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A coach

bowls along backwards, with us inside it

and the demented coachman

all alone

bowls along in front

.  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .

who himself  reports this hallucination

so you’d better believe him
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A cactus

stamps a dwelling

on the sand’s !re

may lodge a rabbit

lost 

in the desert
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It enveloped me

and took out my heart

and said:

Here you are

a beach on my hands

naked of  sands

and winds

Here they are

A small gazelle

bounds over the shells

and the waves

Confess,

you who pretend chivalry,

the guilt of  madness.
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Lost

in the waste or someone’s arms

what’s the di"erence

you haven’t much of  a way with either night

poor guy

choose exile

its boundary    the taper

in poetry’s house


