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CHARTRES
Cold, North European
morning leaving the hotel the empty lobby
like the husk of a poem after the songs last
night: Dylan and Canteloube and the oil
of Calvados and sleeping with the pines
crystal spirit and Irene; into
the square abandoned by the pirating young
and to the right on the rise the spires of
the cathedral.
              Inside the hieratical quiet
of centuries soaks up the song of falling stone
masons and the witches of the Inquisition
a Gothic rigour which yet bows to the Blue
Virgin and allows one the secret cadences
of an orgastic figural fever

