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The Ocean in a Bottle

I don’t see through you like 1 said 1 did,

my obsession is not insight.

Jama boclg turned to gas under its own pressure.
Sometimes | am lost outside my bones, and 1look
s0 hard for them 1 think | see other People’s bones

under their flesh.

When | feel their bones and their Flesh,
temporari|9 | c]uit looking for my own.

| thought I found my bones under your Hesh.

Wl‘lCﬂ | tOlCl 9OU l was embarrassed to ‘(ﬂOW gOU SO WC”

as to become you, Il was conFessinga terrible emptiness.

Wl’lCﬂ | lOOk ClOWﬂ and see mg ClOUCiy transparencg)

I become afraid.

My ambition to be full doesn’t diminish you
but makes you unbcarablg desirable.

| cannot become you, | cannot fill mgselF with you.

if 1 alone ghost the space between us

I will succeed onlg in vacating mgsel?.



In a Motel with Priorities
It’s 12:30 AM in Elko, Nevada.

I switch on the brand new cable Hitachi TV,
Jack is Putting his paper bamgarc] together.

Water clriPPing in the slow draining sink,

dead bugs in the translucent Iight fixtures,

a small circle smashed into the wall ]39 the doorknob,
the chair doesn’t fit under the desk, the heater has
no manual valve, Patches of unmatched rug cover
worn sPots on the carpet) no hangers in the closet,

Plastic cups are wrapped n sanitarg Plastic wrap.

lam lging ona Pink chenille bedspread) over an army
blanket and starched white sheets, the bed has a metal
frame Paintcc] to look like high gloss mahogang.

Jack almost has the whole thing assembled alreadg.

When we Pu”ec] into the Western Corral Motel
at miclnight) | demanded to pay under ten !DUC‘(S)
my limit, the man said, “$8.50,” he was readg for bed.

A half-hour later, after touring the town looking for better,
I rang the bell on his Pre~Fab motel office, waking him up,
short Fe”ow, he knew I wouldn’t find any bctter, $8.50,

and he gave me silver, 50c and a silver dollar.



| brought Julie’s banana bread in with us, didn’t eat any,

drank two glasses of wine, still warm from a full cla9 of sun.
I know the car won’t start in the moming.

I drove for three hours, knowing that if | stopped
and somehow shut off the engine, rd never get
going again, 5omething wrong with it.

I had visions of te”ing Jack how to pop the clutch
ona Ionggra&e in the middle of Nevada in the dark,
then watching as he drove off in the night.

Altemating laetween despair and complacencg.

“This is God’s country, we are safe here.” and “This is the

Forbiclcling surface of a colcl, cruel and uncompromising Planet.”

| ?ina”g eat some banana nut bread and drink

a third glass of wine, oris it a third Plastic of wine?

Jack finishes the bamgarc] and shows me a Picture
of Bugs Bunng sneaking off with the carrots
right under Elmer Fudd’s nose.

Earlier toclag, | was overcharged for a Polish strudel
with gravy, and $8.50 is an exorbitant Price to pay

to keep this anachronistic Hoa‘cing America alive.



At Home in Moline

As Don Juan would do to his front Porch,
| wander around in my Parents’ house
looking forthe magic sPo‘c

from which to exPerience evergthing.

Jack and Rachel getout babg toys and Plag with them,

| read with fascination my co”ege gearbook.

| Put onmy brother’s shoes) 627, and he wears higher heels
than | do, thin in the leather and tight like Jose Greco’s.

There’s my ex-wife’s former bog?ricnd ina leatherjacke‘c
holding a rhqe, there’s Vince Anku from Ghana standing naked
in a bath towel holdinga sign that reads, Bombs Away.

There | am holding a Plastic water faucet
up to my le{:t temple withjus‘c a trace of concern

on my 1Cace as to what’s going to come Pouring out.

Smoking cigarettes, clrinking Cutty Sark, sitting in my father's
Naugahgde lounge chair with the stick-shift Position acljustcr.

I say to the kids, “Here’s a Picture oggour mother;
can you tell which one she is? Yealﬁ, that’s right.
Here’s your mom singing with Sam 5chuman,

and here’s me, dancing.” “Is that my mom?”

“No, that’s Betsg, a girl | used to know.”



Bet59 says to me, “How does Julie feel

about you going out with me?”

