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The Prince

The prince in t

Is starting to sing
As if hisypice were a sword
That cuts down thorny brushes. '
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The Child

Everyone pretends not to see him,
everyone glances at the water

as if noone was there,

as if there were no fruit hanging low
enough to be picked.

His head, his sparkling eyes,

his dripping lashes,

his laugh at the currrent

that used to carry gold, they say,
powder gold to be covered by sand,
Just to know it's there,

the child says,

speaking at last to those who dare listen.
Just to know where it came from

To feel it under my feet,

to know it's what people kill for,

to know it's not worth an gpple from that tree,
to know all that

and not care.

Don’t you see,

the child asks,

my feet aren’t getting wet.

It's my head that gets dry.

Let me save you,

says the child in the water.

| can see you are drowning.

He reaches out

But doesn’t touch my hand.




llliterate

When that bird fell

It threw a verse to me:

It's here in my hands,

feathery warm, linked with silken thread.
But I'm illiterate

| cannot read the words

When that tree broke,

it dropped a poem

at my feet

It's here in my hands

coarse and strong, smelling of bees.
But I'm illiterate.

| cannot read the words.

When that cloud broke,

Its message rained on me.

It's here on my skin,

warm, anointing, flowery smell.
But sorry, I'm illiterate.

| just can’t read the words.




The 1st Woman

What about that woman
When she meets

all these believers-in-themselves,
she covers her ears and eyes

for fear of all those question marks
she adds to people’s statements,
though she still remembers
touching cold stone,

even the cotton fur of a rabbit child.
She’s squinting at a distant light,
way behind that horizon of hers,
that closes in on her.

She wants that rabbit to show her

a way out of the valley

and teach her

rabbits can talk,

leaves can talk,

skies can talk,

stones can talk,

even she, herself, may be able to talk
one day

if she remembers the nature of sound.
What about that woman

with her hands in the air

gripping nothing-ness

out of the void.




The 2nd woman

What about that woman?

Do you trust her?
Did you not see that her eyes are like stolen Jewels"
Her metal words tune " %
into the buzzing of the undergrowth
electric words i
meant to shock living creaf;'gre's VaAway. n
| know | cannot touch her.r-

She’s like a spldenNeb :

She will cllng mvnsrbly Ib your skin. -
What is she wa}aghform . 0%
Time does net»(f
her shadow hertb VS NO %
The winds dare- hat touch ‘har W|§‘py ha|r
Insects shy from fweY froze n,skrn
How can we teII Her to Ie%wet?'
How can we maké her/leéve'?t‘:"&
She may choose to vamsh ina second
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she may choose to stay. = -
We will learn to live w;th her frigid gaze,
her timeless silence,.
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Anyway,

the moon wasn't there.
Just some veteran satellite

passing at exaggerated speed.

Someone dared

light a housebroken fire,
someone else hummed

a common tune.

The wine was too cold and we
sat too far apart.

Each of us entwined

in petty conversation

and jokes laughed at

a hundred times.
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