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Excerpt from Prologue

In the poenpark the seasons spill

as one.

Exchline atree panted

grows root s, therodt s tunnel beneath the page.
Li nbs stem

Qccasional |y, a snal | shudder
is a thought m sreneniered

Sone days, visitors
flood the getes in hoarcs. Eticed

Then for nonths the park, exposed to the el enent s, veit s
Negl ect ed.

Abadytanghble breeze stirs the grass
remnds the pak thet it isindsd



Qerry (1

Chi | dhood has gypsy fars

nat recd lected intraquillity

but hardy recd |l ected.

totry dzzing to have been al nost as cl osed

and find as a book.

Chil dhood is gypsy fars
squatting on barren | and tranpl ed

swhngs twrling like the gypsy wonen sddrt's
nulticd ored bell's, wistles, string

red and green popcorn, pink cotton candy

fake pipes, pastic bracd et s, rings

and dark faces so nany dark faces

chldoodis fars
gypsying

G andnot her crossi ng the canal
hating gypsies

crossing the cana
to buy a bunch of cherries, stens tied
wth string



Excerpt from Il Giardino Italiano
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| eroded into spect ade

| eroded

| had inprisoned the | and nirthed a it statue

| becane religious. | becane cannibal and gorged.
| af focated nysel f wth ny oawn grandeur .

| thimed

| thinned sone nore.

| redized the privilege of a bow.

| bowed before ny own privil ege.

| squandered, everything, even you, even beauty, especidly
thought. O, howgiddy | was squandering t hought.

Qutsice| hedtipped lifeonits side, materided, ad | tipang,
i nsensat e.



d ose your eyes (1)

| dreamt a crow woke ne
totel ne | vas slegping
it had flown over ny sleep
vwondered at its wakef ul ness

since then | nmind crons
alittle nare
sleep wth ny eyes open



Excerpt from Haunted House
2

Wen Qpheus followed the streamback to the land of the living
he was ta d not to I ook behind him
yet he dd

simply too curiak.

Stream spring out of the ground,
damatiqityinthsteritaytha isdl too new

We vai t

contenpl at e Q pheus
his plans of rescue
his sinple, obstinate di sobed ence
hisfagtfu stream

We find the park | acki ng age.
Those wth grand i deas
spawni ng sal non, | usci ous ravi nes

force the streamto surface.

Dont live under a guarding hand, a spade.
Live only were your rippled story streans.

And if we nuse on Q pheus
it isnerdy wth afodness far wll, for d sobed ence

S excavate. .
Bxcavat e!



Qe day inthe life of a nodern, popul ated fortress
1
I's norning ever whi spered? Wo has the throat?

| carythepakinside it is ny nauth
Ad ny nouth is of the fortress.

Fortress a cruniling stillness

stricken
on the battlenent s buil di ng phot ographs.

Qen the shutters!
Listen

the town seepsin
| oosened
unhi nged
from tine siron gate

it islae ad yesterday
now and t onorrow

it isdefening

ths batleinthe throa

SO a surise
| sit history on ny knees and | seduce her .
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