Stupid Evening

Matthew Weiss

With the boarded-up clamor of fate

pressing down on a stupid evening,

a few gentleman and I rode down

Market from 35th St below the snow,

having passed through the chilly gates

and the plywood enclosure

of a doorwoman to Penn’s Landing,

at that hour, evacuated by society,

and, hands in polartek, walked

beside the handrails of the bridge.

The only smells that could reach us

came from the cars distending

the print-out of the moon—

and soon out of nervousness

my shoulders rocked, as if beat

by my heart, whose interest

in the city to my right failed

to be matched by the desire

to lay down something clean,

musical and complete,

as if the imagination could pay

for each hour spent clothing

an idea in a dream

and a dream in a story—

We’d been to see a movie

before jamming tokens

deep into the machine;

the plot was taken from real life,

and the ending was tragic,

although the construction was sound—

it was clear weeping was useless,

although we did it, you know—

but we wept for the people,

not for the games—

they had distinctive faces,

so they were easier to see

and remember than usual—

but it was clear to me

above the suspended tracks

and a swollen barge at eleven

that the more we wondered

the more we kept wondering;

and the more we dreamt,

the more we kept dreaming

for a version of history 

that could keep its own council,

you know, council with its own self...

And then, that hour, 

not chosen by accident at all,

brought a woman’s face to me,

ferried by three others,

whose cheeks found our hands,

and whose insides smiled

with the expressions of a girl

ravished by some animal 

intoxicated

by a thing unknown 

to both men and women,

bringing both purpose and fear

into this version of the world.

