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OF FLESH, OF STONE
outside myself and just beyond
my fingertips you stand.:
It I1s as though | wander through
a distant, unknown land

These shadowed planes curve down,
Shrink beneath my palm,

While gleams of marble skin

Swim before my eyes:

Arching like a dolphin

| capture my surprise.

This contour turns away,
Shrugging off my gaze:
Prepare the self to know
The identity of desire.
Supple bronzes glow
Like the flesh on fire.

This flank | scale with joy,
This hollow Is a pause:

Recall the rule of thumb,
Probe the flesh of stone.
What warmth there i1s to come
With the constriction of bone.

This body Is within

The field a seahorse swims
Where flesh burns like the sun.
| touch not flesh nor stone
But the whole body of one,
No longer the self alone.

Ronald Bates
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Hard to believe

come to talk
to you again,
1t’s hard to believe
we made love,
hard to believe
your hands and mouth
are so small,
hard to believe
you have more freckles
than there are leaves or
Knees,
and you gave me a
book 1 already have,
writing in it you’d love me
forever,
hard to believe
now after all these times
either of us have a place
to visit,
yet we’re traveling like thieves
Into other people’s lives,
taking things we never needed,
1t’s hard to believe
we can live like the rain.

C. H. Gervals
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Landscape

What hour is it now

While the birds fly

Slowly into the intense horizon

Melting before the heat of the dissolving sun;
Liquifying in mirage-like sheen

While trees blacken slowly

In the night.

What hour is it now that time is exile.

Mary Ellen Holland
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