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ALKl BARNSTONE

RESISTANCE TO CIVIL GOVERNMENT,
NEW YEAR'’S, 1980
As they could not reach me,

they had resolved to punish my body.
—Henry David Thoreau

When the clock stuck 12
I wept
“Why should a number matter?” 1 asked David
All my lovers were named David
Nice Jewish boys born in the 5o0s
“Why discount your premonition?” he replied
“A number is a symbol
Like a word or a rose
Of poison plutonium”
He took my hand and stroked it—thin thin
Fingers made tracks of emerald neon
Across my palms—circled my wrists
Like Chinese jade a woman wears
For safety
One on each arm—so the jade breaks—not her—if she falls
He’d been in jail
As if I were mere flesh and blood and bones
To be locked up . . . if there was a wall
Between me and my townsmen
There was a still more difficult one
To climb or break through—he’d cut a fence
At Seabrook nuclear plant
Been beaten been gassed
He was already thin
When he went on a hunger strike
There was a history and a gossip
Which never circulated
Beyond the walls of the jail
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“David” I said “you’re so thin your body’s
A stick holding up a head and a penis”
My boyfriend in the other room
Nursed Jack Daniels and beer and heavy visuals
The acid was bad
Cut with strychnine—tore
A black hole in my temple
A dizzy galaxy spun on my tongue
Between walls of clenched teeth
Before they could get to be as free as I was
I knew I would never be fully his
Whose? not anyone’s
Not for another decade at least or ever
I did not for a moment feel confined
The years split away from their orbits
Asteroids that lay weight on my chest
They thought my chief desire was
To stand on the other side of that stone wall
In New England everywhere you see walls
Boulders placed with care
Convex against concave like hip and hip
And you attend to their form
Read across and then down
The word shapes becoming stone shapes
The lines becoming walls
Around you and around you is
A page—a map—a city is Providence
Where verses are composed, which are
Afterward printed in a circular form
Where you walk down Hope Street
Parallel to Benefit
And intersect with Prospect
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And Angell and the walls seemed a great waste
Of stone and mortar
I said “it’s the shapeless that frightens me
The gas in the air—the waste
With infinite half-lives”—my boyfriend
Was on the other side of the wall that much
Was certain—I heard
I will breathe
After my fashion
The click click click of the Bic
As he lit a joint or cigarette named Viceroy
I saw smoke angels take wing and mingle
With Mahavishnu Orchestra’s tolling
And the little cockroaches dotting the walls
They only can force me
Who obey a higher law than [
And I saw the wall of me permeated by what
Could not be locked up
He occupied one window
And I the other
My boyfriend looked in
He asked “when was the last time you were this high?”
I had never seen the town-clock strike before
Then he stabbed the rose on the album cover
Three times with his finger and I mused
Was David king or prophet or schemer or singer?
Who had been detected in an attempt to escape
Who avenged themselves by singing
Yes for a moment I could read the signs
If I recalled
Hip rhymes with lip—skin thin—bug hug
“Don’t cry damnit” said my boyfriend
“Don’t mess with my high”
I could not but smile
To see how industriously they locked the door
On my meditations
Which followed them out again without let or hindrance
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Any David would do
No it was more
David was David—the one—the seven—the twelve
The beautiful—the pure
One hand stroking my hand’s
Innumerable cells and cells
And cells as I touched him innumerable
David—one hand cocked and grasping a stone
One hip cocked
The giant grotesque leering
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