always
dreamt iamrunning thereissomethingicarry
there is someone ive hit somewhen i throw
something somewhere always i dream this al-
waysiwake onceiawoke & wasneveralone this
morningiawokealone shelaybeside mebreathing
she lay beside me alone good morning i said
shesaidnothing goodmorningisaid shedidnot
speak thesky wasblue theedges of the window
white  we had gone to sleep under the blue coverlet
we had lain for awhile & talked we had made love
when i awoke i was alone  he lay beside me brea-
thing he lay beside me alone  good morning he
said idid notanswer good morning he said i
did not speak i gazed at the flowered walls the
paper the lamp that had never worked he ran his
fingers over my breasts  he placed his hand bet-
ween my legs  he moved his fingers inside me
good morning i said we lay beside each other
lonely good morning we said we lay inside each
other lonely  we touched our cock  we moved our
fingers inside us good morning we said we
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moved our cock intous ~ we moaned irose from
the bed alone he touched his fingers to the glass
nre you hungry iasked nohe said & his eyes were
ompty  no he said & his eyes were vague  some-
limes at night he islike this sometimes at night he
nwakes frightened from a dream  there is terror in
his eyes then then thereisloneliness there thereis
always in the dream he isrunning  always there
is something he carries  always there is someone
hes hit somewhen he throws something away
nlways he wakes frightened from this dream as this
morning he awoke & stood up frightened his fingers
{ouching the glass i reach out to touch him  he
moves away nohesaysno heislooking out the
window isaysomething tohim hedoesnothear
i walk down the hall away from him turning where
{he wall curves i cannot see him any more the hall
isempty imove towards the kitchen knowing he is
staring out the window feeling lonely ~ knowing he
is standing in the window alone  what do we know
about lonely  what do we know about lone we
know only we are alone  we know only we play at
being lonely he stands at the window watching
while she moves down the hallalone & hestandsat
{he window watching while you sit in your car alone
youdonotknowhimno noyoudonotknow him
you sit in your car that will not start conscious of
his eyes watching you  you sit in your car dream-
ing you are where you arent  the car wont start
you stick the key in the ignition & turn it but it will
not start  yes you are alone yes you sit there in
the car wishing it would start & watch the house
where the lights glow  theskyisblue theskyisa
dark blue growing lighter ~ & the white clouds the
white snow the white windows of the house flow
round you & you remember  you do remember dont
you yesiremember & you rub your handsover
your face over the scar & remember iwasyoung
i mightve been older but i was young  there was a
boy ayoungerboy irememberhewas diggingin
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the earth whenifoundhim how washedressed i
dont remember  what did he say i cant recall
there was something happened something i said or
didnt say  he struck out at me with the shovel i
ranaway my face wasbleeding where he struck me
agirlfoundme lateriremember she found meor
there is something i cant recall  what do you re-
member you sit in your car & dream you no
longer care if it ever starts & he stands in the win-
dow & watches you & she walks down the hall
away from him dreaming she is someplaceelse her
hairislong & catches hisfaceistight & strained
we were lonely oh god we were lonely  his car
wont start  your feetarecold we were frightened
weranaway istandvery still ican hear him
breathing  the tapping of his fingers on the win-
dowpane why doilove him icannot answer
whydoesheloveme hewillnotsay sometimesin
the night i wake & watch him sleeeping  he is quiet
his faceis still what will you say to him when he
wakes nothing what does hesaytoyou there
is nothing to tell i touch him in his sleep & he
murmurs itouch him in his sleep & he smiles i
run my fingers over his face the scarred nose the eyes
irun my fingers down hischest ihold hiscock &
kissit itouchhiseyes itouchhislips itouch
his scarred nose & cheeks shes like that sheis
like that you know believing me asleep she
watches me  believing me asleep she lets me know
sheloves me iam notlonely whenisleep wheni
sleep i am only dreaming  sometimes i dream im
where im not  sometimes i dream im running
sometimes i dream i am here & it is now & i awake &
she is kissing me & we are loving  we hold each
other close = we touch each other with our hands &
lips this morning i awoke alone she was beside
me smiling hello she said i did not answer
helloshesaid iturnedaway isitalways thisway
are there always dreams we wake from frightened
are there always days we say nothing or more
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surely seeing her walk away i will turn & say i love
you surely i will turn & say i want you surelyi
willsay that surely no istandinthewindow &
play at being lonely never wanting to admit i am a
lone one & the man whose car wont start watches
me  his face is scarred like my own & he sitsin
his car & watches me no longer caring that it wont
start all we are doing is watching each other we
stand in the window & watch each other  sit in the
car without seeing if it starts ohi get tired i do
yesigettired 1ido gettired youknow watching you
watch each other while she pauses in the kitchen to
toast the bread  while she pauses in the kitchen to
{ill up the coffee pot & put it on to perk  yes i get
fired christigettired & somenightsliketonight
i awake haunted by dreams of friends lost in their
separate worlds & try to call them try to write down
what i feel aware of you walking out the door & down
the street  you are still watching each other  she
is seated at the table  her hand touches her nipples
&iamtired isurelydo gettired so full of the
feelings you will not say  so full of your feelings of
loneliness it is simple really = you are alone be-
cause we are all alone  you are lonely because you
choosetobe ohbutim tired yeschristiam tired
she stands up when the toast is done stands up
when the coffee perks stands in the window watch-
ing each other & your car will not start & you no
longer care you no longer care you dont you know
you sit there your scarred faces blank while i fol-
low her down the hall away from where you stand
while i stand & follow you down the hall away from
him your scarred face blank & im putting down
my pen & walking out the door away from you
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how can i write with nothing in my head no pressure
as it were to be said only the longing to complete
something which is once begun  how do i address
you who are there somewhere outside me as one day i
must when i can no longer keep these words for my
eyes only when inside myself i am loathe to reveal
myself to you thusiconceive a history of someone
who is not me in a world that does not exist & is
therefore nothing but myself solet us begin again