“E)etsg, how do you Feel, married to an ex~Cuban,
two kids later, are you wancleringgour kitchen coop

reacling tarot cards, talking to ghosts like 1 am?”

| went to the QuacLCitg Open todag and saw
Slammin’ Sammy Snead sink an eight-mcoot putt

to tie for the lead on the third clag, 95 degrees,
c[rinl(ing Hamm’s beer, talking to my brother,
te”inghim, “Mark, you are the onlg person | know
who gives me an indiscriminate running commentary

on his every inconsequential Prejudice.”

“Women,” he says, “ifgou look at them, are

clisgustec], theg think every man is a lecher.”

There’s Wayne Gano in his underwear and there’s
Jack Chapman lookinglil(e aningénue, a man | loved,

| thought hejiltecl me.
Jack says, in the dark, sleeping in Cantwell’s room,
a year after graduation, “You know) there’s something

Pve wanted to sag...”

“What?” | say, “You can say it ... you missed me.”



“Uh) 9eah,” he says, and a slab of recognition
falls on me, he wasn’t going to say that at all.

“ like Pizza,” or “President Johnson is no goocl)”

or “Co“ege was a bore,” but not, “| love gou.”

[ call up Paul tonight in California to hear what it sounds like to
be a voice, and who answers the Phone) but my old friend Chuck.

“Chuck, you asshole, | hope to God 3ou’re sleeping
in my bed.” “Yeah, | sort omcam,” he says.

I walk bg my Father, and I touch him, | caress him.
Jack cries, “Rachel gets evergthing.”

Not tonight, my son,
tonight, love you best.



There Was a Goddess of Poetrg

There was a gOC]C{CSS O{: Poetrg

living on our block for a week.

Tomght, I went up to Paul and said,
“You know, it’s a shame we don’t g0 see her

while she’s here, and he said, “No, man, she’s gone.”
I saw aface in a window, | thought it was her,
clouded ]39 curtains and cigarette smoke,

but Paul 5895 SthS gOﬂC angwag.

I could see her clearlg, reFrigerator and overhead Iight

on the second Hoor, Paul sugges‘ced I read a book.

| ca”ed a mortal woman on the Phone and leFt

my number to be ca”ed, later on, if she wanted.
No Eurgc[ice she, Pll have to survive on my own.

After a”} the gocldess s gone, no use exaggerating
what P'm left with.



The Cow Pond

My heart is beating faster,

I'm at a loss to remember it a”,

I remember the house almost exploding,
running under the house to shut off the gas,

no curtain for the toilet.

The road winding beside a creek up to the house,
the unclergrowt]ﬁ thick and green beside the road,
insects, noises at night, shutting the door against
the clogs and pups, shutting the gate after going
through in cars or on horseback, lis‘ceningto the

breathing aswe slept, not touc]ﬁing, iIn one room.

All of us Forminga caravan from Alan’s house,

over the hill, to the cow Pond, and swimming naked,

two miles from the ocean, Nancg’s small breasts exposed,
Patricia’s hiClClCl’l, Katie, | can’t remember) was she naked?

Mg erection growing and calmed.

Walking the horse back and forth down the steeP slope,
slipping in my leather-soled shoes, did the Police come,
or the owner, or on19 a fisherman?

ThC ChilC{FCﬂ le’OWI’]iﬂg each o’cher.

Lging on the cracked, caked mud bank, under the ricketg tower,

was it a Pumping station or a dock when the water was higher?



The cows came but moved off when Alan 36”6&,
what did he ge”? And he was naked, 40 years old,
a school teacher asking ques’cions, at home, alone)

on the weekend, suclc]enlg with visitors.

Katie in love with Tom, I didn’t know it at the time,
naked, I rolled over on my be”g, let my erection subside,

the children Fincling sand easier to Plag in, the water cold.

Tom and I stood on the Pla’mcorm a long time before diving in,
coming up shouting, I was the first naked, eager for it, leaving

my clo’ches and running to tOUCh the water 1Cor an excuse.

Nancg quie‘c, the least aPParent) was the onlg woman
naked after a while, was Katie naked? 1 don’t think so,

| was overweight, Alan trim, Tom the one loved.

Tom climbed the wooden tower, | looked out across the Pond,
up at Tom, back for a moment at the others circling a spo’c,

Fin&inga smooth Place for the sacks of food and clothing.

