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each one is almost a figure.

|_| O W | O ﬂ Even the sky is alive:
)

the yellow crescent moon, half

Oil on Linen, 48 x 38 in

a mouth, howls,

CVYPreSSes | iwmmanisieos

I howled once, fled

the house at 2:00 A.M.,

not where cypresses

line the great vineyards’ drives,
but under November sycamores
near the SP tracks: I ran,
stumbled, almost fell, and

ran again, ripped my shirt, bared
the love wound, and howled, lips
stretched so wide the wordless
vowels hurt. And nobody heard,
saw, or dared to.

In the painting, nobody’s face,

or mine or yours, surfaces

in the fore-tree, eyes and mouth round,
lit beige: has a god arbored

another woman—tongueless

but not senseless—to feel,

bleed, die in that body

only partly wood?

Here and there, a touch

of emerald and beeswax gold
lights on the foliage;

and in the delta of sky

between the two trees,
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coils or concentric petals:

is burls, howls, roses.
The cypresses writhe.
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