


































































in a flue were imprisoned, so what could 
they do? Outside odors of demolition in 
here. But the air's thin between us. The 
maggoty weather. I'm fanciful as the 
southern summer. Bone fingers bearing 
fruit; this is to have. And Harry on the 
verge of a sneeze. In a moment Alice will 
insist. "Who are you supposed to be 
waiting for, anyway?" For relief troops, 
of course. For the Greeks to push a 
wooden horse through that door. For a 
windfall inheritance. Waitin' for de 
judgement day. But - and turn 
around- not waiting for a girl. Harry , I 
don't understand. Alice , you know me. 
Patient as the tower clock : Shrug the 
time . "I recognize your What next? 
expression, Harry." 

"What next?" 
"Assuming we're in love?" 
"Yeah." 
"Well, you'd approach me as though I 

were a statue come to life ." Harry cutting 
through a thorny, bewitched forest of 
nerves . To the lady on the swayback 
mattress. And seated again, catching his 
life at her side. 

"Then, you'd give me your most even 
stare to make sure I understood your 
intentions." The whole fast instant, 
reduced to a query. I'm yours like pain's 
urgency. In the hungry noise a man 
jumped in front of a subway. A dozen 
faces died. I put my eyes before you. 

"Harry?" 
He slowly shakes his head. Harry , his 

abandon. Like rolling off the rocks and 
into the steaming trough. Like falling and 
hoping. Take hold. There's untold quiet 
here. There's mystery afoot. And it's 
there, behind your eyes, where you don't 
know that I don't know. What. 

"Alice?" Harry's body was hirsute and 
hard. Alice was wedding-gown white. 
Hold and curl under me for an only 
touch, the one that makes you me. 
What's dark not dark enough. What's sea 
is not deep enough. Honoring the things 
that flew away. Now melt together. So 
easy. Now spin like the leaves far into the 
afternoon. Your ballet thoughts, my fire. 
Now join a woman's smile, a man's. 
Endure a bit. The lighthouse does. Sift a 
while the glimmering city. Wait for the 
sea and the night. I've heard that ghost 
ships await us yet. Good, and where to? 
On and on. I have heard that wild 
stallions still run the moors. On and on. 
I've heard that to love is to love. And to 
sleep, wake , kiss , and sleep again .i 
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1968 ... 
A good year for art shacks. 

A vintage year for world-famous 
jazz artists. 

A great year for hocking and 
heaving. 

A tremendous year for Maypole 
dances and fertility rites. 

And 1969-70 is looking better 
all the time. An aeriform world 
of phantasmagoric experiences 
awaits foetal mankind. When 
man reaches the moon, and goes 
beyond it- you will be there. 
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