The chilclren, what were the children doing? | went around
the Poncl) my bog followed, his sister too small, still with

her mother, was she ever naked or did shejust seem sO”
| wanted to be nakecl, at a distance from the women

and the men, come walking back at thcm, worried about

the sharP gravel undemcoot, looking down, seeing my genitals.
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looked up, they were looking in the sacks

for sandwiches, still too earlg to begin eating,

Nancg’s large ass, Patricia with stretch mar|<s, covered up,
never uncovered) su”en, she was Alan’s closest Friend,

a dancer and Tom’s wife, Katie my wife.

Terrible things haPPening children clrowning,
getting Iost, being hunted amcter, out bg the horses,
looking for Poison oak, Pointing out the Poison oak
to the children, the Fog comingin and burning off,
the long view of the artichoke fields and seeing,

what adults would do) what were we doing’?

So, reﬂec‘cing NOW, from the clistance, Nancg seems attractive,
Alan the sad one. No, | am the sad one, naive, some sgmpathg

for the COWS, their Poncl) rurming when Alan 96”6&, he the exPcrt,
knowing what to 96”, sccinga bu”, the strag bu”, missing from
someone’s Farm, Alan the ncighbor, hunting for the strag)

warning us off.

| a swimmer, Tom a swimmer, the water onlg a Pond, cold,
swimming incidental, we talked, some naked, Patricia not,

what did we talk about? Katie, my wife, in love with Tom,

I did not know it, at the time, she not noticing that I loved her
Perspiration in the sun, touchinga Hg off her shoulcler, she was

naked) her stretch marks not showing, or | don’t remember-.
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Yes, | remember her ass, largcr than she wished) evergone’s
about as bumpg and wrinklec], her awkward run to the water,
she self-conscious of Tom, | thouglﬂt she was afraid to be nakecl,

she was embarrassed naked in the sauna with Kevin and Lisa.

I naked, Probablg the first, an erection coming quicklg, sending
exhilaration through me, subsiding, | can be naked, the first to it,
still afraid of horses, children, men, women, ignored, Katie in love

with Tom, Patricia, his wife, covered with ... her awareness?

Patricia and Tom now divorced, Katie and me now divorced,

Nancy divorced before, Alan single) Even Kevin and Lisa divorced.

Not so Foolish as to blamc the water or thc sun or nakec]ness

or the children or animals, we Pairec] every way we could think of.

Nancg seems more beautipul) in memory now, the rest,

now that | know the storg not so intcresting.

Tomand | driving 139 the artichokes, stacked in crates,
trying to bug some from the Pickers, “no English”) leaving
the Ponc] because someone came up na truck, I think,

with Fishing gear.
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| Direct the Phone Book in a ngphong

| direct the Phone book in a sgmphong

with a short Piece of fallen cornice.

The table lamp Presides
like a bundle of ﬂaming sticks.

San Francisco tonight is cool

like the outreaches of a campmcire.

lam sitting in my kitchen

like a man with connections.

It matters not whether you car@cu”g choose
the rampaging automobiles you step in front of,

the Pain is the same.

When your truck bursts into Hames, and you enlist
a farmer to toss dirt on the miserable event, when you
tell the story with no love in it, of course the Indians

ofgour true desires will get in.

Mg father tells me he wanted his sons to Iag
a thousand bucks a month on him in his old age.

He’s going into his old age like | go into the Phone book,
blind hoPc and blind love anticipate our blind date with the future.
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Two Letters at Once

My brother writes to me from lllinois, where he is living

in our Parents’ house, “Are you going to send me my Pants,”
he says, and then he describes the Pants, “The blue cordurog
Pants with the Hap on the back Pocke‘c.”

Then he says he needs them, then he tells me he ran into my all-time
favorite girlFriencl at the country club in East Moline where he is a

bartencier, and he mentions he met another girl who said I once told
her she reminded me of an Easter ege, he says he Forgets her name,

he says my favorite girlmcriend has two kids and a bald husband.

Then he says Dad and Mother have gone to Mexico, then he

says he and his girhcriend are going to Jamaica Jan 8, then he says,
“Send me my Pants,” then he asks me to helP get him back in school
out here) then he says he’ll be out here in Februarg, he finishes ]39
saying, “The snow is two feet cleep but toclag IS beginning to melt.”

Then| open the letter from Chuck who is living back in New York
with his Parents, his letter comes to me on a Macg’s bag, hejokes

about worl(ing at such a humiliatingjob as clerk at Macg)s.