you will listen & i will tell it to you & that is how it
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is once was another morning he awoke & there was
noone there or she awoke & there was noone there it
doesnt matter  he awoke or she awoke & she was
goneor he was gone & he or she called their name and
they did not answer  he or she rose from the bed &
walked down the hall calling her or his name & she or
he did not answer & he or she sat down at the window
& stared out into the spring morning  perhaps they
cryitisnotclear perhaps they smile to themselves
as people sometimes do when awaking finding her or
him gone  perhaps they turn on the radio or the
record player & the music fills up the silence around
them perhaps perhaps they do these things
perhaps maybe there is a note on a mantlepiece or
table or maybe there isnt  we know there is some
kind of resolution = we know something becomes
clear why wedonotknow why perhapsifwe
watch them long enough we know why  we know
he or she sits at the window because they dont know
whatelsetodo theydont know wheretogo they
dont know where the other has gone  we do know
this if there is a note on the table or mantlepiece we
know they havent read it we know this we do know
this  this morning i awoke knowing i must write
this down knowing i could no longer keep silent in-
side myself the words must live outside myself  if
onlyihad moretime ifonly allihad to do was write
then it would be easier  oh yes it would be easier
to rise & dress leisurely & write this down  this
morning i awoke & knew now i must write this down
i must say this he has left her or she has left him &
now i must write this down i must  he or she is
lonely they are  yes they arelonely you can seeit
in their eyes  you can tell it in the way they carry
themselves stiffly thru the hall calling his or her
name letussayitisher letussaysheisgoneand
he awakes alone & calls her name & she does not
answer let us say that ishesad yesheissad
you can tell by the way he carries himself so stiffly
down the hall calling her name  yes you can tell he
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issad & you can say thatheis&heissoido idosay
that you know i do say that & i say it because it is
true ohyesheissad youcanseethatheissad
you can see he is sad because his shoulders are so stiff
& his eyes are so full of nothing  his eyes are so full
of nothing they are so full trying not to see what they
dosee ohiseeit ohgodiseeit therewasmore
thanonce there wasmore than justthatonetime
& now she is gone & she has left you & you are alone
with that memory  yes you are alone & sad with
that memory you are sad without her you are sad
tho you never knew her youslept with her ate with
her made love to her never knew her & now she is
gone & you are sad & alone with your memory i
must ask you again to remember i must ask you
again if you remember that day you walked along the
road going somewhere i do not remember where
you were going i remember only you were walking
along the road when youmet her do youremember
that meeting  do you remember the moment you
met her & how you felt if you remember why dont
you say you remember if you dont remember why
dont you say you dont remember why do you sit
there locked in your sadness saying nothing icant
say it all for you you know no i cant say it all for
youicant at some point it is necessary for you to
speak itisnecessary for you to open your mouth &
speak why do you sit there so stiffly staring out the
window  you must know that this time she wont
comeback nothistimeshehasgoneforgood she
has wakened in the middle of the night written you a
note & left & this time she wont come back  you
must know this sitting there staring out the window
you must know that this time she wont come back
& who is that in the car that stops in front of your
house who is that walks up the walk & enters
without knocking whoisit why wontyouspeak
why do you sit there so stiffly saying nothing
you must speak you know you must say some-
thing  soon i will have nothing left to say & then
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you must begin speaking when ihave nothing left
to say you must begin speaking  its coming close
now itscoming close to that time when everything
ends & i cease speaking it is coming very close to
that time it is coming close to that time when the
book ends & writing stops & you must begin speak-
ing ohyesitiscomingclose & yet you sitthere
so stiffly saying nothing  you sit there staring out
the window knowing she has gone for good & you do
not even wonder who this is stops his car in front of
your house walks up the walk & enters without
knocking youdonotevenwonderatthis youare
sosilent & lacking in wonder yousitatthe window
your shoulders stiff running your fingers over your
scarred nose your chin & you do not even wonder
who this is walks thru the door behind you youdo
not even wonder when he enters the room & calls you
by name you just sit there you stupid mother-
fucker dont you remember me dont you even
remember who i am & his dark eyes glare & his
knuckles are bruised & white because he clenches
them  oh i remember you even if you dont re-
member meirememberyou youreyesare glazed
your shoulders shrug so stiffly & indifferently
youreyes are glazed & you donot wonder at his being
there i donotknow what happens now idonot
remember the things i was afraid would happen i
only remember my fears of certain things happening
perhaps one of the things i feared would happen
happened perhaps that is what happened
perhaps he stands up after sitting down & walks
away perhaps maybe he pulls out the knife i feared
he carried & slashes you across the cheeks perhaps
the blood runs down your face & you scream
perhaps he slashes your face over & over again till
your whole face is bleeding & all one can see is the
blood & your eyes full of terror & all one can hear is
you screaming & the swishing sound his blade
makes itexcites me to write this ibite my lips &
taste blood on my tongue it excites me to write this
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perhaps it is true perhaps it did happen &
perhaps when he stops you are mindless with fear &
screaming perhaps this is what happened i
know it excites me to write this why wont you
speak now why wont you say what happened
perhaps that is what angered him  perhaps it was
your not speaking thatangered him why wont you
speak ibecome soangry when you wont speak i
can only write so much & then i must stop writing &
you must speak  you must speak you know you
really must your faceissoscarreditis your face
is so scarred i remember now that that is what hap-
pened iremember now that he did slash your face
ithot at firstihad madeitup 1ithot atfirstit was
part of a story i had made up  but your face i
remember now how your face looked all cut open
with the blood running out & you just standing there
your eyes full of terror i doremember that yesi
do remember that ithot at first that i had made it
up but i do remember it yes i definitely do re-
member it now  why dont you talk about it im
sick of talking about it why dont you speak
sometimes i dont think i can speak anymore & i won-
der why you dont begin speaking i really do wonderi
really cant say anymore let us say that thatis what
happened let ussay sheleft him & that that is what
happened tohim let ussaythat let ussay heleft
her & thisis what happened toher let ussay this
she awoke one morning & he was not there & she
called his name & ran thru the halls looking for him
he was not there  she ran thru the halls looking
for him & he was not there & she begantocry she
began to cry & say his name over & over  she began
to say his name over & over & to cry & her shoulders
shook & she could not breathe properly & choked &
sobbed as she repeated his name over & over again
crying & crying unable to breathe properly & she
could not breathe properly & she cried & repeated his
name over & over again slumped in a chair beside the
window & over & over again she ran thru the halls
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crying his name & sobbing & over & over she woke
up crying his name & he was not there no he was
not there she awoke & he was not there & she was
crying & thinking this time he has gone for good &
he had & she was crying & unable to sleep & repeat-
ing his name over & over again again & again this
is what happened she woke up & he was not there
& she ran thru the halls calling his name again &
again thisis what happened & again & again she said
to herself this time he was gone for good & he had &
she slumped in the chair in front of the window cry-
ing & saying his name over & over  this is what
happened & finally she stopped crying & sat there
staring out the window  finally this is what hap-
pened she stopped crying & sat there in the chair
staring out the window  finally she stopped crying
& stopped staring & stood up & walked back into the
bedroom & began to pack finally this is what hap-
pened she stopped crying & sitting & staring & got
up & began to pack gathering together those few
things that mattered finally thatis what happened
she packed & dressed & walked out the door &
began to cry but did not look back finally finally he
was gone & she left crying & did not look back finally
finally that was that he had left her for good & she
packed & left & finally that was that  so let us say
that that is what happened finally  let us say that he
left her & eventually she stopped crying & packed &
went away without looking back  let us say that
let us say she left him & he woke alone & called her
name & she did not answer & he walked stiffly thru
the halls & sat stiff-shouldered staring out the win-
dow & thot of her & could not move to get her back
let us say that let us say that the man with the
tattoo on his arm & the knife i feared he carried en-
tered the house & called your name & you did not
answer & the knife flicked out & slashed across your
face wecan stopithere we can stopithereif we
want if you dont want me to go any further i dont
have to all you have to do is say what you want to
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happen the skin on your cheek is open where the
knife has cut it  the blood that welled up pauses in
midair  your mouth is caught part way open the
scream still in your throat  we can stop here you
know yes we can stop here but you say nothing
& the blood flows out & you scream as his knife
flashes again & again the skin on your face slicing
apart  you say nothing but you scream & his
knife slashes again & again & you scream & scream
your face intersected with lines from which blood
flows & you are screaming finally he stops
finally he stops & puts his knife away & walks out the
door into his car & drives away rubbing the scar on
his face & smiling  he is smiling & driving away
finally finally heisdriving away smiling while you
stand in your house screaming  you stand in your
house screaming till finally he is gone & you are no
longer screaming your hands & your face covered in
blood & your eyes full of terror but you are no longer
screaming  you are no longer screaming as you
stand in the window watching him without wonder
as he drives away  you are numbed & you do not
wonder & finally he drives away yes that is what
happened yes that is finally what happened = we
have said that that is what happened & finally we
know that & can say it we say that & itisso &itis
finally over it is finally over & you stand in the
window as he drives away smiling unaware of you
anymore he is unaware of you as he drives away
smiling why dont you say something now
surely thereis something youcansay surely there
are some words you can speak  there is so little left
for me to write so little left for me to do or say
please you must speak i am so desperate to hear
from you iam so very desperate to hear you speak
i have been writing this for years now i have
been trying so long to make sense of it  if only you
would speak i could stop writing  ihave so little left
to say & yet i go on writing because you do not speak
this morning i awoke desperate to hear from you
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i awoke & began to write listening hoping to hear
youspeak youdidnotspeak ilistened & wrotea
long time but you did not speak it gets less & less
easy towrite itisharder & harder to find anything
tosay if youcould speak it would helpme if you
could speak i would know whereistand evennowi
want to stop  even now there is a voice inside me
says fuck it im going to stop  you must speak now

