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The Babble of Life

Of one piece sweeping
A slow gait of gauze
And a weeping woman
Done in chiaroscuro.
If I take to burn or return this world,
Like light behind windblown fog and sand,
Away losing the world in such distances!

Or the fallen petals further down to shake. 



Of tired, outstripped Five-nines that dropped behind,
Swept by balms of spring.
In their masks, cloaks, scepters, and crowns,
They walk back and forth along buried ground,
Reading children’s stories by Tolstoy,
Of balancing, and testing, and pre-correction,
Especially in May, at sunup,
Since God is marching on.


