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THREE POEMS BY 
ROBERT GROSSKLAUS

Paint my reÿection,
a frightened stroke
of crimson across an
empty canvas of water.
Pluck my eyes and
afþx them to the ocean;
wash them clean with the tidals.
Mists blown over mo(u)rnings,
tears resting on white sands
footsteps across distances
of romanticism and sunsets
moon shining over waters,
reÿecting what my eyes see,
painted as impermanent,
lasting only long enough to live
the life of rain
crashing against
your shore.

THREE STANZAS ON

Perfect behind a facade of style,
it bleeds onto the page in ÿawless falsetto.
Words scream of semantic foreplay,
each syllable stroking, coaxing,
guiding;

Reaching behind the head,
stretching boundaries that donõt exist.
Unsexed and unnerved by the breaking of stanzas,
reading each syllable as a false paradox, alerting,
dying;

Thinking, reasoning. The logic is translucent
and the ink dries without breath.
A breeze sweeps over sand. Eyes sting.
Tears smother, sand covers; blanketing, writhing,
writing.

EYES OPEN, BREATHING SLOWLY

The lonely crowd wanders in a drunken stupor
oblivious to the scaly shower of moonlight,
a reÿection of the sun.
Cars chase each other to no avail,
lights ÿash their ÿeshy undertones over the pavement,
symphonies of engines play the fourth movement for deaf ears.
Notes pound out a cadence of time in the eleventh dimension
and all that is matter hangs from strings.
òBut I still havenõt found what Iõm looking for.ó
The puppets make their ready-made motions like a bad Duchamp imitation.
Eleven minutes slip by between Venus and Jupiter.
Cold legs in skirts tight click past in fours,
their ÿesh pricked by the devilõs touch
as they chase each other into oblivion;
a reÿection of character.
The sky opens up and showers scatter
the lonely crowds wandering in drunken stupors.
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