Repudiation
"We don't really know what reality is made of" - George Oppen
***

There is a hazard,

a chance that the heart

staggers

into poverty, 'the principal of existence.'  In season,

the delusory proverbs

destroy themselves, the grand fulfillment

that withers.  But when?

Tomorrow?  Reversible guilt,

the conviction intoned

like a tongue

so eagerly moistened, vents

like a descant

to the righteous. Coercion

of the mind is the counterpoint,

a pulse

that tranquilizes

nothing.  Music,

music of the mortals?  The noble

house built of fervor

is a diminutive chorus

of manuscripts and distaste

in which the mind

slips, heedlessly

like dusk

into nightfall, gripping its prelude

with bared teeth.

