James Merrill from "The Broken Home"

One afternoon, red, satyr-thighed

Michael, the Irish Setter, head

Passionately lowered, led

The child I was to a shut door. Inside,

Blinds beat sun from the bed.

The green-gold room throbbed like a bruise.

Under a sheet, clad in tattoos

Lay whom we sought, her hair undone, outspread,

And of a blackness found, if ever now, in old

Engravings where the acid bit.

I must have needed to touch it

Or the whiteness -- was she dead?

Her eyes flew open, startled strange and cold.

The dog slumped to the floor. She reached for me. I fled.

Tonight they have stepped out onto the gravel.

The party is over, It's the fall

of 1931. They love each other still.

She: Charlie, I can't stand the pace.

He: come on, honey -- why, you'll bury us all!

A lead soldier guards my windowsill:

Khaki rifle, uniform, and face.

Something in me grows heavy, silvery, pliable.

How intensely people used to feel!

Like metal poured at the close of a proletarian novel,

Refined and glowing from the crucible,

I see those two hearts, I'm afraid,

Still. Cool herein the graveyard of good and evil,

They are even so to be honored and obeyed.

A child, and dog roam the corridors,

Still of the broken home. No sound. The brilliant

Rag runners halt before wide-open doors.

My old room! Its wallpaper -- cream, medallioned

With pink and brown -- brings back the first nightmares,

Long summer colds, and Emma, sepia-faced,

Perspiring over broth carried upstairs

Aswim with golden fats I could not taste.

The real house became a boarding school.

Under the ballroom ceiling's allegory

Someone at last may be allowed

To learn something; or, from my window, cool,

With the unstiflement of the entire story,

Watch a red setter stretch and sink in cloud.

Henry Taylor:

Sick in Soul and Body Both

Bulls have small brains.  I stood at the pipe fence

around my uncle's new concrete and steel

bull-pen and watched one of the residents

push his forehead against the pipe until

his front feet came up off the concrete walk

and all his weight was on that four-inch rail.

He spoke to me.  It wasn't human talk,

but I could understand it pretty well.


That fence was tight, but I gave a quick salute

and came away from there.  His brain was small,

but he knew one thing:  all he wanted to do

was kill me.  Men mean pain.  And what I knew 

was, it can work both ways.  I wanted to shoot

that fucker, just to see him jump and fall.
