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T here is a woman b rus h i n g  her  h a i r  
w i th the poems o f  N e rud a, 
h a i r  that cur l s  a rou nd a song 
songs l i k e  the how l i n g  i n  a sta r v i n g  desert .  
Cats  w i l l  not run o n  her  roof 
or rest there 
a m o n g  the h a l f- smo ked c i g a rettes, l e mons 
a n d  roses t h a t  have expl oded i n  the long n i ght .  

W h a t  i f  i t  won't  le ave, 
t h i s  moon 
w i t h  the ta lons  of a stone ow l 
t ha t  weeps over t h e  houses, leav i ng 
a sneeze, a game of c a rds .  
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