
Black Leather Night 

S m o k e d glass, curlicues 
smudges of r a i n on the windows . 
T h e heavy c lunk of glasses 
o n the im i t a t i on marb le 
a d u l l reality. 
O n the television screen 
C a n a d a a n d Russ i a struggle 
i n refereed athletic war , 

a n d th rough the d i n a n d smoke 
she moves, her black leather pants, 
she moves th rough the fantasies, 
the fuzzy tv screens filtered 
th rough the after-work fingerprints 
of the c rowd . W e wa tch , yes, 
but there is no th ing there to remember , 
no th ing to take away, 

but see her movements, yes, 
soft as midn igh t , graceful , 
a thoroughbred i n a moonl i t field, 
m o v i n g th rough our night 
and , O , we should , 
the whole w o r l d shou ld 
be h o l d i n g its breath. 
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