you must speak or sooniwill bethru i’ll ask you
again to remember i’ll ask you again to remember
how it was  you went into the bathroom when he
was gone & tried to wash your face it still bled a
little it did  somehow you stopped it i dont re-
member how it still did bleed a bit somehow you
stopped it & went out into the bedroom & began to
pack i must ask you again to remember i must
ask you again to think about this this is not easy
youknow itisnot easy for me to write these things

you do not make it easy for me to say these things
with your silences try to remember i must ask
you again to remember how it was  you went into
the bedroom & began to pack those few things that
mattered youdidnot see the note so you never read
it  you knew she was gone & you knew this time it
was for good & you packed those few things that
mattered & walked thru the hall that last time & left

you walked out the door finally & did not look back

you walked out your face a mass of scars & down
the sidewalk & did not look back  you did not look
back as you walked away finally i must ask you
again toremember imustask you again if youcan
recall all these things as i have just said them do
you recall them  we will say that that is what hap-
pened becauseitis & itdid we will say these things
& they are true & that is why wesay them yesiwill
say these things & i will repeat them because i say
them because they are true yestheyare true &iam
saying them & that is enough that is enough for
now that i say them & they are true that is enough
itisenough i am asking you to remember now that he
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left her & when he was gone & she was finished cry-
ing she packed up those few things that mattered
finally & left & did not look back  iamaskingyou to
remember that she walked down the street away
from the house where they had lived & did not look
pack iam asking you to remember that & if you
remember that it is enough yes it is enough to
remember that she walked down the street & did not
look back yes that is enough & iam asking you
now to remember that she left him & that when the
stranger had left & he had stopped the bleeding he
packed up those few things that mattered & walked
out the door & did not look back  iam asking you to
remember that now if you remember it is enough
he walked out the door finally without looking
back yes thatis what hedid hediddo that & shedid
what she did & it is enough if you remember that  if
you finally remember that that willbeenough & he
& she walked down the street without looking back
& he & she took hold of each others hands  hello
she said hello dont i know you nohe said noidont
believe so  oh she said once was a time i knew a
manlikeyou heworea grey cloak then he did oh
hesaid yesonce was atimeiknew such aman oh
yes once was a time i remember once iknew a man
like youidid it was a long time ago he wore a
grey cloak & his eyes were lonely oh i remember
him well  his hands were soft when he undressed
me his lips were cool on my breasts  his finger
entered me & stayed there he kissed me all over i
remember hiseyes wereso full of lonely hiseyes
were so full of despair  iheld hiscock inside me yes i
held it there ohiremember yes its sweet to re-
member  yes its very very clear &1 kissed his
cock yes i did & i kissed his lips yes  jesus i
remember sweet jesus it is clear  he had a grey
cloak he did i do remember yes he had a grey cloak
& his nose was scarred it might have been me i
dont think it was me it couldnt have been me
years agoiknew alady who waslikeyou yearsago
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oh then when i was only ten no more you came along
the road or someone like you this is part of what i
remember yes you came along the road & we took yrou
initook you in but i was only ten it couldnt have been
me no you can see that cant you cant you see thait it
couldnt have been me  you seem so very much liike
him i left him finally i did he left me i left wes
finally i did i got up in the middle of the night & left
him & when i awoke he was gone you seem so very
muchlikehim it all seems very veryclear &he&
she walked down the road & did not look back & held
each others hands you are so like him i re-
member him sowell  he was quiet like youare  he
was always quiet & always i was asking him to
speak & he wasnt oh yes he was always like that
& always when we lay there his cock inside me it wras
clear he was lonely  yes yes oh yes it was clear
you are quietlike he was  your face is more scarred
than his  but yes oh yes he was always like you a.re
quiet & full of loneliness  ileft him finally i did yes
finally he left me  he left me finally i got up in the
middle of the night & left him  oh he was always
like you yes he was always like you are now finallly
ileft him & when he had gone i cried for awhile then
left icried for awhile when ileft but theniwas gomne
& when he had left meicried but thenileft he was
so much like you he was always quiet like you are
now SO many times i asked him to talk & he
wouldnt heseemedsolonely he seemed so full of
fear  somany time iasked him to talk about it & he
wouldnt  so many times he sat here stiffly full of
fear & would not talk & he & she walked along the
road clear spring day he holding her hand & saying
nothing  you are so very much like him she saidl i
feel as if weve met before & he smiled yes he did
smile but he said nothing  yes that is finally what
happened & finally happening it is enough finally
yes finally he smiled & it is enough & that is what
happened finally he smiled & she smiled & the mam
whose car had started & who left finally smiled rum-
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ning his fingers over his scarred nose over his 'ta_t-
tooed arm & smiled & it is enough yes finally it is
enough & he & shelay down by the side of the road
& made love she repeating over & over again you are
so much like him you are so much like him & we
repeat it over & over again & we listen & the man in
the car smiles absently he has already forgotten what
‘happened yes oh yes it is enough finally ﬁnall.y
then they make love & she holds him very close his
cock inside her saying you are so much like him you
are so much like him & the man in thecar smiles he
is very far away when he smiles he srnile§ &
forgets already what had happened as he drives
further & further away finally then there is only
you & her making love & me asking you to rememt')er
finally then there is only the sound of my voice
asking you again toremember finally thereis only
me asking you to speak about it ~ you must speak
now you know  you really must speak now .1 am
still so desperate to hear from you 1iam stn'l sp
desperate to hear you speak finally then thn.v. is
what happens finally it is all over & i have nothing
moretosay finally thenihave nothing leftto say &
i ask you to remember & to speak about it ﬁnal'ly_l
have said everythingicansay finally then thisis %t
& it is over & now i am stopping speaking  thisisit
finally i am stopping now now it is your turr.1 to
begin speaking nowitis your turn & iam stopping
finally & finally you begin to speak ﬁnally.you
begin to speak finally that is what happens & i am
listening & you are speaking yes finally you.a.r.‘e
speaking & that is what happens  finally it is
over finally you begin to speak  finally you do
you begin to speak yes to speak & it is over finally 5.rou
are speaking yes & it is over it is & you are speaking
you are speaking & it is over yes over & you speak
you do you are
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soitbegan soitbegins wecould giveita place &
time we could give it a landscape you would recog-
nize once upon a time there was a city on the edge
of a northern lake once upon a time there was
another city grew beside it  eventually these two
cities became one thatis another story ina way
we have already told it in a way we have heard
ourselves already say its history once upon a time
there were four people none of whom knew each
other they grewupnotknowing each other they
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lived on the same street not knowing each other