Then he talks about our friend Paul who is in the Yucatan and how
terrific that is, | mean whoever actua”g goes where theg say theg want
to £0, then he says he’s saved up 350 bucks and is about to move into
the city, he says he’s expecting ajob at one of the 75 Private schools
he’s applied to.

14



Then he asks me to send him a copy of the Plag we wrote together,
he says he’s included a dollar bill to pay for the copging, but 1look
and there is no dollar bi”, I look on the floor to see if | clroPPed it,
ook in the bag to see if he’s being cute about it, but there is no

dollar bill.

Sol replg, “Cheapskate) Pm not going to send you
another goddamn Plag, there’s no dollar bill angwhcre.”

Ancl, “Fuck you, bastard) Pm not going to send you your
goclclamn blue Pants) I didr’t ask you to leave them here.”

And then | zerox the Pants andIsend a copy of them

to Paul, in the Yucatan, who never writes me any letters.
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Dear Paul, | Have Got Drunk in Your Honor

Dear Paul, I have got drunk in your honor,
recling around the passageway, stumbling
between the faucet and the Pouring rain,
inhabiting the house with my hands.

[ called everyone | know tonight, except you,
because the Yucatan is unlistcd, on TV, aman
convicted of a crime of Passion) reneges before
the climax, | aimlesslg Piss my lurching desire
into the River of the Porcelain Banks.

Please Forgive me if my note is brief,

lam in the citg, and here we are discreet.

There’s danger in the city, it’s harder and harder to get
c[runk) I hear Tequila’s Fi&g cents a quart in Guatemala.

The woman | wrote you about eats and drinks alongside me,
the town is a desperate Place, I hear Mexico’s hot and humid,

and clrinking is an accePtable escape from difficulties.
There’s a beautiful episocle of drinking on TV, a man rides

a horse clown a road ancl there’s water Howing in a stream

like booze, Mexico must hold such wonders.
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Ah, The City Smells Like a Forest Fire
Ah, the city smells like a forest fire.

Jim brings Bambi to my side to calm me

and a charred SClUiFTCl to sharpen m9 1Cear.

What exactlg is an emergency medical Poet? Whg
is he carrging bandages AND a blunt instrument?

Ah, the city smells like fish and chips,

c[umpecl on its victims like a Pile of leaves.
A Poe‘c is often the onlg care available

when the accident occurs, and hc’sjust

as likelg to kick the victim as kiss him.
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Mg Friend Flew in from Denver

My friend flew in from Denver, | hadn’t seen him
in eleven years, and boom, on the second clag
of his stay he lag on the couch in an insulin seizure,

his bod9 in convulsion) his eyes bulging clemonica”g.

| sent the kids to wake him up, to go out to dinner,

Jack ran back to my room, “He scares me,” Jack said.

He and | went to co”ege together, now | held him,
benc]ing his rigicl ]30(:19 against itself at the waist,
my hand at the nape of his Perspiring neck, Pouring
orange-laineapplejuice and sugar water between his

cigarette~stained teeth) over his swollen tongue.

“C’mon, man, drink it, swa“ow, swa”ow, that’s it, good) man,

beauthcul)” he gulpecl and swallowed an infant’s amount oﬁuice.

Bob was easy-going and droopg-eged in co”ege,

a year later, he discovered he was diabetic.

“Rachel, getme a towel,” five years olcl,

and as soon as | said it, she handed it to me.

Before he went into 5hoc|<) before he went to 5|eep,
he told me he was a diabetic, | gota card out of his wallet,
it said, “I am a diabetic, if 1 do not respond, if1act strange,

it's because of my condition.”
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“Cmon,” he said, without consonants, bug~egec], gurgling in
his throat, “c’mon,” he said, and | was embarrassed, J thought,
“He wants me to hold him, to comfort him)” I had the bod9 of
a Fu”~grown man in my arms, and he wanted me to cradle him,

to nurture and care 1Cor him.

He flew out here for ajob interview, theg gave him 30 minutes,
and theg ignored him, like an over~eager suitor, | asked him,
“What do you want, do you want more honeg) do you want

to rest, do you want morejuice, do you want to sit uP?”

“Cmon,” he said, in a clemancling, desperate groan,
the citg ambulance drivers stood around like helpless
Passersbg, masking their helplessness with first aid
information theg recited uneasilg, as | held my friend.

