Dawn, Holly go,

Holly step lightly

As ivy, as Ginger

Without Fred Astaire.

In your eyes

Smoke did get,

But where there’s mascara,

Where there’s victrolas,

Where there are ash  trays,

Why worry about tears?

“Cry more, pee less,”

Grandma once said,

Wiser than all

The pearls of Tiffany’s,

Bright and seeing clearly

As all the windows

At Chartres
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Drag,  lips, an inhalation.

This lit candle is

Summoning  a ritual.

Lean closer.

With closed lids, breathe.

Such membranous intimacy…

Pores, responses open:

Hold on, hold on.
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Exhale, smoke wreathed,

 The spinning dreams start.

Am I dragon princess 

Beneath this smog,

Foggy shifter,

Mysterious chameleon?

As scent you know me,,

Wafting wisps, ash acrid.

Take a whiff.

This mist is diaphanous.

Secrets retreat.

Like pets I shall name them,

Perfume-linger, & be gone.
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Tissues, mouth imprinted,

Rouge pots & cold cream

For the kohl

Above the nose

Powdered to a blush

From the copper compact,

The lipstick tasting of tin

Hidden from perspective

Amid the wig stand & boa…

Oh la la la

“I feel pretty”

a West Side Story miniature

in this lens-----

Mirror, mirror, who is fairest

When this land’s apocalyptic?

Eyes, the soul’s own looking

Glass camera records 

The business all the day long,

But I look through them

Searching only for you

Again & again
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Voyager now,

What vanishing has begun?

My hat is a sail,

The face, a masthead,

& clouds a prow

Around adrift schooner shoulders.

I travel this, a heroine Columbus

Discovering myself a new life.

Light my cigarette, would you?

How kind & good.

I should tip the brim

Shadowing my gaze.

I am Bette Davis

Just waiting for the close-up

To focus on you properly.

Then will this toy top

Of a world

Finally stop spinning?
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Crystal too, dear Marlene,

Long vase statue,

Hair, brow, voice,

Enduring flowers.

“Shut up & kiss,”

Said this Helen herself,

Destroyer of men & not

Androgynous a bit

Even when tuxed,

When evasive Mata Hari

In the house of love,

More loving than loveless,

Spied on, reclusive

Past her legend-----

Youth freckling to 

Age spots but

Like a monarch,

Like moths falling in,

Clustered to the inferno,

The wick
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Rain on the tongue,

Such bovine innocence,

Such sweetness, girl,

Your delectable skin

Edible as buttermilk bread.

Was Norma Jean slaughtered

In you like a lamb

For the Hollywood homes,

Each a fled orphanage?

Dead or alive

Your glamorous myth lives

With new rumors yet

To your life.

 Still your eyes tell the truth,

Photographed once

On a Sunday

Leaning from a window

On the set. 

In that moment

You were at ease,

With the incandescent

Vulnerability, the intelligence

 Womanly,

 warm & soft

As your terry cloth robe,

as the nakedness it scarcely

Knew how to protect
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Wisecracking

Mae saunters

Come up, see

 entendres, double,

Hear high jinks,

Note the circus

Bump & grind

Like a caboose loose

On curvaceous

Tracks.

Here is slapstick.

Here is wit

Rambunctious

As skits of vaudeville

Juggling W.C. &

Groucho &

Durante-ish

Buster Keaton.

She has it all baby,

With a flutter & bat,

A flip & a roll,

Blonde bombshell

Slick & sly.

Sex, the joke.

Sex, the independence.

You better, you ought to,

Believe it kid
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Star born, born Gumm,

When the rainbow was over

Where in hell was our Judith?

I’ve seen her in piano bars,

Re-habs, diners,

Belting show tunes

Which stopped any crowd

Like an avalanche.

Heck,

She was just human,

Addicted, addicting,

No stranger to her faults.

Come Judy, here

Are your shades.

Tie this scarf

About your head.

We’ll find a park & sit

Close as weathered pigeons,

Drinking coffee, sharing

A giggle.

Sure, we will be confidantes

Whispering thief thick &

In a moment

All of the gray

Will be over like 

a witnessed

Nuremberg.

Judy, where are you?

Clang, clang, clang

Your trolley heart is

Tinsel speed

The reels are flashing

With like celluloid

gas
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Piaf, sparrow littlest,

The tremulous throat,

The tune of the thrush

With tragic vibrato

Thunderously echoing…

Yes, how resonance lasts,

French vowels like comets

Out of the darkness

 of the Olympia.

So applause lingers

Like arbutus drizzle,

And spotlights tumble,

Scatter tympanic

From crashing waves of sky.

But, la vien, hushed,

In the aftermath 

Opens up the rose

With “if you love me,

Really love me, then

Let it happen”,

And nothing is lost
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Come September, come November,

Lotte sing of Anna

And Anna of Weill

Awhile to catch

This blaze of leaves

The stoplight turns red,

As scarlet as your lips,

Your cigarette’s tip,

Whatever few precious days

Left to our season.

Time passes golden

And silver petals 

Down the street.

Up blooms the night,

A Pirate Jenny

Dreams at last fulfilled.

Come ship pulled by the moon.

Come freighter of music

Out here in the stars.

We are lost like lamps

Among such strange boulevards,

But love is a guidepost

And every legacy a lady

In the dark there, singing.
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Winter, strange weather,

The london bridge

Is coming down

Across the channel

Like a lover

And Marianne is the torch,

The cabaret keeper,

Keeper of the flames.

Smoke and put on perfume.

Smoke and walk in this room,

Modern moderator of excess,

Fearless survivor of fear

Preserving life

Blue with the mist

Of a cosmos lined up,

A cosmos painted up

Through the sky lights 

Of this stage.

Smoke rings well,

And water ripple,

The madonna blue heavens

Neither virgin saint

Nor whore sacred,

The madonna midnight blue

Heavens only tender and more tender

Where our angels all smoke

And hum blue lullabies as prayers
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Today I will be lovely Greta,

Clear as swedish rivers

With gin neat repose

And a not-so-cold glance,

Aloneness my friend,

A thousand years of it,

And that solitude grand.

Yes, in this stillness

Ye shall know

How this silence listens,

Vigilant, omniscient,

The watcher through

Timelessness,

And I am water, not stone,

Holding music like glass.