they died not knowing each other there was a
brother & a sister  that wasoneperson there was
a man who hated cats  that was another person

there was a little boy who used to take his toy shovel
& dig holes wherever he could that was another
person there was an old man who was going to die
& hisdaughter that wasthe fourth person we're
such a funny lot  we’s such a funny thing weis
we are & how far does that take us  far enough to
see the form of this history farenough to see we all
of us are born & die not knowing each other  thisis
a story of four of us  thisis a story of four of us not

knowing each other & how that affected our living &
dying

the brother & the sister were lovers everybody
knew it  everybody talked about it nobody let on
that they knew or talked about it ~what is knowing
or talking anyway  what is it anywayisay ido
say that mostevery day the other morningiawoke
& spoke to myself almost loudly only not to wake me
not wanting to wake me i whispered just what is
?{nowing or talking anyway it was a usual morn-
ing in most everyway it was a usual question to be
asking myself soiaskedit soiputittomyselfas
besticould whatis knowing or talking anyway
maybe they didnt know maybe they didnt talk be-
cause they didnt know maybe thats it maybe
they didnt know what it was they did ~ daughter
dad imdying imanold mandaughter nodad
shesaid im anold man who cant getup from bed
ohdadshesaid imanoldmanbutiwasntalways
theres no man whos always old dad  when i was
younger girl you couldnt keep me out of bed & he
grabbedher & sheslappedhishand lightly im
an old man daughter whos almost dead & he
coughed she held his head softly to her breast
whatevers best dad she said  when i was a young
man i could dance all evening daughteri could dance
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all evening then take your maw to bed then you
couldnt keep me out of bed & he coughed & his
head shook & but i was a young man then & he
kissed her breasts & she sighed yesdad daddoyou
remember when last week or maybe a month ago
we were lying here in bed & the cat yowled & you
asked me who it was & i said the cat & you said and &i
said him the one that likes them dead im dying
daughter yousaid noi said he wants me daugh-
ter no dad isaid no its the cat he wants dead he
kills everything i thot writing this downisaid mei
can see the whole thing  meican see whats happen-
ing he’s standing beyond the window watching
them if she was my sister he said he stood
beyond the window watching them if she was my
daughterhesaid hesaton the ground digging  if
he was my son i thot if he was me isaid most
days if goes nowhere most days i stare at my pen
wondering if the if will maybe if they were my
words im thinking if it were my speech i said i
was young then i was only ten or younger when i
played with him  we would sit together all day dig-
ging holes or playing games saying to each other all
the things one says later he was dead later he
was never living & i forgot his name later it was a
story never told the same way twice he became part of
later he was an image or a memory or a feeling
only of anxiety like today sitting in my room i began
to write & the thot came back again the image of him
digging no face or name just that trace of his pres-
ence in my mind  later he was a line crept into a
discarded poem later he was the door opening or a
scent in the air or the way someones fingers moved
later it was too late  then it was not time then it
was me & him & the talking would begin always
there was this man who killed things  later he was
not there  then there was the fear that he'd appear
later there were characters & plots for stories
then there were jokes & whispers under the porch
later there was hopelessness or a vague expressionin
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theeyes skies blueliketoday allnightthe rain
fell  all night the little boy lay in bed listening
when he fell asleep he dreamt he would never waken
dead like the birds  like the cat later when this
story ends  like the old man  everything grows
out from here everything winds in  this is the
centre of the story of what someone set out to say
later he forgets the whole thing  later a different
story begins  at this point the whole story disap-
pears & then appears again  hello said the little boy
isaid hello  we looked at each other over our tiny
shovels  hello he said again i said hello  later he
forgets this ever happened  when he picks up his
pen he cannot begin  later he forgets he ever spoke
im going to dig a hole & go away he said i said
nothing we'dplaylikethatallday we'ddigahole
thenfillitin  we'd digholes & cart the earth away
all day we'd cart the earth away &build up hills we
dugdown wecoveredthingsin onenighthehad
adream onenight hedreamt he had not awakened
the next day he felt strange later after this story
ends the old man died & he remembered the dream
there is nothing more to say about it itisall clear
later it was clearer than it wasthen he was always
frightened he would never waken isthatclear is
that clear daughter dear yesdad afterall he's a
good lad  yes thats clear  come here & they
made love again maybe this is the last time she
thot thinking always the same thot she’d think feel-
ing his brow wrinkle with pleasure she’d think
maybe for the last time the last time & later
later what would he be =~ who would she see to bed
then with his slippers & his cane  this is the sad
thing maybe thisisnotsosad come heredaugh-
ter said her dad  heres the thing & she'd giggle
singing asongortwo orshedcry why sing
thisis the thing thisisthe pointorsong iknew
someday he’d be gone the whole game over  there’d
be no one to play with  thered be no holes to dig
turning the shovelover look atthething whata
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big bugisaid oureyes were empty but we giggled
our bones felt hollow but we laughed later there
would be nolaughter later we would both be still
only my hand moves only the words sing  look at
the thing & it crawled away look at the bug lr.xe
sang the bell rang  she opened the door  his
blue eyes were empty yes i was looking for
someone doiknowyoushesaid nohesaidim the
man across the road the lane the back fence tense his
fingers clutched the cane the sill will she be the one he
thot her red dress stirred with the wind  its him she
said who please let me explain he said looking
the other way  he wants to talk to me please let
me in  should i let him in & the old man drew
closer & the daughter stood behind him & the man
who had rung the bell sat down frowning  once a
long time ago i went walking along the road a day
like this i mustve told you this story sometime no
oh itwasadaylikethis yes iwas walking
along the road smiling i remember i was younger or
older maybe it happens again i dont remember does
this sound familiar to you no i was so much
older or younger imetaladyina red dress she'd
come from somewhere she was trying to forget i re-
member how she said ive forgotten everything & we
made love her repeating over & overi wont remember
this i forget i forget do you remember any of this
no ohhesaid iremember wemadeloveitoldher
my name & she forgot as soon as i had told her t?ld
her again she did not remember  no it was not like
thatshe said iasked her whatshe meant she did
not remember what she’'d said  later i was the only
memory she had  later i was all she could recall
later she lied & said she remembered  she did not
remember i was all she recalled the old man
looked at him i became then bitter i became so
much angrier then  yes i killed a cat that she had
liked then idontknow why hesaid sometimesi
remember that i killed it  sometimes i realize im
killing them mostly icant remember she was so
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sure of herself then first she could remember no-
thing then it seemed i couldnt speak  she re-
membered everything & i remembered nothing i
had no memory then she said it seemed she said
there was nothing to recall iremember one thing
tho irememberone thing she has no memory of at
all irememberone time she has never remembered
we went dancing  one night we did something
different & went dancing we danced the whole
evening  always at the edge of the room  in the
centre someone else moved they danced at the
centre the whole evening  she would not look at
them  she would not look that way  we danced
around the rim of the crowd if iled her in toward
the centre she led me away i dont remember she
said shesaidtomelateriforget isangheratune
the band had played she did not remember  al-
ways later she forgave  always later she was the
image of forgiveness then there was only that
guilty look her eyes took on & her repeating she did
not remember once after we made love she cried
why are youcryingiasked idont know she said
later she did not remembercrying thereisnothing
to cry about she said smiling & kissed me i felt
forgiven  god help me i felt forgiven later the