In Denver, 10 years ago, he took my brother and me
to the dog races, and to impress another Friend) he
introduced us to Denver traffic with reckless finesse

and ca”ecl it “a traftic move”.
In co”ege, he missed an afternoon class for several weeks,
and it became a recurring dream of mine, to have missed

something for months, without excuse, with terrible fear.

He spi’c mucus and honeg) from asPirating the Huicls) onto

the towel, | wiPecl his cheeks and lips, “Good, man, good.”
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He coughecl and groaned, almost a wail, he clraggecl his arms
in the air above his head, knuckled his eyes and spi‘c like a comic

infant onto my sleeves, “Thanks a lo‘c, Pal,” | said, Pretencling relief.

After seeing an old friend, with an embrace of recognition,
knowing there was so much good talk ahead of us, when a
better ambulance came, theg strapped him in and carried

him down the s’ceeP stairs like a man down a mountain.

The driver asked me for his details, 33 years old, co”ege
teacher, divorced, alone, diabetic, tired, under emotional

stress, away from homc, Possible shock.

We had spent the night laughing and te”ing stories,
full of ourselves, from one bar to another with Carol Ann,

who said, “Pm leaming so much about you, because of Bob.”

He lag in Room 5, ministered to bﬂ a tall nurse, he looked
at me, “Jesus, man,” he said and glanced at the ceiling
“Pve done this before, and every time | come out of this,

b))

someone says, “That's amazing, thcg gave him his insulin,
and his recovery was so dramatic, so immediate, someone

alwags had to see it was amazing.

We took a cab home and gota Pizza, and I told him how
to eat his Pizza, he told me his seizure was a manipulation,
and that | was the one maniPulatecL “And now I’'m te”ing

you how to eat your Pizza)” I saicl, and he nodded.
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“You know,” I said, “you’re the first person to tell me

tneg’ve been manipulating me before | resented it.”

We talked about living analgtical and manipulative lives,

“It's lager upon lager,” he said.

At breakpast, he saicl, “You are a Pcncormcr, do you think you
are unique init, or do you think other People do it, too?” | said

I thought | was unique, but! thougnt everyone else did it, too.

Ona Picnic to&ag, he acted out a two-Panel cartoon from

the New Yorker) a cave man holds meat over a Fire, while his
woman and kids cower in the background, and in the second
Panel, a surburbanite holds meat over a barbecue Pi‘c, while his
wife and kids recoil in the background, he enacted the scene
with energy and made the grouncl beside the table a theatre.

He thanked me, before he flew home, and we both knew he’d
made 5ometning nappen to thank me For, but it didn’t matter.

Jack wore his Cub Scout uniform all weekencl, even tnougn

the trooP had disbanclecl, the den mother had resigned.

Someone at the Picnic called the Bog Scouts a fascist

organization, but I said, “No, it’s ritual, it’s i‘iappg ritual.
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Filling Out the Tight Pockets of the Spirit
o 4 P

l:i”ing out the tight Pocl(ets of the sPirit, country music at dawn
to pump the blood alive, thinking about my old bed of soft nails.

TV is no cave entrance, its Hashing horizon is no Place to go,
dear God, who has no face, no name, no language, l want to
take it like an animal, not like a man, 1 can hear my heart

beatingin my riBS} like a gori”a with gumption.

There are two ways to smoke a cigarette, a head in the oven,

or a tongue in the camlmcire) these teeth used to chew raw meat.

There’s a conga drum in the kitchen mocking the telephone that
sits like a Plas‘cic lizard on the shchc) the damn red thing couldn’t
bite a bison on the butt if it had a map and an army to back it up-.

Swift was right when he dreamed the Pit‘ced moonscape of the human
face, wrong when he despisecl it, no civilized formica, we are quarries)
swamps, we are caribou, infested with worms, we are sharksj not
submarines, dolpl‘n’ns not bat]ﬁgspheres, move over, monkegs,

m hot for 9ourjungle.
Theg’re Plaging music as loud as thcg can at 2AM in the Stadium

Garage, and the cars therein move not a muscle, neither do theg

dance, but the music continues into the night.
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Don’t Cut Your Hair in Your Ex-Wife’s House

The stranger says, “One thing for sure, when it’s crummy down here,
you know it’s not any better in the city,” she was sitting ncc|<~<:leep on
the first shelf of the Jacuzzi, her boclg a distorted dwarf in the water.

