Adrienne Rich, fromDIVING INTO THE WRECK

“Rape”

There is a cop who is both prowler and father:

he comes from your block, grew up with your brothers,

had certain ideals.

You hardly know him in his boots and silver badge,

on horseback, one hand touching his gun.

You hardly know him but you have to get to know him:

he has access to machinery that could kill you.

He and his stallion clop like warlords among the trash,

his ideals stand in the air, a frozen cloud

from between his unsmiling lips.

And so, when the time comes, you have to turn to him,

the maniac's sperm still greasing your thighs,

your mind whirling like crazy.  You have to confess

to him, you are guilty of the crime

of having been forced.

And you see his blue eyes, the blue eyes of all the family

whom you used to know, grow narrow and glisten,

his hands types out the details 

and he wants them all

but the hysteria in your voice pleases him best.

You hardly know him but now he thinks he knows you:

he has taken down your worst moment

on a machine and filed it in a file.

He knows, or he thinks he knows, how much you imagined;

he knows, or thinks he knows, what you secretly wanted.

He has access to machinery that could get you put away;

and if, in the sickening light of the precinct,

and if, in the sickening light of the precinct,

your details sound like a portrait of your confessor,

will you swallow, will you deny them, will you lie your way home?

“Trying to Talk with a Man”

Out in this desert we are testing bombs,

that’s why we came here.

Sometimes I feel an underground river

forcing its way between deformed cliffs

an acute angle of understanding

moving itself like a locus of the sun

into this condemned scenery.

What we’ve had to give up to get here –

whole LP collections, films we starred in

playing in the neighborhoods, bakery windows

full of dry chocolate0filled Jewish cookies,

the language of love-letters, of suicide notes,

afternoons on the riverbank

pretending to be children 

Coming out to this desert

we meant to change the face of

driving among dull green succulents

walking at noon in this ghost town

Surrounded by a silence

that sounds like the silence of this place

except that it came with us

and is familiar

and everything we were saying until now

was an effort to blot it out –

coming out here we are up against it

Out here I feel more helpless

with you than without you

you mention the danger

and list the equipment

we talk of people caring for each other

in emergencies – laceration, thirst –

but you look at me like an emergency

Your dry heat feels like power

your eyes are stars of a different magnitude

they reflect lights that spell out: EXIT

when you get up and pace the floor

talking of the danger

as if it were not ourselves

as if we were testing anything else