whole thing changed later something went
strange insideme isought forgiveness i wanted
her forgiveness i did things wrong to be forgiven
always she forgave always she was there to
grant forgiveness wedanced around therim we
traced a circle round the dancing crowd the band
wasloud we whistled along to the tune they played
i had no thot then of forgiveness i had no thot
then of wrong  she did not remember the song or
the tears later later everything seemed strange
later i was the one crying  later i was the one who
sang alone no she did not remember no she had
never cried ohisaid im sorry please forgive me
ohisaid i guess thati was wrong icried 1isang
thesong iaskedhertoforgiveme sheforgave
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i asked me tobelong toher ibelonged we danced
together all night long we had never gone any-
where before  we took the chance & went out danc-
ing  we had never danced  all night we danced
around therim sheletmeleadthen ifiledherin
towards the centre she led me away  his eyes were
crying his body was still what does he want
daughter i dont know she said  she looked to-
ward the window where the little boy lookedin  he
had stood there all evening listening  later he told
me what he remembered later there was a memory
of remembering later there was an anxious feeling
inside & a picking up the pena beginning again is
it always the same story a friend asked itsalways
the same story a friend said  later there was dread
or a movement of the head back & forth anodding asi
had then when he told me later there was brea-
thing too fast & a panicky feeling  then there was
only the thrill of listening now there is listening to
a memory of listening & saying it again he
frowned that day something else had happened
that day something else came clear i remember he
frowned someone had passed by  someone was
near ilooked toward her puzzled he didnt say
anything  we sat together playing in the sand or
dirt she walked by & he looked away  she was
going to meet her brother later this all became
clear she went & met her brother  hello brother
dear hekissedher hellosisterdear shesmiled
it had all been innocent for awhile ~ we were play-
ing down the street  she went to meet him it was
no longer innocent or sweet or funny  ive some-
thing in my tummy she said smiling hefrowned
ive something growing inside me  he looked away
its your brother or your sister he didnt smile
ive a baby in my belly brother dear later this all
became clear we're going to have a child  he did
not smile  he never smiled again  this happened
then later the child was born dead later she
stopped smiling & began crying later she gave the
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child away  this all happens long after our story
ends before it even has a chance to begin  later she
lefthim later she wentaway later she puton the
red dress he’d bought her & wentaway iremember
that day vaguely iremember that day but it is not
clear  first there was laughter & fear when they
first began  she was twelve & he was ten  those
yearsitwasfun onedaythey werekids & then
helooked away ibentmy shovelintheclay i felt
the thin tin give the shovel gave way its broken i
said thisisthe way it was he said ilooked in the
window at the three of them  the man was talking
i couldnt hear what he had to say i watched his
lips move icaughtthe sense the old man looked
puzzled thedaughters faceicouldnt see except one
time when she turned & looked at me  what does he
want daughter idontknowdad shewasallihad
before then she meant nothing to me  after that
she was alli had when she left meicried when
she left me i tried to kill myself slashed myself my
face my hands you can see the scars can you under-
stand me no idontremember the day the way it
was except she'd left & i was crying trying to kill
myself it was strange the whole thing seemed
changed orbroken iwasnotmyself whoareyou
asked the old man  you know me i live across the
lane upstairs the back porch youve seen me sit there
surelyonasummmerevening no oh isitthere
often or lie there watching you & your daughteri see
so much i hear so many things i thot i heard her
singing your daughter i mean i thot perhaps she’d
seen her no  im sorry please forgive me he
cried hesangasong heasked her forgiveness
she forgave helooked at me with that same expres-
sion on his face itsbrokenisaid helooked away
she walked past us where we played look at the
way the shovel fits itssothinorfine shedrewan
imaginary line he grinned isitasin idont
know dont let papa know about i tho & he
laughed holding herclose holding himin isita
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sin  only the final wish of a dying man dying
in the usual way once he was younger & then he
grewolder imdying daughter he used to say & t'he
sun would set behind his head in the usual way  1m
dying daughter he used to say & all around him t:he
world grew up  the world grew up & things died
down things died down as things grew up  €v-
erything is growing & dying daughter yesdad
really i mean look out the window now how ?ver)'f-
thing is either growing or dying everythmg is
running down in me daughter everything is wind-
ingup everyday theblood flowsslower every d.ay
the heart draws closer to stopping stop & im
dead stop your dad is dead daughter dear &
the dread that was in him  the dreadful dread that
washis tobedead or almost & conscious of it 1o
wonder his daughter would sing his head to sleep by
taking him tobed  no hexes or potions  only the
warmth abody is nothing more fora father & a
daughter to be fucking is a strange thing strange
the song the head sings to itself after fucking your
father or your daughter thesong itsingsisa dre.aa,d
song of thealmost dead  the nearly doneyouinsing
song longer & longer it goes on longer &‘ longer
till soon you are shorter & shorter in enjoying the
thing & your life is longer & longer & then stops
short & we say what a short life & it ends & the sun
sets over our heads for the last time  for the very
last time the sun sets & our eyes close & it never gets
any darker again  so theyre open now or they were
then so what does he see its really such a sad
thing to be fucking your father or your daughter .
believeme asif the world ended at the door  as if
there were no more people than that only your
brother or your sister & youre fucking them  why
should webelieveyou why should you believe them
we're such a lonely lot  its such a lonely world
our fingers touch each others faces & amaze us
amaze us that theres someone there  glassissucha
lonely thing  to be touching glass only & gazing in
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atotherslovingisalonely thing whatdoyoutouch
nothing she said & her brother smiled at her
how canibelievethem come here love he said & she
kissed him such lonely things such lonely ways
being brings to be fucking your brother or your sis-
ter is a lonely thing  is there no one else & he
singsinside him inside him asong sings hecannot
find words for  thisis how he sings this just
this painful telling or yelling a whisperin the head
itisall faintnow itisallfaraway every nightthe
dancers spin  every night the blinds are drawn in
the rooms the old man & his daughter & the brother
& the sister & the little boy sleep in  every night i
pick up my pen then everything was very clear
later it became fainter & fainter finally it was a
blurring only an image at the cornerof theeye now
the image moves into the centre then the image
was very clear later it all became vaguer & vaguer
later i moved away & the memory became vague
iforgot before that i did not want to remember
now i remember now i can never forget again
sheled meaway onedayiwentback thereagain
she led me away saying no dont stay here there is
nothing here tobe remembered idid not remember
i forgot again  every night i would go to watch
the dancersspin every night i wondered why i had
come back again  one night she was there  we
danced together in the centre i tried to lead her to
therim  she led me back into the centre again i
dug ahole idugaholehelaydownin cover me
up hesaid ipiled the sand over hishead we were
only playing it was just a game  every night i
pick up my tiny shovel or my pen idig away the
sand iholdherhand wedancearound & around
in the centre of the room i cant remember i
forget i remember ive forgotten  she holds my
hand thereis nothing to remember she says we
spin as the band plays there is nothing to re-
member iforgot he sitson the back porch lostin
her memory there is no one to forgive him  the
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band plays ireturn again & again  no i stand
still iwillnotenter iwillnotdance i watch the
others as they move  the band plays disjointedly
their bodies seem out of time or tune iam standing
outside their line of vision noone islistening . the
light becomes vague the scene unclear i am
either standing very near or far away

