" Aust ere Sunshlne
Kenneth Lifshitz

Surfers in coffee trees

argue of sensel ess art journeys
worn out socks

and basketbal | .

Tracki ng -austere bodies

a nental sun

a healing lustrous dignity.

Arthur's toads render

bl oat ed chorus

and junp in the pond

Cancel eternal traps!

Basho sits very nearly dead
in the back of the Buick

A tenporal screen

cast thse shadows in twilight
- honely stillness.

The two contenders

sul ki ng about in their

tradi tional garb,

in studied jaundice,
Artifice,-with sonber

G unti ng.

I n gaseous grandeur
t hey fl oat
Unseen by us.

The weaker w shing

qui ck deci sion

in the austere - sunshine,
but neither can transform
t he carpet where the
shadows fume into
Intricate sadness

of blood red | ace.

Mac Arthur's toads tread, -
In mlkly nmoonlight

G eat ass dances in and
swal | ow wi ne badly
snoki ng slightly

t hi nking of tine

and funny faces
totell the children
Who can answer them

O bel l'i gerent basso?
Taken by surprise

you can't see

t hem

with nortal eyes.



They strip to naked bl aring
sweat

Poi nted at the sky

a surfboard

neatly tucked in the

sand

Sentinel of the evening
its' |ong shadow governs

t he conmbat of two

dirty socks in noonlight.

They run the show

and stand on bl ocks

So everyone w |l Know how tal
they are.

And conb their |ocks
vertically.

What a shock to nmom

Who gets vertigo inmmedi ately
and signs rel eases for

mat uri ng st ocks,

The- general |ies dead
still, he surveys

t he qui et Hudson

t hrough the hours
of an Italian night
Wi t !

One noon;

two nen,

- argunent

(I's it usel ess?)
Grant's tonb, -

ah these socks.

Big Ben's mghty bel
rings in the

austere sunshi ne

t hi s norning, useless.



