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I was born in the month of the bull,

the month of heaviness,

or of the lowered, the destructive head,

or of purposeful blindness. So I know, beyond the shadowed
patch of grass, the stubborn one, the one who doesn’t look up,
still senses the rejected world. It is

a stadium, a well of dust. And you who watch him

looking down in the face of death, what do you know

of commitment? If the bull lives

one controlled act of revenge, be satisfied

that in the sky, like you, he is always moving,

not of his own accord but through the black field

like grit caught on a wheel, like shining freight.