one day in may the man who hated cats founfi the
little boys cat & shotit  later that day the cat died
in between the little boy dug the cata grave & listened
to the wind sing & sang  all that day he sang & the
old man & his daughter made love & the brother &
the sister made love & the man whod shot the cat sat
by himself on his back porch listening  there is s0
much to listen for  there is so much tohear & he
rubbed his muscles where they hurt scratched at his
scars & listened to the boy sing i have heard
enough he thot  yes that is enough he thot bU:t
the boy sang & the wind sang & the cat was dead & it
was not enough  nothing is ever enough daughter
dear nodad nothingisever enough brother dear
nolove nothing iseverenoughwe said wedid
that is what we said  that is what he sang
nothing is ever enough  sowe will leave them  we
who are always them to you  we will leave them
here when you hear these words the old man is
dead & hisdaughter & the brother & the sister are
dead & there is no one now alive who remembers
them & this is a story of four of them & we will
say nothing more of most of them dead sinco.? thatday
inmaythecatdied & weare listening to his song
always we are hearing him sing does anything
make sense  hesings
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alwaysiam saying i will remember always thereis
forgetting & a glimpse of the truth  always the i
says always knowing death is near =~ more & more
certain things become clear  more & more i begin
like this

i wish  once a long time ago i said to
myself i wish nothing more this is where it all
gets stored up gets released i tell tales i sing
songs ilisten to the wind to what goes on
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each

day begins the same each day i see a little more of

the truth i go back again i stand by the stage

where the band had stood sheis waiting forme i

ask her todance she leads me in toward the centre

she leads us all around the rim  we dance to the
tune the band had played

the dance hall stood where
the roads came together  we travelled down them
somewhere we were there she had tied her hair
away from her face  she was graceful iheld her
hand  remember the band the tune it was too
soon she spoke to me from somewhere saying
there is nothing to remember i remembered
there was nothing there ismiledather shecried

i gazed up at the sky laughing & walked away

if
we danced i dont remember if we danced i wasnt
there iamsickortiredorlaughingallthetime if
it wasnight there wasnomoon ithotiremembered
sunshine i smile & look away she raises her
voice everythingsfine my daughter brings me
the paper isitupinbed&begin icannotstandor
walk toward the door  she stands in the doorway
her red dress stirring in the wind

iam always
forgetting now now remembering is easy or hard
iam far afield he islike that i am like him

i
wanted to begin at the beginning  somehow its all
the same or so different it doesnt matter somedays
icant begin  some days the anxiety is too great i
push the pen away saying not today gazing out the
window i want to cry or scream or sit by myself
quietly dreaming  that is not quite true i dont
know what to do the anxious feeling is too large in-
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side me i try to fix it with a name the same feeling as
today a man brought me my pen & looked at me i
looked away murmuring not today no letting my
eyes close praying

nowiamtired my eyesclosefor
awhile i’llopenthemagain i’ll pickup my pen
the anxious feeling will be a little less  i’ll begin

i
wish  often i dont wish at all any more once i
wished all of the time  now there is wishing from
time to time soon i will never wish again

every

morning i begin  sometimes i dont begin at all
not today i say & will not pick upmy pen  my father
points hisfingerat me hecallsmea badboy iam
sad or angry or full of joy i hit the table with my
tiny spoon  my mother brings me the red bib & the
pen i pick up the paper & begin

once it was all
different once i danced with ease around the room
the crowds thinned as we moved watchingus we
danced all night to the same tune i asked the band
to play it again finally there was no one left in the
room but me & her dancing i threw them money &
they played i threw them money till finally there
was no more money & no more band & no more tune
i whistled in the empty room  we danced around
to the tune i whistled it is all so strange it will
never be the same

every evening i walk down the road
toward thedancehall every evening iapproach the
young boy digging there  his hair is blonde  he
wears a sailor cap upon hishead iask him who he
is  he does not answer iask him for his name
he turns away
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every night i enter the dance hall
every night i listen to the band  she isthere she
isntthere itell herilove her itell heridontcare
every night i try to memorize the tune  every
morning it slips away isay that butisay it wrong
every morning it is gone there is no knowledge
of its passing or sense that i had known it before
every night is the first time every night strikes me
for the first time i come walking down the road
whistling  the sky is a constant shade of blue or
purple or there are clouds there a fog has fallen i
wander in

once it was all so clear  once i held her
near as we danced across the floor shehad stood in
the doorway watching as i passed her i walked
around the room listening watching the dancers as
they moved later we danced in the centre theni
asked her & we danced around the rim

every evening
ileave my room to walk down the road every even-
ing he is there digging in the dry earth  one night
she was not there or i met her earlier  she came
walking out of the wood  she slapped me in the face

i cannot remember this i think it happened

someone told me later thisishow it was icould not
remember

once it was all so clear every morningi
took out my pen & began again i would write the
story as i remembered it her dress wasred she
wore a sailors cap upon her head she took the toy
shovel from the old mans hand & gave it to me
thank you i said thank you they said nothing
would you like to walk with me im not going far
she looked away the day was hot & still  will you
come withme theold mantookholdofherhand i
walked away
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some days itislike this some
days nothing comes clear i hold my tiny pen very
near or dig holes in the earth with it everything
seems very far away everything seems vague 1
think she enters my room i think she stands be-
hind me as he names me

