Sex Without Love

How do they do it, th= ones who make love
without love? Beautiful as dancers,
gliding over each other like ice-skaters

over the ice, fingers hooked
inside each other's bodies, faces
red as steak, wine, wet as the

children at birth whose mothers are going to
give them away. How do they come to the
come to the cometothe God come to the
still waters, and not love

the one who came there with them, light
rising slowly as steam off their joined

skin? These are the true religious,

the purists, the pros, the ones who will not
accept a false Messiah, love the

priest instead of the God. They do not
mistake the lover for their own pleasure,
they are like great runners: they know they are alone
with the road surface, the cold, the wind,
the fit of their shoes, their over-all cardio-
vascular health—just factors, like the partner
in the bed, and not the truth, which is the
single body alone in the universe

against its own best time.

Sharan  Olds

Topography

After we flew across the country we

got in bed, laid our bodics

delicately together, like maps laid

face to face, East to West, my

San Francisco against your New York, your
Fire Island against my Sonoma, my

New Orleans deep in your Texas, your Idaho
bright on my Great Lakes, my Kansas
burning against your Kansas your Kansas
burning against my Kansas, your Eastern
Standard Time pressing into my

Pacific Time, my Mountain Time

beating against your Central Time, your

sun rising swiftly from the right my

sun rising swiftly from the left your

moon rising slowly from the left my

moon rising slowly from the right until

all four bodies of the sky

burn above us, scaling us together,

all our cities twin cities,

all our states united, one

nation, indivisible, with liberty and justice for all.
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As if she is standing
at a bus stop
waiting

in rain.

Cars pass.

Lights shine on
dirty street water,
tires hiss

like laughter;

even “puddle”

sounds too playful.

Splayed fingers
rush to flatten
that one corner
of her coat

raised gently

by a poke of wind.

Finally,

it comes.

She turns away;

cannot get on,

join its riders who,

though empty

from their own

sad journeys,

have not been waiting here.

Just over her hollow eye,

a crescent shadow,
the shape of her missing moon.

Karen Toloui
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The Dead

The dead are always looking down on us, they say,

while we are putting on our shoes or making a sandwich,

they are looking down through the glass-bottom boats of
heaven

as they row themselves slowly through eternity.

They watch the tops of our heads moving below on earth,

and when we lie down in a field or on a couch,
drugged perhaps by the hum of a warm afternoon,
they think we are looking back at them.

which makes them lift their oars and fall silent

and wait, like parents, for us to close our eyes.
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