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T h e e u l o g i u m , 

n o t h i n g b u t m e a t a n d gravy! 

M y p r i z e statue catches fire 

u n d e r the a r c h l i g h t s , 

Is heavy as brass, 

w e i g h s m e d o w n l i k e a n a n c h o r 

as I stagger b a c k 

to m y f r o n t - r o w seat. 

H o w f a m e h i n t s at h u m b l i n g ballasts, 

stones at the c o r e . 

W h y now, R i l k e , y o u r vo ice against victory, 

that "to e n d u r e is a l l ? " 

T h e n m o r e : as this w o m a n sidles u p 

a n d asks: w h e r e are y o u f r o m ? 

Soft b a b y b l u e s (mask g r e e n , 

hate , as i n h o o d e d c l a n s m a n ) 

search f o r f a u l t l i n e s 

i n m y s k i n , b l a c k eyes. 

Sorry, lady, I have n o t h i n g 

b u t the sweetness o f s i lence , 

I've a l r e a d y d o n e 

w i t h m y fire a n d m y s o n g . 

RIENZI CRUSZ 


