"At Bickford's"

You should understand that I use my body for everything now

whereas formerly I kept it away from higher regions.

My clothes are in a stack over against the orange pine cupboard

and my hair is lying in little piles on the kitchen floor.

I am finally ready for the happiness I spent my youth arguing and

fighting against.

Twenty years ago-walking on Broadway-

I crashed into Shaddai and his eagles.

My great specialty was darkness then

and radiant sexual energy.

Now when light drips on me I walk around without tears.

-Before long I am going to live again on four dollars a day

in the little blocks between 96th and 116th.

I am going to follow the thin line of obedience

between George's Restaurant and Salter's Books.

There is just so much feeling left in me for my old ghost

and I will spend it all in one last outburst of charity.

I will give him money; I will listen to his poems;

I will pity his marriage.

-After that I will drift off again to Bickford's 

and spend my life in the cracked cups and the corn muffins.

I will lose half my hatred

at the round tables

and let any beliefs that to overtake me.

On lucky afternoons the sun will break through the thick glass

and rest like a hand on my forehead.

I will sit and read in my chair;

I will wave from my window.

THE DOG

What I was doing with my white teeth exposed

like that on the side of the road I don't know,

and I don't know why I lay beside the sewer

so that lover of dead things could come back

with his pencil sharpened and his piece of white paper.

I was there for a good two hours whistling

dirges, shrieking a little, terrifying

hearts with my whimpering cries before I died

by pulling the one leg up and stiffening.

There is a look we have with the hair of the chin

curled in mid-air, there is a look with the belly

stopped in the midst of its greed.  the lover of dead things

stoops to feel me, his hand is shaking.  I know

his mouth is open and his glasses are slipping.

I think his pencil must be jerking and the terror

of smell—and sight—is overtaking him;

I know he has that terrified faraway look

that death brings—he is contemplating.  I want him

to touch my forehead once and rub my muzzle

before he lifts me up and throws me into

that little valley.  I hope he doesn't use

his shoe for fear of touching me; I know,

or used to know, the grasses down there; I think

I knew a hundred smells.  I hope the dog's way

doesn't overtake him, one quick push,

barely that, and the mind freed, something else,

some other thing, to take its place.  Great heart,

great human heart, keep loving me as you lift me,

give me your tears, great loving stranger, remember

the death of dogs, forgive the yapping, forgive

the shitting, let there be pity, give me your pity.

How could there be enough?  I have given

my life for this, emotion has ruined me, oh lover,

I have exchanged my wildness—little tricks

with the mouth and feet, with the tail, my tongue is a parrot's,

I am a rampant horse, I am a lion.

I wait for the cookie, I snap my teeth—

as you have taught me, oh distant and brilliant and lonely.

