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I had not expected her 
to be attractive . those 
d ichotomies are rare-dark 
& laugh i ng, talk ing l ightly 

leani ng s l ig htly agai nst s i lences. 
Facing such femin ine subtlety I 
h u rl myself out i n  general it ies: 
"God is dead." Afraid 

there won't be t ime to say, 
"Whether  god exists or not 
is i rrelevant. The m i racl e's 
that we could conceive of h i m  

i n  t h e  f i rst p lace." O u r  props 
seem i nf in ite, yet for each 
of us they are all too transient. 
Thus we d redge them u p  i n  poems: 

s u n, moon, stars 
earth, a i r, water 
clou ds-a woman's 
face & love 

is also a concrete object ! utterly 
i l logical, its form 
embraced by l i ps without f lesh 
virg i nal to mathematics, kiss ing 

the l i ne, that i nvisible passion 
of verse beyond extension. A 
face f i rst encou ntered & 
later retraced i n  the m i nd. 
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