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CHAPLIN'S DANCE 

Gritty images up against a screen; 
Phantoms lit in chiaroscuro. 
Perception is suspended in time 
As motes of dust in a projector's beam; 
And darkened walls are echoing 
To flickering voices of light. 

These images are flukes 
They flip and flutter 
While ghosts of comedians 
Riding fllttering candle light 
Haunt as Hapsburg memories do. 

The days seem best served by a tramp 
Who invites princes to suicide. 
Myer] ing runs a shop In the Bronx; 
And grandparents come over by boat. 

During the Gold Rush 
Charlie throws a party 
But Georgia doesn't come. 

In his Innocent sleep 
He dreams of a dance--
The dance of the oceana rolls. 

His dream conjures a face in the darkness-
A benevolent white mask 
With a questing moustache 
Behind the gentle candle glow. 

The mask is watching two hands 
Guide two rolls in a dance 
At the tips of two dervish forks. 

The rolls are tramp's shoes 
In the ballet of a hapless dreamer 
S_peaking to the purity of illusion. 
As we slouch in our seats 
We drift out to the sea in ships 
To the dance of the oceana roll. 
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THE FEAR OF OUR FATHERS 

With grandmother and brother 
As the audience, 
His father did the dirty work. 
The boy sat uncertainly, listing forward, then sideways 
In the wooden swing. 

His father saw this clumsiness as charming. 

The father spins the swing slowly, 
Slowly corkscrewing 
The clothesline above his head. 
The swing begins its spin 
Backwards 
In a series of benign loops, 
Slowly, then faster, 
As the child giggles with a delight 
Poised on the nape of fear. 
The-swing jolts suddenly, 
Hesitates, 
Then repeats itself in reverse. 

Thrilling to the laughter now, 
The father repeats the process. 
He winds the rope even tighter, 
But this time, at the end of its run 
The swing lurches violently. 
The child's head rolls back; 
His arms flail for help. 
His eyes look in terror toward his father, 
Revealing a stricken eagle afloat in his heart. 

Before the shudders can turn to tears 
His father lifts him from the swing. 
He holds him tightly to his chest. 
THe boy's hair is moist and feathery 
And brushes at his father's neck. 

Why has he frightened his child? 
He was only dizzy. It was his first time. 

He thought of it often though, 
And came to see later that 
Our fear of our fathers 
Is the father of our fears 
And each generation pays a visit against the next. 
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