every evening i get up to leave or try to icryout
to her or whisper her name  she forgives me  she
forgave i say her name over & over —i write it
down my fingers cramp i cannot hold the pen
then i couldve written it easily  then everything
was clear later everything became vague  NOW i
have forgotten i want to hold her near i cant
remember her name

iwish i wishicould wish

& believe it  if only if made sense  if only i could

believe in maybe  probably maybe will make sense

maybe if will come clear maybe if i wish probably

will become believable  i’ll get up cheerful i'll step

thru the window onto theroad i'll walk away 11l
meet someone maybe

onceit wastoocold once

it was so cold i couldnt leave istayed in the room
i watched the snow  she lay beside me not speaking
if we talked i dont remember  if we talked it isnt
clear it couldve been winter or summer she
couldve been near me or far away 1 dont remember
theday idontremember the time latershewasa
lineicrossed out of abad poem later she was grown
away fromme latershe left later she wasamem-
ory came into the mind unbidden i thot of her face
it smiled later it did not smile  this all hap-
pened later ~ some of it happened then  now it is

happening again

always i am wishing i could re-
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member  always i wish & the wish becomes vague

if only she were here if only the road would lead
there itleadsthere she places the shovel on the
ground & looks at me

every morning i awake frigh-

tened every morning my sister brings me the pen

good morning love i say she smiles good
morning love she says & then

every morning i feel
so anxious  every morning there is a fear iam
tense or unable to begin i think of words they
dont make sense i write them down then cross
them out ibegin again

iwent back onedayi
went back i walked up to the door of the house &
wentin aman was standing there his face blank
i cant remember what happened then

each day be-
gins the same  every night ends the same way i
begin by picking up my pen  when the day ends i
am dancing by myself in the middle of the room i
know the next day will be the same  i’ll open my
eyes 1illpickupmypen & then

once upon a time
this story began differently —onceisaw everything
with clarity  there was no anxious feeling then
there was me & her & that was all then later some
things became vague i tried to make them clear
this made me anxious or angry i was never sure
now everything beginsthesame me picking up my
pen & my daughter bringing me the paper again

some days things are different or seem that way i
walk past the dance hall into the town i see the
house where weoncelived iwalk up the stepsto go
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inside igoaway igoawayfrowningor laughing
or trying to say goodbye

so often i get up tired  so

often there is nothing to say =~ sometimes shes here

sometimes we make love that wasall solong ago

long ago she left long ago i died long agoi

grew up & left herbehind ~ sheisdeadorold she’ll
never be back again  ikeep talking iexplain

she
was waiting for me at the dance hall door i took off
my hat asicamein ibowed & smiled hello she
said i took her hand & led her onto the floor i
signalled for the band tobegin  all night we danced
i told her of my life of where i lived i told her
everything i remembered she was quiet once or
twice she smiled iremember well it all seems so
clear iheldherverynear wemadelove itisall
so plain i will explain again

there was a time this
story began differently  then there was only me &
her or we later there was him then them  now
nothing is clear ~ when i began first there was no
one now everyone is here 1icry or shout or keep
my mouth shut  we are too loud they are quiet
he lies about his age about his name i pick up my
pen & begin the explanation

long ago everything
changed longagoibegan adifferent way imeor
we him greyclouds bluesky isanything
the matter no blueroad greyleaves please

long ago the whole song was singable = now there
are only words or fragments of a tune sometimes
at nightidance inmy room awkwardly alone
ipick upthepen thebrokentip my foot slips i
stumble
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maybe there are stories make sense maybe theresa
point you can start from mother where it all ties to-
gether the untying oh i do shift plots or points of view
stepping in & out of people who are not real to me so
involved in apologies & shame becauseiam not really
me alright mother i start over again i start over
again with you just sothe head can rest from wander-
ing like i always wanted to mother always wanted to
stay there in your arms for hours just to have you
comfort me it was you you taught me every-

Journal/69




thing  do you remember youd dress up in your
long gown with the purple sash your hair tied back
with a ribbon & youd take my hand telling me to
dance & we’d dance mommy the two of us would
dance all around the room i was no higher than your
waist my arms held up to where youd take my hands
& lead me  you would never hold me close  you
held your arms out holding me away holding me still
in the dancing leading in the careful three step three
step  you were lovely mommy i wanted to hold
you close to me like i'd seen it done the way men held
women & we’d dance you smiling at me repeating one
two three one two three & never held me ohiget
sick of blaming  im not blaming you mommy its
allover now isnt it that time is gone forever the music
stopped that was never playing we made it up the
tunesimean as we danced me humming the songsi'd
learned from the radio you marking the time i am
still dancing mother still turning in the circles we
described all description part of you as ifi wrote from
out of you inside you marking the limits of the page
of what i say maybe i say nothing maybe its
simply me saying its over in a different way all the
sense i'd known caught up in you caught up in being
part of you the heart is broken mommy broken in two
& yes its painful mommy yes i miss you & no i can
never have you really not the way i wanted you

sometimes i have thot that yes sometimesi have thot i
could i cant mommy  he is gone with his tiny
shovel & his sailors hat gone away grown from you
as he had to  once you were standing in a room
angry scolding me  once you were angry & hit me
hard i wanted to hit you mommy yes i wanted to
bite & claw you but i didnt did i you wouldnt speak
tomefordays you would let me help you when you
dressed you would ask me saying please zip me up &i
felt the skin on your back moist & pale white & the
pinks there constantly in my field of vision the whole
room the air pink the blades of your shoulders rising
out of that white i covered over ag my fingers tugged
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the zipper up closing you in in your whiteness my
fingers seeming ugly i'd stare at them fo_r hours
wishing them longerimagining them travelling over
the surface of your skin touching your shoulders my
own hand imagined in the perfect white of yqur back
& the scarf i would carry it to you watching ym{
tie it round your neck the bright red or pale blue & i
loved you you were beautiful momm.y : all of r.ny
life you were beautiful & now that hfe' is .over im
starting over writing this story half wishing you
were with me alive with the knowledge you cannot be
i am giving up the longing the wish for yo.u. to hold
me & i am writing you at last mommy writing you

out of me
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somedaysiwanttotalktoyoumommy somedaysi
am talking to you so clearly iamlying in bed talk-
ing to you but you cant hear me  at the top of the
stairs i am talking to you every step of the way youre
in the kitchen with the breakfast & you dont hear me