“Do you drink beer?” she says, “Pm working as a waitress to get
money to be a chiropractor,” she was a farm girl, twentg miles from my
ex-wife’s hometown in lowa, | tell her 'm a Poet) “Sound’s exciting,”
she says, and | drop the subject, “Pmin 210,” she says, “clrop in for

a beer, will you be here, tomorrow?” she says, inclicating the Pool.

It’s a great Place tobe a l<icl, no hassle, lots of room, you can leave
the front door open, there are other kicls, rules that noboclg cares
about, schools that don’t matter, walls marbled bg hand Prints.

OonTV, there’s Rudolf Nureyev, te”ing Morleg Safer whg he won’t
have kids, it would drive the little imbeciles crazy, my ex-wife explains
ina cliarg [ find that | seemed at times, cluring our “unhappg” marriage,

a mundane and adolescent PCY’SOI’], ancl so lam.

And here is Meadow Oal(s, and Mountain View, and || take two
years at Foothill Co”ege,” the future chiropractor says, “it can’t
do me any harm,” butitis Passion | seek, begond the comfort.

[ fix dinner, I fix a flat tire, 1 fix the adjustment on the TV,

but!can’t geta fix on Passion, theg’re bringinggambling
to Atlantic City to bring the bored walkers alive.
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I will strut my vanity on a stage, | will put my self
inside a self larger than myselF and watch it fit.

[ like beinga poet, I like my work.

This may be real life down here, but it’s Iou59 theatre,

it may be conversation, but the conversation is over.
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In the Lovelg haILLight of Late 75

In the Iovelg halFJght of late >75, the air is a splcndid
red~grag from the Best Foods Magonnaise {:actorg.

The forest of toppling buildings | prepare to enter

is fronted bg fire engjnes, careening into crowds.

Pve been waiting for you to take this walk with me,

if a person can be called imPortant for love.

The blue skg is diffused with bricks and the woodland

Paths are scattered with unbroken cemented hearts.

All my llusions are being replacecl because omcgou,

my children are bringing me cotton gi&s.
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The Sgrul:) on the Balcon9

It isjuvenile to wrap 9ourselF in waxed paper, easing the vision
between the Plas‘cic case of the newspaper and the unprinted)
‘I care, | care,” Susie is my cousin, she’s a soulful IimPer sister,

Sl’lC’S a” roses and toeses ancl HCCCiﬂg t}’IC lamb again.

Nobodg ques’cions the qucstioner, nobod9 makes a Piazza of

the most aPProPriatC noses that demand it bg their availabilitg

to the sinus desire that drips like a questionnaire onto the sidewalk
in front of the innocent who most need to ask the ques’cion, and 36’:

theg are the very ones being c]ueriecl, nevermind for answers.

The syrup on the balcong makes watching the Paracle a sliPPerg
affair, 1 know better, I saw a longhom in the stairwell, looking fora
hotel room full of merchandise, sitting in the cafeteria downstairs,
relocating detonator caps from his brain to his Fingertips, and yet
[ feel gicldg, like a kid at the rippleg end of a long swing arc.

I don’t feel rigid or geometric, | feel like running down the corridors
of my vesicles like a flesh and blood, Heshg, Hoodg, fleshed and
blazing, flushed and brazen, Flambuogant, brooding, breeding,
Hicker on the water, tongue on the lips, egg comes out of the she”,
like a hopc, like a drambuie of the tasted dream bowie knife.

A little doggie goes down on the cement like the noise of a shadow,
like a sight you see when the sound your hear appears in the great
big cavern OFgour eardrums, and you get all wet in the warm rain

that comes down in the blazing sun.
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Mama, | answer with a clean Plate, Mama, | loved your fried lies,
Mama, ask me a heavg ques‘cion about water, tocla9 I have gotten
wondemcu”g wet, Mama, | think there’s a swimming Pool in North
Beach that I can live in like an almond in a roca, like a Pinba”
Plager N a Pinchback suit, it’s true, Mama, goodnight) Mama,

goodbge Mama, he“ow, mi Corazon.

He”o, my most babg, my unbabg,

my every wonder, my end of it all.

l have Finallg come clean like a crawdad gone thought{:ul on
the water close end of the lakeside sand, like an armful of
arms that wail in my arms, like 1love you, like 1love you a”,

lll(C J IOVC gOU a” HOU are.

Goodnight Kate, Goodmght Irene, when the moon

comes over the mountain, Pll see you in my dreams.
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