you dont listen mommy when i touch your dress &
stroke your skin youdont listen there is so muchi
could say i want to tell you mommy everything
that has happened since you went away you went
away mommy now nothings the same is there any
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use in telling you this i have shut all the others out
to talk to you  so many days spent shutting the
others out & talking to you its so late at night
mommy  ive been out all day avoiding this story
avoiding the moment when i'd have to speak  now
im speaking im speaking mommy & you arent
listening somany times i would stand at the foot of
the garden calling your name quietly so that you
wouldnt hear me i wanted youtohear me forso
many years i wanted you to hear so badly & i couldnt
speak i'dcall your name to myself tired now finally
frightened but never stopping always calling quietly
at the foot of the garden as the sun went down over
the trellis & i looked for my pail & my shovel among
the raspberry canes & i would squat there at the
foot of the garden among the canes that edged the
cinder alley & i would call to you & you wouldnt hear
me & i'd ignore you when you called my name
whats wrong youd say & i'd say nothing  whats
wrong youd say &iturned away alldayid play by
myself digging holes in the sandy soil watching you
as you did the washing hung the clothes out to dry
arms reaching up the wide collars of your blouse hair
bunched in a bun on your head youd reach up pin-
ning the clothes on the line the clothespins held bet-
ween your teeth or fetched from a pocket in your
apron the line creaking as youd reel it out the metal
wire rubbing against the rusted wheel the whole
length of the yard filled with the clothes the void bet-
ween the house & the garage between you & me
mommy filled with the flapping sheetsi'd hide among
because i liked the smell of them liked the look of you
hanging the clothes up to dry i liked it loved you
wanted you mommy but inever called your name it
getshard tospeak thedespairistoo closei wake up
dreaming of dying as tho the hopelessness were that
close so close that i feel choked by it overwhelmed i
forget whoiam & iwalk down the stairs talking to
you dancing down the stairs every step of the way
plodding as if the hopelessness were there & palpable
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to be waded thru i can hear the orchestra playing &
im singing calling your name as i move down the
stairs to where you wait fixing breakfast fixing none
of the things that are really broken & im crying
laughing walk out the door not bothering to tell you
where im going it gets harder & harder to tell you
it gets harder & harder to tell who im speaking to
sometimes i wake from dreams of you wanting to
touch you you arent there i want to run into your
room the way i used to too frightened to go to bed too
frightened to enter that emptiness i wanted y?u to
comfort me to talk to me & you did sometimes i was
never sure lingering in the hall not wanting to go
downstairs afraid of what you or dad would say to me
just standing there not moving staring at the walls
my floor theyre all so far away & i want you there to
make them real to me to make the room smaller the
light brighter & you werent there & i wa.nteq t(_) ca.]l.
your name &ididnt & wanted to run to you &ididnti
didnt i didnt later there were times i called to you
as later there were times you came times you didnt
come or came angry or depressed as tho you & dad
had been fighting you were unhappy staring down at
me your eyes full of tears & i was frightened afraid to
speak to you & you went away how i wished youd
stay howiloved thedaysyou did stay as later there
were times you took me to the movies & we sat to-
gether times when dad was out of town we would put
our coats on & walk down the street together to the
movie house & watch the double bill & stop at your
friends on the way home for coffee watching while
the two of you drank & talked & i would watch you
ive never stopped watching you mommy ive nev.er
stopped calling your name seated behind the big
chair or somewhere where you couldnt see me watch-
ing as you vacuumed the carpet brushing the hair
back from your face with the back of your hand wash-
ing the dishes the way the soap clung to your fingers
wrists the tiny rings of bubbles & i’d watch you i’dcall
your name & you wouldnt hear me couldnt see me as
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you reached up to put the glasses away reached up to
put the plates away & i reach up to you & you dont see
me youdontseeme &istandinthe doorway watch-
ing & youdont see me & i remember you dressing
the red dress you wore when i was six & you called to
me asking me to zip you up the white line of your slip
above which your skin glowed framed by the two thin
strings of silk clung to the outside curve of your
shoulders while the radio played sounding sweet &
sickly like a music box over & over & i would slide the
zipper up over & over dreaming covering you in as
you thanked me & i zipped you up & you thanked me
& isang your name sang over & over again & again &
you thanked me you thanked me mommy you
thanked me & spoke my name & itis gone mommy
all gone like the radio that day i cant remember the
tune only faintly like the echo of an orchestra play-
ing & you are dancing somewhere in the corner of a
room it is all gone mommy like the red dress you put
on you were going to a dance & dad was dressing
down the hall putting on his tie his tie clip & his cuff
links & you are asking me to zip you in in the red
dress you wore especially for him & your hair was
beautiful your lips were beautiful the two of you went
dancing & left me home & i called your name mommy
you werent there & i never thot to call his name he
never was there & i gave up calling your names gave
up doing anything but dreaming dreaming always i
was calling & you came & once you took me to the
sea in the little sailors cap & white shorts i wore play-
ing in the sand with my shovel & my pail you tied the
halter on me so i wouldnt run away wouldnt run into
the sea & drown tied me to the tree in the front yard
when i played at home so i couldnt open the gate
wouldnt run into the street couldnt move to where
the cars could hit me & i described a circle on the lawn
with my awkward stumbling beat a circle with my
hands & knees in the sand asidragged myself round
crawling exploring the limits of my keep the sand hot
& you lay back & slept mommy in your old red
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bathing suit the one with the hole in it under your
arm & you lay back with your arm over your faceasi
crawled around you in my sailors hat & couldnt
speak couldnt say your name could only cry or
seream & didnt wouldnt sat in the sand watching you
as i dug holes filled them in & watched you SO
many years spent watching you SO many years
spent mutely calling your name SO many years of
memories that are no use to me anymore emptied of
feeling emptied of knowing emptied of anyone who
was ever me who loved you who wanted you for his
own accepting as he must as i must he can never have
you ican never have you mommy i never did have
you wrapped up as you were in your own story your
own pain what was it you saw reflected in me as you
gazed down your eyes so far away farther away than
my arms could ever reach as you led me in the
shadow of your longing led me in the careful pat-
terns you had learned & i learned them well
mommy i learned them every step of the way justsoi
could watch you just so i could await the day when
you would finally find me finally see me & you woul.d
turn to me then your eyes wide open & your hair
come undone & you would open your arms & call to
me call to me mommy & speak my name
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ihave said everything i can say having started out so
sure i know there are times when words make sense
times when all this talking seems necessary it doesnt
now sometimesigo back there tothe street wherei
lived the spot where the dance hall stood back to the
ropm i lay in thru my sickness the place i found the
roads spread out from sit & scratch at the earth with
my shovel my pen & try to start again that way it
doesnt work longagoisawthat longagoiknew
that that wasno good nowiknow im thruwithher
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for good there is no point in continuing this story

so much seems like coincidence like some novel
you dream up in a bad year goodbye mother
goodbye father goodbye lonely feeling  its be-
coming vital now that we all quit this now its be-
coming vital that we all stop i must speak to you
without her presence ineed to tell you things she
wouldnt want me to say maybe i wont be there
when you put this book down someone will be
there itsall sosimple really its all so straightahead

it cant end like it always does  once i asked them
all to speak to me all of them now im asking you ive
always felt too shy 1inever thot youdlisten 1istill
wonder if you’ll listen to me  at some point you just
have to put the fear aside  at some point we just
havetotalk when youread thisiwant it to be me
when you read this i want to be there its so easy to
beome maudlin  its so easy to be insincere every-
thing is here asit happened i want to be sure youre
here saying hello tome icant be sure its unfair
really to ask that of you  when you put this book
downiwontbe there someone will bethere itsso
simple isntit  all one has to do is speak honestly
all you have to do is say what you feel to speak to
anyoneissosimple tospeaktoanyoneyou justput
your book down look them in the eye & tell them what
it is exactly that youre feeling
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